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Adulthood Adventure: Aspen








After my eighteenth birthday, my gorgeous twenty-one-year-old roommate, Isabella, invites me on a trip to Aspen. She wants to show me there’s more to adulthood than just music and video games.





When we arrive, the snowy mountains are breathtaking—but nothing prepares me for how close we’ll become. I didn’t expect to share a cozy bed with her—or to fall on top of her while she teaches me how to ski.





During warm evenings by the fireplace, barely dressed and pressed close, we confess feelings we never would have admitted.





And when we go off the grid and get trapped in a cave, there’s only one way to stay warm—skin against skin, sharing body heat.





That’s when I realize … she has far more to teach me than just skiing.





Chapter 1









T
 he beat looped in my headphones as I adjusted the synth levels, letting the bassline hum through my body. I was lost in it, fine-tuning the mix. I nodded my head, really getting into it. There was little that could snap me back to reality when I was in the flow.

Suddenly, soft hands pressed onto my shoulders, and I jumped, my headset tumbling onto the floor. I turned to see my older stepsister grinning, her blue eyes bright with mischief.

“You could’ve at least knocked,” I told her, taking a deep breath.

“I did!” she said, leaning in to press her lips against my cheek. “Sorry.”

Isabella was three years older than me, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders in loose waves. She had piercing blue eyes, high cheekbones, and smooth lips—the kind of looks she’d inherited from her mother. She wore leggings and a snug sweater that clung to her curves, a little too warm for Southern California but perfect for our upcoming flight to Colorado.

She kneaded my shoulders, her touch firm and deliberate. “Better?”

“It’s fine,” I said, relaxing under her hands.

She suddenly pulled out a napkin, licked it, and pressed it against my cheek. “I got too excited and forgot I left a lipstick mark.”

A shiver ran down my spine at the sensation of her saliva on my skin. Before I could react, she plopped onto my lap, settling her weight against me. I groaned. This wasn’t the first time she sat on top of me. She could be playful and flirtatious at times, sometimes a bit too much for my taste. My hands hovered in the air, unsure where to rest—anywhere on her felt like stepping onto a sexual, forbidden landmine.

“What are you working on?” she asked, nodding toward my screen.

“Just some music,” I mumbled.

“Can I listen?”

“Sure,” I said, hesitating for a beat before pressing play.

The track filled the room, and she closed her eyes, nodding along. “This is good, Jake,” she murmured, tapping her fingers against my shoulder. “You’re actually getting better.”

I rolled my eyes, but her words settled warmly in my chest. She leaned in a little closer, her perfume mixing with the faint scent of her shampoo. She started rocking her hips slightly, shifting in my lap. I swallowed hard, willing myself to stay still. But her firm butt kept rubbing against my privates, slowly but surely, making me hard.

“You enjoy it that much?” I asked, my voice coming out a little strained.

She smirked. “Yeah, I do. I’m impressed.”

“Music is the only thing in life I’ve figured out.”

Isabella tilted her head, watching me for a second. “You don’t have to have everything figured out yet. You just turned eighteen.”

Lately, I’d been stuck at a crossroads, unsure of what came next. I was taking a gap year, working at a gym to keep some money coming in, spending whatever free time I had making music in my bedroom. But adulthood loomed, and I wasn’t sure where I was heading. College? Something else? The uncertainty gnawed at me more than I liked to admit. Unlike myself, she’d graduated college in a degree of fashion, and she was now working at a luxury boutique.

Before I could respond, she turned around and spread her legs, straddling me. Her arms looped around my neck as she grinned at me. Even if she was my older stepsister, she knew how to tease me properly.

“Are you looking forward to Aspen?” she asked with clear hints of excitement.

Isabella had saved up for this trip, insisting that we do something memorable for my eighteenth birthday. She didn’t want me stuck at home, wasting away in front of my laptop or the gym. This was her way of making sure I lived a little. It meant more to me than I could say, and I wasn’t sure how to thank her.

“Yeah,” I finally said, my voice quieter because of the closeness. “I am.”

“Good.”

I shifted slightly beneath her. “I mean … I am, but I’m also kind of nervous. I’ve never skied before.”

“It’s not rocket science. You’ll get the hang of it. And if not, at least you’ll be fun to watch falling on your ass.”

I groaned. “Great. That’s encouraging.”

She grinned. “Come on. We’re gonna have fun. Just trust me.”

I looked her in the eyes, and despite the playful bantering, I trusted her wholeheartedly. “I’ll always trust you.”

“Great … Also, Mom’s gonna lose it if we don’t get downstairs.”

“A bit difficult to move when you sit on top of me.”

Chuckling, she swung her legs off me and bent over to pick up my headphones. As she did, she flashed me her firm, fit ass. The leggings she wore clung to her curves, the seam running right through the center, highlighting both her round swollen cheeks.

She suddenly whirled around, and I hoped she hadn’t caught me staring—but the amused glint in her eyes and the sly grin on her lips told me otherwise. Especially when I came face to face with her breasts straining against her sweater.

“Your headphones,” she reminded me with a chuckle.

“Thanks,” I muttered, grabbing them and setting them on the table.

I saved my project before following her downstairs.

Our mother, Amber, was already seated at the table, her dimples deepening as she smiled at us. She had the kind of sculpted features that made her look like she’d walked off a runway—long legs crossed, and her thick, glossy brown hair framed high cheekbones and full lips painted a deep red. Even if she was in her early forties, she was still a beautiful woman who turned heads. She took impeccable care of her hygiene and herself. She ran a successful makeup company and had done some modeling in the past. She was always busy, but when we had time together, she was still the same loving, supportive mother. She never judged me for not jumping straight into college, which I appreciated.

But she wasn’t my mother—she was my stepmother. My father had divorced my mom when I was young and met Amber when she was also single, raising her daughter, Isabella, on her own. Unfortunately, my dad, who had once been a model, died of alcohol poisoning when I was ten. Growing up without him had been tough, but Amber and Isabella were always there for me. They felt bad for me, and unlike many stepfamilies, we never had that built-in resentment. Isabella and I rarely fought, and we certainly didn’t hate each other. And Amber—she was a woman I was truly grateful to have in my life.

“Finally. Thought I was going to have to send a rescue team,” Amber said playfully.

“He was blasting his music like usual,” Isabella said, slipping into her seat.

“Was it good?” Amber asked.

“I loved it. He’s getting better and better,” Isabella said, making me blush slightly.

Dinner was steak, roasted vegetables, and some kind of fancy sauce Amber always made when she was feeling extra. The conversation drifted from work to the trip ahead. Amber ran through the itinerary one last time, making sure we had everything packed.

She smiled, setting her glass down and glancing between us. “You two should enjoy this. Make the most of it,” she said, a hint of excitement in her voice. “I’m really happy for you both.”

I could hear the genuine warmth in her words. I was lucky. Lucky to have Isabella, lucky to have my stepmother, even if I didn’t always show it.





* * *

Amber drove us to LAX, the city lights flashing by as Isabella scrolled through her phone in the backseat, showing me pictures of Denver and the ski slopes.

I wasn’t going to lie—I felt a little intimidated.

“I’ll teach you everything,” Isabella said, nudging me.

“A perfect opportunity to become closer,” Amber added with a wink.

She wasn’t wrong. It wasn’t really about skiing for me. It was about the fact that Isabella had saved up her own money for this trip. Sure, our mother chipped in a little, but most of it had come from Isabella’s pockets.

She wanted this to be special. And that meant everything.

When we arrived, Amber pulled up to the drop-off zone and put the car in park. She stepped out with us, adjusting her coat against the cool evening air.

She hugged Isabella first, giving her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Take care of each other, okay?”

“Of course, Mom. I’ll make sure my little bro doesn’t get lost or do anything stupid.” She smirked, nudging me with her elbow.

I scoffed, adjusting my bag. “Yeah, right. More like I’ll be the one keeping you in check.”

“We’re off to a good start,” Amber said playfully. Then she turned to me, her eyes lingering on mine for a moment longer. She reached out, resting a hand on my cheek briefly before pulling me into a warm hug. She wasn’t shy about mashing her breasts against me, and I melted a little. Every embrace from her was warm and intimate like she wanted to remind me how much she loved me.

When she finally pulled back, she looked up at me. It hadn’t been long since I’d surpassed her in height, and now she had to tilt her head to meet my eyes.

“I remember when you used to be the one looking up at me,” she said, her voice tinged with emotion. “You’re not a boy anymore … even if Isabella still teases you.”

I just smiled, her eyes lingering on mine for a moment longer. There was something in her gaze—pride or something softer, a quiet disbelief that I was already eighteen, grown up in ways she hadn’t fully registered. She reached out, resting a hand on my cheek, her thumb brushing against my skin in a gesture both caringly and lingering.

“I can’t believe how fast you’ve grown,” she murmured, her voice tinged with emotion. “I’m proud of you—both of you—for being so close, for looking out for each other.”

A warmth settled in my chest, and I felt a slight heat rise to my face. Blushing, I nodded, unsure how to respond beyond a quiet, “Thanks.”

“I have to give you another hug.” She pulled me into her second warm hug, holding on just a little longer before stepping back. Then she turned to Isabella again. “And you—come here, too.” She wrapped her arms around her daughter, pressing a quick kiss to her temple. “Thank you for being such a good stepsister to him.”

Isabella smiled, squeezing her mother back. “Thanks, Mom. Wouldn’t have it any other way.”

We waved goodbye as she got back into the car, watching as she drove off. The airport entrance loomed ahead, the reality of the trip settling in. Just the two of us on a skiing trip.

* * *

Once we boarded the plane, Isabella immediately lifted the armrest between us, inched her hips closer to mine, and leaned in. “Might as well get comfortable,” she said, grinning as she rested her head lightly against my shoulder. Her body heat seeped into me, the soft material of her sweater brushing against my arm. I could feel the warmth of her leg pressing against mine through her leggings, the contact subtly electric. It wasn’t like we hadn’t sat close before, but this felt different—more intentional and more intimate. She made us look more like a couple than siblings, but it felt quite nice, more so than I’d like to admit.

She pulled out her phone and scrolled through some photos. “Look,” she said, showing me shots of herself in a winter outfit—her coat snug, snowflakes caught in her hair. “I’m prepared.”

I chuckled, glancing between the photos and her. “Nice. You think we’ll have time to hit the slopes today?”

She smirked. “Glad to hear you’re excited. We’ll get there at night, though, so skiing will have to wait. The cabin’s nice, though. I rented one with two rooms.”

“How does it look?”

She smirked, unlocking her phone and flipping to a few pictures. “See for yourself. Cozy fireplace, warm bedrooms and a little living room with a TV.”

I studied the photos—warm lighting, rustic wood interior and the fire casting a soft glow. “I can’t wait.”

She nudged me. “Perfect for some quality time.”

“You’re right. It looks good.”

“Speaking of looking good, got any gym selfies?”

I rolled my eyes but unlocked my phone, scrolling through a few photos. “What do you think?”

She leaned in, her shoulder pressing into me as she examined them. “Not bad, little bro. You’re actually looking kind of ripped.”

I scoffed, shifting in my seat. “Kind of? I work hard, you know.”

She grinned, nudging me playfully. “Yeah, yeah. You might just impress Mom at this rate. Speaking of which … Did you see how she looked at you? She finds it hard to believe you’re already grown. She had the same expression when I turned eighteen.”

“I didn’t know,” I admitted, glancing at her.

“I think she feels a bit guilty she hasn’t done something like this in a while,” Isabella said, stretching out. “She wants to spend more quality time with us, but she’s just busy with her business.”

I nodded, letting that sink in. “I guess that makes sense. It’s not like she doesn’t care.”

Isabella gave a small smile. “No, she cares. I think she just misses us being kids sometimes. Maybe feeling a bit nostalgic.”

“Do you miss being a kid?”

She looked at me but wasn’t sure what to say. “I don’t know, but I do sometimes feel that time moves too quickly.”

“I suppose,” I said.

“Let’s enjoy this moment … and my gift to you.”

“Thank you again,” I said.

She leaned against me, wrapping her arm around my shoulder. “You’re welcome.”

I glanced at her, feeling a sense of gratitude. “We’ll have to make the most of it.”

She smirked. “Exactly. And that means no bailing on me when we hit the slopes.”

“I promise,” I said, leaning back in my seat with my stepsister sitting tightly next to me.

Eventually, it got a bit warm, and she pulled off her sweater. Underneath, she wore a crop top that left the top of her creamy breasts fully visible. I tried to act like I wasn’t looking, but she made it impossible, giving me the perfect view as she leaned back against me.

For the first time, I found myself looking—studying the curves I had no business studying. I knew I shouldn’t, but after all the teasing, all the little moments leading up to this, resisting felt harder than it should have.

And it made me wonder if this trip would take our relationship somewhere unexpected–Somewhere I wasn’t sure I was ready to go.

* * *

By the time we landed at Aspen/Pitkin County Airport, it was late in the evening. The airport was small but efficient, and after grabbing our luggage, Isabella picked up the rental car.

The drive to the cabin was quiet at first, but I couldn’t stop looking out the window. The mountains were nothing like I had ever seen before—towering peaks dusted in white, stretching endlessly beneath a dark sky. Moonlight reflected off the snow, making everything glow with an almost unreal brightness. Pines lined the winding roads, their heavy branches weighed down by fresh snowfall. Occasionally, we’d pass a warmly lit cabin, nestled deep in the trees, smoke curling from a chimney like something out of a postcard.

“You’re really taking it in, huh?” Isabella glanced over, amusement in her voice.

“Yeah,” I admitted, still watching the scenery pass by. “I’ve never seen anything like this. It’s … peaceful.”

She smiled. “Told you it’d be worth the trip. Wait till you see it in the morning.”

The further we drove, the more secluded it became. The road curved through the trees, and the only sound was the hum of the tires against the pavement. Finally, we reached the cabin, tucked away from the main road. It was exactly like in the pictures—cozy, private and surrounded by nature.

We stepped out into the crisp air, our breaths visible in the cold. The porch light flickered on as Isabella unlocked the door. Inside, the warmth hit instantly, the faint scent of wood and fire lingering in the air.

“Looks even better in person,” I said, dropping my bag near the entrance.

“Told you,” she murmured, stretching her arms. “Long trip, though. Let’s get some rest.”

I nodded. The exhaustion was settling in, but I couldn’t help feeling excited. Tomorrow, I’d wake up to a whole new world.

“But first,” she said with a grin, “I need to take a shower.”

“That’s fine,” I said and slumped down in the armchair.

“Do you wanna go first?” she asked, leaning against the doorframe. The light caught her blonde hair, making her look almost ethereal—like a goddess. “I can stay there for an hour.”

“It’s fine. I can wait,” I said.

“You sure?” she asked, her voice soft and caring.

I nodded. “I’m sitting so comfortably in this armchair anyway.”

She beamed. “Kiss.” Then, just like that, she whirled around and bounced into the bathroom.

I leaned back. This cabin wasn’t very soundproof—I could hear everything as she slipped off her clothes, one piece at a time. And that’s when my mind betrayed me. I thought of her undressing. I hadn’t done that before, but the way she sat so close to me on the plane made me see her differently.

My cock stirred. It left me puzzled—confused. I shouldn’t be thinking of her like that. But I was. And a part of me, one I hated to admit, liked it. How could I not? She’d saved up her own money just to bring me out here to Aspen, to spend time together.

Everything I heard from my friends was how much their stepsiblings hated each other and how they refused to get along. But I had a dream of an older stepsister—one who just happened to be the most attractive girl I’d ever known.

The sound of the shower pattering against tiles pulled me back. My gaze drifted toward the bathroom door.

At that moment, the only thing that could pull me out of this seat was the sight of her in that shower.

The thought alone made my heart pound.

I acted unconsciously. Or at least, that’s what I told myself.

I stood from the armchair and walked toward the door. Steam curled through the keyhole, the scent of her shampoo already teasing my senses.

I took a deep breath.

And I leaned in to peek.

Through the keyhole, I could make out Isabella’s silhouette behind the steamy glass shower door. Her curves were tantalizing, water cascading down her body. I swallowed hard, mesmerized by the sight of her running her hands through her wet hair.

Slowly, my heart started pounding in my chest. I shouldn’t be doing this. But I couldn’t tear my eyes away. She moved around behind the steamed-up glass, her silhouette shifting like something out of an erotic trance.

“Gosh, you’re beautiful,” I murmured under my breath.

But I sighed. The steam was so thick that I couldn’t see her in her full glory. Then, forcing myself away, I went back to my armchair and waited.

Isabella turned off the shower after just half an hour, which surprised me—she could easily stay in there for an hour.

“Jake?” she called.

“I’m still here.”

“Can you come in and help me with something?”

My eyes widened, and my pulse quickened.

“Jake?” she called again.

“Uh … yeah, I’m coming.”

I carefully pushed the door open, and there she stood, wrapped in a towel that was just big enough to barely cover her nipples and areolas, leaving large swathes of her perky breasts visible. The fabric reached her mid-thighs, beads of water glistening on her smooth skin.

“Were you scrolling through Insta babes or something?” she teased playfully.

I stuck my tongue out. “What do you need help with?”

She sighed. “I can’t reach the blow dryer. Also, I forgot to bring a bigger towel.”

I reached up to the shelf, doing my best not to let my eyes wander. “Here you go.”

“Thanks,” she said, taking it from me. “Also, can you check my bedroom for a bigger towel?”

I fetched one and brought it back. “Is this better?”

“Oh yeah, I could barely cover myself with this skimpy one.”

As I handed it to her, I noticed a peek at her areolas. Damn, she was sexy. My throat felt dry, and before I let my mind wander any further, I turned around and left.

It didn’t take her long to finish.

“All yours,” she said, stepping out of the bathroom, fresh and glowing.

“That must be your fastest shower ever,” I joked.

She stuck her tongue out at me this time. “I didn’t want to leave you hanging.”

As she wrapped herself properly in the larger towel—one I suddenly regretted giving her—she smirked.

“By the way, use the lemon shampoo. It’ll be great on you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What’s the difference?”

She rolled her eyes. “It’ll make you smell sexy.”

“I’ll take your word for it.”

As I stepped into the steamy bathroom, Isabella’s scent enveloped me—a mix of citrus and jasmine from her body wash. I inhaled deeply, letting it fill my senses. The mirror was still fogged, droplets clinging to every surface. I didn’t know why, but it was something undeniably erotic knowing she’d just been here nude.

I stripped off my clothes and stepped into the shower, the warm water cascading over me. As I reached for the shampoo, I noticed Isabella’s razor perched on the shelf. My mind immediately conjured images of her privates, wondering where exactly she had used it. I shook my head, trying to banish the thoughts.

The lemon shampoo filled the air with its crisp scent as I worked it through my hair. I couldn’t help but think of Isabella’s earlier comment about it making me smell “sexy.” My body responded, blood rushing south as I imagined her reaction.

I groaned softly, looking down at my growing erection. Part of me wanted to take care of it right then and there, release some of this building tension. But the thought of doing that while thinking about her felt wrong, even if my body disagreed.

I turned the water to cold, letting it shock my system. This was going to be a long trip if I couldn’t get myself under control. As the icy spray hit me, I resolved to keep things platonic, no matter how difficult it might be.

Eventually, I hopped out of the shower and dried myself. I wrapped the towel around me with my erection pressed against it. When I stepped outside, she rose from the couch. She was dressed in a purple nightgown without a bra on. I could even see her nipples poking against the garment, looking thin and sharp. The thin material clung to her curves, leaving little to the imagination.

“All clean?” she asked with a soft smile.

I nodded, very aware of how close we were standing. The scent of her jasmine lotion mingled with the lemon from my shampoo.

“Come here,” she said, opening her arms. “I want a goodnight hug.”

My heart raced as she pulled me close, her body pressing fully against mine. The thin towel and nightgown did little to mask the sensation of her soft skin. I could feel the firm points of her nipples grazing my chest as she squeezed me tight.

I silently prayed she wouldn’t notice my growing hardness pressed against her hip. But from the way she lingered in the embrace, her fingers trailing lightly down my back, I wondered if she could feel it too.

When she finally pulled away, her cheeks were slightly flushed.

“Do you know what it reminded me of when you grabbed the blow dryer for me?”

I shook my head. “Not really.”

“That you’re not little anymore, but taller than me,” she said, her voice a little softer.

“And?”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s just … something. I can’t explain now, but I’ll still call you ‘lil bro’ regardless.”

“That’s fine, sis.”

“Goodnight, little
 brother,” she murmured, pressing a quick kiss to my cheek before disappearing into her room.

I stood there for a moment, still reeling from the intimate contact. With a deep breath, I retreated to my own bedroom and closed the door.

As soon as I was alone, I dropped the towel. My erection sprang free, achingly hard. I fell back onto the bed, images of Isabella’s body flashing through my mind—her curves in the tight leggings, glimpses of cleavage, the way her nipples had felt pressed against me.

I wrapped my hand around my shaft, stroking slowly at first. Part of me felt guilty for thinking of her this way, but I couldn’t help it. The teasing looks, casual touches and flirtatious comments from earlier played on repeat in my head.

My breathing grew heavier as I picked up the pace, imagining what it would feel like to touch her soft skin, to kiss down her neck. I pictured her in the shower, water cascading over her naked body.

I paused, straining to listen for any sounds from Isabella’s room. All was quiet—the coast was clear. Reassured, I gave in fully to my desires. My hand moved faster, hips rocking as I chased my release.

But then, a shriek from her bedroom jolted me awake. My eyes snapped open. “Isabella?”

I swung my feet off the bed, the sheets still covering my crotch. Before I could process what was happening, my door burst open, and she stood there, chest rising and falling like she’d just run a marathon.

“What happened?”

“Oh my god … I saw a spider,” she said, still breathless.

“A spider?” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Yeah, a frickin’ spider,” she shot back. “I’m not a tough guy like you.”

What an overreaction, but it wasn’t the first time.

“Can I please sleep here tonight?” she asked in that pleading tone—the one that always made me cave.

I knew I couldn’t deny her, but at the moment, I had a massive erection, and I was just about to come on top of it. Now I was doomed. No chance to finish.

“Sure,” I said, forcing my voice to sound normal.

“Thank you,” she sighed in relief before hurrying off to grab her pillow and bag.

I swallowed hard, shifting awkwardly under the sheets, doing my best to adjust so she wouldn’t see just how hard I was.

Isabella climbed into bed next to me, the mattress dipping under her weight. I shifted to make room, hyper-aware of her proximity. The thin nightgown did nothing to conceal her curves as she settled in, her leg brushing against mine.

“Thanks for letting me stay,” she murmured, her voice soft in the darkness. “I know it’s silly, but that spider really freaked me out.”

“It’s fine,” I replied. “But let’s try to get some sleep.”

“Sure,” she said as we both drifted off to sleep.





Chapter 2





W
 hen I fell asleep, I drifted into an intense dream—one involving me and my sister.

We were in the shower together, water cascading down our bodies as I lathered soap over her smooth skin. Frustration built as the steam veiled her in an erotic haze, teasing me by hiding the curves I so badly wanted to see. I tried waving the mist away, but she just laughed, playfully shaking her ass before pressing it against my crotch. A groan escaped me, and I shivered in pleasure as she stuck my cock into the crack of her ass.

Then, she turned around, her eyes full of mischief as she wrapped her fingers around my length, picking up right where I’d left off earlier. It was a wet dream—an incredibly tense one—but she didn’t finish me.

Somewhere in the background, a muffled buzzing sound echoed, its source unclear. At first, I ignored it, clinging to the dream, but the noise grew louder, pulling me from that sweet fantasy.

Unlike my usual wet dreams, I didn’t climax before waking up—but I was rock hard either way.

Then I stiffened for an entirely different reason.

The buzzing hadn’t stopped.

I turned my head to the left, my breath catching as I saw my older sister breathing deeply while lying on her back. Her eyes were closed, but her face was flushed. The covers had slipped down, revealing her nightgown hiked up around her waist. Between her spread legs, I could just make out the outline of something moving in circles.

My breath caught in my throat as I realized what I was witnessing. Isabella was pleasuring herself with a vibrator, right there next to me in bed. I lay perfectly still, not daring to move a muscle. Part of me knew I should look away, but I couldn’t tear my eyes from the mesmerizing sight.

Her chest rose and fell as her breathing quickened. One hand gripped the sheets while the other moved the toy in small circles. She moaned and enjoyed herself as her back began to arch slightly off the bed.

Suddenly her body went rigid, thighs clamping together as she climaxed. A long, shuddering gasp escaped her as waves of pleasure washed over her. I held my breath, willing my own body not to react as I witnessed my stepsister ‘s intimate moment.

After a minute, Isabella’s eyes fluttered open. I quickly shut mine, feigning sleep. Through barely-open lids, I watched as she stretched, then reached down to retrieve the vibrator. To my shock, she brought it to her mouth, her pink tongue darting out to lick it. Then she wrapped her lips around it, sucking it clean and coming off with a soft pop.

Once satisfied, she leaned over the side of the bed, fumbling in her bag before tucking the toy away. Then she settled back onto the pillow with a contented sigh.

I lay there, my erection throbbing almost painfully. Part of me longed to reach out and touch her, to finish what she had started. But I knew I couldn’t. No matter how turned on I was, crossing that line was unthinkable.

Eventually, despite my discomfort, exhaustion won out and I drifted off to sleep once more.

* * *

I slowly opened my eyes to the sight of my erection tenting the sheets. I had never felt such a hard, throbbing boner in my life. If Isabella hadn’t been here, I would have easily rubbed one off.

Carefully, I turned to the left—but she wasn’t there. I let out a sigh of relief.

“What a night,” I murmured, my mind replaying everything from earlier.

We’d slept in the same bed, and I had seen her use a vibrator. That was bold—even for her. Meanwhile, I couldn’t even get myself off in the shower.

My eyes dropped to the tent in the sheets, and heat crept up my face. She must’ve seen it when she woke up. The realization embarrassed me.

I sighed again, realizing there wasn’t much I could do about it now. She was old enough to understand, anyway.

I listened for her, trying to figure out where she was. “Isabella?” I called, my voice rough from sleep.

“Morning!” her voice echoed from the bathroom. “Can you do me a favor?”

“Sure.”

“Can you grab my makeup bag?”

“I’m coming,” I said, swinging my legs over the side of the bed. I quickly tucked my erection into my waistband before heading over to her bag.

As I reached inside, my hand bumped against something smooth. I froze. It was the vibrator she had used last night. Images of her pressing it against her most intimate spot flashed through my mind—her moans, the way she had licked and sucked on it afterward. I swallowed hard. It was still warm. Still carried a sweet, musky scent.

I exhaled sharply and placed it back, shaking the thought from my head before grabbing her makeup bag. Heading to the bathroom, I knocked.

“It’s open!”

I slowly pushed the door open and peeked inside. She stood in front of the mirror, waving at me, wrapped in the large towel. Her freshly blow-dried hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, damp at the tips.

“You sleep like a rock,” she teased.

“Yeah … What about you? Did you sleep well?”

“Like a baby. It felt way better sleeping next to you—safer and warmer.”

“I’m glad,” I said, handing her the bag. “Why do you need all that makeup, anyway?”

“Because I want to be pretty.”

“You already are.”

She paused, her cheeks turning a soft shade of pink. “Thank you.”

“Comes from my heart.”

“You’re the sweetest. I’ll get ready in no time, and then we can grab something to eat before hitting the slopes.”

“Take your time,” I said, closing the door behind me.

Gosh, she was pretty.

* * *

After getting ready, we headed out to a small café near the resort. The crisp morning air was refreshing, the snow crunching beneath our boots as we walked. Over coffee and pancakes, we mapped out the day, and before long, we were strapping on our gear, ready to take the lift up the mountain.

The ski lift wasn’t exactly spacious, and to me, it was intimidating. As we approached, Isabella gave me a quick rundown. “Okay, just sit down smoothly, and don’t freak out when it lifts off.”

“I’m not going to freak out.”

She smirked. “We’ll see.”

We sat down, and as the lift jerked upward, I gripped the bar instinctively, earning a chuckle from her. “Told you.”

“That was just instinct.”

She leaned in, her hip pressing against mine. “Not much room here,” she teased. “Hope you don’t mind.”

“Not like I have a choice.” I exhaled through my nose, trying to ignore how warm she felt, even in her ski jacket. It wasn’t just the warmth—it was the way her blonde hair cascaded over her jacket, catching the soft morning light. She looked especially cute in a pink beanie, her cheeks slightly rosy from both the cold and a touch of makeup.

A few minutes into the ride, she shivered dramatically. “Ugh, it’s colder than I thought.” Then, as if to prove her point, she pressed against me even more, her thigh snug against mine.

“You’re just doing that on purpose.”

She smirked, her breath warm against my cheek. “Maybe. But it’s working, isn’t it?” Her voice had a teasing tone, and I swallowed, trying to ignore the way my heart picked up its pace.

Before I could answer, the lift suddenly jolted to a stop, leaving us swaying slightly in mid-air.

Isabella’s hand shot out, gripping my arm tightly, fingers digging into my jacket. “Okay. Didn’t like that.”

I grinned. “You scared?”

She scowled, but her fingers remained locked around my arm, her nails faintly pressing through the layers of fabric. “No. Just … mildly uncomfortable with the idea of dangling this high up.”

I chuckled, flexing my arm slightly under her grip. “Didn’t expect you to be the nervous type.”

She scoffed, her lips curling up at the corner. “I’m not nervous. Just—” she hesitated before leaning in closer, voice softer now, “—a little tense.”

“What’s worse—a spider or this?” I asked, smirking.

“Spiders,” she said without hesitation.

“Great, because there’s one on your beanie.”

She shrieked. “Get it off me!”

I slapped my thigh, laughing. “Chill out, I’m joking.”

She groaned, rolling her eyes before blowing me a raspberry. “You dork.”

We fell into silence, and I was acutely aware of how close we were, the way her fingers still held onto me, like she wasn’t in a hurry to let go.

“You know,” I said, tilting my head slightly toward her, “if you’re really that cold, I might start thinking you need me for warmth.”

She gave me a slow, knowing smile. “And if I did?”

“Then I guess I’d have no choice but to keep you close.”

She held my gaze for a beat longer before letting out a soft laugh. “Guess I should’ve picked a bigger ski lift.”

I smirked. “Too late now. Looks like you’re stuck with me.”

“I don’t mind being stuck with you,” she said, her voice quieter now. Her fingers relaxed slightly, but she didn’t let go of my arm.

I raised an eyebrow. “That so?”

She shrugged. “You’re warm. And kinda nice to lean on.”

I chuckled. “So I’m a personal space heater now?”

“Mmm,” she hummed, shifting a little closer. “Something like that.”

For a moment, neither of us spoke. The quiet sway of the lift made everything feel even more intimate. I could feel her watching me, her head tilted slightly.

“Seriously, sis, is this normal?” I finally asked.

“We’ve sat close together plenty of times before.”

“No, I meant the ski lift suddenly stopping,” I said, giving her a look.

“Oh,” she said, shaking her head. “Not at all. I guess we got unlucky. But I’m not looking down—heights and spiders are my biggest fears.”

The ski lift suddenly lurched forward again, breaking the moment. Isabella let out a small breath and loosened her grip on my arm, though she didn’t move away entirely. I smirked to myself, knowing that for those few minutes, something had shifted between us. And maybe I wasn’t the only one who felt it.

The ski lift finally reached the top, and Isabella hopped off effortlessly. I, on the other hand, wobbled the moment my skis hit the ground, nearly toppling over before regaining my balance. She came to my side immediately. “Are you alright?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” I said. “I sure suck at this.”

“Don’t say that,” she said in her sweet, caring voice. “Not bad for a first-timer. Come on, let’s move to the side before the next lift gets here.”

I shuffled awkwardly after her, getting used to the feel of the skis beneath me. The view from up here was breathtaking—snow-capped peaks stretched out in every direction, the valley below was like a white carpet. Even if this was the beginner’s slope or the most mellow in Aspen, it was like something out of a dream. I could only imagine what the rest of the slopes looked like.

“Alright, beginner, let’s start with the basics,” Isabella said, positioning herself in front of me. “Bend your knees a little, keep your weight centered, and don’t lock up. Just let the skis glide.”

While she bent over, the fabric of her ski leggings stretched taut across her rear, highlighting its perfect roundness. Her jacket had ridden up slightly, revealing a sliver of skin at her lower back. I swallowed hard, trying to tear my gaze away, but I realized it was impossible since I had to study her. I copied her stance, trying to relax, though the sheer drop of the slope ahead of us made that difficult.

She smirked. “You look tense. Think of it like riding a bike. Just go with the motion.”

“Except when I mess up riding a bike, I don’t go tumbling down a mountain.”

She rolled her eyes. “You won’t. Now, push forward gently.”

I hesitated but did as she said, sliding a few feet before losing control and falling onto my side. The cold shock of snow filled my jacket. Isabella was right by my side, concerned etched on her face. “Are you alright?”

“I’m fine,” I said. I couldn’t help but smile at her concern.

She offered me a hand. “Come on, up you go.”

I took her hand, and with some effort, she helped me back to my feet. “Alright, that was just a test run.”

“Sure,” she said, amusement clear in her voice. “Let’s try again. This time, try using the wedge position—keep the tips of your skis closer together to control speed.”

After a few more attempts, and a few more falls, I finally started getting the hang of it. I managed to stay upright, moving slowly but steadily down the beginner slope.

Feeling confident, I tried picking up speed to keep up with Isabella. But the moment I hit a slight incline, I lost control, my skis wobbling beneath me. “Isabella!”

Before I could finish, I crashed straight into her, and we both went tumbling down in a mess of limbs and flying snow. We rolled over each other until we finally came to a stop, me landing right on top of her.

For a second, neither of us moved. I lay right between her legs with my crotch pressed against hers. My hands were braced on either side of her, right under her arms. Her face was inches from mine, her eyes wide before they flicked down briefly, as if realizing just how close we were. If I leaned slightly forward, my lips would touch hers.

Heat crept up my neck. “Uh … sorry.”

Instead of shoving me off, she smirked, her voice teasing. “If you wanted to be on top of me, you could’ve just asked.”

I felt my face go even redder. “That’s not—I didn’t—!”

She laughed, patting my chest lightly. “Relax, little brother. Now, are we going to lay here all day, or are you going to help me up?”

I hesitated a moment longer, still feeling the warmth between us, before finally pushing myself up and offering her a hand. She took it, and as I pulled her up, she didn’t let go right away, her fingers lingering in mine.

“See? Told you you’d pick it up quickly,” she said as we steadied ourselves.

“You say that right after I crashed into you?”

“But you were doing great for a moment. I mean, expect to fall a few more times, but you’re already doing way better than my first time.”

“Maybe I just have a great teacher.”

She rolled her eyes playfully but didn’t hide her pleased expression. “Alright, let’s take it up a notch. Follow me.”

She turned smoothly, gliding down the next stretch of slope. I hesitated for half a second before pushing forward, determination settling in. I could do this.

As I followed after her, the thrill of skiing finally hit me. The wind rushed past, and for the first time, I wasn’t worried about falling—I was just enjoying the ride. I kept my eyes on Isabella, noticing how effortlessly she moved, carving through the snow with ease. She looked completely in her element, and I admired how confident—and sexy—she looked when she skied, especially with her tight leggings on.

I chuckled to myself, shaking my head. She was way ahead of me, but I was determined to keep up. The challenge only made this more fun.

She glanced back, catching my amused expression. “What?”

“Nothing,” I said, grinning. “Just impressed. You make it look easy.”

Isabella smirked, clearly pleased. “That’s because it is easy. Once you get the hang of it, you won’t want to stop.”

I took a deep breath and picked up my pace, trying to match her movements. She was right—once I stopped overthinking, the rhythm of skiing started to click.

“See?” she called over her shoulder. “Told you you’d love it.”

I laughed, feeling lighter than I had in a while. “Alright, you were right. This is amazing.”

She beamed, clearly thrilled that I was enjoying myself. “Come on, let’s see if you can keep up now.”

Even if we’d just started at the mellowest slope, it was still fun. I didn’t want to hit any of the bigger ones just yet, even though I was starting to improve. At least I wasn’t falling on top of her anymore.

Once we took the lift back up, she demanded a selfie with me. She pressed her cheek against mine, which was surprisingly warm, smiling as she took the photo.

“There, now you have proof you survived your first time skiing,” she teased.

I chuckled. “You’re assuming I won’t wipe out the moment we go again.”

She laughed, tucking her phone away. “You better not. I have a reputation to maintain as the best ski instructor.”

I smirked, nudging her playfully. “I’ll try not to embarrass you then.”

She grinned. “Good. Now, ready to do it again?”

“Let’s go.”

* * *

After hours on the slopes, our legs were aching, and our clothes were damp from the snow. We decided to eat dinner as the sun was steadily lowering in the sky. We found a cozy restaurant and a fire crackled in the stone fireplace.

I pulled off my gloves and unzipped my jacket, shaking out my hair. Isabella did the same, peeling off her outer layers, revealing the way her damp clothes clung to her figure. I tried not to stare, but it was impossible not to notice how her top molded to her two mounds.

She caught me looking, and I quickly looked away, pretending I hadn’t checked out her breasts. “Tired already? Or just in awe of my skiing skills?”

I scoffed, trying to focus on anything but how sexy she looked. “Please. I was practically a pro by the end.”

She rolled her eyes. “Alright, future Olympian. What are you getting?”

I ordered a burger, while she went with a bowl of steaming stew. As we waited for our food, she leaned back in her chair, stretching out her legs. “That was fun. You did way better than I expected.”

I smirked. “So you thought I’d be terrible?”

She shrugged playfully. “Not terrible. Just … entertaining.”

“Glad to exceed expectations.”

She took a sip of her drink, watching me with a satisfied smile. “I could tell you were enjoying yourself. You had that look.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What look?”

She leaned forward slightly, elbows resting on the table. “The kind where you’re having too much fun to care about anything else. It’s cute.”

I felt my face heat up slightly at her cute comment but rolled my eyes to play it off. “Well, maybe I’ll have to do it again.”

She grinned. “That’s the spirit. Just don’t go thinking you can beat me anytime soon.”

The food arrived, and we dug in, the warmth of the meal settling into our tired bodies. Between bites, we recapped the best and funniest moments of the day, laughing over my early stumbles and celebrating the fact that I had, against all odds, actually managed to stay upright by the end.

* * *

After finishing our meal, we stepped back out into the cold, making our way to the cabin. The sun dipped behind the mountain tops, and the stars spread out across the sky.

“There are so many more stars here,” I pointed out.

“Light pollution blocks them out back in LA,” she said. “This is so much more beautiful.”

“Yeah, it really is,” I said, accidentally bumping into her as I looked up.

“Are you gonna fall on top of me again?” she teased.

“We’ve got a bed for that,” I blurted out, then froze as I realized what I’d just said. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

She just chuckled. “You’re red as a tomato.”

“Whatever,” I muttered, trying to brush it off.

By the time we got inside, the warmth of the cabin was a welcome relief. Isabella stretched her arms over her head before heading straight to the fireplace. She struck a match, placed some logs inside, and worked on getting the fire going.

“We should warm up before bed,” she said, rubbing her hands together. Then she glanced at me. “You’re still in those damp clothes. You know, unless you want
 to catch a cold.”

I hesitated. “I’m fine.”

She rolled her eyes. “Suit yourself.” Without another word, she casually pulled off her outer layers, leaving her in just a tank top and a pair of fitted shorts. She sat down on the rug by the fire, stretching her legs out and sighing at the warmth.

I swallowed, suddenly feeling too aware of her. The firelight flickered against her skin, casting shifting shadows over the smooth curve of her bare legs.

“Don’t leave me hanging here,” she said, giving me a look and patting the spot next to her. “I want some quality time with you.”

Slowly, I peeled off my jacket, then my shirt, tossing them onto a nearby chair.

Isabella watched, her lips curling slightly in amusement. “Took you long enough.”

I sat down next to her, the heat from the fire and her presence making the space between us feel smaller. She shifted slightly, stretching her legs out, and I caught myself glancing at them again. She noticed—of course she did—but instead of calling me out, she simply smirked and leaned back on her hands, as if she were enjoying the attention.

The fire crackled, filling the quiet between us, and suddenly, the moment didn’t just feel cozy—it felt intimate.

We started talking, reminiscing about old memories and past crushes, the conversation gradually becoming more personal as my sister wanted to talk about my relationships. She brought up the time in middle school when she caught me holding hands with a girl. But then she got curious—why had I distanced myself lately?

I wasn’t sure.

Maybe because the girl of my dreams was sitting right next to me. Isabella leaned back on her hands, watching me with a thoughtful expression. “So, why haven’t you started dating yet? You’re not exactly terrible-looking, you know.”

I let out a laugh. “Gee, thanks for the compliment.”

She smirked and ruffled my hair. “I’m serious. What kind of girls are you into?”

I hesitated. “I don’t know … I guess they have to look good and be playful and feminine.”

She tilted her head, intrigued. “Like who? Anyone I know?” The warmth of the fire made everything feel closer like we were in our own little world.

Isabella leaned in slightly, her bare knee brushing against my leg, sending a small jolt of awareness through me. I tried not to focus on it, but I noticed everything—the soft scent of her lotion, the way the flickering light highlighted the curve of her lips as she smirked at me.

“Come on, spill it. Who’s your dream girl?” she asked, her eyes glowing with curiosity.

I had to answer her before she’d nudge me again. “I dunno. Someone … like your best friend, I guess.”

Isabella arched a brow, intrigued. “Who? Stop speaking in riddles. I’m your sister, not a cop.”

“Nadya is quite hot.”

Her smirk widened. “Oh, you like her?”

“She’s always been kind to me, and she’s very attractive.”

“You want me to be naughty and show you a nude of her?”

I stiffened at her boldness. She was watching me, waiting, enjoying the way I reacted to her teasing.

“Maybe,” I said, playing along. “Where did you get a nude photo of her anyway?”

Isabella grinned. “We’ve had plenty of sleepovers, and she has a thing for body ratings, so you can even find her nudes online, without the face though.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Now I’m curious.”

With a giggle, Isabella pulled out her phone, scrolling through her photos before turning the screen toward me. “This is a personal one she sent me, so she included her face.” The image of Nadya, a redheaded beauty, filled the screen. She stood innocently, her pale skin glowing against a bedroom. Her fiery red hair cascaded over her shoulders in loose waves, framing her flesh. Emerald green eyes shyly looked into the camera, hinting at her femininity.

But it was her body that truly captured my attention. Smooth, creamy curves rose and fell in all the right places, from the gentle swell of her breasts to the dip of her waist and the alluring flare of her hips. Not a stitch of clothing adorned her form, leaving her stunning figure gloriously bare for my hungry eyes to devour.

My eyes trailed lower, and her pussy was as pink as cotton candy. There was not a stubble in sight as she was freshly shaved. And also, arousal lined the insides of her legs. I could almost imagine parting those silken folds to reveal the glistening secrets within.

I drank in every sensuous detail. Isabella’s nipples stood at perfect attention, rosy peaks that begged to be sucked and teased. I became hard in an instant, and I tried to shift discreetly so my sister wouldn’t notice.

“So, what do you think?” Isabella asked as I gawked at her best friend.

“What a body,” I mouthed.

She giggled. “She’s a hottie, I know.”

“Does Nadya’s twin know about this?”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “Please. They’re both like that.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the warmth of the fire intensifying. The teasing in my sister’s voice, the way she was watching me, knowing exactly what she was doing, made it impossible to ignore the tension.

Then she leaned in slightly, lowering her voice just enough to make my skin prickle. “Can you imagine kissing her?”

I felt my entire body tense, heat crawling up my neck. I looked away, but she was still watching, still waiting for my reaction.

“I …” I exhaled, embarrassed. “I’ve never really kissed a girl.”

“Never?”

I shook my head, feeling my face burn with shame.

She smiled, leaning back, twirling a strand of her hair between her fingers. “Well, that’s interesting… but nothing to be ashamed of.” I blinked, unsure how to respond, but she kept watching me, her expression softer now. “I mean, everyone has a first time, right?”

“Yeah, but … I don’t know. I guess I just never got around to it. And now, it feels like this big thing.”

Isabella tilted her head, her eyes flickering with care and understanding. “You’re overthinking it,” she murmured. “It’s not some huge deal. It’s just … kissing.”

“I guess that’s easy for you to say.”

She leaned in slightly and raked her fingers through my hair. “I could teach you. If you want.”

“What?”

“I’m just saying. No pressure. But if it makes you nervous, maybe you just need a little practice.”

I looked at her lips, noticing just how soft and tempting they looked, and something in the back of my mind told me we shouldn’t be doing this. But the firelight, the way she was looking at me, the way my pulse hammered—I couldn’t resist.

She leaned in slowly, eyes locked onto mine, giving me the chance to pull away. But I didn’t. Blood pumped from my heart all the way to my groin, our lips hovered inches apart, the heat between us thick and heavy.

Then, just as they were about to touch—Isabella’s phone buzzed, breaking the moment between us. We both jerked back as if the fire had suddenly flared too hot. Both of us frowned, as if we really wanted this deep inside, but when she reached for her phone, and we saw who it was, we exhaled and exchanged smirks.

Amber.

Isabella answered, “Hey, Mom.”

I ran a hand down my face, trying to steady myself as she put the phone on speaker.

“Hey, sweetheart. Just wanted to check in. How’s everything?” Amber’s smooth, familiar voice filled the space between us. Even if she’d interrupted a dream moment, I was still glad to hear the sound of her voice.

Isabella winked at me. “Everything’s good. We had our first day on the slopes, and Jake didn’t break anything, so I’d say it’s a success.”

Amber chuckled. “Glad to hear it. Is he there?”

“He’s sitting right next to me,” Isabella said.

“And you, Jake? Are you having fun?”

I cleared my throat, hoping my voice wouldn’t betray me. “Yeah, it’s been great. I didn’t even wipe out too much.”

“That’s impressive. Maybe Isabella is
 a good teacher after all.”

“I am
 a good teacher,” Isabella said, rolling her eyes but grinning.

Amber’s tone softened. “I’m really glad you two are spending this time together. You’re making memories, and that’s what matters.”

Something about the way she said it made my chest tighten. Isabella must’ve felt it too because she hesitated before responding, her voice a little quieter. “Yeah … we are.”

For a moment, none of us spoke. The fire crackled, the only sound between us.

“Alright,” Amber said, breaking the silence. “I’ll let you two get some rest. Just wanted to hear your voices. Sleep well, okay?”

“You too, Mom,” Isabella murmured.

“And you too, Jake.”

“Sweet dreams,” I said before Isabella ended the call.

She let out a slow breath, setting the phone down beside her. We sat there for a second, the space between us feeling heavier than before. She finally looked at me, lips curling into something between amusement and something deeper. “Well … that was great timing.”

I chuckled. “Yeah. Perfect.”

Isabella tilted her head, studying me for a moment before her smirk returned. “So … wanna try that again?”

She wasn’t teasing this time. There was something different in her voice, something softer. I hesitated for half a second before nodding. “Yeah, I do.”

This time, when she leaned in, I met her halfway. Our lips brushed, just a brief contact, but it sent a shiver down my spine. It was powerful enough to knock me out. The second time, it lingered—warmer and deeper. I touched the seam of her lips with my tongue a bit nervously, and I wasn’t sure where to place my hands.

She pulled back slightly, probably having noticed that I was a bit nervous even how good that felt. “Not bad. But you need to loosen up.”

Before I could say anything, she moved in again, guiding me this time. Her lips parted slightly, and I instinctively followed, feeling the soft slide of her tongue against mine. It was unfamiliar at first, but she led me through it—slow, teasing, showing me how to move, how to match her rhythm.

The fire crackled beside us, the warmth nothing compared to what I was feeling now. When we finally pulled back, we were both grinning, breathless.

“See?” she murmured, brushing her fingers against my chin. “That’s how you do it.”

“That felt … really good.”

She smirked, clearly pleased with herself. “Told you. You’re a quick learner.”

“Do you think we can do it again? I might need some more practice.”

“Of course, anything for you,” she said. She placed a hand on my thigh but accidentally brushed against my throbbing erection. Her eyes widened. “Oh—sorry. I didn’t mean to touch you there.”

“It’s fine,” I said, a bit awkwardly.

“You sure?” she asked, her gaze flicking up to mine.

I nodded.

She leaned in again, and so did I. Our lips met, soft at first, then deeper. My tongue slid into her mouth, tasting her. It felt forbidden—too sweet to resist.

Her hand lingered near my crotch, moving slightly closer as we kissed. I wasn’t sure if she even realized she was doing it, but by the sound of her breath, warm and uneven, I could tell she was getting aroused.

Then, instinctively, I jerked my hips toward her hand. She noticed, and she caressed me some more, running her hand over the head and length.

Breaking the kiss, she looked into my eyes. “You’re really horny, aren’t you?”

“Yeah,” I admitted.

“Do you want to masturbate together?” she suggested.

“Sure,” I said without hesitation. We had already kissed, and if we didn’t touch each other, it wasn’t like we were crossing any specific lines.

“I need to shower first, though. I’m super sweaty.”

“Oh,” I said, a little disappointed since I was getting worked up.

She smirked. “I’ll be quick.”

It always felt like something interrupted us whenever things got heated. I blinked, still trying to process how far we had come. The kiss had opened doors I never imagined existed. I wasn’t even sure if she realized what she had just suggested. If kissing felt that good, I could only wonder how masturbating together would feel.

True to her word, her shower was quick—well, thirty minutes, but for her, that was fast. As soon as she was done, I jumped in and rinsed off in record time.

When I stepped out, she was already in bed, wearing her nightgown with nipples poking against the garment.

“I have a confession,” I told her.

She tilted her head, curious. “What’s that?”

“Last night … you woke me up with the sound of your vibrator.”

Her cheeks flushed. “I’m sorry … I just have to before I go to bed, and I thought I’d be discreet.”

“It’s fine,” I said, feeling a little guilty for making her blush. “I pretended to be asleep.”

“I didn’t mean to wake you up,” she mumbled.

“It was kind of hot … especially how you licked the vibrator.”

Her eyes widened before she buried her face under the sheets. “You saw that too!”

I chuckled. “Why are you embarrassed? It was sexy.”

Isabella peeked out from under the covers, biting her lower lip. “You really thought it was hot?” she asked, her voice tinged with both shyness and curiosity.

I nodded, feeling emboldened by her reaction. “Yeah, I did. Seeing you like that, lost in pleasure … It was incredibly erotic. The way you sucked the vibrator was just the cherry on top.”

She slowly sat up, the sheets pooling around her waist as she beckoned me closer with a crook of her finger. Heart pounding, I climbed onto the bed beside her, our shoulders brushing. Up close, I could smell her shampoo, that sweet floral scent now tinged with musky arousal that came from her center.

Isabella smirked at me before tugging her nightgown up over her thighs. My breath caught as she exposed her panties—soft pink ones with a wet patch in the middle. She spread her legs slightly, giving me an unobstructed view.

“Like what you see?” she asked, trailing a finger along the damp crotch of her underwear.

I could only nod, mesmerized by the sight. She bit her lip, eyes locked on mine as she slipped her fingers beneath the delicate fabric.

“Yeah … how do you usually masturbate?”

“This is how I get started,” she murmured, her voice low and husky. “Warming myself up.”

She brought her hand up, those slender fingers now glistening, and slowly slipped them between her parted lips. My cock throbbed almost painfully as I watched her tongue swirl around the digits, tasting her own arousal. Then she moved her hand down to her panties, circling slow, teasing strokes over her pussy.

“I like to get my fingers wet and warm before I touch myself… Now what about you? I want to see how you do it too.”

I hesitated for a second before hooking my fingers into my waistband. Tugging it lower, my erection sprang free, twitching slightly before standing tall and proud.

Isabella’s eyes widened, a glint of curiosity and arousal flashing across her face. “You’re really girthy.”

“Is that a good thing?” I asked, my voice lower than before.

“Duh,” she teased, settling back on her elbows, giving me a better view. “Go ahead—masturbate for me.”

I wrapped my hand around my shaft, slowly stroking up and down the hard length. Her gaze never wavered, her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she watched me pleasure myself. The weight of her attention sent heat pooling low in my stomach, tightening with every slow stroke.

“Do you always finger yourself with your panties on?” I asked, breaking the silence.

She giggled softly. “No, but your cock is distracting me. I like to take things one step at a time… I love the buildup.”

“So, in other words, I’ll see your pussy soon?”

She chuckled. “Yes, you will.”

After a few more slow, teasing strokes over her panties, she finally hooked her fingers into the waistband and eased them down her legs, unveiling her glistening slit.

She was perfectly smooth, her folds a soft shade of pink, inviting and wet. The sight of her made my cock stir, my grip tightening around my length. She smelled intoxicating—like warm honey and something uniquely hers.

I wanted to bury my face between her thighs, to taste her.

My strokes quickened as she traced slow circles over her folds, spreading her slickness with her fingers.

While I watched her, she watched me.

It felt mutual—like we weren’t just doing this for ourselves but for each other.

She let out a slow, shuddering breath. “It’s time for the vibrator. I don’t usually get turned on this quickly, but this is different.”

“I know what you mean,” I murmured, eyes locked on her every movement.

“Do you want to try my vibrator on me?” she asked, reaching into the bag beside the bed. She pulled out a sleek purple toy, running her fingers along the shaft. It was the same toy she’d used last night, and the scenes of her sucking and licking it flashed before my eyes.

“Sure,” I said, my voice carrying a hint of nervousness.

“I’ll tell you how I like it.”

I nodded. Isabella smirked and spread her legs wider, giving me better access. She handed me the vibrator, which was warm and sticky. “Start slow,” she said, guiding my hand between her thighs.

Turning it on, I traced the tip up her slick folds, making her shiver. Feeling bolder, I pressed the vibrating length against her clit, circling it gently. Isabella threw her head back with a moan, hips twitching against the toy. “Hmm, just like that,” she said, fingers tangling in the sheets. “A little harder.”

I obliged, increasing the pressure as I worked the vibrator over her swollen lips. “How does it feel?” I asked, mesmerized by the sight of her lost in pleasure.

“Really good,” she murmured, eyes closed, lips slightly parted.

The way she reacted, the way her body responded—it sent a deep satisfaction coursing through me. I wanted to give her more. To see her unravel completely.

I pressed the toy against her just a little softer, muffling the buzz, letting her body adjust to the sensation. My arousal throbbed, insistent, but I barely acknowledged it. I was too caught up in watching her, in feeling the warmth of this moment.

My fingers searched for her entrance, and when I found it, I eased the toy inside, watching as her smile widened, pleasure washing over her.

“I’m close,” she breathed, her body squirming against the sheets.

I pushed it in a little deeper, watching as it disappeared inside her, then slowly pulled it back out, slick and glistening. Moaning, she brought her free hand to her clit, circling it in rhythm with the movement.

She bit down on her bottom lip, her thighs trembling. “Just like that,” she whispered.

I could hardly believe this was happening, that I was bringing my stepsister to the brink of orgasm. It felt surreal and unbelievably arousing all at once.

“Faster,” she panted, grinding herself against the toy. “I’m so close…”

I increased the vibration setting and pumped the slick length in and out of her clenching hole. Her inner walls fluttered around it, drawing it deeper and deeper till my fingers brushed against her warm pussy. Glistening arousal coated the toy, and dripped down her thighs.

“Oh!” she moaned out, back arching off the bed as her climax crashed over her. Her pussy spasmed and clenched rhythmically around the vibrator, and her pussy embraced it so hard, it muffled the sounds of the vibrator. She was coming undone before me, writhing and whimpering with abandon. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

She opened her eyes, her hand resting on her chest. “Oh, that was strong.”

“Do you always climax like that?” I asked, still in awe.

“No,” she said softly, then turned to me. Her gaze dropped. “You’re still hard.”

“I was fully focused on you.”

She grinned. “Can I finish you?”

“Sure,” I said, letting her wrap her fingers around me again.

She sat up and reached between her legs, gathering her honey before adding a bit of spit to her palm. Then, she wrapped her hand around me, spreading the wetness over my length.

Isabella stroked my shaft with her slippery hands, coating me in her juices and saliva. The wet glide of her fingers felt exotic and incredible as she worked me from base to tip.

“Your cock looks so sexy, all shiny like this,” she said, gripping me tighter. “I’m sorry for leaving you hanging.”

“You’ll have to make up for it now,” I said. I thought we were supposed to watch each other masturbate but not do it for each other. Although I wasn’t complaining.

I groaned, my hips thrusting into her touch. The forbidden nature of what we were doing only heightened my pleasure. Having my gorgeous stepsister jerk me off was beyond my wildest fantasies.

“You like that, don’t you?” she teased, twisting her wrist on the upstroke. “You’re so hard for me.”

“Yeah, I do,” I said.

“I’m going to be a good sister and repay the deed.”

She increased her pace, pumping me faster. The slick sounds of her hands moving over my flesh filled the room. I could feel the pressure building deep in my groin.

“I’m getting close,” I warned her, my voice strained.

“Already?” she asked teasingly.

“Yeah,” I said, feeling the pleasure building.

Isabella bit her lip and leaned in closer, her warm breath caressing the head of my cock. “Orgasm. I want to see it.”

Her words sent me over the edge. With a low moan, I erupted, my cum spurting over her hands, wrists and nightgown in thick ropes. She kept stroking me through it, milking every last drop until I was spent and shaking.

“How was that?” she asked while I closed my eyes for a brief second.

“Really nice,” I said, opening my eyes to the mess on her hands and nightgown. “Sorry about that.”

She giggled and waved her hand dismissively. “It’s just cum.”

“I can’t believe we did that,” I said.

“Why?” she asked, cleaning my cum off her with a towel.

“I don’t know … We grew up together.”

“And …? Even if we kind of are like siblings, we aren’t related.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

She giggled. “There’s nothing wrong with masturbating together … I have done so during my sleepovers with Isabella and her twins before. They weren’t weird about it.”

“Maybe you’re right,” I said.

She pressed her lips to my forehead. “I just care about you, that’s all. I love seeing you have fun and enjoying yourself.”

“Thank you … you’re the best sister in this world.”

“And you’re the best brother,” she said, giving me a hug in the bed before kissing me goodnight again.





Chapter 3





W
 hen I woke up, it felt like I’d just come out of a dream. I clearly remembered what we’d done last night—the kiss and the way we’d lost ourselves in each other’s pleasure. It was forbidden and sweet, and I wasn’t sure whether we’d gone too far or not. But she’d enjoyed it as much as I had, and that was what mattered most. And now, I craved more.

I turned to my left, but she wasn’t there. Instead, I heard her humming a happy melody in the bathroom. She and her showers. I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t stop thinking about how feminine and sexy she was.

The only thing I’d been disappointed about last night was not getting to see her breasts. But now, as I heard the sound of water rushing, I realized I might have a chance—if I moved fast—before the steam took over.

Before it could fully cloud the bathroom, I slipped out of bed and quietly made my way over. To my surprise, she hadn’t locked the door. She hadn’t even properly closed it. My heart was pounding as I gently pushed the door open just a crack.

There she was, gloriously naked save for the beads of water rolling over her perfect curves. Isabella stood with her back to me, giving me an unobstructed view of her toned backside. I drank in the sight shamelessly–her toned, slender waist, the flare of her hips and those long, shaved legs. But it was her ass that had me utterly transfixed, full and round and simply begging to be squeezed.

I watched, mesmerized, as she bent over to soap up her legs. The muscles in her thighs flexed, putting her core on display. I could see everything–her glistening folds, pretty and pink and still slightly swollen from last night’s activities. The memory of how she’d moaned and writhed made my cock stir.

As if sensing my presence, Isabella glanced over her shoulder, eyes locking onto mine through the steam. Instead of looking shocked or angry at my intrusion, she simply smirked and straightened up, putting her body on full display. I froze as she trailed her hands up her sides, cupping her full breasts that I wanted to see a glimpse of.

“I’m almost done,” she said.

“Sorry,” I said, turning around—but she’d left the door open on purpose, after all.

When she finished showering, she stepped out and gave me a look.

“I just didn’t know where you were,” I said, a bit clumsily.

“Yeah, right,” she chuckled. “It’s fine. Clean up, and let’s hit the slopes. I’m excited—I thought we could go off-grid today.”

“Sure,” I said.

After a quick breakfast, we geared up and headed out. The air was crisp, the sun bouncing off the fresh powder, making everything look like a dream. As we rode the lift up, I could already feel how much more comfortable I was compared to yesterday. We sat even closer, her hip pressed against mine. We exchanged glances.

“I guess we were unfortunate yesterday,” Isabella said as we reached the top.

I shook my head, not minding being stuck with her on the lift. “It was nice sitting so close to you.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder before we hopped off.

Skiing went smoother this time. I kept up with Isabella, even matching her speed on some of the runs. Every now and then, she’d glance back, impressed. “Look at you. Almost like you know what you’re doing.”

“Almost?” I shot back, carving through the snow with a little extra effort just to show off.

She laughed, clearly enjoying herself. “Alright, hotshot. Why don’t we try another slope?”

“Bring it.”

We reached the top of one of the longer runs, but instead of heading for the marked trail, she gestured toward a narrow path leading into the trees.

“Let’s go off-grid,” she said, her eyes glinting with excitement.

I hesitated, glancing at the untouched snow between the trees. “Is that even allowed?”

She shrugged. “Probably not. But that’s what makes it fun. Come on, let’s see what we’ll find.”

The logical part of me screamed bad idea
 , but another part—maybe the part that had kissed her last night—was tempted. “Alright,” I said finally. “Let’s do it.”

Her grin widened. “That’s the spirit. Try to keep up.”

And with that, she pushed off, disappearing into the trees, leaving me no choice but to follow.

The trail she picked led us through a quiet, untouched part of the mountain. Tall pines lined the path, their branches heavy with snow. As we wove between them, the world felt peaceful, almost surreal. Eventually, we reached a small clearing at the edge of a ridge, and when we stopped, the view nearly took my breath away.

The valley stretched wide below us, blanketed in untouched snow, with winding trails disappearing into the forest. The peaks in the distance stood tall against the clear blue sky, the sun casting golden streaks across the horizon.

“Wow…” I exhaled, taking it all in. “What a view.”

Isabella grinned, her cheeks flushed from the cold. “I knew you’d like it. We should come back tomorrow—bring some food, maybe explore more.”

I nodded, unable to disagree. “Yeah. That sounds perfect.”

For a moment, we just stood there, enjoying the silence of the mountains. Then, Isabella’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “But for now…”

Before I could react, she scooped up a handful of snow and launched it straight at me.

I barely had time to register before it hit my chest. “Oh, you’re dead.”

I lunged for my own snowball, but she was already ducking and dodging, giggling as she ran through the snow. We pelted each other back and forth, neither one of us holding back. The laughter, the rush of adrenaline—it felt like we were kids again, completely carefree.

Just as I thought I had her cornered, she tackled me with a giggle.

We tumbled into the snow together. Our laughter echoed through the clearing as we wrestled playfully. Isabella’s body pressed against mine, her curves molding to my form as we rolled. The cold powder crunched beneath us, but I barely noticed, too caught up in the warmth of her closeness.

As we tussled, Isabella’s hips ground down against mine, the friction sending sparks through my body despite the layers between us. Her tight leggings left little to the imagination, and I could feel every contour of her lower half as she writhed atop me. Her movements became more deliberate, her pelvis rocking against my rapidly hardening length. Even if it was snowy and cold, I wished we were both nude.

I gripped her waist, fingers digging into the soft material of her ski jacket. Part of me wanted to stop her, to remind her that we were siblings and this was wrong. But a larger part reveled in the delicious pressure, the teasing hints of pleasure as she rubbed herself against me.

Eventually, I landed flat on my back with her on top of me, her crotch pressed against my throbbing length. I looked up at her, her face just inches from mine, her breath visible in the cold air. We were still laughing, but as the seconds passed, the laughter faded. She didn’t move. I didn’t either.

The only sound was the wind rustling through the trees, the distant quiet of the mountain. Her eyes flickered to my lips, and before I could think or even question it—she kissed me.

It wasn’t like last night. It wasn’t a lesson. It wasn’t playful. It was warm, slow, something that sent a shiver straight through me.

When she pulled back, her lips curled into a small, knowing smile.

“Was that a lesson?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She shook her head, brushing a bit of snow from my hair. “No. I just wanted to kiss you.”

“Oh.”

She grinned. “You gonna keep lying there, or do you want a rematch?”

I chuckled, shaking my head as she rolled off me. “You can be really bratty at times.”

“And you love it,” she shot back, already scooping up another snowball.

Maybe I did.

After a while, we finally called a truce, catching our breath as we dusted the snow off ourselves. As we stood up, Isabella pointed toward a narrow passage between the trees leading further into the forest.

“That looks interesting,” she said. “We should check it out tomorrow, bring some food and actually make a day of it.”

I followed her gaze. “Yeah, rather than bombarding me with snowballs.”

“Hey, you hit me too!” she said and stuck her tongue out.

“Ok, but let’s make peace now. I’m a bit tired.”

With that settled, we decided to head back toward civilization. “Let’s go to Aspen for a bit. I want to check out some clothes,” Isabella said as she brushed snow off her sleeves.

I rolled my eyes but grinned. “Of course you do.”

She nudged me playfully. “You could use a wardrobe upgrade too, you know. Come on, it’ll be fun. Besides, I have a degree in fashion, so I know what fits you.”

With no reason to argue, I followed her as we made our way back toward the main trails, ready to trade the wildness of the slopes for the stylish streets of Aspen—at least for a little while.

The streets of Aspen were bustling with tourists and locals. It was luxurious, like the winter version of Monte Carlo. We stepped out of the car and started walking down the snowy sidewalk. Isabella was ahead of me, scanning the storefronts, when she suddenly let out a small yelp, her boot slipping on a slick patch.

I caught her before she could hit the ground, my arms wrapping around her, and my hands unknowingly cupping her breasts as her backside pressed firmly against me. The sudden intimate contact sent a jolt through my body.

“Oh!” Isabella said, regaining her balance. She didn’t pull away immediately, instead leaning back slightly into my chest. “Thanks for the save.”

“No problem,” I said, hyper-aware of how perfectly she fit against me. Her breasts were soft and full in my palms, and I could feel her nipples hardening beneath her sweater.

After a moment that felt both too long and not long enough, she pulled back first, brushing some snow off her coat like nothing happened.

As we passed by storefronts, Isabella’s eyes landed on a designer boutique. “We should get something for our mother while we’re here.”

I glanced at the store, my brow raising slightly at the price tags I could already imagine inside. “How do we even know what will fit her?”

Isabella grinned, already heading inside. “Easy. I’ll try it on. And you…” she looked over her shoulder at me with a wink. “You’ll just have to imagine how she’d look in it.”

I tried to ignore the implications of that while I stepped inside. “That’s one way to do it.”

She laughed, linking her arm with mine as she pulled me toward the racks. “Come on, let’s find something she’d actually wear.”

Inside, the boutique was warm and comfy, lined with racks of designer dresses and coats. Isabella browsed through the selections, occasionally holding something up against herself before tossing it aside. Eventually, she picked out a few elegant dresses and disappeared into the fitting room.

I leaned against a nearby wall, waiting, but when the curtain shifted slightly, I arched an eyebrow. She hadn’t fully closed it. From my angle, I caught a glimpse of smooth skin as she slipped out of her top.

She was facing away from me, giving me a view of her bare back as she unhooked her bra. The lacy garment pooled onto the floor, revealing the smooth curve of her spine.

I’d seen her back a couple of times by now in the shower, but I wanted to see her breasts, those beautiful mounds I’d cupped a second ago. As she bent to step into the first dress, I caught a glimpse of the side of her boobs, full and round, her nipple peeking out.

I quickly looked away before the stylist caught me looking at my sister. Instead, I pretended I looked at some clothes.

“Alright,” Isabella called a moment later. “Tell me what you think.”

I turned as she stepped out, wearing a form-fitting black dress that hugged her curves. It was definitely something Amber would wear—elegant, expensive-looking—but at the same time, it was impossible not to notice how good Isabella looked in it. The way the fabric clung to her body, the way her hair fell over her shoulders—it was distracting in a way I wasn’t prepared for. My only problem was the color.

“Well?” she prompted, spinning slightly.

“Hmm, it’s a nice dress, but I don’t like the color.”

“Imagine it’s in a different color then.”

“Then I think it will look good on Mom.”

She smirked, clearly catching my hesitation. “You sure? You’re looking at me like I’m the one you’re picturing in it.”

I chuckled. “You’re just imagining things.”

She winked before turning back toward the fitting room. As she stepped inside, she pulled the curtain almost closed—but not quite. This time, I knew it wasn’t an accident.

I forced myself to stare at the ceiling, exhaling slowly. This shopping trip turned out to be more dangerous than I expected.

She tried on a few more dresses, each one making it harder for me to focus on the task at hand. Then she stepped out in a red dress with a deep V-neck and high slits up both sides. The moment I saw her in it, my stomach tightened, and a heat flushed through me. She looked undeniably sexy and classy—a young woman who I just wanted to ravish.

Isabella caught the way my jaw tensed, the slight shift in my posture. Her lips curled into a knowing smirk. “I think we found the one.”

“Yeah … for Mom.”

She chuckled. “Sure, for Mom.”

She twirled once, letting the fabric sweep around her legs, and then disappeared back into the fitting room.

When she returned, she grabbed my arm. “I want to pick out something for myself, and then we’ll find something for you.”

She wandered the racks until she found a sleek cocktail dress that clung to her curves like a second skin. The neckline plunged low, revealing the valley between her breasts that made my cock stir. She spun around, revealing the fact that the dress was backless and exposed more of her skin. The hem of the dress fell above her knees, but a daring slit up one side revealed more of her thighs.

The midnight blue went well with her eyes and even complemented her sun-kissed skin.

“What do you think?”

“Looks good.”

“You’re not even trying to hide it anymore, huh?” she teased.

I smirked. “You wanted my opinion.”

“Your reaction told me everything I needed to know.” Satisfied, she nodded and hopped inside to change back into her clothes. Once she stepped out, she dragged me toward the men’s section. “Alright, now let’s make you look good. Something a little less … gym rat.”

I rolled my eyes but let her take the lead, knowing full well there was no arguing with her when she had her mind set on something.

She flipped through the racks until she pulled out a blue polo shirt, holding it up against my chest. “This. And …” she grabbed a pair of beige trousers, tossing them into my arms. “These.”

I glanced at the price tags and felt my stomach drop. “Isabella, this is—”

Before I could finish, she leaned in and kissed my cheek. “It’s worth every penny. You’ll look so sexy in these.”

I blinked, completely thrown off, as she smirked at my reaction.

“Now go try them on before I change my mind and get you something even tighter.”

I chuckled but took the clothes and headed toward the fitting room. Once inside, I pulled on the polo shirt first, feeling the snug fit around my arms and chest. I turned toward the mirror, blinking in surprise. I actually looked good. The navy color complemented my skin, and the way it hugged my torso made me seem more built than I realized. The beige trousers fit just as well, giving me a polished, almost refined look that was a far cry from my usual style.

Before I could think too much about it, the curtain yanked open, and Isabella stormed in before I could protest. Her eyes raked over me, and a slow smirk spread across her lips.

“Damn,” she murmured, stepping closer. “Spin around for me.”

I rolled my eyes but did as she asked, turning so she could see the full fit.

She whistled, resting a hand on my shoulder. “You look sexy as hell. I knew this would be perfect.”

“I feel like I should be at some country club.”

She laughed, adjusting the collar slightly. “Trust me, if you walked into a place like that, all the women would be fawning over you.”

“I’m actually joking. I’m surprised how good I look in this.”

“I told you so,” she said flirtatiously. “It’s not like I want my little brother to look like a dork.”

I shook my head, but her words stuck with me. It wasn’t often that I dressed up like this, but I had to admit—it felt good.

“Alright, we’re definitely getting these,” she declared, grabbing my arm. “Come on, let’s pay before you overthink it.”

After purchasing our clothes, we stepped back out into the cold air, bags in hand. Isabella stretched, inhaling deeply. “Should we get something to eat?” she asked.

“Sure, I’m starving.”

We found a cozy, upscale restaurant with a warm atmosphere, perfect after walking through the cold streets. Settling into our seats, we ordered steaks—Isabella insisting we celebrate a day well spent.

As we ate, we talked about everything—skiing, shopping, even memories from when we were younger. The teasing and flirting didn’t stop.

After dinner, we made our way back to the cabin. The night air was crisp, the roads empty, and by the time we pulled up to our place, I could feel the excitement creeping in. I just hoped we could do something similar tonight, but I wasn’t sure how she felt about it.

“Are you down for a movie night?” she asked.

“Why not? What do you have in mind?”

“Romance,” she said. “It’s my biggest weakness.”

“Same for all girls.”

She playfully punched my shoulder. “That’s not true.”

I wasn’t convinced.

Later that night, after showering, we settled onto the couch with a big blanket draped over us, a romantic movie playing on the screen. Isabella had changed into her nightgown, the soft fabric draping over her body as she curled up beside me. A pint of strawberry ice cream sat between us, but she smirked as she picked up a spoon.

“Let’s make this more fun. We should feed each other.”

I raised an eyebrow, but she was already scooping up a bite and holding it toward my lips. “Come on, open up.”

I played along, taking a bite. She grinned, clearly amused, before opening her mouth. “Ahh, I’m waiting,” she said playfully as I carefully fed her a spoonful, spilling some on her chin. She licked it up with a smile. The game continued, each of us taking turns feeding the other. It started off innocent enough, but as we got more comfortable, it turned messy.

A small drop of ice cream landed on my chin, and before I could wipe it away, Isabella giggled and swiped it off with her thumb. “Sloppy eater,” she teased, licking the ice cream off her finger.

“You’re one to talk.”

Just as I said it, a bit of melted ice cream dripped onto her collarbone. She gasped dramatically. “Oops. Looks like I’m just as bad.”

I swallowed, watching as she slowly wiped it off with a smirk. “Care to help?”

I rolled my eyes, grabbed a napkin, and wiped her clean. There was a spark in our little back-and-forth. Earlier, I hadn’t realized it, but these were the moments we’d look back on. I still had a lot to learn from her when it came to social skills.

She shifted slightly under the blanket, her leg brushing against mine. She fed me another spoonful, her fingers grazing my lips slightly this time, and I could tell—she was doing it on purpose.

As we adjusted under the blanket, our legs tangled slightly. Isabella shifted, pressing closer, her body molding naturally against mine as she rested her head on my shoulder. The warmth of her skin seeped through the thin fabric of her nightgown, and I became aware of my hand resting near her waist, the rise and fall of her breath brushing against my arm.

She let out a soft sigh, her fingers absently tracing along my wrist, light and slow. At first, it was innocent, the way she idly drew small circles with the tip of her finger, but as the seconds passed, her touch became more deliberate. Each lazy stroke sent a ripple of warmth through me, making my pulse pick up.

I tried to keep my focus on the movie, but it was impossible. There were just too many sensations all at once—the way she pressed against me, and the sweet, warm scent of her hair. It warmed my heart when she shifted again, her thigh brushing against mine, her hand briefly ghosting over my forearm.

I tried to play it off, but Isabella caught it instantly. She smirked against my shoulder, her fingers continuing their slow, featherlight pattern along my wrist. Like she knew exactly what she was doing. Like she was enjoying the effect she had on me.

“Do you like it when I do that?” she asked quietly while still trying to focus on the movie.

“It’s quite nice,” I admitted.

Smiling, Isabella shifted slightly. “So, what do you think so far?”

I blinked, confused about what she was referring to. “About the movie?”

She chuckled, fingers still tracing over my wrist. “Sure, the movie.”

I forced my gaze to the screen. “It’s … fine.”

She hummed, clearly unconvinced. “You don’t sound too invested.”

I turned my head slightly, catching the knowing smirk playing on her lips. “Hard to focus when someone keeps distracting me.”

Her smirk widened, and she lifted her hand slightly, brushing her fingers lazily against my forearm. “Oh? Am I distracting you?”

“A little,” I admitted.

“If we snuggle closer, will that help?” she asked, biting her bottom lip as she was about to chuckle.

“That’s exactly what I need.”

Isabella shifted, turning on her side and pressing her back against my chest. She took my arm and draped it over her waist, guiding my hand to rest just below her breasts. The soft swell of her boobs brushed against my forearm with each breath.

“Is this better?” she murmured, her voice low and teasing.

“Way better.”

As we lay there, Isabella began to move ever so slightly, her hips rocking back against me. The curve of her ass pressed against my groin, igniting a heat that spread through my whole body.

Her fingers intertwined with mine, guiding my hand higher until it rested just beneath the swell of her breasts. I felt the soft weight pressing against my arm. Isabella let out a quiet sigh, arching her back slightly to press more firmly into my touch.

When the movie ended, she turned to me again. “It was romantic, don’t you think?”

“It wasn’t bad,” I said, moving my arm away from her chest. It wasn’t just romantic—there were plenty of censored scenes. One of them was a blowjob; I could clearly hear the woman sucking off his love interest, but I couldn’t see a thing.

“Except for the censorship,” I muttered.

“It’s romance, not porn,” she said, giving me a look.

“Then why include the sex at all?”

“That’s standard,” she said, flicking her eyes to the TV—just as an actual porn scene started rolling. She giggled. “I didn’t mean to.”

I rolled my eyes. “I saw you fiddling with your phone.”

“Well, since you wanted to watch, I might as well let it play,” she teased, waggling her eyebrows. “Still think you’ll be able to focus?”

“We’ll see,” I said.

As the porn began playing, Isabella snuggled even closer against me under the blanket. Her hand resumed its teasing caress along my arm, fingers trailing lightly over my skin. On screen, a couple was already getting hot and heavy, clothes coming off as they kissed passionately.

Her leg draped over mine, the silky fabric of her nightgown riding up slightly. I could feel the warmth of her bare thigh against me.

“They seem to be enjoying themselves,” Isabella said, her breath tickling my neck.

On screen, the woman dropped to her knees, taking the man into her mouth. Soft moans filled the room. “Why wouldn’t they?”

She shrugged. “What’s your favorite genre?”

“I like stepsister stuff,” I said—then immediately regretted it. I wished I could take it back.

“Oh, me too! I mean, stepbrother, duh,” she said playfully.

The way she teased made my regret fade.

“I’m not a fan of excessive moaning,” I added.

“Neither am I,” she said. “It has to be raw and authentic.”

“I like the way you said raw
 .”

Isabella’s hand slid higher up my arm. “Getting distracted yet?” she teased while the man rubbed the head along the wet pussy.

“Maybe a little.”

She chuckled softly. “Only a little? I must not be trying hard enough then.”

It wasn’t long, but we watched the whole thing—every position, right up to the lovely facial at the end.

“Do you usually watch this stuff?” I asked.

She nodded. “Of course,” she said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Although the real deal is way better.”

“I can imagine,” I said, maybe a little too wistfully.

She looked at me like she almost felt bad for me. “I wish we’d taken this trip earlier.”

I frowned slightly. “Why do you say that?”

She exhaled, her fingers still resting lightly on my arm. “I don’t know. Time just moves too fast. There’s so much I wanted to do, and I feel like I’ve barely started.”

I nodded, understanding more than I expected to. “Yeah, I get that.”

She glanced at me with a small smile, shaking her head. “You think you do, but you’ll really understand when you’re a little older.”

“You make it sound like you’re ancient. You’re not even old.”

She laughed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I know, I know. But there’s something about getting past a certain point where you start realizing how fast everything moves. When you’re younger, you feel like you have all the time in the world, but then one day, you look back and wonder where it all went.”

I mulled over her words, my gaze flickering to the fire. “I guess I get that. I mean, this trip already feels like it’s flying by.”

Her expression shifted slightly as if something else was on her mind. “You know,” she murmured, “when Mom dropped us off at the airport, the way she looked at you … I could tell she felt it too. That time is slipping away.”

I blinked, remembering the lingering way Amber had embraced me. It had been more than just a farewell—it had felt like a quiet realization, an acknowledgment of something changing. “Yeah,” I admitted. “I noticed that too.”

She nodded, her fingers brushing against my arm again. “Exactly. You don’t really think about it until it’s happening. That’s why you have to enjoy everything while it lasts.”

I glanced at her, the glow of the fire reflecting in her eyes, and for a second, I felt that same warmth settle deep in my chest. “Then I guess we better make the most of it.”

She smiled at that, her fingers briefly tightening around my wrist before she exhaled and leaned back against me. “Yeah. We should.”

I didn’t press, but something about the way she said it made me think she felt more than she was letting on. We enjoyed the silence for a moment, the warmth of the blanket and the fire making it easy to get lost in the moment.

Eventually, she sighed and nestled a little closer. “Still, I’m glad we’re here now.”

“Me too.”

She smiled, then let out a small breath, her fingers still idly tracing over my wrist. “Tomorrow, I want to do something memorable. Something we’ll always look back on.”

I glanced at her, already knowing what she meant. “You mean what we talked about earlier? Going off-grid, exploring more?”

“Yeah, if you truly want to. This is my gift for you, so you should have the final say.”

“I get what you’re saying,” I said. “And I appreciate the little mentorship—but you’re part of this trip too. It shouldn’t be all about me.”

She nodded, eyes gleaming with excitement. “Yeah. Something just for us.”

I smirked. “You’re really set on this adventure thing, huh?”

She nudged me playfully. “Of course. And besides, you’ll be a better skier tomorrow, so you’ll actually be able to keep up with me.”

I chuckled. “I like how confident you are about that.”

She grinned. “You’ll see. It’ll be the best day yet.”

I leaned back onto the couch, her warmth still pressed against me. I had no reason to doubt her.

“Should we go to bed?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. Despite our intimate talk, I felt a little disappointed—especially after she’d accidentally
 played that porn. I was sure she wanted to try something else, but at the same time, I told myself we shouldn’t go there.

“Are we going to masturbate tonight too?” she asked.

“Why not?” I said, making me a bit happier. “Unless you’d rather wake me up with a vibrator.”

“I won’t do that … but there’s no reason to hide it from you now,” she said.

“Besides, you got me worked up by clinging to me during the movie.”

“It’s the first time you’ve admitted that,” she said with a smirk.

“Well, you are really attractive,” I admitted.

She cocked her head slightly. “Oh? And how long have you felt that way?”

“Uh … pretty much since puberty.”

That made her smile. “Nothing wrong with admitting that, despite the circumstances,” she said as if trying to make me feel more comfortable about the taboo part. “I’m attracted to you too.”

“For how long?” I asked.

“Ever since I hit puberty,” she said with a wink.

I wanted to ask if it was just attraction or something more, but I held back. Instead, we headed to bed and lay down.

“Isabella,” I started.

“What is it?”

“Uh… can I see your breasts this time?” I asked, hoping I didn’t sound too awkward.

She smirked. “I’d love to show you my titties.” She gave me a knowing grin as she started lifting her nightgown over her head. “You didn’t see them in the shower, though?” she teased.

“No, too much steam. I didn’t see them in the fitting room either,” I said.

She stifled a giggle. “I’ve been a bad girl
 .” She dragged out the words, slowly pulling her nightgown up until she freed her breasts. They bounced and jiggled until they settled, her pink nipples standing just as erect as my cock. Their shape was mesmerizing—perfect tear-drops.

“You can touch them if you want.”

My mouth parted slightly as I reached out like they were treasures. I filled my hands with them, caressing them slowly with my palms. “Wow… they’re gorgeous.”

“I also like my boobies,” she said, letting me touch and fondle them however I wanted.

“Can I kiss them?”

She smirked. “Don’t ask for permission. You can do whatever you want with them.”

I leaned in slowly as I brought my lips to my stepsister’s breasts. I placed a soft kiss on the swell of her flesh, then trailed my mouth to her nipple. As I took the hardened peak between my lips, Isabella let out a giggle.

“Go on, it just tickles,” she said.

Encouraged by her reaction, I swirled my tongue around her nipple and then sucked on it like a baby. My hand came up to cup her other breast, my thumb brushing over the nipple.

Isabella’s fingers tangled in my hair, holding me to her chest as I worshipped her breasts with my mouth. I switched sides, taking the other nipple into my mouth while my hand kneaded the wet breast I’d just abandoned.

“I’m trying my hardest not to laugh,” Isabella said, arching into my touch.

I pulled back slightly to admire her flushed face and heaving chest. Her eyes were dark with desire as she gazed at me. Without breaking eye contact, I lowered my head again and dragged my tongue along the valley between her breasts.

Isabella shivered. “You’re driving me crazy,” she said and burst out giggling.

“So are you,” I said.

Reluctantly, I let go of her breasts, slipped off my underwear, and freed my cock. Just like last night, we started masturbating together. She licked her fingers before reaching down to her pussy, slowly rubbing herself until it was time to grab the vibrator. I stroked myself harder, my eyes locked on her slit as she lay there, completely exposed before me.

“Can I slip a finger inside you?” I asked.

“If you want,” she said, spreading her legs slightly.

I reached over, my fingers grazing her warm folds as I searched for her entrance.

“A bit lower,” she teased.

Adjusting, I found her opening and slid my finger inside. My mind drifted, imagining what it would feel like if it were my cock instead. There wasn’t much stopping those thoughts now. I really wanted this. It was the first time it dawned on me that I couldn’t care if this was taboo or not. I cupped her pussy, filling it with her nectar before reaching back to my cock. We masturbated side by side. To my surprise, she came faster than me, but when I saw her climax, I couldn’t hold anything in.

My back arched as the first wave of pleasure hit. Just as the first spurt erupted, Isabella shifted beside me, leaning in closer. Whether by accident or design, my release caught her off guard. A thick rope of cum arced through the air, landing across her breasts with a wet splat.

I continued to pump, unable to stop the flow. More spurts followed, painting her soft breasts and skin with pearlescent streaks. The warm, sticky fluid dripped down the curves of her boobs, pooling in the valley between them.

Isabella’s eyes widened. She glanced down at her cum-splattered chest, then back up at me, her lips parting slightly.

“Oh god,” I panted, my orgasm finally subsiding. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

She laughed at my concern. “A good girl knows how to handle a load on her chest.”

I chuckled, and she grabbed a towel, wiping herself clean.

“It feels so much better doing this with someone,” I admitted.

“Intimacy is meant to be shared,” she said, tossing the towel aside with a satisfied sigh. “I’m looking forward to tomorrow.”

“So do I,” I said.

After we climaxed, neither of us said much. Everything just felt right. Slowly, we drifted off to sleep, and the last thing I remembered was her arm draping over my chest.





Chapter 4









T
 he morning air was crisp, the sun barely peeking over the snow-covered peaks as we packed our gear. Isabella had woken up early, already stuffing supplies into her backpack when I crawled out of bed. A tent, sleeping bags, firewood—she had thought of everything. She stood bent at the waist, already dressed in her ski leggings. “Wake up, sleepyhead.”

“Are you always up this early?” I mumbled.

“Only when I’m excited,” she said playfully.

After I got dressed, I slung my pack over my shoulder, watching as she secured the straps on hers. “So, we’re really doing this?”

She turned to me with a grin. “What, getting cold feet already?”

“I’m just saying, sleeping outside in the snow might not be the best idea.”

“It’s just if we get lost or something. We should get back here tonight,” she said. “Come on, it’ll be fun. We have the tent, firewood, extra blankets—it’s not like we’re roughing it.”

“Fine. But if I freeze to death, you’re explaining it to Amber.”

She laughed, patting my chest before slinging her pack over her shoulder. “Deal. Now come on, we’ve got a whole new place to explore.”

With that, we set off, gliding through the fresh snow on our skis, leaving the main trails behind. The trees stretched high above us, their branches heavy with frost, the only sounds the soft swoosh of our skis cutting through the powder. Out here, it felt different—more isolated, more ours
 . I liked it much better. It felt authentic, not just another cookie-cutter trip.

I was getting the hang of skiing now, or at least that’s what it felt like to me as I worked to keep up with Isabella. She glanced over her shoulder, flashing a grin. “Not bad, rookie. You’re actually keeping up.”

I smirked, pushing myself a little faster. “Told you you’re a great teacher.”

She blew me a kiss, turning effortlessly as she weaved through the trees ahead. I did my best to follow, my movements not nearly as smooth, but I was getting better. The more I leaned into it, the more I enjoyed it. The cold air against my face, the rush of speed—it was exciting.

“This is fun,” I admitted, catching up to her as we reached a clearing.

She smirked, hands on her hips. “Told you. You just needed a little confidence.”

I exhaled, watching the trail ahead. “Yeah … I think I get it now.”

We skied a little further until we reached a quiet, open area nestled between the trees. Someone else must have camped here before—logs were arranged in a rough circle, a fire pit dug out in the middle, and the view stretched wide across the mountains, breathtaking in the midday light.

“Wow …” I muttered, drinking in the beauty of this view.

Isabella dropped her pack beside one of the logs, stretching her arms above her head. “Not bad, huh? Do you want some rest?”

“Why not.”

We unpacked some of the sandwiches we’d brought and sat on the logs, eating in comfortable silence at first. The peace and nature made everything taste better—sandwiches, some nuts, even the thermos of hot tea Isabella had packed. I caught her gazing out at the mountains, something thoughtful in her expression.

“I want more of this in my life,” she said suddenly.

I looked at her. “More of what?”

She gestured around us. “Adventure. Getting out of my comfort zone. Doing things I might look back on and think, ‘Yeah, that was amazing.’ It was one of my biggest regrets when I was your age, to not take a gap year and explore a bit more.”

I chewed on my thoughts for a second, remembering our conversation last night. “Do you really feel that time moves fast?”

She met my gaze, nodding. “It does. And I don’t want to waste it.”

I thought about that. About how, until recently, it never occurred to me that time was slipping by. But the way she said it, the way she was looking at me, made it hit a little differently.

“Yeah … I guess I get it now,” I admitted, staring out at the endless stretch of white and blue ahead of us.

Isabella smiled, nudging me lightly with her knee. “You ever think about how we don’t realize we’re in the good moments until they’ve passed?”

I raised an eyebrow. “You’re getting philosophical on me now?”

She smirked. “Maybe a little. But seriously, when we were younger, we never thought about time, about how much things would change. It’s like we blink and suddenly we’re here. I just don’t want to waste any more of it.”

I looked out at the snowy landscape, her words settling in. “Yeah … I guess I never thought about it that way.”

She exhaled, leaning back on her hands. “You will. One day, you’ll look back and realize these little things? They were actually the big things.”

Her words dawned on me. “Thank you for showing me,” I said.

“You’re welcome.”

We sat and talked about everything—memories, random topics, joking and flirting along the way. Time seemed to fly by again, and before long, we were in another snowball fight. We ended up rolling in the snow, laughing, completely letting loose.

By the end, we sat there, breathless, staring into each other’s eyes. She was so bright, so full of life, that I hadn’t even noticed the sun lowering and that it was evening.

A sudden gust of wind kicked up the snow around us. I looked up, noticing the sky had shifted. The once-clear blue had been replaced by heavy gray clouds rolling in fast.

“That doesn’t look good,” I muttered.

Isabella followed my gaze, her expression tightening. “Yeah … and the wind’s picking up.”

A stronger gust hit, sending a swirl of snow flurries into the air, and the temperature dropped.

“We should probably head back,” she said, already reaching for her pack. “If this turns into a full-on blizzard, we don’t want to be stuck out here.”

I nodded, quickly strapping my gear on. We started skiing back the way we came, but within minutes, the snow thickened, the wind making it harder to see. The trail we had used earlier was quickly disappearing under fresh powder.

“Do you recognize this?” I called over the wind, my voice nearly lost in the howling gusts.

Isabella slowed, looking around. “I think we’re off track. We should have hit that ridge by now.”

I checked my phone. “Great. No signal either.”

She squinted against the snowfall. “We need to find shelter. We can’t keep skiing blind.”

I scanned the surroundings. “Over there.” I pointed toward a rocky outcrop partially covered in snow. As we got closer, we spotted an opening—a cave, dark but big enough for us to take cover.

Without hesitation, we ducked inside, shaking the snow off as the wind howled outside. The space was cold but shielded, giving us at least a chance to regroup.

“Well …” I exhaled, rubbing my arms for warmth. “This just got interesting.”

Isabella smirked, brushing snow from her hair. “Told you it’d be an adventure.”

I exhaled, rubbing my hands together. “Thank god we brought a tent and firewood.”

Isabella shivered slightly, setting her pack down. “Yeah, but I hope we have enough food. If we’re stuck here too long, it’ll be a problem.”

I nodded. It was refreshing to hear her serious side. She wasn’t always about fun, games, and jokes—though that side of her was what made her unique and so easy to love. I pulled out the firewood and lighter. Within minutes, the small fire crackled to life, the glow flickering against the cave walls. The warmth was a relief, but I could still feel the icy air creeping in from the entrance.

Isabella sat beside me, scooting in close. “Body heat works too, you know.”

I swallowed, feeling the warmth of her pressing against my side. “Right. Survival and all that.”

She smirked. “Exactly.”

We huddled under a blanket, the fire casting a golden glow over us. The howling wind outside made the cave feel even more isolated, the rest of the world shut out entirely. It was just us, the fire, and the quiet crackling of the wood.

“I had no idea why, but I had a feeling we would end up here,” I said.

“Me too.”

“That’s why you packed the bags, right?”

She nodded. “I never ignore my gut feeling.”

I turned slightly, catching her gaze. “You’re really not worried?”

She hesitated, then shrugged. “A little. But we’ll be fine. As long as we’re together.”

Something about the way she said it sent warmth through me that had nothing to do with the fire. For a long moment, neither of us said anything. We just sat there, pressed together, listening to the storm outside.

Then Isabella smirked. “Do you remember when our mother took us to Hawaii and we managed to lock ourselves out of our room because you ruined the doorknob?”

I groaned. “You’re never going to let that go, huh?”

She nudged me. “Not a chance. And to make it worse, you thought you could fix it with a butter knife. Instead, you jammed it so badly that the hotel had to send someone up with a power drill.”

I laughed at the precious memory despite my cheeks reddening. “Okay, I’ll admit, that part might have been my fault.”

She rolled her eyes playfully. “Might have been?”

I smirked. “Hey, at least we still had fun that day. Even if we were stuck inside.”

She smiled. “Yeah, we did. The pillow fight? That was one for the books. I think we knocked over a lamp.”

I chuckled. “And somehow, Mom wasn’t even mad.”

“She was just relieved to see us when she opened the door.”

“Yeah. She tried to act mad, but it was obvious by the way she pulled us both into a hug.”

“That’s a memory I’ll never forget.” Isabella sighed, her gaze flickering to the fire. “I guess that’s why this reminded me of that. Except this time, I’m the one who got us into a mess.”

I looked at her, feeling a bit bad for her. “Well, I don’t mind being here with you.”

She softened at that, the worry easing from her expression. “That actually makes me feel a lot better.”

I smirked. “Remember when Mom took us to San Diego, and she’d made cookies? I refused to admit I ate them.”

She burst into laughter. “Oh, I’ll never forget. Back when Mom actually had time to bake for us and take us on trips.”

“What she made was a thousand times better than any bakery,” I said, missing those times.

Isabella sighed. “I would love some cookies now.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Did you pack any?”

Her eyes lit up. “I did!”

She rummaged through her bag and pulled out a small pack of cookies. We sat by the fire, sharing them. I took a bite and grinned. “These are the best cookies I’ve ever eaten.”

She smiled. “Desperation makes everything taste better.”

I chuckled. “Maybe. Or maybe it’s just good company.”

We finished the last of the cookies till there were only crumbs left, but even the crumbs, Isabella wanted to share with me equally. After the cookies were gone, I noticed Isabella’s face fall slightly. “I only packed two sandwiches for dinner, but after that … nothing for tomorrow.”

I could see the concern creeping in, so I nudged her. “Hey, remember your first day at work? You were freaking out, convinced it was going to be a disaster, and then it ended up being amazing.”

She exhaled, a small smile returning. “That’s true.”

“This will work out too. We’ll figure it out.”

She looked at me for a moment before nodding. “Alright. But when we get back, first stop is a bakery.”

I grinned. “Deal.”

“But I can’t lie,” she admitted. “I’m still a bit worried.”

I draped my arm over her shoulder. “It’ll be fine.”

She leaned against me. “I hope so … This also reminds me of a movie.”

I smiled. “I’d love to hear about it. If you can’t watch a movie, at least you can recall it.”

“I like your spirit,” she said, grinning. “But it’s not just any kind of movie.”

I tried to figure out where she was going with the tone of her voice. “What kind?”

“Pornos of the Caribbean.”

I laughed. “Really? I was expecting a fantasy or something like that.”

“You still don’t want me to tell you about the plot?”

“As if there’s a plot in porn.”

“There is,” she said. “We’ll have to make another deal when we get back—that we’ll watch it together.”

“With cookies from the nearest bakery,” I added.

“Now we’re talking.”

“This is the last place on earth I’d expect to be thinking about porn. You’re hornier than I thought.”

“As if a girl doesn’t have needs,” she said with an eye roll. “But there’s a specific reason.”

“Tell me. You can be explicit too, if you want.”

“It’s funny—we couldn’t have had this conversation a week ago,” she said.

“You’re right,” I said, mulling it over. “It feels different now, though. Warmer.”

“It does.”

“Please, don’t cliffhang me.”

“Alright. It’s about a man shipwrecked on an island with several horny, lonely women.”

“What a dream.”

She laughed. “For the man, yeah. But when food gets scarce, they take turns sucking him off, ingesting the cum for survival.”

“That definitely sounds like a porno,” I said.

We both ended up laughing and when we wiped the tears away, her voice turned serious yet sweet.

“Jake … If I end up hungry, do you mind if I suck you?”

I blinked at her. If only she knew I’d dreamed about it last night. “No … if it works that way?”

“It does. Cum is very filling.”

“Sure, if it’ll help you,” I said.

“Good,” she murmured, leaning against me. “That makes me feel a little more comfortable.”

A gust of wind howled through the cave entrance, making the fire flicker. I shivered slightly, rubbing my hands together for warmth. “It’s getting colder. We should set up the tent before it gets worse.”

Isabella nodded, standing up and stretching. “Yeah, good idea. I’ll keep the fire going while you handle that.”

I got to work unpacking the tent, laying out the poles and fabric while Isabella carefully stoked the flames, adding more wood. We worked efficiently as if we’d done this a hundred times before. The small space of the cave made it tricky, but eventually, the tent was up.

Isabella stepped inside first, running a hand over the sleeping bags. “Not bad. We make a good team.”

I stepped in after her. “Told you.”

She hesitated for a moment, then turned to me with a gleam in her eye. “Before it gets too cold, I want to do something.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

“You know what we talked about,” she said, her cheeks pinkening innocently. “I mean, if it’s too cold, you might find it difficult to get it up.”

“Oh,” I said, realizing what she meant. Blood rushed south. “Sure, if it’ll help you.”

“I know it will,” she said, breaking into a smile as she glanced down. “But only if you’re comfortable.”

“I am … we’ve already crossed a couple of lines,” I said.

“Yeah, but masturbating together isn’t the same as this,” she said.

If I recalled correctly, we’d done more than that. I’d slipped my finger inside her, spilled cum on her breasts, and she’d jerked me off too. But the gradual steps made it feel less taboo.

“Where should I go?”

“Sit down,” she said eagerly. The excited tone in her voice made me wonder if she was truly hungry or if she just wanted to suck me.

She guided me to sit on one of the sleeping bags near the fire. The flames cast a warm glow across her as she knelt between my legs. Her hands moved to my waistband, unbuttoning my pants.

“It’s cold,” she said, rubbing her palms together. “Let me warm up first.”

She brought her hands close to the fire for a moment. When she turned back to me, her touch was warm as she freed my cock. She giggled. “I thought you’d be soft, not hard as a rock.”

“You have that effect on me,” I said, looking her in the eyes.

“I’m sure you thought of Isabella,” she teased with a wink.

“Well, I’ll never forget that nude photo. Or you nude, to be precise.”

Still grinning, she wrapped her hands around my length. “I’m not too cold, right?”

“No,” I said. “It’s perfect.”

She stroked me the way she had before, hardening me even more. She looked at my erection as if she were in love, rolling down the foreskin to reveal the purple tip.

“Here goes,” she murmured.

She opened her mouth and took me inside, closing her lips around the tip. Her eyes fluttered shut as she started sucking. I groaned. My stepsister’s lips were wrapped around my manhood. She made it less taboo by saying that we did this for her hunger and not because we obviously cared for each other. But I couldn’t help but feel the intense pleasure, not just because of the sensation of being in another girl’s mouth, but the fact that she was very dear to me.

“Wow,” I breathed as she slobbered over my joystick, taking me to the back of her throat, sucking hungrily.

She pulled off for a breath, slipping my wet, hard erection out of her mouth. “How does it feel?” she asked innocently.

“Pretty warm.”

“I’m glad,” she said. “But the job itself—am I any good?”

“Have you forgotten that I’ve never been with anyone?”

She rolled her eyes. “Sorry. I’ll make sure this is an experience you’ll never forget.”

“You’re already doing a great job,” I said.

Isabella smiled, her eyes gleaming with mischief. “Oh, I’m just getting started.”

She lowered her head again, taking me deeper into her mouth, inch after inch disappearing while her lips tightened around my shaft. She bobbed up and down, her lips creating delicious pressure. I groaned, my hands clenching at my sides as waves of pleasure washed over me.

She came off me. “You can hold my neck … I like it when a guy pulls me closer.”

“God, Isabella,” I panted as she swallowed me again. I cupped her neck, pulling her closer. “That feels amazing.”

I could feel the pressure building, my hips starting to buck involuntarily. Isabella seemed to sense how close I was, because she increased her pace, sucking harder and faster. She didn’t only warm my groin, but she warmed my core, and the warmth spread throughout my body like an intense flame. I cupped her neck as she gagged a little.

“Isa—I’m gonna—” I tried to warn her, but she just looked up at me, her blue eyes locked on mine as she continued to innocently suck me. The sight of her, cheeks hollowed as she sucked me off, was enough to push me over the edge.

With a loud moan, I came hard, my knees weakening. I spilled into her eager mouth. Isabella didn’t miss a beat, swallowing everything I gave her as if she were drinking from a faucet. Once I thought there was nothing left, she still sucked me, drinking the last drops of cum.

When I was spent, she slowly pulled off, licking her lips. “Mmm,” she said with a genuine smile. “Delicious. And very filling.”

I collapsed back onto the sleeping bag, breathing heavily. “That was … wow.”

Isabella crawled up beside me, snuggling into my side. “I’m glad you enjoyed it. And now I won’t go hungry.”

I chuckled, wrapping an arm around her. “Happy to help with that anytime.”

She smiled. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

We lay there for a while, listening to the crackling fire and the howling wind outside. Despite the circumstances, I felt warm, satisfied, and oddly content. Whatever happened next, at least we were in this together.

As the darkness settled in, we sat by the fire and unwrapped our sandwiches. The wind outside had picked up, howling through the cave entrance, making the fire flicker. Isabella inspected the food and hesitated before holding her sandwich out toward me.

“Here, take a bite of mine,” she said, holding out a chunk of her sandwich.

I frowned. “You don’t have to do that.”

She shrugged, nudging it toward me. “You came in my mouth. It’s only fair.”

“I’m fine, Isabella. Eat your share.”

She sighed dramatically. “Jake, just take it. You’d do the same for me. Don’t make me force-feed you.”

I smirked at the idea of her actually doing that, but she wasn’t backing down. Her eyes held that same stubborn determination I’d seen a hundred times before. I sighed, finally relenting, and tore off a piece from hers, taking a slow bite. “Happy now?”

She grinned, watching me chew. “Very.”

There was something comforting about the way she looked at me like she was making sure I was taken care of, even in a situation like this.

She glanced at me again, her voice quieter. “You know I care about you, right?”

I met her gaze. “I know.”

She smiled, nudging me slightly with her knee before taking another bite of her sandwich. The wind howled outside, but inside the cave, nestled beside her, the cold didn’t feel quite as sharp.

After we’d eaten, we sat and enjoyed the silence for a little, hip to hip, shoulder to shoulder, watching the flames as the snow continuously fell outside. “Maybe we should go to bed before it gets too cold,” I said.

“I agree,” she said. “It’ll be a lot warmer if we sleep without these cold, damp clothes. We can wrap them around us like extra insulation.”

I didn’t hesitate. “Makes sense.”

She looked a little surprised at how easily I agreed, but then she grinned, already unzipping her jacket. I pulled off my layers, feeling the bite of cold air against my skin before quickly sliding into the sleeping bag beside her. The shock of warmth as our bare skin met was instant, her body molding naturally against mine.

She carefully wrapped the clothes around us for additional warmth, and without thinking, I adjusted, pulling her closer, instinctively spooning her to trap as much heat between us as possible. The curve of her back fit perfectly against my chest, her skin impossibly soft against mine. I could feel every steady rise and fall of her breath, the faint shiver that ran through her before she finally relaxed into me.

After a moment, she reached for my arm and guided it tighter around her waist, pulling it just under her breasts. “Hold me closer. It’s warmer that way.”

I complied, letting my arm settle where she wanted it. Her fingers brushed over my wrist briefly before she let out a soft sigh, staring toward the cave entrance where the fire flickered outside. The warm glow contrasted against the cold night, casting dancing shadows along the cave walls.

She sighed again, this time deeper, her body shifting slightly against mine. “This wasn’t how I pictured tonight.”

“Are you upset?”

“A little,” she admitted. “I just thought we’d be out under the stars, enjoying a peaceful night in the wild, not trapped in a cave waiting out a blizzard.”

I gave her a slight squeeze. “Hey, look at it this way—we still got the adventure, just with a little more excitement than planned.”

She let out a chuckle. “That’s one way to put it.”

I smiled, nuzzling slightly closer, letting my chin rest lightly near her shoulder. “Besides, you’re the one who wanted to do something memorable.”

She exhaled, but I could still feel the tension in her body. “It’s just… the uncertainty is kind of uncomfortable. It makes me think about how anything can change in an instant. How any moment could be our last.”

“We have to make the most out of life,” I said, kissing her neck. “A lesson from you.”

“I want to turn around so I can face you, but I’m afraid I’ll lose warmth.”

“I don’t think so.”

She slowly turned, pressing her soft breasts against my chest. Her face was just inches from mine. “You kissed my neck,” she said with a smile.

“It felt like the right thing to do… at this moment,” I said.

“It felt nice,” she murmured, her eyes twinkling.

Her comment made me smile. “I’m glad.”

“Let me readjust my position,” she said. “Spooning is probably better for cuddling, but this will work too.”

She shifted slightly, moving her legs and pressing her lower body closer to mine. The heat of her pussy brushed against my cock, and she did it again as she tried to find a better position. She was surprisingly wet and warm, spreading her slickness over me. If she kept moving like that, she might end up slipping me inside.

“Is this okay?” she asked, her breath warm on my neck, her pussy pressed directly against my hardening cock.

I nodded. “It’s really warm.”

“I know… you can wrap your arm around me too,” she said. “It’ll help with warmth.”

I slid my arm around her, my hand settling on her soft ass. I ran my fingers along the cleft, feeling the heat radiating from her.

She sighed contentedly, nestling even closer. Her leg draped over mine, intertwining us further. The gentle pressure of her thigh against me made me even harder. Every point of contact between us felt electric.

“This is much better,” she murmured, her lips brushing my collarbone. “So much warmer.”

The heat building between us was a stark contrast to the chill of the cave around us. The fire outside cast flickering shadows over her face, highlighting the curve of her cheek and the fullness of her lips. Her eyes, when they met mine, seemed to glow in the dim light.

“What did you want to talk about?” I asked.

“When you said we have to make the most out of life, I agree,” she said. “But I also don’t want things to go left unsaid.”

“Is something on your mind?”

She nodded, taking a couple of seconds before answering.

Her eyes searched mine in the dim light, her expression unreadable for a second before softening. “I love you, Jake. In case anything happens.”

The words hit me harder than I expected, warming me in a way that had nothing to do with body heat. It was the first time she had ever said it like that. I tightened my hold on her, my voice quieter but certain. “I love you too, Isabella. But nothing’s going to happen. We’re going to be fine.”

She let out a small breath, nodding before resting her forehead against my chest. “I know. Just… felt like the right time to say it … I hope you understood what I meant.”

“English is also my first language,” I pointed out.

She rolled her eyes and giggled. “I mean there are many ways you can say you love someone. You can say it jokingly, to your parents, to your wife, but they all have different meanings. I don’t only love you like a sibling but a bit deeper than that.”

“I understood,” I told her. “During this trip, it’s been quite obvious our love is a bit deeper than sibling love.”

“I feel the same,” she said. “I’m glad I can make you feel good, despite the circumstances.”

“Would you have admitted that if we hadn’t ended up here?”

“I’m not sure,” she said, glancing behind her. “But moments like these remind me that any moment could be our last, so I’m glad I got that off my chest.”

“You’re really brave,” I told her. “Not just that, but I couldn’t imagine growing up with anyone else but you.”

She beamed. “Those words mean the world to me.”

We lay there for a while, entangled as close as we could be, sharing body heat. The blizzard outside didn’t matter. Right now, we had each other.

Eventually, her hand came up, and her fingers lightly traced my jawline. “Can we kiss again? Not like a lesson, but the way you kissed my neck or how I kissed you after we rolled in the snow?”

My heart raced, but I didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

She leaned in slowly, her lips brushing against mine softly at first. They were warm and soft. I moved my free hand to her neck, pulling her closer and deepening the kiss.

Her lips parted, letting me explore her mouth with my tongue. She tasted sweet, a mix of the cookies we’d shared earlier and something uniquely her. Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me in as the kiss grew more passionate. We weren’t doing this as a lesson anymore. We both wanted it. We loved each other.

The world faded, and it was just us. No one was here to judge. Nothing else mattered.

Heat built between us, traveling down to our groins. As the kiss connected us, I felt her shifting, pressing against me, guiding me without even realizing it. And then, suddenly, I felt it—something incredibly wet and warm covering me. I thrust forward, meeting some resistance until I reached her depths.

We broke the kiss, staring into each other’s eyes.

“I’m inside you,” I murmured.

“I know,” she whispered.

“Are you on birth control?”

She shook her head. “I’m willing to risk it.”

“You’re so bold,” I said, making us both grin. I gently flipped her over so I could take her in missionary. She wrapped her legs around me.

“The ground isn’t too rough for you?”

“No, the sleeping bag is pretty soft,” she said.

“Alright,” I murmured, glancing down. My cock had disappeared inside her pussy. I slowly pulled out until only the tip barely kissed her slick lips, then slid back in, feeling her wet walls squeeze around me.

She giggled, and so did I, but Isabella’s giggles faded into a soft moan as I pushed back inside her. The tight, wet heat enveloping me was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. It was like her sweet hole was made for me. I started to thrust into her, sliding in and out since she was so slick and wet with arousal.

“Jake,” she said, her fingers digging into my back. “That feels so good.”

I captured her lips in another kiss, swallowing her quiet moans as I picked up the pace. I had expected to lose my virginity to be a nervous mess, but it felt so natural and so much better with a girl who truly loved me and would never judge me. Her hips rolled to meet mine, our bodies moving together as if we’d done this a hundred times before. The sleeping bag rustled beneath us, but the sound was drowned out by our heavy breathing and the occasional gasp of pleasure.

“I can’t believe we’re really doing this,” I said against her neck.

She tightened her legs around me, pulling me deeper. “I know. But it feels right, doesn’t it?”

I nodded, unable to form words as a particularly deep thrust made her arch beneath me. Her breasts pressed against my chest, her nipples hard points of contact between us. I slid a hand down to cup one, marveling at its softness.

“You can be a little rougher,” she whispered, her eyes dark with desire. “I won’t break.”

Encouraged, I picked up the pace, my hips slapping against hers with more force, sending my erection to her depths. The cave filled with the sounds of our lovemaking—skin against skin and moans.

I could feel the pressure building for every pussy-stroke. “Isabella, I’m close.”

“I can feel you,” she said, biting her lower lip. “Finish inside me.”

She was truly bold. I slipped my arms under hers, pinning her down as I drove into her harder, faster, chasing our shared release. Her walls clenched around me, her back arching as she whispered my name. She squirmed in pleasure, closing her eyes as she moaned out in relief. The sight and feel of her climaxing beneath me pushed me over the edge. With a final thrust, I buried myself deep inside my sister, spilling my seed as waves of pleasure washed over me. It felt like it lasted an eternity and that time slowed just for our shared moment. I leaned my forehead against hers, looking her in the eyes as I continuously came inside her. We held the moment, our bodies still joined and both of us panting heavily.

Slowly, I pulled out, rolling to the side and gathering her in my arms. She nestled against me, resting her head on my chest.

“That was intense,” I finally said.

“It was,” she murmured. “But I’m glad we did it.”

It was worth every second.

“How did it feel to lose your virginity … with me?” she asked.

“I couldn’t have wanted to lose it with anyone else,” I said.

“I’m glad I’m yours, then,” she said.

I pulled her closer, warming her in my embrace. My body grew tired, my eyes heavy, but my cock was already hardening against her again. She shifted slightly, guiding me inside her. We exchanged glances.

“More warmth,” she pointed out.

“Good idea,” I said.

She kissed my neck again, and I wrapped my arm around her.

“Good night.”

“Good night… You won’t be mad if I wake you up? In case I want to talk?”

“No, not at all.”

She beamed and kissed me again. “I love you, Jake.”

“I love you too, Isabella,” I said, and we drifted into a deep slumber.





Chapter 5









I
 awoke slowly, blinking against the soft morning light filtering into the cave. For a moment, I was disoriented, unsure of where I was or why I felt so warm and content. Then I looked down and saw Isabella nestled against me, her head resting on my chest, her body curled into mine.

A thin trail of drool trickled from the corner of her slightly parted lips, glistening in the morning sunlight. She looked one hundred percent cute. I couldn’t help but smile, resisting the urge to wipe it away and risk waking her.

As consciousness fully returned, I became aware of our position. I was still sheathed inside her, our bodies joined intimately. The events of last night flashed into my memory—the storm, the confession and the passionate lovemaking. I’d never heard her sound so vulnerable before. It was a characteristic I didn’t know she had, but even though I was younger than her, I understood why. She felt a bit guilty for putting me in danger. But I had no regrets—especially considering what we did last night.

I shifted slightly, careful not to disturb her, and noticed the sun’s warm glow filling the cave entrance. The blizzard had passed, leaving behind a blanket of snow outside. It was breathtakingly beautiful like we had woken up in some winter wonderland.

My slight movement caused Isabella to stir. She mumbled something, nuzzling closer before her eyes fluttered open. She looked up at me, confusion quickly replaced by recognition and then a soft smile.

“Good morning,” she murmured, her voice still thick with sleep.

“Morning,” I replied, unable to keep the affection out of my voice. “Sleep well?”

She nodded, stretching slightly before freezing as she too became aware of our intimate connection. A blush crept across her cheeks, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she relaxed against me once more.

“Very well,” she said. “You make an excellent pillow.”

I chuckled, my hand moving to caress her hip. “Glad I could be of service.”

We lay there for a moment, basking in the quiet intimacy of the morning. The only sounds were our soft breathing and the occasional chirp of a bird outside.

“So,” I finally said, breaking the comfortable silence. “Last night…”

Isabella propped herself up on an elbow, looking at me with a mix of emotions in her eyes. “A night I’ll never forget.”

I nodded, relieved to hear her say it. “Yeah, you’re right. I never thought we would cross that line though.”

“Me neither,” she admitted. “But I don’t regret it. Do you?”

I shook my head without hesitation. “Not at all. It felt right, you know?”

She smiled, leaning in to place a kiss on my lips. “I know exactly what you mean.”

She blushed slightly, burying her face in my chest for a moment before looking up at me again. “For the first time, you really knew what you were doing.”

I chuckled. “It felt so natural with you … as if we were made for each other.”

“I felt it too.” She grinned and cuddled closer. I felt a stirring inside me, my body responding to her closeness. She must have felt it too because she sighed in relief.

“Someone’s awake,” she teased, grinding against me gently as I hardened inside her.

I moaned, my hand tightening on her hip. “Can you blame me? You’re irresistible.”

“I love sleeping with something inside me. It feels less lonely,” she said.

“As long as I’m not stuck.”

“No, I’m wet, so it’s fine.” She laughed, the sound light and carefree. It was a stark contrast to the worry that had been in her eyes last night.

Speaking of which … I reluctantly pulled away from her warmth, reaching for my phone. “Let me check if we have a signal yet.”

Isabella watched as I turned on the device, her expression hopeful. But as I looked at the screen, my heart sank. No bars. No service.

“Damn,” I muttered, showing her the screen.

Her face fell, worry creeping back into her eyes. “Still nothing?”

I shook my head, setting the phone aside and pulling her close again. “It’s okay. The storm’s passed. We can head back once we’re ready.”

She nodded, but I could feel the tension in her body. “What if we can’t find our way?”

“We’ll figure it out.”

She took a deep breath, relaxing slightly in my arms. “You’re right. I’m just… I guess I’m still a little scared.”

She snuggled closer. We lay there in silence for a few moments, just holding each other. Then, almost hesitantly, she spoke again.

“Jake … I’m kind of hungry.”

I frowned, remembering our limited supplies. “I think we finished the sandwiches last night.”

“I know that.”

“How am I supposed to feed you, then?”

She punched my shoulder with a playful laugh. “I want your cum, you dork.”

I chuckled, remembering what we’d done. “The sex felt so good I forgot about the blowjob.”

“Can I go down on you now?”

“Sure, but you’re going to taste yourself too.”

“Well, you saw me lick my own vibrator,” she said with a wink. “If you’re thirsty, you can lick me too. It’s probably not as filling as cum, but they do that in Pornos of the Caribbean
 .”

“I wouldn’t mind going down on you,” I said. “But you first.”

“A bit hard to suck you while you’re still inside me,” she said, giving me a look.

I slowly pulled out, my cock slick and wet from her nectar. Lying on my back, I watched as she slithered down, moving the blankets and clothes aside.

Isabella wrapped her fingers around my slippery shaft. She gave it a few slow strokes, spreading the wetness along my length. Her eyes met mine, a mischievous glint in them as she lowered her head.

“Let’s see how we taste together,” she murmured.

Her tongue darted out, licking a long stripe from base to tip. She hummed appreciatively, her eyes fluttering closed as she enjoyed the flavor.

“Mmm, not bad at all,” she purred. “A little tangy, a little musky. Kind of addictive, actually.”

Before I could respond, she took me into her mouth, her lips wrapping tightly around my shaft as she sank down. The wet heat of her mouth enveloped me, drawing a low groan from my throat. She began to bob her head, taking me deeper with each downward motion.

The sight of her lips stretched around me, combined with the knowledge that she was tasting both of us, sent a jolt of arousal through me. My hips bucked, pushing myself further into her eager mouth.

“Can you go deeper?” I asked, raking my fingers through her hair.

She came off with a pop. “I can try.”

She made an attempt, sinking lower and lower until she gagged hard, saliva spilling all over me.

“That’s fine,” I said when I saw her eyes start to water.

Her lips briefly touched my groin before she pulled back up. “Just because I’m older than you doesn’t mean I’m super experienced—just remember that.”

“It’s fine, sis.”

She dove back down, plunging my erection into her mouth again. Isabella moaned around me, the vibrations sending shivers of pleasure up my spine. She pulled off for a moment, her hand still working my shaft.

“God, you have no idea how hot this is,” she said, her voice husky with desire. “Tasting myself on you, knowing where you’ve been…”

“It’s as hot for me to watch.”

Being so hungry, she dove back down, trying to deepthroat me again. I felt the tip of my cock hit the back of her throat, and she swallowed around me, her throat constricting deliciously. My hands fisted in her hair, guiding her movements as she continued her sucking. Her hunger for me was evident in every lick, every suck, every greedy swallow. She wanted my cum more than anything.

I was about to climax, my release approaching rapidly while I was inside her mouth. “Isa- Isabella, I’m close,” I managed to gasp out.

She pulled off just long enough to say, “Feed me with your cum,” before engulfing me once more.

Her words pushed me over the edge. With a loud groan, I came hard, my body tensing as I spilled into her sucking mouth. True to her word, Isabella swallowed eagerly, her throat working as she gulped down every drop. Even as the last pulses subsided, she continued to suck gently, her cheeks hollowing out.

She came off with a pop and licked her lips. “Yum,” she said happily.

I was just glad she wasn’t upset—and that I had something to offer her. “Satisfied now?”

She nodded. “Yes, very… Do you want my kitty?” she asked innocently.

“I do,” I said.

“Well, she’s yours.”

Slithering down, I settled between Isabella’s legs and spread them, taking in the sight before me. Her folds glistened with arousal, the beads clinging to her lips like pearls of honey. The scent was intoxicating—musky, sweet and undeniably feminine.

Gently, I ran my fingers along her inner thighs, marveling over her smoothness. Eventually, I couldn’t resist her, dying to lick and taste her. I leaned in, placing soft kisses on her sensitive flesh, working my way inward. When I finally reached her center, I gave her a long, slow lick from bottom to top, enjoying the taste of her on my tongue.

Isabella’s fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me closer as I explored her with my mouth. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, applying gentle pressure before moving lower to dip inside her. Her hips rose to meet me, seeking more contact.

I took my time, licking, tasting and drinking the juices that flowed out from her. I was surprised but it did in fact quench my thirst.

As I continued, I could feel Isabella’s thighs beginning to tremble. Her breathing grew heavier, punctuated by soft gasps and quiet whimpers of pleasure. I increased the pressure and speed of my tongue, and when my mouth grew tired, I slipped a finger inside her hole, rubbing her a little.

“Oh, I like that,” she said.

I kept up the dual stimulation, my tongue working in tandem with my fingers as I brought her closer to the edge.

Just when I sensed she was on the brink, I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked gently. That final sensation pushed her over the edge. Isabella’s body tensed, her thighs clamping around my head as she climaxed. I felt a rush of warmth against my fingers as she pulsed around them, her quiet gasps of pleasure echoing softly in the cave.

I continued to lap at her gently, helping her ride out the waves of her orgasm until she tugged lightly at my hair, signaling she’d become too sensitive. Slowly, I withdrew my fingers and placed a final, tender kiss on her inner thigh before moving back up to lie beside her.

“So, did I quench your thirst?” she asked, her voice still glowing with post-orgasmic satisfaction.

“You did,” I said, licking my lips.

We talked for a little, flirting with each other before we decided it was time to rise. We packed up the tent and stepped outside, momentarily pausing to take in the sight before us. The world looked untouched, blanketed in fresh, glistening snow that stretched beneath the morning sun. It was breathtaking, the kind of beauty that felt surreal after the storm of the night before.

“Wow,” Isabella murmured. “I almost forgot how incredible this place is.”

“Yeah … not something to take for granted.”

She turned to me and smiled as if the reminder meant something more to her. After a moment, she let out a small sigh, her fingers tightening around her ski poles. “I still feel kind of guilty for getting us into this mess.”

I shook my head. “Come on. We made it through the night, and a night that I know will be very special for us.”

A smile tugged at her lips. “I know. I don’t regret it but … I’m not sure what to say.”

“I’m glad it happened,” I helped her.

“So am I,” she admitted with a smile.

We turned our attention back to the landscape, trying to determine which way we had come from.

“Alright, which way?” I asked.

She frowned slightly, scanning the area. “I think … this way? The trees look familiar.”

I pulled out my phone, still showing no service, and glanced at the slope ahead. “We can try to follow the downward trail. If we keep moving, hopefully, we’ll hit a signal eventually.”

She nodded and pulled on her skis. “Alright, let’s do this.”

I did the same, and with one last look at the untouched landscape, we pushed off, gliding forward through the morning light.

Skiing felt easier today as we carved our way through the trees and fresh snow. The sun was higher now, making everything glisten. We passed familiar sights, looking for any sign that we were heading the right way.

After a while, Isabella pointed ahead. “There. That spot with the logs—we were here yesterday.”

I followed her gaze. “Where are the logs?”

“Under the snow. You can barely see them, but I at least recognize the trees.”

A rush of relief filled me. “Yeah, we’re definitely on the right track.”

She sighed, slowing to a stop. “Thank god.”

I reached for my phone instinctively, and the moment I did, it buzzed in my palm. Then again. And again.

“Whoa.” I frowned as notifications flooded my screen.

Isabella let out a breath. “Finally, signal!” Her face lit up with relief, and without thinking, she turned to me and hugged me tightly. “I swear, I’ve never been so happy to see a couple of bars on a screen.”

When I saw the notifications—dozens of them–my stomach twisted. Almost a dozen missed calls from Amber. Text after text.

Isabella must have seen the change in my expression because she pulled back. “What is it?”

I swallowed, my grip tightening on my phone. “Mom … She tried to reach us last night. A lot.”

Her relief instantly shifted to concern as she craned her neck over my phone. “She must have been freaking out.”

We both stared at the screen, neither of us eager to press the call button. The weight of what was coming sank in.

“I can call her,” Isabella offered hesitantly. “It was my idea to come out here.”

I shook my head. “No, we take it together.”

“You sure?”

I nodded. “One hundred percent.”

“That’s mature of you.”

“I’m not a kid any longer.”

She nodded, biting her lip as I hit the call button. The dial tone rang, the seconds stretching into what felt like an eternity. The beat of my heart grew louder, nerves creeping up on me.

Then, Amber answered, her voice sharp with worry. “Jake? Isabella?”

“Hey, Amber,” I said quickly.

“Oh my god!” she exhaled, the relief in her voice immediate but edged with frustration. “Do you two have any idea how worried I was? I haven’t slept all night! I called the Aspen police, the rangers—everyone!”

Isabella winced. “Mom, I’m so sorry. The storm hit out of nowhere, and we lost signal. We had to find shelter. We’re both okay, though.”

“So you slept outside in the freezing cold?”

“No, we found a cave,” Isabella said. “But we’re fine now.”

Amber was silent for a beat before her voice returned, still edged with worry. “Are you sure? Neither of you got hurt?”

I answered quickly, “No, we’re all good. Just a little cold last night, but nothing serious.”

“Not even frostbite?” she pressed.

Isabella let out a small sigh. “No, I promise. We took care of ourselves. We had some sandwiches and cookies, so we weren’t starving.”

Amber sighed, still not sounding fully convinced. “Are you sure you ate enough? You both must be exhausted.”

I tried to reassure her. “We’re okay. Hungry now, yeah, but we’ll grab something as soon as we get back.”

“And the cold? How did you stay warm through a blizzard?”

Isabella and I exchanged glances before she hesitated. “Um, body heat. We shared a sleeping bag.”

Amber let out a long breath, as if debating whether to question that further, but ultimately, she just sounded relieved. “I don’t even want to think about that right now. I’m just glad you’re both okay. But please, next time, be more careful.”

“We will,” I assured her.

She exhaled again, her voice still shaky. “Alright. I need to call the police back and let them know you’ve been found. Try to enjoy the rest of your trip—but for god’s sake, don’t disappear again.”

“Got it,” Isabella said softly. “Love you, Mom.”

“Love you both,” she said before hanging up.

Isabella and I stood there for a moment, both still processing everything.

“Well… that could’ve been worse,” I muttered.

She let out a small laugh. “Yeah.”

After we ended the phone call, we continued skiing until we finally reached the familiar slopes of Aspen. The sight of the resort buildings and ski lifts in the distance made us both exhale in relief.

Isabella turned to me and grinned. “We made it.”

I let out a breath and pulled her into a tight hug. “Yeah, we did.”

She pulled back, smirking. “We should take a selfie and send it to Mom. You know, proof of life.”

I laughed. “Good idea. She deserves that after what we put her through.”

We snapped a quick picture, Isabella pressing her cheek to mine, both of us smiling despite the exhaustion. Then, she sent it off with a simple caption: Safe and sound.


She replied with a beating heart emoji. Isabella and I exchanged smiles.

Once we made it back to Aspen, we decided to grab lunch, both of us eager to eat something warm and filling. As we settled down, waiting for our meals, Isabella glanced at me. “So, what should we do now? We already have the night covered since we promised each other to watch pornos of the Caribbean and eat cookies when we were in the cave.”

I thought for a moment before grinning. “I’ve always wanted to ride a snowmobile.”

Her eyes widened with excitement. “Oh my god—We should totally rent one later.”

I smiled at her enthusiasm. “You think so?”

“Absolutely. It’ll be so much fun,” she said. “I’ve ridden one before, but I want you to take the driver’s seat this time. You’ve never tried, right?”

I shook my head. “Nope. What’s it like?”

She grinned. “Fast. It feels like flying over the snow, but you have to be careful. But don’t worry, I’ll make sure you don’t crash.”

I smirked. “Not sure if that’s reassuring or terrifying.”

She laughed. “Trust me, it’s amazing. You’re gonna love it.” Then, her expression turned a bit more serious. “But, let’s not go too far off-grid, okay? After last night, I think we should at least keep to the designated areas.”

I nodded. “Agreed. I still want an adventure, just … one that doesn’t involve getting stranded in a cave again.”

“Good call. Alright, let’s go for it.”

After we’d eaten, Isabella paid for the snowmobile rental without hesitation, and before she could put her wallet away, I pulled her into a quick hug. “Thanks for this.”

She chuckled, squeezing me briefly before pulling back. “No problem. Just make sure you don’t crash us into a tree.”

I grinned. “I’ll try my best.”

Once we got geared up, we climbed onto the snowmobile, and I settled into the driver’s seat while Isabella sat behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and mashing her breasts against my back. “Alright, start slow,” she instructed. “Feel how it moves before you speed up.”

I followed her advice, easing the snowmobile forward. The hum of the engine beneath me felt powerful, and as I pressed the throttle, we started gliding across the snow. It was smoother than I expected, almost like surfing across the powdery landscape.

“How does it feel?” she asked over the sound of the engine.

“Incredible,” I admitted, a wide grin spreading across my face. I picked up speed, feeling the thrill as the wind rushed past us. “This is insane.”

Isabella laughed, tightening her hold around me. “Told you! Now try a turn—lean with it.”

I adjusted my weight as I turned, the snowmobile carving through the landscape effortlessly. The landscape blurred as we sped through the open trail. Wanting to make the experience even better, I pulled out my phone and connected it to the snowmobile’s Bluetooth speaker. I played my own music that I’d made before coming on this trip, exchanging glances with her. “How’s this?”

“One hundred percent talent,” Isabella called out, nodding to the rhythm.

I laughed, feeling freer than I had in a long time. This was exactly what I had hoped for—an adventure, but one that didn’t involve getting lost. We rode across the trails, carving through the snow, with music blasting and laughter filling the air.

After a while, I slowed the snowmobile and turned my head slightly. “Want to take a turn?”

She shook her head and leaned closer to my neck. “Nah, I want you to have fun. Besides, I like it back here.”

I was suddenly aware of her warmth pressed against me, her arms snug around my middle. The scent of her shampoo mixed, and every slight movement reminded me of just how close she was.

After a few more laps, Isabella tapped my shoulder. “Okay, I need a picture of you on this thing.”

I smirked but didn’t argue, hopping off as she pulled out her phone. She positioned me by the snowmobile, snapping a few shots before grinning. “Alright, one together now.”

She moved beside me, pressing close as we leaned into each other for the selfie. Just before taking the shot, she turned and kissed my cheek.

“That one’s going to be a lovely memory,” she said with a soft smile, lowering her phone.

Grinning, I climbed back onto the snowmobile, revving the engine as the music blasted through the speakers. “Alright, hold on!”

Isabella laughed. “You’re seriously going to ride like a maniac, aren’t you?”

I shot her a playful smirk. “Maybe.”

Pushing the throttle forward, I picked up speed, the wind whipping past us as the bass of the music vibrated through the machine. The music drowned out everything else, and I became so excited that it felt as if I were immortal.

Then, out of nowhere, the ground shifted beneath us.

A hidden dip in the terrain sent the snowmobile lurching. The back treads lost traction, sliding unpredictably. I felt the weight shift, the machine tilting at an angle that sent my stomach lurching.

“Jake!” Isabella’s grip tightened.

Before I could react, the snowmobile hit an icy patch, and the next second, everything flipped.

The machine skidded, my body jolted forward, and I was thrown into the snow, tumbling hard as the world spun around me.

Isabella landed safely, rolling in the snow before quickly pushing herself up onto her knees. Her heart pounded as she turned toward where I had fallen. I lay sprawled in the snow a few feet away, groaning as I tried to move.

“Jake!” she called with clear hints of worry in her voice, scrambling toward me. “Are you okay?”

I gritted my teeth, pushing myself up onto my elbows. “Yeah … I think so.”

But the moment I tried to get to my feet, pain shot through my ankle. I stumbled, barely catching myself on my hands, sucking in a sharp breath as the ache spread up my leg.

Isabella was at my side in an instant, her eyes filled with worry. “Oh my God, you’re hurt!”

I forced a chuckle, trying to downplay it. “It’s … not that bad.”

She wasn’t convinced. “You just winced like you got stabbed.”

Before I could argue, she noticed something else—dark red staining the snow beneath my leg. “You’re bleeding.”

I glanced down, finally seeing the gash on my shin where my pants had torn. The sight of the blood made my stomach twist slightly, but I forced another smirk. “Well, that explains the pain.”

Isabella shot me a glare. “This is not funny!” She was already pulling off her gloves, her hands moving to check my injury more closely. “We need to get you back. Now
 .”

I exhaled, still trying to shake off the dizziness from the fall. “Alright … but first, can I just lie here for a second?”

She let out a frustrated breath, then glanced around. The sun was dipping lower, but the creeping cold made it clear—we couldn’t stay out much longer.

“Jake, we’re too far out. It’s going to take at least two hours to get back, and you can’t walk properly.”

I sighed, realizing she was right. We had so much fun, we completely forgot how far we were heading. My ankle throbbed, and the cold was already numbing my fingers through my gloves.

Isabella’s eyes locked onto something in the distance, pointing past the tree line. “There. Maybe someone’s home.”

I followed her gaze, spotting a large, luxurious estate nestled among the trees. The windows were dark, but it was our best shot.

She pulled me to my feet. “I’ll help you.”

“Thank you for being a sweetheart.”

She just smiled despite the worry in her eyes. “Do you need help getting on?”

I managed to swing my leg over the seat. “I’m fine.”

She hopped on. “Hold on tight.”

I did, wrapping my arms around her waist and leaning against her. Even though the snowmobile had taken a hit from the crash, it still roared to life when she revved it.

By the time we reached the front, the cold had settled into my bones. Isabella shut off the engine and swung off quickly before rushing to my side. I leaned on her heavily as we trudged toward the front entrance, the thick snow making every step feel like a battle.

Isabella rang the bell several times, the chime echoing faintly through the silent property. We waited, our breaths fogging in the cold air. No response. No lights flicked on.

She rang again. Nothing.

“Do we break in?” I joked, still trying to downplay the situation despite the throbbing pain in my ankle.

“Let’s check around first,” Isabella said, determined.

We moved carefully along the side of the estate, searching for another way inside. The snow crunched beneath our boots, each step sending sharp aches up my leg. Then, just as she was about to suggest turning back, Isabella spotted a side entrance—maybe a maintenance door—slightly ajar.

She pointed. “Looks like someone forgot to lock it.”

I exhaled in relief. “Guess we’re lucky.”

She nudged the door open, and a gust of warm air met us. Stepping inside, we both let out shaky breaths, shaking off the cold as the warmth of the interior wrapped around us.

The estate was grand—vaulted ceilings, polished wood floors, and expensive furniture, but eerily quiet. It wouldn’t have surprised me if a billionaire lived here.

Isabella glanced around before turning back to me. “You need to sit down.”

I nodded, letting her guide me toward the plush couch in front of the fireplace. As soon as I sat, I exhaled, relieved to be off my injured ankle. Isabella was already scanning the room. “Stay here, I’ll find a first aid kit.”

She disappeared down a hallway, leaving me to take in the space. The place looked like something out of a winter resort brochure—sleek, elegant and expensive. Despite the pain throbbing in my leg, I couldn’t deny that this was a hell of a place to take shelter.

A few minutes later, Isabella returned with a first aid kit in her hands. “Found it in the bathroom cabinet.”

She knelt beside me, flipping open the kit and pulling out antiseptic wipes and bandages. As she looked at my leg, the blood and my pained expression hit her differently.

She blinked rapidly, her chest tightening, but she refused to let the tears fall.

I noticed the shift in her breathing, the way she swallowed hard.

“Isabella…?” My voice was softer, questioning.

She exhaled shakily, focusing on my wound. “I just—” she hesitated. “I don’t like seeing you hurt.”

“I’m fine,” I said, my thumb brushing against her wrist.

“You are not,” she said stubbornly.

Her hands lingered on my leg as she gently dabbed at the wound, her touch softer than before. She worked carefully, her fingers brushing my skin as she wrapped the bandage snugly around my leg.

“You always take care of me like this,” I said, watching her. “You remember that time when I hit my head?”

She chuckled despite the emotions. “Of course, I do. You were such a stubborn kid, wouldn’t even let Mom near you with the ice pack. I had to be the one to hold it over your head.”

I smirked at the memory. “You were bossy even back then.”

She rolled her eyes but smiled. “Mom even has a photo of me sitting there, holding the ice on your head while you pouted.”

I chuckled softly, but the warmth in my chest had nothing to do with nostalgia. Isabella had always been there, looking out for me.

She finished securing the bandage, brushing her hands over it lightly before sitting back. “How do you feel now?”

I tested my ankle slightly, the pain was still there but dulled. “A lot better. Thanks.”

She smiled, seeming relieved. “There probably won’t be a movie night with cookies tonight either.”

“That’s the beauty of an adventure—you never know what’s coming next.”

“You’re right,” she said. “I’ve taught you well.”

She sat next to me, leaning against my shoulder. “You sure your foot isn’t in pain?”

“No… the deed itself healed me more,” I said, meeting her gaze.

Our eyes drifted to each other’s lips, and we kissed.

As we sat on the couch, I let my eyes wander around the room. Framed photos hung on the walls, elegant yet familiar in a way that didn’t match the quietness of the house.

I frowned, my gaze settling on one of them. “These … are all models.”

Isabella followed my gaze, her brows lifting. “Yeah … they are.”

We exchanged a glance, both coming to the same conclusion. “This place must belong to some wealthy woman,” I pointed out.

She nodded. “Well, let’s just hope she doesn’t mind us borrowing it for the night.”

I shook my head, pushing myself up a little straighter. “I don’t think we should stay. If the owner comes back and finds us here, we’ll be in even more trouble.”

Isabella sighed, looking reluctant, but she didn’t argue. “You make a good point. Let’s get out of here before we overstay our welcome.”

She helped me to my feet, her grip firm yet gentle as she pulled me up. Her arm stayed wrapped tightly around my waist, pressing me against her as if she were afraid I’d crumble without her.

“How does it feel?” she asked softly, her breath warm against my neck.

I adjusted my weight on my injured ankle. “Better than before. Still hurts, but I can walk.”

She nodded, concern lingering in her eyes. “Lean on me as much as you need. I’ve got you.”

For a moment, she simply held me there, arms locked around my back, her cheek nearly brushing my shoulder. The intimacy of it hit me in a way I wasn’t expecting. Then, with a small squeeze, she guided me forward, her hold never faltering as she helped me toward the door. My ankle still ached, but I could manage with her support. Every few steps, she glanced at me, as if making sure I wasn’t about to collapse.

As we reached the door, she gave one last glance around the grand interior. “Shame. This place is gorgeous.”

“Yeah, well, I’d rather not explain to the police how we got inside,” I muttered, pressing my hand against the doorframe as we stepped back into the cold.

Just as Isabella pulled the door shut behind us, a loud, piercing alarm blared through the estate.

We both froze.

“Oh, fuck,” I muttered, eyes widening.

Isabella’s free hand shot up to her mouth. “Oh my God, did we just trigger that?”

The sound was deafening, echoing through the trees around the estate. My heart pounded as I exchanged a panicked look with her.

“We need to go. Now
 .”

Gritting my teeth against the pain in my ankle, I let her support most of my weight as we hurried toward the snowmobile. Every uneven step sent sharp aches through my leg, but I forced myself to keep going. Isabella held onto me tightly, her arm firm around my waist, her other hand gripping my wrist to steady me.

“Almost there,” she murmured, half-carrying me as we reached the vehicle.

She helped me onto the seat, making sure I was secure before hopping on in front of me. “Hold on tight.”

I wrapped my arms around her waist, pressing against her for support as she revved the engine. Even through the thick layers of our winter gear, I could feel the warmth of her body against mine. The snowmobile lurched forward, kicking up a spray of powder as she drove us away from the estate.

As the alarm blared behind us, fading into the distance, I exhaled. “Well, that could’ve gone worse.”

She let out a breathless laugh. “Just shut up and hold on.”

* * *

I winced as Isabella helped me off the snowmobile, my ankle still sore from the accident. The ride back had been rough, every bump sending sharp jolts through my leg, but we made it.

“I’ve got you,” Isabella said, her arm still wrapped around my waist.

I gritted my teeth and gently pulled away, straightening up. “I can walk.”

She gave me a doubtful look but didn’t argue. “Just don’t be stupid about it.”

The rental shop was a small wooden lodge near the resort, with a row of parked snowmobiles lined up outside. Isabella opened the door and held it up for me. As we trudged toward the counter, I exhaled slowly, relieved the trip was almost over. No more accidents, no more alarms—just returning the rental and getting somewhere warm.

The guy behind the counter, an older man with a thick, gray beard, glanced up as we approached. “Back already?” he asked, taking in the sight of us—me limping and Isabella standing close.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual. “Had a bit of a rough ride.”

Isabella said nothing as she stepped forward, pulling the rental paperwork from her jacket pocket. “Just returning it.”

The man eyed me carefully before reaching for the clipboard. “Everything in one piece?”

“You can go check,” Isabella said innocently.

He stepped outside, walking around the snowmobile, his expression darkening as he took in the scratched-up body, bent handlebars, and the small cracks along the frame from the crash. He ran a hand along the side, shaking his head before turning back to us.

“Whoa. What happened to that thing?”

I felt my armpits growing sweatier, and I exchanged a glance with Isabella.

She was the first to recover, playing it cool. “We, uh … ran into a little trouble.”

The attendant raised an eyebrow. “Yeah, I can see that.” He pulled out a clipboard, flipping through the rental agreement before glancing back at us.

I let out a breath, trying to stay calm. “So, the insurance covers that, right?”

Putting the clipboard aside, the man sighed, clicking through numbers on a tablet. His frown deepened. “Well … here’s the thing. Your insurance package doesn’t cover this kind of damage.”

My stomach dropped. “Wait, what?”

He nodded. “The plan you signed up for only covers minor scratches and mechanical failure. This? This is classified as accident damage.” He turned the tablet around, showing us the terms in black and white.

Isabella inhaled sharply. “So, what are we looking at here?”

He rubbed his chin before answering. “Including labor, parts, and repairs?” He punched in a final calculation, then looked up at us. “You’re looking at a bill of about five grand.”

Silence.

I felt like the ground had just been yanked out from under me. Isabella blinked. “You’re joking.”

“Wish I was,” the guy said, handing over the tablet. “But that’s what it’ll cost to fix this thing up. And since it was under your name…” His gaze slid toward Isabella. “You’re responsible for the damages.”

I clenched my fists. This was my fault. “We’ll figure something out,” I muttered, already trying to think of a solution but with no success.

We exited the rental, and the cold air hit us like a slap in the face. “This is all my fault,” I muttered.

Isabella glanced at me, sensing my spiraling thoughts. “Jake—”

“No, really. The rental was under your name. You’re the one on the hook for this. And all because I was being an idiot.”

She stopped walking, turning to face me fully, her expression firm. “Hey. Stop that. We’ll sort it out tomorrow. It was painful enough watching you get hurt—I don’t want to see you beating yourself up over this too. We should be grateful it wasn’t anything worse.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but her gaze softened as she stepped closer, wrapping her arms around me in a firm, reassuring hug. I hesitated, then sank into it, my body relaxing slightly in her warmth.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said, ruffling my hair. “Let’s go back, and let me make you dinner.”

I blinked, caught off guard. I had expected her to be angry and frustrated. But she wasn’t. She was just worried about me.

Warmth spread through me despite the freezing air, and I nodded slowly, though the guilt still lingered deep down.

“Alright,” I said, my voice quieter. “Let’s go home.”

She helped me back home, every single step. She occasionally checked in on me, asking if I needed a break or two. She was the sweetest.

Back at the cabin, Isabella helped me settle onto the couch before disappearing into the kitchen, rolling up her sleeves. The sound of her moving around, chopping vegetables and filling a pot with water, felt oddly domestic.

I watched her from my spot, realizing just how kind she was. No complaints, no frustration—just taking care of me without a second thought. It made something stir inside me, realizing how much I loved her.

“You don’t have to do all this, you know,” I said, leaning my head back.

She glanced over her shoulder. “You’re hurt. You need something warm. Besides, I like cooking.”

I smirked. “Since when?”

She rolled her eyes, stirring the pot as the scent of stew started to fill the cabin. “Since always. My only problem is that I have a competitor I’ll never be able to compete with.”

“Amber knows her craft.” I chuckled, letting my eyes drift to her.

After half an hour, she came over, holding a spoon out toward me. “Here, taste.”

I sat up slightly, letting her feed me. The stew was rich and comforting, warming me from the inside. “Damn. That’s good.”

She smirked. “Told you.” And she went back to cooking.

Eventually, she finished making dinner. She hung the apron back on the hook and came over to me. “Come on, it’s time to eat.”

“I’m not exactly handicapped,” I told her.

“Even if you weren’t, it’s still nice to do things for each other.” She slid her arms under mine and helped me up. “Is your foot feeling any better?”

“A little,” I said, not wincing as much this time.

We settled down and dug into her stew. It was rich, warm, and filling.

“This is really good,” I said.

“I’m glad,” she replied with a smile, not seeming bothered by the fact that I might have put her in debt.

“Do you need help with the shower too?” she asked.

“Maybe,” I admitted. “I suppose we both need one after our adventures.”

She chuckled. “We sure do.”

After finishing dinner, we headed into the bathroom together. She helped me undress since it was a bit difficult for me. At that moment, she felt a little like Amber, but I didn’t mind.

When we were both nude, Isabella turned on the shower, adjusting the water temperature until it was pleasantly warm. Steam started to fill the bathroom as she helped me step in, her arm secure around my waist for support.

“Finally, I don’t have to peek through the keyhole.”

She laughed but then narrowed her eyes on me. “When we were at home, have you ever peeked at me?”

“Accidentally but not intentionally.”

“Hmhm, right,” she said flirtatiously.

I rolled my eyes at her humor, but it sure was needed in a moment like this. The hot spray felt heavenly against my chilled skin, soothing my sore muscles. Isabella stepped in behind me, sliding the glass door shut. For a moment, we just stood there, letting the water cascade over us, rinsing away the day’s events. My eyes roamed over her body, and how beautiful and youthful she looked. She truly was a gem, the water running down her perfect teardrops.

“Need help with soap?” she asked caringly.

“I’m all yours.”

She reached for the body wash, squeezing a generous amount into her palm before rubbing her hands together to create a lather. Starting at my shoulders, she began to wash me, her hands gliding over my skin with gentle, circular motions.

Her touch was tender and attentive as she worked her way down my back, taking extra care around the bruises that had started to form from the snowmobile accident. I closed my eyes, leaning into her touch, feeling the tension slowly melt away.

“I’ll put on another bandage when we step out,” she said reassuringly.

She moved lower, kneeling to carefully wash my legs, mindful of my injured ankle. Her fingers massaged my calves, easing the tightness there before moving back up my thighs.

As her hands traveled higher, grazing my inner thighs, I felt a stirring in my groin. Blood rushed south, my body responding to her proximity and touch despite the soreness in my limbs.

Isabella noticed, her gaze flickering to my growing arousal before meeting my eyes with a knowing smile. She rose slowly, her hands skimming my hips and waist as she stood.

Leaning in close, she pressed a soft kiss to my shoulder, her breasts brushing against my back, nipples hardening under the warm spray. “Feeling better?” she murmured against my skin.

I nodded as I turned to face her. “Way better.”

Her eyes sparkled with mischief and affection. Squeezing more body wash into her hand, she began to lather my chest, her palms gliding over my pecs and abs.

Her touch grew bolder, fingers playfully circling my nipples before dipping lower. She took her time, and when her hand finally wrapped around my hardened length, I inhaled sharply, my hips instinctively bucking forward into her touch. She stroked me slowly, teasingly, her grip slick with soap and water.

The pleasure was intense, heightened by the heat of the shower and the steam clouding around us. I braced my hands against the tiled wall, my breath coming faster as she worked me.

“Isabella…” I breathed her name like a prayer.

She smiled. “Do you want to save it for later?”

“Yes, I do.”

“When we go to bed, I want to do all the work for you,” she said.

I turned to her, watching as the steam covered her body. “You’re my angel.”

“No, your sister,” she corrected me with a teasing smile.

After we finished showering, she helped towel me off, and then carefully wrapped a fresh bandage around my wound. There was something so sweet about seeing her on her knees, tending to me with such care. I sat and watched as she dried herself, her breasts jiggling with every movement.

“You know how the cave finally made us intimate,” I said.

“Yeah,” she replied, smiling deeply.

“Maybe this accident will open up other doors.”

She beamed. “That’s the spirit,” she said. “We should always try to look at the positive.”

“It’s easier said than done, but I’ll do my best.”

Once she was done, she helped me to my feet. When we reached the bed, she gently lowered me down. I let my head rest against the pillow as she checked my bandage one last time.

“Should I give you an ankle massage to soothe the pain?” she asked.

“My testicles hurt more than my legs right now,” I said dryly.

She chuckled. “Okay, I’ll start with your cock then.”

She wrapped her fingers around me, stroking lovingly while locking eyes with mine.

“Is it true that you sucked me because you were hungry?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said with a titter. “Not just that, but it was the perfect excuse to go down on you.”

“I thought maybe you’d watched one porno too many.”

She rolled her eyes before stuffing my rod into her mouth, sucking and licking eagerly.

Eventually, she came off me and carefully straddled my legs, her wet pussy hovering just above my erection. Slowly, she lowered herself, sliding me inside inch by inch until she bottomed out with her sweet, pink lips pressed against my groin.

True to her word, she took care of everything. She started riding me slowly, her movements deliberate and sensual. I gripped her hips, savoring the sensation. It was only our second time making love, but it felt just as intense as the first.

Isabella rocked her hips slowly, sensually, taking me deep inside her with each downward motion. Her hands braced against my chest as she rode me, her breathing growing heavier and soft gasps of pleasure escaping her lips.

The sensation of her tight, wet, raw vagina covering me felt like heaven. I groaned, my fingers digging into the supple flesh of her hips as she moved. She felt like a dream come true.

Her breasts bounced enticingly with each roll of her hips. I couldn’t resist reaching up to palm the soft mounds, my thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. She shivered, arching into my touch with a moan of pleasure.

“I love that,” I encouraged as she rode me harder and faster. The wet slap of skin against skin filled the room, punctuated by our mingled pants and moans. “Oh.”

“You are coming, aren’t you?” she asked teasingly.

“Yeah,” I said, enjoying the sweet sensation. On the next downward stroke, Isabella ground her hips against mine, taking me as deep as possible. The extra friction sent sparks of intense pleasure shooting through me, and I exploded, firing bullets of cum right into her depths.

“Oh fuck, Isabella…” I groaned, my head falling back against the pillow as the sensations overwhelmed me. She circled her hips, grinding against me, prolonging my release and milking my pleasure.

“That’s it, give it all to me,” she purred, continuing to ride me through the aftershocks.

I was lost in the blissful haze, floating on a cloud of euphoria as she drew out my climax. My hands roamed her body, caressing every inch of silky skin I could reach.

Gradually, she slowed her movements, gentling me through the final tremors until I was completely spent. With a satisfied sigh, she lifted herself off, my softening member slipping from her warmth and flopping down wet and slick against my thigh.

She stretched out beside me, curling into my side and draping one leg possessively over mine. I wrapped an arm around her, holding her close as we both caught our breath.

“So much for me doing all the work,” she teased, nuzzling my neck. “You were quite active for someone with an injured ankle.”

I chuckled. “I barely did anything.”

“Your hips moved, and you caressed me. That’s plenty.”

“Well, what can I say? You bring it out in me.”

“I’m glad I could make you feel good.”

“Even if the first time was memorable… this time felt just as sweet.”

“How come?” she asked.

“You did it for me,” I said. “That’s really kind of you.”

“I know you’d do the same for me,” she said. “Seeing you happy is the best feeling in the world. And seeing you hurt is the worst.”

“I’m not hurt now. I couldn’t be any happier.”

“I’m glad,” she said, kissing my neck. And with that, we forgot about the accident, my injury, and the financial damage. We just lived in the moment and enjoyed it.





Chapter 6





I
 blinked awake, my body still warm from the night before. The soft rise and fall of Isabella’s breathing beside me kept me still for a moment. The sheets had slipped down just enough to reveal the smooth skin of her shoulder, her hair spilling over the pillow.

I replayed everything from last night. The way she had taken care of me, the way she had held me and the way she hadn’t gotten mad at me.

And then there was the guilt—the nagging feeling in the back of my head about the snowmobile. If I hadn’t been reckless, if I had been paying more attention, none of this would have happened. She wouldn’t have to deal with a five-thousand-dollar problem because of me.

I exhaled slowly and reached for my phone on the nightstand. The screen lit up with notifications, but I hesitated before checking them, glancing back at Isabella. She looked peaceful like she hadn’t let any of it weigh on her the way I had. I had a feeling she was acting. She didn’t want me to feel bad about it. Either way, she was dear to me, dearer than I’d previously thought.

As I scrolled through my phone, a local news notification popped up, catching my attention.


BREAK-IN REPORTED AT SECLUDED LUXURY ESTATE.


My stomach tightened as I sat up, clicking on the article.


Unknown trespassers entered an estate.



Security cameras malfunctioned due to the recent blizzard, so no clear footage was captured.



Police are investigating but have no leads.


I exhaled in relief. We got lucky … pretty damn lucky.

Isabella slowly woke up, mumbling sleepily. She blinked a few times before rubbing her eyes. “What’s wrong?”

I hesitated, then turned my phone so she could see the article. She squinted at the screen, her expression shifting as she processed the words.

Her eyes widened, and the sleep was completely gone from her face. “Fuck.”

I smirked. “You’re kinda hot when you curse.”

She shot me a look but didn’t deny it. “Jake, this isn’t funny. We could’ve been caught.”

I shrugged. “Yeah, but we weren’t. And they have no idea who we are.”

She groaned, flopping back onto the pillow. “I need my vibrator before I deal with this.”

I chuckled, setting my phone down. “Agreed.”

She sat up slowly, running a hand through her hair. “The cameras were busted. No footage of us.”

I nodded, still feeling uneasy. “Yeah … but how long until our luck runs out?”

“Maybe we just forget this ever happened.”

I raised an eyebrow. “And the snowmobile?”

She groaned again, throwing herself back onto the bed dramatically. “Ugh. Right.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, running a hand through my hair. “We have to call our mother.”

Isabella gave me a dreaded look. “Do we, though?”

“Unless you wanna drain your savings fixing a snowmobile you don’t even own. You know she’ll help us out with the insurance cost.”

She let out a heavy sigh and mulled it over. “Fine. But it’s just embarrassing.”

I smiled slightly. “In the end, she’ll understand.”

She didn’t look convinced, but she didn’t argue, either. I grabbed my phone again, opened the contacts and stared at Amber’s name for a second longer than I should have.

Then, I took a breath and hit the call button, bracing myself.

Amber picked up almost instantly, her voice warm. “Jake? Isabella? Everything alright?”

Isabella shifted uncomfortably. “Hey, Mom … so, funny story—”

Amber’s tone flattened. “That sentence never leads to anything good.”

I sighed, deciding to get to the point. “Look, we need some help covering the snowmobile repair costs.”

There was a pause. Then, Amber’s voice turned suspicious. “And why do you both sound like you’re about to get arrested?”

Isabella winced. “Okay, so … don’t freak out, but we may have … kinda … broken into someone’s estate last night?”

Silence.

Then, Amber’s voice came through, slow and deliberate. “I’m sorry, you what?”

I jumped in quickly, trying to keep things brief. “The accident was my fault. I wasn’t paying attention, and I lost control of the snowmobile. I hit the ground hard, and my ankle took the worst of it. I was bleeding. Isabella had to patch me up, and we were too far from Aspen to get help. The estate was empty, and we didn’t steal anything. We just stayed long enough for Isabella to take care of my leg and left as soon as we could.”

Amber sighed heavily on the other end, her voice suddenly sharper with concern. “Jesus, Jake. You were bleeding? How bad?”

I glanced at Isabella, who had been the one to take care of me the whole time. “I’m fine. Isabella patched me up. She took care of everything.”

Amber let out another sigh, but this time, it was softer. “Good. I’m proud of you for that, Isabella. That must’ve been scary.”

My stepsister blinked, clearly not expecting that. “Uh … yeah. I couldn’t just leave him like that.”

Amber’s voice softened even more. “You did the right thing. Thank you for taking care of him.”

Isabella shifted slightly as if the praise made her uncomfortable, but a small, pleased smile tugged at her lips. “Of course. He’s important to me.”

Amber sighed again. “Jake, are you sure you’re alright?”

I nodded, even though she couldn’t see me. “I promise.”

“Good. Isabella, keep an eye on him.”

I smirked slightly. “She already is.”

Isabella rolled her eyes, but a small smile tugged at her lips.

Amber’s tone shifted, firmer now. “Alright, I’ll help with the money. But first—you’re going back to that estate.”

Isabella sat up abruptly, gripping the phone. “Are you insane? Why would we do that?”

Amber didn’t hesitate. “Because it’s the right thing to do. You didn’t break in to rob them. The owner will understand.”

I wasn’t the only one who felt nervous about this. “And if they don’t?”

“I’ll step in to help you.”

Isabella sighed heavily, rubbing her temples. “Fine. But if we get arrested, I’m blaming you.”

Amber smirked. “Love you too, sweetheart.”

I exhaled, glancing at Isabella as she ended the call. “Guess we better get ready.”

She groaned. “Let’s just hope we don’t make the news again.”

I chuckled, but deep down, I wasn’t so sure we’d be that lucky twice.

* * *

The drive up the snowy road was tense, neither of us saying much. The closer we got, the more nervous I became. Isabella gripped the steering wheel a little tighter, her knuckles whitening as the estate came into view.

Then we saw it.

A police car parked outside.

“Oh, fuck,” she muttered.

My stomach dropped as I watched two officers stepping out of the house, shaking hands with a woman on the porch. She didn’t look mad—if anything, she looked relaxed. She was even smiling.

“That’s not what I expected,” I said under my breath.

Isabella didn’t respond, both of us holding our breath as the officers walked past our car without a glance. No second looks, no suspicion. They just got into their cruiser and drove off.

I let out a slow exhale. “Well, that could’ve been worse.”

Isabella shook her head, finally releasing the death grip on the wheel. “Yeah. But it’s not over yet.”

We stepped out of the car, Isabella asking if I needed help. “I can walk a bit better, thank you.”

“Just let me know if you need help,” she asked adorably despite our dreaded circumstances.

We made our way up the porch. The woman turned to us, arms crossed, looking at us curiously but not unkindly. She wore a fur coat, dressed in leggings. She was the same height as my stepsister, and she had thick, lustrous brown hair. She was quite fair, with porcelain skin and hazel eyes. She looked stunning, especially with her high cheekbones and painted lips.

“Can I help you two with something?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

Isabella swallowed hard, exchanging a glance with me. “Okay, so … this is gonna sound bad, but—” she started, speaking quickly, then gestured toward me. “This is my little brother, and yesterday he got hurt. We were riding the snowmobile, and he had a whoopsie daisy. He was bleeding and we were stranded, and I couldn’t leave him out there, so we—”

She hesitated, lifting her hands as if to show her innocence. “We tried knocking first! I swear! But no one answered, and we—”

The woman held up a hand, stopping Isabella mid-ramble. “Breathe, sweetheart. It’s okay,” she said, smiling slightly. Isabella’s shoulders dropped slightly, relief creeping in. The woman chuckled softly, shaking her head. “That actually proves your story.”

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

She folded her arms, an amused glint in her eyes. “The police found tracks leading up to the house. And, well, considering nothing was taken, they thought the whole thing was unusual.”

I let out a breath. “So, you’re not mad?”

She shrugged. “You didn’t steal my wine collection, so I think I can let this one slide.”

Isabella let out a nervous chuckle. “That’s a relief.”

The woman motioned toward the door. “No point in freezing out here. Come in. And for what it’s worth, I admire your courage. Not everyone would’ve done what you did.” She smirked. “I got into my fair share of mischief when I was younger too. The difference is, I rarely would’ve admitted it.”

We exchanged glances before stepping inside, still in disbelief at how well this was going. As we did, she pulled out her phone and casually dialed the police.

“Yeah, it’s fine. Just a misunderstanding. You can put this one to rest.”

She hung up and smirked at us. “Now, why don’t you two tell me the full story over some tea?”

She hung the fur coat on the knob and took our jackets as well. She was left in a sweater with breasts that strained against her clothing. She was well-endowed, and they looked natural on top of it. She took us to her couch, and Isabella and I sat down, still slightly tense, but the woman seemed completely at ease.

“Give me a sec,” she said, disappearing into the kitchen and returning shortly after with tea and some cookies. She poured us a cup each, glancing at us with amusement. “So, let me guess. You two thought you were about to get arrested?”

“You have no idea,” I said, taking a sip.

Isabella, still flustered, rubbed her temples. “I was already planning my escape route.”

The woman laughed, leaning back in her chair. “Oh, honey. You’re terrible at crime. I could tell just by how nervous you looked on the porch.”

Isabella groaned. “Not my best moment.”

“Honestly, I should be thanking you. You didn’t steal anything, and you saved me the trouble of testing my security system.”

Isabella raised an eyebrow. “You’re surprisingly chill about all of this.”

She shrugged. “Well, you weren’t exactly a gang of masked robbers.”

As the woman leaned back, sipping her tea, Isabella tilted her head slightly, studying her. Something about her felt oddly familiar. She hesitated, not wanting to say it out loud and risk sounding rude.

I noticed her expression and nudged her. “What’s up?”

Isabella hesitated before speaking. “I, um … I don’t know if I should say this.”

The woman grinned knowingly. “Oh, go ahead. I don’t get easily offended.”

Isabella let go of the breath she was holding and finally said it. “You just remind me of an adult actress I’ve seen before.” Isabella narrowed her eyes, watching her expression closely.

The woman burst into a soft laugh, setting her cup down. “Yeah, that’s what I did once upon a time.”

I blinked, suddenly putting the pieces together. “Wait. No way.”

Isabella looked between us, surprised but amused. “That’s wild.”

The woman smirked. “What’s even wilder is how many people recognize me but try to pretend they don’t.”

I half-laughed. “Yeah, that would’ve been us, probably.”

Isabella shook her head, laughing. “Well, I think my little brother Jake was a bit more curious than me.”

I shot her a look. “You’re the one who recognized her.”

The woman chuckled. “Don’t start fighting now.”

“We never fight,” Isabella said. “Except for play fighting.”

“We have pillow fought too many times,” I said but turned my attention to the retired pornstar in front of us. “What’s your name by the way?”

“My real name or porn name?”

“Uhm … why not both?”

“Linda, and my other name’s Dirty Bambi.”

“Oh, it’s the brown hair, isn’t it?” Isabella guessed.

“The face too,” I noted. “You look very cute.”

Her cheeks pinked from the compliments. “Yes, they’re both reasons for that name.”

“Do you mind answering some questions?” I asked her since I was a bit curious.

“Go ahead, ask whatever you want.”

I hesitated for a second, then went for it. “What’s it really like? The industry?”

Linda sipped her tea, considering. “Depends on who you ask. It’s fun, exhausting, liberating, and sometimes messy. But it paid well, and I met a lot of interesting people.”

Isabella grinned. “I bet.”

I smirked. “Any crazy stories?”

She laughed. “Oh, plenty. But you might not be ready for all of them.”

The conversation drifted naturally into her backstory. She told us how she had made good money but eventually wanted something quieter, which led her to this estate. She had been wise to invest the money she’d earned, but she made it clear that not every actor or actress ended up with a happy ending in this industry.

“After a while, you move on from one life into another,” she said, glancing around as if appreciating her space. “The past doesn’t define you forever.”

I thought back to what Amber had said earlier, about taking responsibility and facing things head-on. She had a point. I made a mental note to listen to her more often.

“What’s actually a bit ironic,” Isabella said with a smirk, “is that I told my brother about Pornos of the Caribbean
 , which you starred in. We were supposed to watch it together tonight, and now here we are, sitting with you.”

Linda grinned, her eyes flicking from me to Isabella. I don’t think my stepsister truly understood what she had just said.

“So, you two are quite open with each other, aren’t you?” Linda teased.

Isabella suddenly froze, a blush creeping up her cheeks. “No! We don’t watch
 porn together. We just… talked about it and stuff.”

“We are actually stepsiblings,” I added.

“But we pretty much grew up together,” Isabella said.

“Whatever you two do behind closed doors is none of my business,” she said. “I’m just glad we could put this to rest.”

“So am I,” I admitted.

“Just to make it clear,” Isabella added quickly, “we were caught in the blizzard and had to sleep in a tent. We had to share body heat to survive, and we promised
 each other we’d watch the movie and eat cookies together once we got out.”

I rolled my eyes again. “She doesn’t judge us,” I reminded her.

“That sounds really cute,” Linda said. “Wait here.”

She rose to her feet, and now that I knew she was a former pornstar, my eyes were glued to her ass as she walked away.

“I can’t believe I just met a pornstar,” I mumbled.

“I can do everything she does,” Isabella said in a low voice.

“We should host a competition to test that theory.”

Isabella chuckled. “You’d love that, wouldn’t you?”

“I’m just glad this turned out okay.”

“So am I,” she said, sighing in relief.

Linda came back holding a VHS tape and a DVD with an unmistakably pornographic cover. “I’m nostalgic for VHS tapes, but I doubt your cabin has a player. Still, I wanted to give you these as a gift.”

“Wow, thanks,” Isabella said, taking them. “I’m a big fan of the older movies—when they had a plot and romance.”

“So am I,” Linda admitted. “But times change.”

I checked out the cover and read the title, “Pornos of the Caribbean.” There were several beautiful, scantily clad women fawning over one man, but I immediately recognized Linda.

“You don’t look that much different,” I said.

“You’re a charmer,” Linda said, though I could tell the compliment meant a lot to her. “I was nineteen then. That was more than two decades ago.”

“Time flies.”

“It does. But it seems like you two are having quite the adventure yourselves.”

“We are,” Isabella said, exchanging a glance with me. “I saved up just so I could take him here. It was my birthday gift to him.”

“You two are super cute,” Linda said. “Take care of the loving relationship you have.”

Isabella nodded, though she seemed a bit embarrassed.

“Also, here’s a gift card for a bakery in Aspen,” Linda said, handing it to me. “Thought it was appropriate after what you told me.”

“Wow, thanks,” I said.

“You’re welcome. Now, I’d love to have you stay longer and hear more about your adventures, but I have a friend coming over soon.”

“We understand,” I said. “Thank you for everything.”

We said our goodbyes to Linda, thanking her again for her kindness and the unexpected gifts. As we stepped back outside, Isabella exhaled deeply. “Well, that went a lot better than expected,” she said, glancing at me with a relieved smile.

I chuckled, nodding in agreement. “No kidding. I thought for sure we were in deep shit.”

Isabella laughed, bumping her shoulder against mine playfully as we walked back to the car. “At least it would’ve been a memorable end to the trip, right?”

“I think I’ve had enough excitement for one vacation, thanks.”

She grinned, unlocking the car and sliding into the driver’s seat. I climbed in beside her, feeling the tension finally drain from my body.

“So,” she said, glancing at me with a mischievous glint in her eye. “Should we watch this dirty movie tonight?” She tapped the dirty DVD and VHS tape Linda had given us.

“We have to grab our cookies first,” I reminded her. “And also call Mom, thanking her for her advice.”

“For sure,” she said with a smile.

While Isabella was driving, I called Amber and told her everything. She let out a relieved sigh, and I could hear the pride in her voice. “You both handled that well. I’m proud of you.”

She promised she’d cover the fine and told us to enjoy our final day. “Make the most of it, alright? Relax, have fun.”

I nodded, even though she couldn’t see it. “Thanks, Amber.”

“Yeah,” Isabella added. “We appreciate it.”

“Just don’t get into any more trouble,” Amber teased, but there was warmth in her tone. “And call me when you’re at the airport.”

After we hung up, I leaned back against the seat, staring out at the landscape passing by. The snow-covered trees, the towering mountains in the distance—it all looked more vivid now that I realized we wouldn’t see it again for a while.

I exchanged a glance with Isabella. Neither of us had really thought about it until now.

“Final day,” she muttered. “Can you believe we’re leaving tomorrow?”

I exhaled, still watching the mountains. “Not really. Feels like we just got here.”

She was quiet for a moment, then smiled slightly. “Guess we better make tonight count then.”

I smirked. “I agree.”

* * *

After we’d eaten dinner at a fancy restaurant, we headed to the bakery and got some cookies. Compared to earlier, we were in a much better mood, elated that everything had turned out well. We were both excited—and also aroused. I was starting to recognize the subtle cues in her body language when she was hot and bothered.

Once she parked the car outside the cabin, she grabbed my bulge. “Whoops, thought it was the parking brake.”

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, right. I think you’re just hungry for some cum.”

She chuckled. “I also have an appetite.”

We went inside, but before starting the movie, she insisted we take a shower.

“Isn’t once a day plenty?” I asked.

“Nope.”

“The only reason I agree to this is so I can see you nude.”

She chuckled. “That’s a good enough reason for me.”

We snuck into the shower, and once we were in there, I didn’t mind lingering, lathering her beautiful body with soap.

“You don’t have to do everything if your ankle still hurts,” she said.

“It does, but it’s not that bad,” I told her.

“I still want to change your bandage afterward—and maybe give you a foot massage.”

“That’s fine, sis,” I said, drawn toward her, my eyes falling to her lips.

We kissed as the warm water cascaded over us. When we finally broke apart, we looked into each other’s eyes.

“Does sex and kissing always feel this good?” I asked.

She shook her head. “It feels more intimate with someone like you … a close relative.”

I smiled. “I don’t think I’d ever want anyone else.”

“Me neither,” she said. She leaned into my arms, and we held each other for a little while.

Once we’d showered, we toweled each other off. She put on a fresh bandage, and once we were comfy on the couch, she gave me a foot massage. We were still nude and decided to watch the movie without bothering to get dressed.

She looked behind the TV. “Oh my god, guess what!”

“What?”

She picked up a VHS player.

I chuckled. “Damn … this couldn’t be any better.”

“Do you know how this thing works?” she asked.

I sat down next to her, hip to hip. At that moment, we felt like kids again. I fumbled with the ancient VHS player. After a few minutes of fiddling, the screen flickered to life, grainy static giving way to the opening credits of Pornos of the Caribbean.

“You got it!” Isabella beamed, leaning against me.

I smirked, draping an arm around her shoulders. “Of course I did. I’m a master with antiquated technology.”

She rolled her eyes, and we both slumped down on the couch. We snuggled closer, holding the plate of freshly baked cookies between us.

As the opening scene played out—a shipwrecked sailor washing up on a remote island—I couldn’t resist stealing a glance at Isabella’s bare body. The soft curves, the gentle swell of her breasts and the way her damp hair clung to her neck. A strange thrill coursed through me at the thought of watching a porno curled up with my stepsister like this, because I knew unlike earlier, this wouldn’t end up with me masturbating by myself.

On screen, the sailor stumbled out of the surf, collapsing onto the sandy beach. Moments later, a group of beautiful, scantily-clad women emerged from the treeline, surrounding the unconscious man with hungry eyes. It seemed like they hadn’t seen a man in their lifetime, all worshiping him with reverence.

“Look who’s there,” Isabella said and waggled her eyebrows.

I recognized her too. “Yeah, I think that’s Linda.”

Sure enough, as the camera panned across the group, a younger version of the woman we’d just met filled the frame. Her brown hair was styled in beachy waves, tumbling over her shoulders. She wore a strategically tied sarong that revealed just enough to leave plenty to the imagination. She had a slight tan though, but she still looked as cute as Bambi.

The other pornstars circled closer, hands roaming over the passed-out sailor as their eyes glazed with lust. Linda crouched beside him, trailing a finger along his rugged jawline before leaning in close, her lips a breath away from his.

“Welcome to our island,” they said.

“Where am I?” the man asked.

“On Lust Island… We’ve been living here all by ourselves for all these years without a man to protect us and fulfill our needs.”

I exchanged glances with Isabella. “Not bad for porn dialogue.”

“I told you,” she said, taking a bite of her cookie and spilling crumbs down her cleavage. “What do you think they’re going to do to him?”

I raised an eyebrow at her suggestive tone. “You know exactly what they’re going to do.”

She smirked around the treat. “Maybe. But I want to hear you say it.”

Chuckling, I leaned in closer, letting my lips brush the sensitive skin just beneath her ear. “They’re going to fuck him. Relentlessly, suck him off too.”

“Yes, and they need his cum for survival, just like when I had to blow you.”

The group of women encircled the stranded sailor, their youthful bodies swaying enticingly as they began undressing him. Linda took the lead, her fingers working the buttons of his shirt until his tanned chest was exposed.

“We need you,” she purred, leaning in to trail kisses along his neck. “We’ve been so hungry for a real man’s touch.”

The other women were stripping off their skimpy garments, baring their glistening curves to the camera’s roving gaze. Soon the sailor was naked too, his impressive manhood already stirring to life.

Linda grasped him firmly, stroking with a practiced hand as the other women moved in closer. “This is what we crave,” she said. “Your thick cock… your seed…”

They began lavishing him with open-mouthed kisses, tongues swirling over his rigid length. Isabella’s hand found my thigh, nails digging in as she watched the lewd scene. I could feel the heat radiating from her, mingling with my own growing arousal.

“Could you imagine starring in such a film?” she asked with a grin.

“I need some practice with you first,” I said.

“Oh, you’ll have it,” she said, leaning closer to me.

The women took turns engulfing him, slick mouths sliding up and down his shaft. The sailor surrendered to their relentless onslaught, ropes of thick cream coating their flushed faces and breasts. Rather than being sated, the women only grew wilder, lapping and sucking every drop of cum from each other’s skin with desperate fervor.

As the scene shifted, the women began instructing the sailor to help them build shelters and weapons for survival. But their biological needs were never far from the surface. At every turn, they were draping themselves over his sweat-slicked form, trailing teasing caresses and begging for his body.

Linda took him first, crying out in blissful abandon as he entered her. The others looked on with jealous hunger, touching themselves shamelessly as they awaited their turn to be fucked.

I ended up enjoying this a lot more than any other adult film I’d seen. The cookies became an afterthought as Isabella and I gravitated toward each other.

“Your thick cock,” she said, mimicking the voice from the film. “Your seed.”

We both giggled, but my laughter quickly turned into a moan as she took me into her mouth. She gave me a blowjob to die for while I watched the film progress.

When I was about to explode, I made her lie down so I could taste her too. The couch wasn’t big, but we just had to snuggle closer. I spread her legs and dove between her thighs, licking her as eagerly as she’d sucked me.

As they kept fucking on the screen, we copied their positions, pretending we were shipwrecked on an island. Isabella even made me mimic the sailor’s voice.

“Hmm, I’ll fulfill your needs.”

“Oh, I’ve been waiting for years,” Isabella said, spreading her legs. “Finally, I’ll be privileged and blessed by a strong man.”

I plunged into her welcoming depths, my hard length gliding into her dripping folds. She moaned, wrapping her legs around my waist to pull me deeper as I began thrusting.

“Yes, give me your seed,” Isabella said, mimicking the lines from the movie. “I’m so hungry for it.”

I grunted as I pistoned my hips, driving into her again and again. She felt incredible, so wet and tight around me.

On screen, the sailor was ravaging one of the many women, her cries of pleasure echoing through the small cabin. Isabella and I moved together, our bodies sliding against each other slick with sweat, lost in our bliss.

“I’m close,” I said, feeling the pressure building at the base of my spine. “I’m going to fill you up, sis.”

“Do it,” she urged breathlessly, her nails raking down my back. “Give me every last drop. I need it so bad.”

With a final, deep thrust, I exploded inside her, painting her inner walls with my white, creamy seed. She moaned, her body trembling beneath me as she came undone, her pussy milking me for all I was worth.

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs, chests heaving, still joined intimately as the movie played on in the background. I nuzzled her neck, and we cuddled for a little.

But it didn’t take long for Isabella to grow hungry again, and we got plenty of ideas from watching the movie. I took her from the side again while we both watched, lifting her leg while I slid inside her. I drove into her, her pussy warm and snug against me. I came hard again, holding onto her dearly as we continued this memorable night.

When the movie ended, I was amazed we’d watched the entire thing. We were both covered in a light sheen of sweat. Her juices were spilled over my groin, and my cum trickled down her lips, some had already dried along her inner thighs.

“That was one hell of a movie,” I said.

“One hell of a night too,” she reminded me.

“Hard to believe this trip is almost over,” I murmured.

“Yeah. Feels like just yesterday I was dragging you onto the slopes.”

I chuckled. “Feels like just yesterday you were screaming about a spider in your room.”

“Shut up! That thing was huge. You would’ve screamed too.”

I grinned. “I don’t know. I handled it pretty well.”

She rolled her eyes but leaned her head against my shoulder. “Yeah, yeah. Keep telling yourself that.”

The teasing faded. My fingers traced slow circles on her back, and my mind wandered. “Seriously, though,” I said. “I don’t think I’ve ever spent this much time with you. Just us.”

Isabella shifted slightly, meeting my gaze. “Yeah … me neither. And honestly? I wouldn’t change a thing.”

I hesitated, rubbing my thumb over a cookie crumb on the cushion. “What do we do now?”

She tilted her head. “What do you mean?”

I exhaled, looking at her. “About us. About Amber.”

Isabella was quiet for a second, then sighed. “Yeah, I’ve been thinking about that too.”

“Do we tell her?” I asked, my voice lower.

She shrugged, thoughtful. “I don’t know. It’s not exactly the easiest conversation.”

I let out a chuckle. “No kidding. ‘Hey Mom, we kind of fell in love.’”

Isabella smirked, but her expression stayed serious. “Do you want to tell her?”

I thought about it. The way Amber had hugged me at the airport, the way she always seemed to know things before I even said them. “I don’t know. Part of me thinks she will suspect something.”

Isabella nodded. “Yeah, I’ve thought about that too. But even if she does, admitting it out loud makes it real. And I have no idea how she’d react.”

I ran a hand over my face. “Yeah. Me neither.”

She shifted a little, her fingers lightly tracing over mine. “I don’t think we need to tell her. Not yet.”

I raised an eyebrow. “So we hide it?”

She shook her head. “No. I just mean, we don’t need to make a big announcement.”

I hesitated. “And if she asks?”

Isabella met my gaze, firm but soft. “Then we don’t lie.”

I nodded slowly, letting that sink in. “Okay.” I exhaled. “Yeah. That makes sense.”

She reached for my hand, squeezing it. “We’ll figure it out.”

I smiled slightly. “Yeah … we will.”

The warmth of her hand in mine made everything feel a little more real, and that we were together now, and in love.

“Isabella,” I said after a moment.

She turned her head slightly, still holding my hand. “I’m listening.”

“I’ve realized what you meant by having fun and living. I don’t think I would have if you didn’t bring me here. Thanks, a lot.”

She turned fully, beaming. “You’re welcome.”

I swallowed, my voice a little quieter. “I’ll remember this trip for the rest of my life. Skiing, the cave, the intimacy, the accident, the way you tended to me, Linda … and this moment right here.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “I’m glad. It was worth every penny.”

I squeezed her hand. “Next time, I want to save up money too. And we can go somewhere else.”

She smiled through the emotion in her eyes. “I would love to.”

I reached up, gently drying the tears from her cheeks, admiring how cute she looked. “Then it’s a deal.”

She exhaled softly, leaning against me again. “It’s a deal.”

We sat there for a little while longer before Isabella shifted, stretching slightly. “Come on,” she murmured. “Let’s go to bed.”

I nodded, rising as we left the couch and made our way to the bedroom. The exhaustion of the day was settling in, but the warmth between us lingered. We slid under the covers, and without hesitation, Isabella pressed her back against me, pulling my arm around her waist.

Spooning her felt natural, her body fitting against mine like this was exactly where we were supposed to be. She sighed, settling in deeper.

“Goodnight, little brother,” she murmured sleepily.

I tightened my hold around her slightly, my face resting against her hair. “Goodnight, sis.”

The quiet filled the room, and eventually, with her warmth against me, I drifted off to sleep.





Epilogue





T
 he drive to the airport was quiet, both of us staring out at the snow-covered mountains one last time. It felt surreal to be leaving after everything that had happened. Isabella tapped her fingers against the steering wheel, glancing over at me as we pulled into the drop-off area.

“You ready?” she asked.

I sighed. “Guess so.”

Checking in was smooth, and soon we were at the gate, waiting for our flight. The terminal buzzed with travelers, but everything felt muted as I leaned back in the chair. We didn’t scroll through our phones, but we leaned against each other. Isabella nudged my leg with her foot.

“Still thinking about the trip?”

I smirked. “Yeah. Kind of hard not to.”

She smiled knowingly, resting her head back. “Same. I can’t wait to see our mother though.”

“Me neither.”

The flight itself was uneventful. Isabella dozed off against my shoulder. I stared out the window, watching the clouds shift beneath us, my mind replaying every moment—skiing, the cave, the way she’d taken care of me after the accident and the way we had fallen into something neither of us had expected.

* * *

When the plane began its descent, she stirred, stretching her arms. “We back?”

I glanced out at the familiar cityscape coming into view. “Yeah. Almost.”

Landing at LAX was a stark contrast to Aspen. The moment we stepped off the plane, the warmth hit us, a reminder that we weren’t in the mountains anymore. The terminal was packed, with people moving in every direction. We grabbed our bags and made our way toward the arrivals area, where we spotted our mother waiting for us. She wore a tight, knee-length summer dress, and her glossy, brunette hair was styled in sleek waves, cascading down her shoulders. She scanned the crowd before her blue eyes landed on us. In her kitten heels, she rushed over the second she saw us, arms open. Isabella got the first hug, tight and lingering. She kissed her forehead, and then she turned to me, wrapping her arms around me, holding on a bit longer than usual and mashing her wonderful breasts against my chest.

“I swear, you two don’t know how to take a normal vacation,” she muttered, finally letting go.

Before I could say anything, she was already checking my injury, lifting my pant leg slightly to inspect it.

“Does it still hurt? Have you been taking care of it?”

I shifted uncomfortably, glancing around. “Amber, we’re in public.”

She smirked. “Oh, please. Like anyone cares.”

Isabella grinned, nudging me. “Aww, is someone shy?”

I shot her a look. “You two are the worst.”

Amber rolled her eyes and let go of my leg. “Fine, fine. We’ll inspect it properly at home.”

I exhaled, adjusting my bag. “Good.”

Amber studied both of us for a moment before sighing. “Well, I’m just glad you’re both back in one piece. Let’s head home. You can tell me everything once we’re back.”

Isabella and I exchanged a glance. Some things, we definitely wouldn’t be telling her.

Once we were home, Amber got comfortable on the couch with a glass of lemonade. She happily served us drinks as well, happy that we were back.

“Alright, spill it. I want details. And don’t leave anything out,” Amber said, crossing her long legs.

Isabella and I exchanged another glance before starting from the beginning. We told her about skiing, our off-grid adventure, the blizzard, the snowmobile crash, the estate and meeting the owner. She laughed at some parts, gasped at others, but mostly, she just seemed entertained.

But she returned to the blizzard, giving us both a serious look. She set down her glass. “I tried calling you a thousand times that night. I nearly had a heart attack.”

“We know,” I admitted. “We’re sorry.”

She sighed, rubbing her forehead. “Okay, so how exactly did you stay warm?”

Isabella answered too quickly. “Body heat.”

Amber narrowed her eyes slightly. “Body heat?”

I cleared my throat. “Yeah. Just, you know … survival instinct.”

She studied us both, lips pursed like she was piecing things together but choosing not to say anything. “And you didn’t starve, right?”

“We brought food,” Isabella said, glancing at me. Thankfully, the blowjob didn’t slip from her tongue. Then Isabella shifted the topic, explaining how we met Linda.

Amber nodded, already knowing about the accident. “Well, at least you two were brave enough to tell the estate owner. That was the right thing to do.”

“And thanks for covering the insurance cost,” Isabella added, her voice sincere. “That really helped.”

Amber smiled, giving a small shrug. “Of course. I’m just glad I could be there for you.”

Isabella grinned. “Mature decisions. See? We’re growing.”

Amber rolled her eyes but smiled, lifting her glass again. “You definitely are.”

Isabella leaned over and grabbed a shopping bag, handing it to Amber. “We got you something.”

Amber eyed it then pulled out the elegant red dress with a plunging V-neck and slits. “Oh, wow … you two. This is beautiful.”

I smirked. “Consider it an apology gift for all the stress.”

Amber mock-scoffed. “Damn right. And I love it. Will you let me try it on?”

“Of course,” Isabella said.

She stood, holding the dress against herself before disappearing into her room. A few minutes later, she returned wearing it. The fabric hugged her curves perfectly, the deep red complimenting her skin tone. She turned slightly, checking herself out in the mirror. Isabella sure knew a lot about fashion.

Isabella grinned. “Told you it’d look good.”

I shifted slightly on the couch. She looked really good, good enough to make me aroused. I could clearly see her cleavage with that plunging V-neck. The outer parts of her breasts jiggled as she twirled around, showing off her curves. After having been intimate with my stepsister, I realized I looked at my stepmom in a different way than I had before.

Amber turned to us, smiling. “You guys really do know my style. Thank you.”

Isabella beamed. “You deserve it.”

Amber took a seat again, smirked and turned to me. “And what did Isabella get for you?”

Isabella grinned. “Oh, he looks good in it. You should see.” She grabbed the bag with the beige trousers and navy polo shirt and handed it to me.

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Well, go put it on then.”

I groaned. “Do I have to?”

Amber grinned. “Absolutely.”

A few minutes later, I stepped back into the room, now wearing the outfit. Amber’s smile widened as she looked me over. “You look really good. You should trust your sister’s fashion sense more.”

Isabella nodded approvingly. “Told you.”

I rolled my eyes, but I had to admit—it did fit pretty well.

Amber leaned back, watching us both. “I’m really proud of you two for having fun, but let’s be reasonable next time. You had some close calls.”

Isabella nodded. “Yeah … we know. But honestly, it was worth it. This trip meant a lot.”

Amber sighed but smiled. “Just don’t make it a habit of nearly giving me a heart attack.”

“We won’t,” I said.

Her expression softened as she looked at us. “I love you both. If anything happened to you, it would break my heart.”

I felt a warmth spread in my chest. “We love you too, Mom.”

Isabella nodded, her voice quieter. “Yeah. And don’t worry, next time, we’ll make sure to check the weather before heading off into the wilderness.”

Amber let out a soft chuckle before standing up. “Alright, I have to get to work. Try not to burn the house down while I’m gone.”

Isabella smirked. “No promises.”

I rolled my eyes. “We’ll be fine. Go do your thing.”

She gave us each one last hug before grabbing her coat and heading out the door.

After she left, I retreated to my bedroom to unpack my bags. I put on some music and sat back, letting the trip sink in.

Then, out of nowhere, I felt Isabella’s hands on my shoulders, steadying me before leaning in and pressing a quick kiss to my cheek. I jumped. I was so into the music, she scared me. “Jesus, learn to knock.”

“I did!” she said, grinning before swinging her legs over mine. She straddled me and locked her arms around my neck, making me come face-to-face with her delicious breasts. “Mom’s gone and I’ve finished unpacking my bags. Let’s go to my bedroom and have some fun.”

I buried my face in her cleavage, making her giggle. And just like that, the trip wasn’t the only thing on my mind anymore.





Adulthood Adventure 2: Las Vegas








When Isabella suggests our next adventure—Las Vegas—there’s a catch: her best friends, Sofi and Nadya, are coming too.





What I didn’t expect? The girls all over me—grinding on my lap during the car ride, then sneaking into our room to join in on the fun.





And Isabella? She doesn’t just allow it. She encourages
 it.





But Vegas isn’t all fun and games. When the gambling goes south, Isabella breaks, and I’m the one holding her through it.

Then we get locked out of our hotel room, forced to cuddle up on the rooftop just to stay warm.





But with those three beauties pressed against me and the city glowing beneath us … heat
 is the last thing we’re missing.





Chapter 1





I
 walked through the front door, rolling my shoulders as exhaustion settled in. My shift at the gym had drained me, and all I wanted was to kick back and relax. Some cheap customer had spent half an hour trying to weasel a free session out of me, claiming he’d been ‘promised’ a free pass by someone who didn’t even work there. I had to call the manager just to get him to leave, which only made my already long day feel even worse, but guys like him were becoming more and more common these days. I had no choice but to take a deep breath and handle it as best as possible.

Kicking off my shoes, I glanced toward the living room where my stepmother lounged on the couch. She had the day off, dressed in a silk robe, looking beautiful and glowing like usual. Her glossy brunette hair cascaded over her shoulders in soft waves, and her blue eyes met mine as she smiled.

“Rough day?” she asked, crossing her legs and revealing her thighs.

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “You have no idea.”

She tilted her head slightly, her expression shifting to mild concern. “Something happen?”

“Just the usual.” I shrugged. “Long shifts, too many clients, a freeloader and now my shoulder’s killing me.”

Amber frowned, uncrossing her legs. “Come here, let me take care of my hardworking son.”

I hesitated. Something about the way she said it caught me off guard. But after a moment, I sighed and stepped closer, settling onto the couch as her hands found my shoulders. Her fingers pressed into my tense muscles, kneading in slow, deliberate circles.

Amber’s touch was magical—the way her breasts briefly grazed my back and her warm breath tickled my neck. I stiffened slightly. It was usually my stepsister who massaged me whenever I was sore, and it always led to either me being on top of her or her on top of me.

Amber hummed in approval. “You’ve gotten even stronger. Damn, your shoulders are starting to feel like bowling balls.”

“You’re exaggerating,” I said with a chuckle.

“No, I’m not.”

I closed my eyes, aware of the sensation of her breath warming my neck as she leaned in close.

“Mmm, that feels really good,” I said. “Your hands are so soft.”

She chuckled. “I’ve been using a new hand cream,” she replied in a low voice. “It’s from my company’s latest line. Ultra-moisturizing, with a special blend of essential oils. Feels amazing, doesn’t it?”

“It really does,” I agreed, my words slurring slightly as I slipped into a state of blissful relaxation. Amber’s touch sure erased the stress and frustration of the day.

Her touch trailed down my back, nails lightly grazing my skin, sending an involuntary shiver down my spine. I closed my eyes, letting out a low breath as the tension in my shoulders eased while the heat of her body seeped into mine.

Amber chuckled. “You used to be so scrawny. Now look at you.”

I smirked. “Yeah, I’m not a boy any longer.”

She let out a soft laugh, her hands still working into my muscles. “To me, you’ll always be my boy.”

I shrugged. “That’s fine … but only you.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Well, you’ll always be Isabella’s little brother too.”

I groaned. “Yeah, I know. She never lets me forget it.”

She shifted slightly, pressing her body closer, warmth radiating between us like a fireplace. I felt a stirring in my groin as well.

“I’m proud of you, Jake. You and Isabella… you’ve gotten a lot closer since Aspen.”

I tensed slightly, my mind flashing to the close calls we’d had. Just a week ago, I had barely finished coming in my stepsister when Amber opened the door downstairs, coming home from work. We had rushed into the bathroom to wash the scent of sex from us.

“Yeah… I guess we have.”

It had been two months since our trip to Aspen—the trip that had started my relationship with Isabella. A trip I’d never forget. A trip where I lost my virginity and had the time of my life. She had shown me a small piece of the world, and the way she told me there was so much more out there had me hooked.

Since then, we’d both been busy with work, barely finding time to just relax. But whenever we did, we usually ended up in bed together, making love. It still felt just as sweet as the first time—kissing her neck, entering her womanhood, and holding onto her after the shared climax.

We had also gone to the beach a couple of times, and she had even managed to drag me to the mall for shopping. Just like in Aspen, she’d forget to close the curtains in the fitting room.

We both admitted that we hadn’t spent as much time together as we’d like. But we had a goal—saving up money for our next trip.

This time, Las Vegas was on the menu. And unlike last time, I planned to pay my fair share.

Amber smirked, her fingers pausing for a second. “You seem nervous. If something’s on your mind, you can tell me. I want the best for you.”

I exhaled, forcing a small smile. It was about me and Isabella. I felt a bit bad we did this behind our mother’s back. “I know.”

She studied me for a moment longer. “So, anything on your heart?”

I shook my head. “No, just tired.”

She nodded, and then I cleared my throat. I needed to switch topics. I had a feeling she suspected what was going on between me and my stepsister. “How’s your business going?”

Her expression softened, pleased by the question. She briefly stopped the massage to answer me. “It’s going well. A lot of work, but I love it. I’m glad that you care about me.”

“Of course, I care about you.” I raised an eyebrow. “But what do you mean by a lot of work?”

Amber sighed. “Oh, you know how it is. Endless meetings, endless pressure. Finding the right models, approving product launches, making sure everything looks perfect. Beauty is a business, but it’s also an illusion—you sell the dream.”

I tilted my head. “Do you personally pick the models? Or is that someone else’s job?”

She smirked. “Oh, I still have final approval. I know what looks good, what sells. It’s all about image and chemistry. A great model isn’t just about looks; it’s about presence.”

“Do you ever model yourself?”

She chuckled. “No, I’m way past my expiration date.”

“I don’t think so.”

“You’re way too sweet, but there’s a lot of competition in this business, and I need someone younger.”

Internally, I disagreed with that statement. “Must be tough dealing with all that competition.”

She let out a chuckle. “You have no idea. Everyone wants to be the next big thing. I have to sift through hundreds of faces, personalities and makeup on top of it. Some have it, but most don’t. And the ones who do? They don’t always know how to handle it.”

I frowned slightly. “Ever feel bad turning people down?”

She shrugged. “Not really. If they’re not right for my brand, they’ll be right for someone else. That’s how this industry works. Survival of the most marketable.” She ran a hand through her sleek hair, then gave me a smirk. “Which is why I need your opinion. But first, how’s your shoulder?”

I rolled it once. “Way better.”

She leaned closer and kissed my neck. “I’m glad.” She grabbed a luxury lipstick from the table and twisted it open, her eyes flicking to mine. “Are you ready to help your mommy?”

I smirked, her kiss still burning on my neck. “Always.”

She examined the lipstick. “I can’t decide which one to use.”

“Alright, I’ll let you know what I think.”

I watched as she applied it slowly, painting her sensual lips. There was something so feminine about watching a woman enhance her already beautiful features, and it felt even more special when it was Amber.

She flicked her eyes to mine for a brief moment, trying to stifle a giggle when she noticed how intently I was studying her. In the end, she pursed her smooth lips, painting them a deep red. The seductive color clung to her lips like a forbidden fantasy–A fantasy where she went down on me and spread the lipstick over my manhood.

I was baffled by how a simple product could have such an effect on me.

“You like this shade?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows.

I cleared my throat as it started getting hot. “Uh, yeah. Looks good.”

She tilted her head, teasing. “Good? Not stunning? Not sexy?”

I exhaled, shifting slightly. “You always look sexy, but you sure as hell look sexier now.”

Amber smirked, pressing her lips together to even out the color, her lips pursing ever so slightly before she relaxed. “Mmm. I’ll give some to Isabella then. I want my daughter to look good too. Can I see those photos you took at Aspen again?”

“Sure,” I said. She leaned in closer, our hips brushing, and I became acutely aware of the warmth of her body pressing against mine. She placed a hand on my thigh, steadying herself while peering over at my phone.

“You really captured some beautiful photos,” she murmured. “I can see the joy on both of your faces.”

I swallowed, shifting slightly as her touch helped blood flow south. “Yeah … it was a memorable trip.”

She turned her head slightly, her lips still tinted from the lipstick she’d just applied. “And this one was right after you got out of the cave, right?”

“Yes, and it almost gave you a heart attack, right?”

“You have no idea,” she said, rolling her eyes as she leaned closer, wrapping her arm around me in a sideways hug. “I was so worried.”

“I’m truly sorry,” I told her again—I owed her that much.

She squeezed me tighter in the hug, a lot more intimately than she normally would. She looked me in the eyes, about to say something—but then—my phone buzzed loudly, breaking the moment. Isabella’s name flashed across the screen.

Amber leaned back slightly, her smirk deepening. “Saved by the bell?”

“Yeah … sis as always.” I grabbed the phone quickly, feeling like I could finally breathe again. “Hey.”

Isabella’s voice was casual. “Hey, little bro. Quick thing—Nadya and Sofi wanna come over for dinner. That cool? Oh, and Mom home?”

I glanced at her, who was still watching me with that knowing smile, her fingers idly playing with the lipstick tube. “She’s right next to me.”

“Hi, Mom!”

“Hi, sweetheart. And yes, that’s fine—you can bring them over. I’ll happily cook for them.”

“Great! And Jake, can I bring them over?”

“Yeah, that’s fine. Haven’t seen them in a while.”

Amber smirked, standing up. “I’ll leave you to that. I should start dinner.”

She moved past me, and I watched her disappear into the kitchen, the warmth of her body lingering where she had been pressed against me. For a moment, I wished we could have spoken more.

“Alright, see you soon,” my stepsister said.

“You too,” I said. I so badly wanted to end with I love you
 or a kiss, but we had to keep it discreet for now.

* * *

While Amber was making dinner, I was upstairs, lost in my own world, fine-tuning a beat on my laptop when, out of nowhere, I felt hands on my shoulders. My body jerked in surprise, and I almost fell out of my chair.

“Guess who’s back?” Isabella said while she massaged my tense shoulders.

I exhaled sharply, half-annoyed, half-amused and fully turned on by the sound of her sweet voice. “When will you learn to knock?”

“I did!” she said. “But you were blasting your music so loud you didn’t hear me.”

Since I was dying to see my stepsister, I rose. “You nearly gave me a heart attack.”

Isabella laughed before pulling me into a tight hug, pressing her tits against my chest. “Missed me?”

I drew in a deep breath, picking up her floral perfume. She looked effortlessly hot in a crop top and mini jeans, her blonde hair falling over her shoulders in loose waves. Before I could answer, I noticed two more figures stepping into the room behind her.

Nadya and Sofi.

They were wearing matching outfits—tight crop tops and high-waisted shorts that showed off their toned legs. Nadya, with her fiery red hair cascading down her back, had a playful glint in her green eyes. Sofi, who looked a bit shyer and waved at me, had freckles dusting her cheeks, her red locks framing her face as she studied me curiously.

Nadya smirked, crossing her arms. “Damn, you’re not so short and little anymore.”

Sofi tilted her head, looking me over. “Yeah … you’ve grown.”

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t help the smirk tugging at my lips. “Well, it has been a while.”

Breaking the hug, Isabella playfully patted my back. “Don’t be shy. Give them a proper welcome.”

Before I could say anything, Nadya and Sofi stepped in closer. I pulled each of them into a warm hug, but there was no ignoring how soft and warm they felt pressed against me. I hadn’t seen them in a while. I used to have an eye on them before Isabella and I became intimate with each other. I wouldn’t forget the nude photo of Nadya that Isabella had shared with me.

“Much better,” Isabella teased, giving me a knowing look.

We caught up for a bit, exchanging playful jabs and updates on life. Nadya twirled a strand of my hair around her finger, tilting her head. “So, still making music?”

I nodded, reaching for my laptop. “Yeah. You wanna hear something?”

She smirked. “Depends. Is it any good?”

I rolled my eyes but hit play, letting a beat I’d been working on fill the room. Nadya and Sofi exchanged glances before nodding along to the rhythm.

“Not bad,” Sofi said, tapping her fingers against her thigh. “I can vibe with this.”

Nadya grinned. “Yeah, I like it. Definitely got better since the last time I heard your stuff.”

I smirked, feeling a little proud. “Good to know.”

I wanted to play some more, show them some more music, but then Amber’s voice carried up from downstairs.

“You guys, dinner’s ready!”

We headed downstairs and stepped onto the terrace, where the evening air was warm, and the table was set with dinner. Amber had made lobster risotto, the kind of fancy meal that instantly caught Nadya’s attention.

She leaned in, inhaling the scent. “I love a man who knows how to cook.”

I shook my head. “That’s all Amber, not me.”

Sofi grinned. “Well, if you ever wanna impress a girl, now you know what to make.”

As we ate, conversation flowed easily. Nadya and Sofi took turns playfully teasing me, throwing little compliments my way. It wasn’t lost on me that I was getting the most attention, more so than last time I’d seen them.

“We’re heading to Vegas soon,” Isabella casually brought up, twirling her fork through her risotto.

Nadya’s eyes widened. “Vegas? Damn, I have always wanted to go there.”

Sofi pouted. “Sounds fun. Bet you two are gonna have a wild time.”

Isabella smirked. “Maybe. We’re tenting outside on the way there too, in Mojave National Preserve.”

Amber arched an eyebrow. “Just be careful out there … Don’t end up in a cave again.”

I glanced at Isabella, and we exchanged a knowing look, both recalling the night in Aspen. “No promises,” Isabella said flirtatiously, making our mother roll her eyes.

Sofi turned to me, resting her chin on her hand. “So, what have you been up to?”

I shrugged. “Mostly work, hitting the gym, making music when I can.”

Sofi nodded. “Still at the gym? Must be why you’re looking different, in a good way.”

Her eyes lingered on me for a beat longer than necessary, and I felt the subtle weight of her gaze. “Thanks,” I said. “What about you two? Still up to the same things?”

Sofi smiled, propping her chin in her hand. “More or less. Work, gym, a little traveling when we can. But I’ve also been diving into psychology more. Thinking about going back to school for it—maybe becoming a therapist or even writing something about human behavior.”

“That’s interesting,” I said. “It’ll probably pay off too.”

“I hope so,” Sofi said demurely.

Nadya smirked. “And I’ve been making moves too. Modeling, thinking about launching my own lingerie or fitness brand.”

“Both of you look good in a bikini,” Isabella chimed in. “You should team up.”

“I’m a bit too shy for that,” Sofi said, lowering her head.

“One day, I’ll talk you into it,” Nadya said. “Your body is a treasure.”

Amber, who had been listening, smiled approvingly. “Well, if you ever need help with that, you know I have experience in the industry.”

Nadya’s eyes lit up. “Really? That would be amazing.”

“We have high standards, but when it comes to looks, you check all the boxes,” Amber said.

“I agree,” Isabella added, playfully glancing at me. “And I think Jake does too.”

I felt a faint blush creep up my cheeks. “What she said.”

Sofi chuckled. “Guess we’re all trying to build something.”

After dinner, we lingered a bit longer, chatting before Nadya and Sofi had to leave. Before heading out, they both hugged me at the same time, their arms wrapping around me in a warm, playful three-way hug. Their giggles filled the air, and I couldn’t help but lightly laugh at the beautiful twins. Nadya was bold enough to kiss my cheek too. “I hope we’ll see each other again soon,” she said.

“Well, you know where to find me,” I said.

Isabella followed them home, and my eyes lingered on them as they left, mesmerized by the subtle sway of their hips. Their skimpy clothing left little to the imagination, and the setting sun cast a golden glow, illuminating Nadya’s and Sofi’s fiery red hair like a flame.

My skin still tingled where they had touched me, the warmth of their bodies lingering. I could feel the softness of their curves pressed against me, and Nadya’s kiss burned on my cheek.

A rush of heat flooded through me, pooling low in my groin. I didn’t wake up till I heard my stepmother behind me. “Aren’t you going to close the door soon?”

“I just had to make sure they didn’t walk astray,” I said, probably sounding dumber than ever, but at least I made my stepmother laugh.

* * *

Later that night, Isabella stepped into my room, a playful grin on her lips. She knocked lightly before entering. “Well, at least you knocked this time.”

She giggled, swaying her hips slightly as she stepped closer. She put her elbows on my back. “See? I can be polite when I want to be.”

“And you’re only mentioning this now?”

She shrugged and twirled her finger on my hair. “I was waiting for the right moment. So? What do you think of them?”

I leaned back slightly, watching her carefully. “They’re cool. I mean, we’ve sort of known each other for a while.”

She arched an eyebrow. “That’s it? Just ‘cool’?”

I sighed, knowing she wasn’t going to let it go. “Alright, yeah, they’re hot. But you already knew that.”

Her grin widened. “Of course I did. Just wanted to hear you say it.”

I turned to her, and I noticed she was wearing Amber’s red lipstick. But what caught my attention even more was the transparent nightgown clinging to her body. I could see her skin and rosy nipples poking against the garment. The sight of her like that sent a rush of heat through me, and I wanted to make love to her. Before I could say anything, she leaned in and kissed me, her lips pressing against mine teasingly. Her body heat radiated through the thin fabric of her nightgown, making it even harder to ignore just how turned on I was.

She pulled back slightly, tilting her head. “Mom’s downstairs answering emails, so I don’t think we’ll find time for a quickie.”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “What a shame, I’m already turned on as it is.”

She smirked knowingly. “Was that all me, or did my friends have a little something to do with it?”

I hesitated for a moment before admitting, “Maybe a little of both.”

Her smirk widened. “I knew it.” She traced a finger along my jawline before leaning in again, her voice playful. “Then maybe we should invite them to Vegas. Make our trip even more special and memorable.”

I hesitated, feeling the heat and tension rise between us. “Won’t that mean less time for just us?”

“Come on, living means being with more girls, right?”

I raised an eyebrow. “You haven’t told them about us, right?”

She shook her head, giving me one of her caring and loving looks. “No, I’d never do that behind your back.”

“I know I can trust you.”

Her smirk deepened. “Besides, I saw the way they were looking at you. They’re interested.”

I hesitated, searching her face. “And you’re okay with that? I mean, I love you, Isabella.”

Her expression softened, and she straddled my legs, pressing her pussy against my crotch and wrapping her arms around my neck. She was wet down there. I knew it because she wasn’t wearing any panties under that nightgown. “I love you too,” she whispered, leaning her forehead against mine. “And because I do, I want my little brother to see and experience more.”

I melted at her speech, palming her ass.

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “I’ll let you in on a little secret. It’s a bonus for a guy to have more lovers—it makes him more desirable.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“It’s true,” she said. “I have absolutely nothing against you screwing around with my friends too, as long as you don’t forget about me.”

“I’ll never forget you.”

“So, what will it be?”

I thought it over, before finally nodding. “Alright. Let’s do it.”

Isabella grabbed her phone and dialed, glancing at me as she waited for them to answer. Her fingers traced slow circles on my chest, her body still pressed against mine.

“Just relax. This is gonna be fun,” she murmured, smirking.

Before I could respond, the call connected, and Nadya and Sofi’s excited voices filled the room.

“Hey, you two!” Nadya chirped. “What’s up?”

“We were thinking,” Isabella started, her tone playful, “why don’t you two join us in Vegas? We have room for two more.”

“Oh my God, really?” they cried out eagerly, launching into excited chatter.

I rolled my eyes at their girly talk until there was a brief pause—then Sofi’s voice came through, teasing. “Oh? Is this Jake’s idea or yours?”

Isabella shot me a look, biting her lip. “Let’s just say … we both agree it’d be a fun trip.”

Nadya giggled. “Damn. You didn’t have to ask twice. We’re in!”

I could hear the excitement in their voices, and part of me couldn’t deny I was looking forward to it too.

Isabella hung up and grinned at me. “See? That was easy. And don’t worry … we’ll still have time for just us.”

“We better,” I said, feeling my erection push against her slit.





Chapter 2





A
 s my phone buzzed on the nightstand, I opened my eyes. I reached for it, rubbing the sleep from my face. A message had popped up on Messenger—a nude photo of … Nadya.

I chuckled as I let my eyes adjust. She was stunning, just as beautiful as when Isabella had shown me a nude photo of her during our trip to Aspen. She had a triangle patch of fiery red hair on her mound, and I thought it looked really sexy. Her pussy was glistening wet, making me believe she’d spent a lot of time getting the lighting just right, and also, fingering herself. She also struck a seductive pose, her hand on her hip, her breasts fully on display. They were about the same size as Isabella’s, but slightly rounder and perkier, making her cleavage stand out even more.


Are you awake?
 she wrote.


Ugh, yeah?
 I replied.


OMG. I didn’t mean to send you that. I meant to send this:


She followed up with a picture of herself in a bikini—not that it covered much more than being nude.


I wanted your opinion on whether I should bring it with us to Vegas.


I chuckled. I didn’t buy her excuse at all.

Today was the day we were leaving, and I was psyched for the trip. I was a little worried Isabella and I couldn’t find much alone time, but she had assured me we would. Plus, I had Nadya and Sofi to play around with as well. A forbidden dream of mine was having all of them at once—especially Nadya and Sofi. It felt a bit too naughty to imagine them making out in front of me, but Isabella had told me they’d kissed before during a truth or dare game, so maybe it wasn’t completely out of reach.


Your bikini is fine,
 I wrote back with a smiley.

She replied with a heart emoji.

I couldn’t wait to see them.

* * *

I was upstairs, finishing up some last-minute packing while Isabella greeted Nadya and Sofi at the door. Laughter and excited voices filled the house as they caught up. I had zero regrets about letting them come with us—it made the trip feel even more exciting and adventurous.

“Jake, get down here!” Isabella called for me.

I set my things aside before heading downstairs. The moment I stepped into the room, Nadya and Sofi turned toward me, their faces lighting up.

They both looked incredible in their summer outfits, tight crop tops and high-waisted shorts hugging their bodies. They wore perfumes and their hair loose. Isabella smirked as I approached, and before I could say anything, she nudged me toward them.

“Come on, don’t be shy. Give them a real welcome.”

I pulled them into an intimate hug, feeling their warmth against me. Nadya clung to me for a full minute before Sofi finally tapped her back.

“Can I cut in?”

Sofi beamed when it was her turn to embrace me, and she was just as warm as her sister.

“You guys ready for Vegas?” I asked.

Nadya grinned. “I’ve been ready for years.”

Sofi smirked, her cheeks pinkening. “Me too.”

We talked for a bit before I went back upstairs to finish packing. That’s when I realized I was missing my charger. I knew exactly where it was—Isabella had borrowed it earlier. I walked to her room, not bothering to knock as I pushed the door open. “Sis, do you have my charger?”

And for a moment, I didn’t regret it at all.

Isabella, Nadya, and Sofi were all completely nude, trying out clothes.

I froze, my brain short-circuiting as my eyes tried to decide where to look, but I ended up studying all of them. My eyes bounced from pair of breasts to pair of breasts, from smooth thighs to smooth thighs, from beautiful face to beautiful face—and most importantly, to their wet slits.

I gave Sofi a bit more attention than Isabella and Nadya since I’d already seen them nude—or at least sort of seen Nadya if you count her nude photos.

Sofi blushed demurely when she caught me checking her out—her breasts were about the same size as her twin’s. But she made no move to cover herself, as if she enjoyed the attention. There was something incredibly erotic about having all three of them nude in the same room.

“Chargers?” Isabella giggled, completely unfazed. “That’s your excuse, really?”

Heat rushed to my face as I backed out and shut the door behind me. “It wasn’t an excuse!”

They just giggled. After a few minutes, they stepped outside my stepsister’s room, fully dressed. Nadya and Isabella were in skimpy tops and tight shorts, while Sofi, always a little more modest, wore a skirt and a white top.

Nadya smirked. “Enjoy the show?”

“Can we just pretend that didn’t happen?”

Isabella grinned, clearly enjoying my embarrassment. “Oh, come on, you’re really sticking to that excuse?”

I crossed my arms. “I was actually looking for my charger.”

“Sure you were. Just admit you wanted an excuse to walk in on us.”

I groaned. “Isabella—”

She laughed, finally reaching into her bag and tossing my charger at me. “Relax, I’m just messing with you. Here, take it before you come up with another excuse to barge in.”

We headed downstairs, where Amber was in the kitchen, preparing lunch for us before the trip. She’d baked fresh bread for us and had plenty of expensive deli meats. I stepped up beside her to help make sandwiches while the girls chatted. Amber glanced at me with a soft smile.

“Had fun up there?” she asked.

“I didn’t walk in on them on purpose,” I said.

She chuckled along with the girls. “I think your sister is just teasing you—she loves to do that.”

Isabella kissed my cheek. “Let it go, little bro.” I just wanted to fuck her when she played with me like that. It was the perfect way to take out my frustration on her.

After we’d made our sandwiches, Amber turned to the girls. “I have something for you three.” She reached for a small bag and handed Nadya and Sofi some sample luxury makeup from her brand.

Nadya’s eyes widened. “Oh my god, these are expensive.” Sofi examined a lipstick tube, looking both surprised and excited.

Amber laughed. “Consider it a gift. But Jake should help pick shades.”

Nadya turned to me, holding up two lipstick tubes. “Alright, which one makes my lips look better?”

Sofi grinned, joining in. “Yeah, you’re our expert now.”

I glanced between them. “Why do I get the feeling there’s no right answer here?”

“Of course, there is.” Nadya twisted off the cap and carefully applied the first shade, a deep red that immediately made her lips stand out. She puckered slightly. “How’s that? Sexy or too much?”

Sofi followed, swiping a softer shade across her lips and pressing them together. “What about me? Which looks better?”

They already looked gorgeous before, but the added touch of makeup made them even more striking.

Isabella leaned on the counter beside me, grinning as she watched me struggle. “Come on, little bro, pick one.”

I sighed, rubbing the back of my neck. “You both look good. But, uh … Nadya, the red works on you. Sofi, I like the softer shade.”

Nadya winked. “Good to know.”

Sofi smirked, tilting her head. “Interesting choice.”

I shook my head, trying to distract myself while they giggled, clearly enjoying putting me on the spot.

Once we had everything packed, we grabbed our bags and headed to the car. Amber came with us, double-checking that we had everything. Then she pulled Isabella into a hug first before turning to me. Her hands cupped my face gently, her eyes searching mine. Her warmth, her concern—it all hit me at once, making me feel both cared for and a little guilty for how much she worried about us.

“Be careful, alright? And have fun. I’m proud of you both.”

“Sure.”

“Promise?” She brushed her thumb lightly against my cheek, like she used to when I was a kid. It was one of those rare, soft moments where she let her emotions show, and I felt the weight of how much she truly cared. It made me want to reassure her.

I smiled. “I promise.”

She planted a kiss on my forehead and pulled me into a loving hug.

She broke the hug and turned her gaze to her daughter.

“We’ll be fine, Mom,” Isabella said, her voice softer than usual.

Amber let out a breath, smiling, but there was still a hint of worry in her eyes. “I know. I just like knowing you’ll come back safe.”

She pulled Isabella into another tight hug. It was clear she didn’t want to let go just yet.

Isabella nodded, wrapping her arms around our mother. “Mom, if you want to go somewhere together, then we could. You can take a day off work too.”

Breaking the hug, Amber’s expression softened. “That’s sweet of you … You sure you want to bring your old mother with you on your adventures?”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “Don’t call yourself old. You’re gorgeous. Jake thinks so too.”

My face heated up instantly. “Isabella—”

Amber chuckled, shaking her head, but I didn’t miss the way she smiled. Then she pulled me into a second hug as well. “Do you?” she asked playfully.

“Of course, I do,” I said, which made her smile.

After the hug, she turned to Nadya and Sofi. “You two, look after my kids.”

Nadya grinned. “Don’t worry, Amber. We’ll keep them out of trouble.”

Sofi smirked. “Mostly.”

Nadya held up her lipstick again, admiring the shade. “By the way, thanks for these. You’re seriously sweet.”

Sofi nodded. “Yeah, this is high-end stuff. We’ll definitely put it to good use.”

“I’m glad you like them. Just promise me you’ll all have fun and be safe, okay?”

“Promise,” Isabella reassured her, squeezing her hand before stepping back toward the car.

Our mother gave us one last look before stepping back and waving as we loaded into the car, heading off toward Vegas.

* * *

I sat in the middle seat, squeezed between Nadya and Sofi. The space was tight, and I was very aware of their soft legs pressing against mine. The car ride had barely started, and already, I could tell this was going to be a long, heated trip. I wanted to sit in the front, but with the trunk full, they had no choice but to stash some bags there instead.

Sofi glanced toward Isabella, tilting her head. “Why does your mom think she’s old? She’s really pretty for her age.”

Isabella shrugged. “She’s always been like that. But I think it’s more than that. Lately, she’s been feeling like time is moving too fast. Maybe she regrets not spending more time with us.”

Sofi’s expression softened. “That’s actually really sweet. You think she’d want to take a trip with you guys?”

Isabella smiled. “We’ll see. Honestly, I get what she means about time moving too fast. I’ve been feeling that way too. That’s why I’m so grateful for this trip. I don’t want to look back and feel like I missed out on things.”

“I agree,” I said, exchanging smiles with my stepsister. She’d been the one who’d taught me to live, after all.

Nadya leaned into me slightly, her shoulder brushing mine. “Hey, by the way … can I ask you something?”

I raised an eyebrow, glancing at her. “I’m all ears.”

Nadya tilted her head, playing with her phone, her lips curling into a smirk. “Sooo … you remember that picture I sent you?”

I blinked, momentarily confused. “What picture?”

Nadya bit her lip, pretending to think. “Oh, you know. The ‘accidental’ one.”

I scoffed, leaning back slightly. “That wasn’t an accident.”

Nadya leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper. “Oh, but it was,” she said, her breath warm against my skin. I could feel the heat of her body pressing in just a little more, making me hyper-aware of her closeness. My fingers twitched against my thigh, trying to ignore the way she was looking at me—like she enjoyed watching me squirm and become turned on.

Nadya’s grin widened. “You never said if you liked it.”

Sofi, now intrigued, looked between us. “Wait. What picture?”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “Come on, Sofi, you know your twin. It’s probably a nude photo.”

Sofi gasped and playfully nudged Nadya. “You’re so dirty.”

Nadya just smirked, unbothered. She turned her gaze back to me, still leaning in way too close. “Well, Jake? You never answered. Did you like it?”

I swallowed, feeling the weight of all their eyes on me. “I mean … yeah. You looked sexy.”

Nadya beamed. “Good answer. You know, I could always ‘accidentally’ send you another.”

Sofi groaned while Isabella shook her head, but all of them were laughing.

Then, Nadya tilted her head, her smirk never fading. “So, tell me. What kind of girls do you like? Shaved? With makeup? What’s your type?”

I looked at Isabella. She was one of my dream girls, but I realized the twins were about to become dream girls as well. “Uh … I don’t know. I mean, yeah, makeup’s nice, but natural looks good too.”

Nadya grinned, clearly enjoying putting me on the spot. “And shaved?”

I felt my ears heat up. “I mean … yeah, I guess.”

Nadya giggled. “You guess? You can be honest, you know.”

Isabella rolled her eyes, smirking. “Come on, give him a break. He’s already flustered enough.”

“I want to have some fun with him too,” she said.

“We’ll have plenty of fun together,” I reassured her.

Nadya leaned back, still smiling. “Fine, fine.”

Eventually, the car pulled into a small shop for a quick break. I got out first, stretching and trying to shake off the heat from the conversation. Nadya and Sofi followed, still smirking.

Nadya nudged me. “I’ll let you know before I send the next one.”

I groaned. “Yeah, right.”

Isabella laughed as she walked ahead, leading the way into the store. Nadya and Sofi headed toward the restrooms, leaving me and my stepsister alone in the shop.

Before I could process the temporary silence, Isabella suddenly stepped in front of me, locking her arms around my neck and pressing her lips against mine. The kiss was slow, teasing and completely unexpected, but it was one I’d been dying to feel.

I stiffened for a second, my hands instinctively resting on her waist as I glanced toward the bathroom doors. “Isabella—”

“Relax, they’re not gonna see,” she murmured against my lips, deepening the kiss for a moment, her tongue lightly teasing mine. I felt the warmth of her body pressed against me, and in that instant, I realized just how much I had missed being this close to her. The way her fingers played at the nape of my neck sent a shiver down my spine and made my cock stir.

She finally pulled back, her eyes gleaming with excitement. “Hanging in there? I can tell you’re all hot and bothered.”

I tried to keep my composure. “Yeah, no thanks to your friends.”

She smirked, trailing a hand down my chest before stepping back. “The drink will cool you down.”

I had my doubts.

* * *

While I was sitting in the back, wedged between Nadya and Sofi, Isabella suddenly swerved to avoid a pothole. Nadya, who had been sipping her juice, lost her grip on the cup. The sudden jolt sent the drink flying, and in an instant, cold liquid splashed across her lap and the back seat, soaking both completely.

Nadya gasped. “Oh, fuck.”

Sofi turned her head, eyes widening. “Oh, you’re soaked.”

Nadya groaned dramatically, looking at the mess. “Well, that seat’s out of commission.”

She grabbed a napkin and half-heartedly patted at the soaked fabric, but it was useless. The juice had already seeped in. “Yeah, this doesn’t work at all.”

“Nice job, Nadya. What now? Sit on top of my brother?” my stepsister asked playfully.

Nadya turned to me, eyes glinting with mischief. “Hmm, not the worst idea.”

I rolled my eyes. “Come on, let’s find a proper solution before moving to the lewd ones.”

Isabella pulled the car over. “Alright, let’s figure this out before we have to drive another hour with a soaked seat.”

“Let me change first,” Nadya said as we all hopped outside. Nadya, grumbling about her soaked shorts, grabbed her bag from the trunk. She took cover behind Isabella’s car and bent over to pull down her tight shorts.

I glanced at her. “Where are your panties?”

“Panties?” she said, making a funny face. “Never heard of such a thing.”

Her comment made the girls laugh. Then, she took her time searching for a new garment, deliberately flashing me her stunning rear. Her bottom was truly flawless—smooth, round, and compact.

She finally found a mini skirt and, still bent at the waist while pulling it on, gave me a teasing glimpse of her pink pussy.

When she returned, we tried brainstorming some ideas. At first, we thought about moving some of the luggage to the back so someone could sit up front instead. But the trunk was packed.

I wasn’t sure why they needed so many bags—we weren’t staying for more than a couple of days. They had brought so many clothes that even the front seat was occupied. And as Isabella pulled the rear seat lever to make space, the other seat suddenly slid forward on its own and refused to lock back into place.

She let out an exasperated sigh. “Great. Now we’re really screwed.”

I pushed against it, trying to get it to stay upright, but it just flopped forward again. No matter how we adjusted it, the damn thing wouldn’t stay in place. That left only two usable seats in the back: mine and one other. I just realized we might not have much of another choice than one of the girls to sit on top of me.

“Well,” I said. “This just keeps getting better.”

Nadya turned to me, a slow smirk forming. “Guess we’re out of options. Hope you don’t mind being my seat.”

I hesitated, glancing at Isabella. “And what if a cop pulls us over?”

Isabella scoffed, not even looking back. “No one’s pulling us over in the middle of nowhere. This is the beauty of being on an adventure.”

Nadya took that as her cue. “Yeah, relax.”

“So, do you take turns?” I asked.

“Sure,” Nadya said. “It doesn’t hurt to try us both.”

Isabella and Nadya giggled, while Sofi’s cheeks flushed pink.

“Alright,” I yielded.

I climbed into the backseat first, scooting to the middle. Then it was Nadya’s turn. “Here I come,” she said as she approached, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She turned and slowly lowered her compact bottom onto my lap, her warm thighs brushing against mine.

The realization that she wasn’t wearing any underwear hit me again. I could feel the heat radiating from her pussy, seeping through my shorts. She was wet on top of it, and I didn’t think it came from the fruit juices she’d spilled earlier. Nadya wiggled slightly, getting comfortable and rubbing her slit against my hardening bulge, and I had to stifle a groan. Every tiny movement sent sparks of sensation straight to my groin. There was no way for me to stop the blood flow either. This day so far had been one tease after another.

“Comfy?” Nadya asked innocently, glancing over her shoulder at me with a flirtatious smile.

I nodded. “Very.”

Sofi slid in next to us, raising an eyebrow at our position. “Well, this should be an interesting ride,” she said.

Isabella started the car, catching my eye in the rearview mirror. Her lips quirked up in amusement. “Everyone buckled in back there?”

Nadya reached for the seatbelt, the movement causing her to grind against me. “Yup.”

After a couple of minutes on the road, Nadya shifted uncomfortably. “Ugh, this seatbelt is digging into me,” she complained, tugging at the strap.

She glanced over her shoulder at me. “Hey, why don’t you just hold onto me instead? That’ll keep me secure.”

“Sure,” I replied. I wrapped my arms loosely around her waist.

“You can hold me tighter than that,” Nadya said. She boldly took my hands and guided them up to cup her breasts. “There, that’s better.”

I felt the soft weight of her breasts in my palms. Even through her top, I could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra.

The road got bumpier as we hit a rough patch. Each jolt made Nadya bounce in my lap, her ass grinding against my crotch. I bit my lip, trying desperately not to get aroused, but it was a losing battle, and I yielded letting myself grow hard against her ass.

Nadya leaned back against my chest, her breath warm on my neck. “Mmm, feels good,” she murmured. She subtly rocked her hips, rubbing her bare pussy against the bulge in my shorts. She sure as hell knew what she was doing.

After about 20 minutes of sweet torture, Nadya announced it was time to switch. “Your turn, sis,” she said to Sofi.

Sofi blushed as she traded places with Nadya. She climbed onto my lap. Unlike her more outgoing sister, she moved cautiously, her slender body tensing as she settled against me. I could feel the heat of her bare thighs through the thin fabric of her skirt as she adjusted her position. I was pretty sure she wore panties, but having her bottom pressed against me was still sensual torture.

“Is this okay?” she asked softly, glancing back at me.

“Yeah, it’s fine,” I replied as I wrapped my arms around her.

“You can touch my boobs if you want to.”

I blinked. If I didn’t, she’d be offended, and if I did, my balls would be blue. Sighing, I raised my hands to cup her breasts.

Sofi’s thighs were just as bouncy and sweet as her sister’s. The friction kept hardening my cock, and I had to stifle groan after groan.

Sofi shifted, trying to get comfortable, and I felt the softness of her ass press more firmly against my growing erection. Sometimes, my hands instinctively moved to her hips to steady her.

“Sorry,” she murmured, her cheeks flushing pink. But she didn’t move away. Instead, she leaned back slightly, her body molding against mine.

My cock strained against my zipper, fully hard now. There was no way Sofi couldn’t feel it pressing against her. But she said nothing, just continued to move with the motion of the car.

After what felt like an eternity of honeyed torture, we pulled into a gas station. I let out a shaky breath as Sofi climbed off me, my body immediately missing her warmth. I also noticed a wet patch at the center of my shorts, which I knew was their honey. I realized they were as horny as I was.

I headed to the restroom to try to calm down. I splashed cold water on my face, and I looked at the bathroom. I desperately wanted my stepsister’s lips wrapped around my erection—a sweet caring blowjob she’d give me whenever I asked and the coast was clear. I stepped outside, noticing Isabella filling the tank while Sofi and Nadya were eating ice cream on a bench. I quickly made my way to Isabella.

“Having fun back there?” she asked playfully.

I groaned. “Isabella, I’m so fucking horny. Can you please give me a quick blowjob or something?”

She burst out laughing. “Why don’t you man up and ask Nadya? I’m sure she’d be more than happy to blow you.”

My face flushed. “I can’t just ask her that.”

Isabella shrugged. “Suit yourself. But don’t say I didn’t give you the chance.”

“Come on, don’t do this to me.”

She approached me subtly. “I’d happily suck you—you’re not the only one with needs. But they’ll notice us, so keep that in mind.”

I sucked in a deep breath. “You’re right.”

“Let’s just be patient. We’ll get there tomorrow, and then we’ll have a room to ourselves… Kiss.”

“Kiss,” I echoed.

Her words warmed me a little, even if she left me more frustrated than before.

* * *

Back on the road, Nadya reclaimed her spot on my lap. This time, she was even bolder, deliberately grinding her hips in small circles as we drove. She also started moaning a little, as if she was trying to climax. I gripped her waist, torn between stopping her movements and pulling her closer.

“Mmm, someone’s excited,” she purred, pressing back against my rock-hard cock.

I bit back a moan as she continued to tease me mercilessly. But I had myself to blame. I should’ve asked her for a friendly deed at the gas station.

As we continued our journey, the sun began to dip lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the desert landscape. The oranges and pinks of the sunset painted the horizon, creating a breathtaking scene. It was the first time I’d ever been to Nevada, and so far it was gorgeous. Nadya remained perched on my lap, her body a constant source of warmth and friction.

Every bump in the road, every curve we took, sent little jolts of pleasure through me as Nadya’s soft curves pressed against my hardness. She seemed to delight in teasing me, occasionally shifting her hips in slow, deliberate circles that sent a constant flow of blood south.

“You okay back there?” Isabella called from the front seat, her eyes meeting mine in the rearview mirror with a knowing smirk.

“Just peachy,” Nadya replied, wiggling her hips for emphasis. I bit back a groan, my hands instinctively tightening on her waist.

“It sure as hell is beautiful,” I said, glancing outside.

“I agree,” Isabella said.

The landscape transformed around us. The flat desert gave way to rugged hills and towering rock formations. Cacti and Joshua trees dotted the terrain. The Mojave National Preserve stretched out before us, wild and untamed. Despite the teases, I felt the thrill of being out on an adventure.

Nadya leaned back against my chest, her hair tickling my neck as she whispered, “Beautiful, isn’t it?”

I nodded. I looked out the window, needing to think of something else than the horny hottie sitting on top of me.

As the sun dipped lower, the temperature dropped, and Nadya snuggled closer for warmth.

“Cold?” I asked her.

She turned her head, her lips brushing my ear as she replied, “A little. I’m also growing hungry.”

Isabella steered the car off the main road onto a dusty trail leading into the desert. The bumpy path jostled us around, causing Nadya to bounce on my lap. Each movement sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body. This was the final stretch, but also the most painful one. It felt as if I were dry-humping her, but it wasn’t enough to make me come.

“Almost there,” Isabella called from the front seat. “I see a good spot up ahead.”

We pulled into a secluded area surrounded by towering rock formations. As soon as the car stopped, Nadya climbed off my lap, leaving me aching at the loss of contact.

We all piled out, stretching our limbs after the long drive. “I hope it wasn’t too painful,” Nadya said, placing her hand on my shoulder. “Sitting on top of you.”

“It was just fine,” I told her.

“I hope my bottom was soft too,” Sofi said demurely.

“Just as sweet and soft as your sister’s,” I said.

“Great,” Nadya said, “because tomorrow we still have a couple of hours left until we reach Vegas.”

Wonderful, more blueballing. I just gave her a thumbs-up while she giggled with Isabella.

We unloaded the tent and our food bags, then looked around. It was dead silent—but peaceful, almost surreal.

“It’s magical,” Isabella murmured.

“Yeah… it is,” I said.

Isabella leaned against me, draping her arm over my shoulder. “Which place do you think is prettier—this or Aspen?”

“They’re both beautiful in their own ways,” I admitted, glancing at her. “We should have come here a long time ago.”

“I agree … better late than never.”

“Should we climb up to that dune and watch the sunset?” I suggested.

They all nodded.

As we made our way up the sandy dune, the last rays of sunlight made the desert look golden. When we reached the top, we all paused, awestruck by the panoramic view before us. The Mojave preserve stretched out in every direction, dotted with towering Joshua trees and rugged rock formations. The sky was lit up with colors—purples and pinks blending into fiery oranges and reds.

“It’s breathtaking,” Sofi whispered, her eyes wide as she took in the scene.

Nadya pulled out her phone, snapping photos of the landscape and then turning to capture shots of all of us against the sunset.

I felt a shiver run through me, goosebumps rising on my skin. It wasn’t just from the cooling air, but from the beauty and wildness of our surroundings. Isabella noticed, stepping closer to lean against me. I draped my arm over her shoulder, keeping her close to me. I wanted to kiss her at the moment, and looking her in the eyes, I knew she wanted to.

“I can’t believe we’re really here,” she murmured. “Promise me we’ll never stop doing things like this. Promise we’ll always seek out adventures together.”

I wrapped my arm around her waist, pulling her closer. “I promise,” I said.

We stood there in comfortable silence, watching as the sun slowly sank below the horizon. The sky transformed, stars beginning to twinkle into view one by one.

“I think you look cute together,” Sofi noted.

Isabella and I exchanged glances. “It’s because I love my little brother,” she said and wrapped her arms around me. It was an intimate, loving hug, and hopefully, it didn’t reveal too much about us.

When we decided to head back, we spotted movement near our tent. A coyote darted away from the campsite, Nadya’s sandwich clamped between its teeth.

We all came to a halt, and Nadya’s eyes widened in disbelief before she groaned, throwing her hands up. “Are you kidding me? That was my dinner!”

The little bastard ran away fast, and there was no way we could catch up with it. Besides, I doubted Nadya still wanted to eat it after the animal had sunk its teeth into it.

I looked down at our remaining food. “We can split what’s left.”

Before I could offer her anything, Isabella smirked, arms crossed. “Or… Nadya could just satisfy her hunger in other ways.”

“What ways?” I asked.

Isabella’s smirk deepened. “Do you remember that movie I showed you… when a shipwrecked sailor was washed ashore on an island full of women?”

It dawned on me what she meant, and I looked at Nadya. My dear sister was helping me tame my urges—and satisfy her friend in the process.

Nadya blinked at Isabella, then burst into laughter. “Oh? I like where this is going.”

Her playful tone sent a shiver up my spine, and suddenly, I felt more heat from their stares than from the desert air. Nadya turned her gaze to me, tilting her head, her expression amused yet clearly intrigued.

“She’s talking about your cum, right?” Sofi asked.

Even she put the puzzle pieces together.

“It seems like it.”

“You were already hot and bothered in the car. Don’t think I didn’t notice.” Nadya’s voice dropped a little lower, teasing.

Isabella moved closer, brushing her arm against mine, her smirk widening. “C’mon, little brother,” she said. “Nadya shouldn’t have to go to bed hungry.”

Nadya’s fingers played with the hem of her shirt, a slow, lazy smirk forming. “Yeah. Don’t tell me you’re going to leave me starving.”

“I wasn’t going to deny it,” I said. “I was just a bit caught off guard by her suggestion.”

Nadya moved closer, taking my hand. “Can I have you now? I’m really hungry.”

She was so close I could feel her warm breath and the soft press of her breasts against my chest.

I knew damn well I couldn’t resist her in this position. “For sure.”

“Come, let’s go behind the tent,” she said, whisking me away.

She sure as hell was horny, but I already knew that from the car ride. As she pulled me toward privacy, I could hear Isabella and Sofi giggling behind us.

Then Nadya dropped to her knees, eagerly unbuckling my belt. Her eyes gleamed as she pulled it from the loops and tossed it behind her. She tugged my shorts down and freed my erection. It snapped up, bobbing in the warm air.

Her eyes lit up. “Oh, it’s thick,” she said happily, wrapping her soft hand around it. “Jesus, you have cum all over it.”

“It was quite the tease you and your sister gave me in the car.”

“Oh,” she said, glancing up at me with a hint of worry. “Why didn’t you just ask for more? I’d have happily sucked you off in the car.”

“Not sure how that would’ve worked, considering how packed it was back there—”

She didn’t let me finish.

She just plunged me straight into her hungry mouth.

“Whoa,” I gasped, grabbing hold of her head as she eagerly bobbed forward.

Isabella usually started off slow. But Nadya? She was starving for my cum.

She glided me down her throat, moaning as she took me deep. Her eyes flicked up to meet mine, filled with mischief and hunger. My head fell back, my eyes rolling as I let out a shivering moan.

She didn’t come up for air—just sucked and sucked, keeping me buried in her throat, her tongue working me over.

“Geez,” I said.

She came off with a pop and gave me a few eager kisses. “Did you like that?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Reach down and touch my breasts again. Don’t be shy.”

I did, leaning down to squeeze them just like I had during the car ride. They were so soft and delicious—a true treat. She licked me a little, taking a brief pause before plunging me back into her mouth.

She slid me down to the back of her throat, and I felt her muscles squeeze the tip. She gagged, saliva spilling all over my shaft.

Nadya pulled back for a moment, looking up at me with lust-filled eyes. “Mmm, you taste so good,” she said before diving back in.

Each time she took me deep, I felt my legs grow weak. The sight of her lips stretched around me, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, was almost too much to bear. On top of that, I was still wound up from the car ride. The pressure built fast, my climax rushing toward me.

“I’m not going to last long,” I warned, feeling the familiar tightening in my core.

Nadya just hummed in response and sucked me with even more excitement, slobbering all over my shaft as her smooth lips ran up and down.

I brushed some of her red hair away from her face. And on her next downward stroke, she locked eyes with me just as my orgasm hit—several spurts of cum fired from the tip. She swallowed every drop, and when I thought I was empty, she kept sucking, hollowing her cheeks in case there was anything left.

She pulled her head back and smiled, licking her lips. “Mmm, that was delicious. I think I’m full now,” she giggled.

I leaned back against the tent, catching my breath. “Glad I could help with your hunger,” I chuckled.

Nadya was a good girl, helping clean my shaft with her tongue. She also pulled my shorts back on for me before standing up and wrapping her arms around me.

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll be helping with more than just hunger on this trip,” she teased.

After the job was done, Nadya and I made our way back to the fire where Isabella and Sofi were already seated, the flames flickering and casting long shadows around the campsite. Their knowing grins told me they had a good idea of what had just happened.

Isabella raised an eyebrow as her sandwich was on her lap. “That was quick.”

Nadya plopped down next to me, stretching her legs out with a satisfied sigh. “What can I say? I was starving.” She licked her lips, shooting me a playful glance before leaning back on her hands. “Besides, Jake was already turned on, so that helped speed things up.”

Isabella smirked, tilting her head. “Well, at least he was motivated.”

Nadya giggled. “Oh, very. You should’ve seen him.” She nudged me with her knee, clearly enjoying making me blush. “Didn’t even hesitate.”

We started eating, but it didn’t take long to feel guilty about Nadya. It felt wrong to eat in front of her, even if she had just swallowed my load.

Without a second thought, I tore off a piece and handed it to her. “Here, have some.”

“It’s not necessary,” she said. “I’m already satisfied.”

“I can’t keep eating while you just sit there watching—regardless of what happened earlier.”

Nadya relented, and for a moment, I caught a hint of demureness in her gaze that I hadn’t seen before.

“You’re really sweet,” she murmured.

She chewed slowly, making a show of savoring it, then licked a crumb off her lower lip. “You taste pretty good too, by the way.”

I nearly choked on my own bite while Isabella and Sofi chuckled. Isabella elbowed me lightly. “Careful, little brother. Nadya might start relying on you for all her meals.”

Nadya winked. “Not the worst idea.”

Sofi, shaking her head in amusement, handed Nadya a chunk of her own sandwich. “Here, before you make Jake combust.”

Isabella followed suit, reaching her sandwich to Nadya, so she could take a bite. “Guess we can’t let you starve after all.”

Nadya grinned, popping a bite into her mouth. “Damn, I should lose my food more often.”

After finishing our meal, we sat around the fire, letting the warmth soak in as we talked about random things. The car ride, the excitement of being out here, and how good it felt to be on an adventure away from everything.

Nadya stretched her arms above her head, letting out a satisfied sigh. “Man, I forgot how nice it is to just be out in the middle of nowhere.”

Sofi nodded. “Yeah, it’s a nice change.”

Isabella said, “Told you guys this trip would be fun.”

Nadya stretched her legs out, glancing between us. “Speaking of fun, what’s the plan for Vegas tomorrow?”

Isabella shrugged, tossing a small rock into the fire. “No plan. We just live in the moment. See where the night takes us.”

Sofi grinned. “I like that. No schedules, no rules. Just adventure.”

I leaned back, nodding. “Yeah, after today, I think I’m good with just letting things happen.”

Nadya smirked. “That’s the spirit. Vegas is all about surprises, anyway.”

I leaned back on my hands, watching the fire crackle. The day had been long, and after all the excitement, I felt exhaustion creeping in. Isabella must have sensed it because she stood up and stretched. “Alright, I don’t know about you guys, but I’m ready to call it a night.”

Nadya yawned, nodding. “Yeah, I could use some sleep.”

Sofi glanced up at the sky, the stars twinkling above us. “Kind of nice falling asleep under this.”

I sighed, feeling the tiredness hit me all at once. “Yeah … let’s get some rest.”

We all got up and headed toward the tents, the fire reduced to embers as the night settled in.

We began stripping off our clothes. I left my underwear on, while my stepsister and Sofi kept their panties. Nadya, however, was fully nude.

Isabella lay to the far right, and I settled next to her with Sofi behind me. Isabella and I cuddled close—but not as close as we normally would.

Nadya and Sofi took notice of how close Isabella and I were curled up together. I could feel their eyes on us, their curiosity barely hidden. Nadya gave Sofi a small nudge, and I caught the hint of a smirk on her face before she turned over.

Isabella, though, was quieter than usual. I could tell she was a little moody, shifting beside me with more energy than someone about to fall asleep. I knew why—she was frustrated, hot and bothered. The way she pressed up against me, the warmth of her body and the slight tension in her breath—it was obvious.

She wanted more, but she couldn’t act on it. Not with Nadya and Sofi right there, picking up on things they weren’t supposed to.

Before things could settle, Sofi nudged me. “Jake.”

I blinked, turning my head slightly. “Yeah?”

She hesitated before whispering, “I need to pee … Can you come with me? It’s dark out there.”

Isabella sighed beside me, her grip tightening just slightly around my arm before she let go.

“Now?” I asked her.

Sofi looked a little embarrassed. “I just don’t want to go alone.”

“It’s fine,” I said, slowly detangling myself from Isabella’s hold. As I sat up, I caught the briefest flicker of something in Isabella’s expression—something she quickly masked. Then, just before I stepped out, she gave me a small, knowing smile, like she understood but wasn’t going to say anything about it.

Sofi and I stepped outside, the air noticeably cooler. I turned to her. “You want privacy, or do you want me to stand guard?”

She hesitated before biting her lip. “Just … stay close.”

I nodded, staying nearby as Sofi bent over to pull down her panties. She flashed me her bottom—the same one she’d rubbed all over me during the car ride. The sky was lit only by the moonlight, just enough for me to make out the curves of her cheeks.

“Can you take them for me?” she asked, holding out her panties.

“Sure,” I said, taking the pink garment, noticing a wet patch weighing them down and a sweet scent clinging to the fabric.

Squatting, she relieved herself. The night was silent except for the faint rustling of the wind, and I understood why she didn’t want to go alone.

As I tried to avert my eyes to give Sofi privacy, I couldn’t help but overhear the gentle trickle as she relieved herself. Curiosity got the better of me and I stole a quick glance in her direction.

In the pale moonlight, I caught a glimpse of her bare bottom and the delicate pink folds of her pussy peeking out between her thighs as she squatted. A glimmering stream arched from one of her holes, sparkling briefly before splashing onto the desert sand.

The intimacy of the moment sent an unexpected thrill through me. Seeing Sofi like this, attending to such a private need, stirred something primal deep inside. I felt my cock stir and a familiar tightening in my testicles.

As if sensing my gaze, Sofi glanced over her shoulder and caught my eye. But rather than seem embarrassed, the corners of her mouth curved into a smile. She held my stare for a heated moment before pushing out the last drops and straightening up.

“Were you watching me?” she asked playfully, her eyes glinting with mischief in the darkness.

Heat rushed to my face at being caught peeking. “I, um…” I cleared my throat awkwardly. “just making sure the coyote wouldn’t come back.”

“It’s okay,” she said while trying to stifle a giggle. “I don’t mind.”

She took a step closer, not bothering to cover herself. “Before taking on my panties, I could use your help. Do you have any tissues? I need something to dry off with.”

“Uh, yeah, sure.” I fumbled in my pockets. My fingers brushed a small travel pack of tissues and I handed them to her.

But instead of taking them, Sofi gave me a funny look. “Uhm, I think it will be easier if you do it for me. You can see a bit better from down there.”

“Sure,” I said, lowering down to my knees, so I came face to face with her shaven vagina, drops of urine clinging to her puffy folds. I pressed tissue against her damp folds, inhaling her honeyed scent. Her skin was incredibly soft and slick with moisture. I could feel the heat emanating from her core, and it certainly wasn’t all urine.

“A little bit more,” she whispered, her lips curving into a seductive smile. “Gently.”

I did as she asked. I ran the tissue along her slit with the lightest pressure, patting the delicate pink flesh. She sighed in relief as if she enjoyed it.

As I worked, I couldn’t resist exploring a little, letting my fingertips trace her soft petals and brush over the sensitive bundle of nerves at the apex of her thighs. Sofi’s hips rolled subtly into my touch and she bit her lip on a low moan.

“Mm, that feels nice,” she said. Her fingers tightened on my wrist, keeping my hand in place as I stroked her.

While I was there, I really wanted to lick her instead. But I didn’t think it was fair, especially since my stepsister was waiting. “Is that alright?” I asked her.

She nodded. I helped her put on her panties, pulling up the garment till I could see her cameltoe. Then we started walking back towards the tent, but Sofi paused after a few steps. “Hey Jake …” she began, sounding almost shy now. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure, what’s up?” I replied.

Sofi bit her lip, glancing up at me from beneath her lashes. “How was it? With Nadya earlier, I mean. When she…you know… gave you a head.”

I felt my face flush at the memory of Nadya’s eager mouth wrapped around me, bringing me to a quick but intense climax. “It was really nice,” I admitted. “Your sister knows what she’s doing.”

Sofi ducked her head with a little smile. “Isabella and I could hear everything, you know. Nadya wasn’t exactly being quiet.”

I felt my face grow even hotter. “Oh. Yeah, she wasn’t really trying to hold anything back.”

Sofi nodded, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. “That’s good. I’m glad you enjoyed it.” She paused, biting her lip before adding softly, “You seem really nice, Jake. I can see why Isabella likes you so much.”

Her words warmed my heart. “Thanks. You’re pretty great yourself.”

We shared a smile. For a moment, I thought Sofi might lean in closer, but instead we headed back to the tent.

“We should probably head back,” she said, gesturing towards the tent. “Before they start to wonder where we went.”

I nodded, following her lead as we made our way back to camp. The gentle glow of the dying fire cast long shadows across the sand, and a cool breeze rustled through the Joshua trees surrounding us.

As we approached the tent, I could make out Isabella’s silhouette through the thin fabric. She was curled up on her side, but I could tell from the tension in her shoulders that she wasn’t asleep.

Sofi ducked inside first, whispering a soft “thanks” as she crawled back to her sleeping bag. I followed, carefully maneuvering around the others to settle in next to Isabella.

As soon as I lay down, Isabella rolled over to face me. Her eyes searched mine in the darkness. She certainly didn’t look any less frustrated. She had that desperate look in her eyes as if she just wanted to be fucked. But she sighed, and I could tell what she was thinking just by the look in her eyes.

Without a word, she snuggled closer, tucking her head under my chin and draping an arm across my waist. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tight against me. The familiar scent of her and the warmth of her body against mine instantly soothed away any lingering tension.

“Is it better?” I mouthed carefully, so only she could hear.

“A lot better,” she said as we both closed our eyes and fell asleep.





Chapter 3





I
 woke up feeling surprisingly refreshed, the crisp desert air having done something good for my sleep, and also sleeping with Isabella next to me. She stretched beside me, letting out a satisfied sigh before nudging me. “Sleep well?”

“Wonderful,” I said, smiling at how happy and refreshed she looked.

Sleeping outside in the wilderness was different—deeper, more peaceful, especially when shared with a loved one. I wanted to talk to her more, but soon, we’d have a bedroom to ourselves.

Nadya and Sofi were already packing up, their energy levels higher than expected. We didn’t have anything to eat for now, so we decided to leave as soon as possible.

The drive started off smooth, the desert gradually giving way to signs of civilization. Nadya and Sofi took turns sitting on my lap, shifting playfully as if testing my patience.

When it was Nadya’s turn, she settled in, wiggling her hips to get comfortable. The thin fabric of her skirt did little to hide the fact she wasn’t wearing any panties. I could feel the heat and dampness of her arousal seeping through, pressing against my growing bulge. It made me think about entering her, sliding into her heat. I wondered if she was as good in bed as she had been when giving me head.

“Comfy?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder with a mischievous glint in her eye.

“Oh, yeah,” I said, trying to keep my composure as she subtly ground her hips in small circles. I could feel my cock pressed against her folds, like a hot dog in a bun. Once she felt it too, she slowly rubbed herself along my length.

I badly wanted to tear my shorts off and fuck her hard.

After about half an hour, we took a break. Sofi tapped Nadya’s shoulder. “My turn,” she said with a shy smile.

They switched places, Sofi’s softer curves now pressed against me. Though she wore panties, the friction was still delicious torture. She leaned back, resting her head on my shoulder.

“Is this okay?” she asked softly.

“Yeah, it’s fine,” I replied, wrapping my arms around her waist.

“Why are your shorts moist?”

“That’s a question for your horny twin sister.”

All three of them giggled. Sofi was less overt in her teasing, but the innocent way she shifted in my lap almost made it worse. Each tiny movement had my cock straining against my zipper, badly wanting to break free.

As we hit a particularly bumpy stretch of road, Sofi bounced in my lap, which wasn’t different than dry fucking her. I bit back a groan, my hands instinctively moving to her hips to steady her. She glanced back at me, cheeks flushed.

“Sorry,” she murmured. But she didn’t move away. Instead, she pressed back slightly, molding her body against mine.

The girls continued to trade places throughout the drive, each bringing their own form of sweet torment. Nadya was bold, deliberately grinding and teasing. Sofi was subtler, but the innocent friction was maddening in its own way.

At one point, Nadya guided my hands to her breasts. “You can touch,” she whispered. “I don’t mind.”

I cupped her soft mounds, feeling her nipples harden under my palms. She let out a tiny moan, quiet enough that only I could hear.

When Sofi took her turn again, she hesitated before placing my hands on her own breasts. “Is this alright?” she asked shyly.

I nodded, giving them a gentle squeeze. Her breasts were just as soft as her sister’s, fitting perfectly in my hands.

By the time we neared Vegas, I was achingly hard and desperate for release. The constant friction and teasing had me wound so tight that I felt like I might explode at any moment.

The roads got busier, and the neon lights were visible in the distance. Isabella suddenly stiffened, eyes flicking to the rearview mirror.

“Five-O,” she warned.

Nadya didn’t need more than a second to react, ducking down fast, her weight pressing harder against me as she disappeared from sight. I leaned back and groaned. I could see her cheeks press against my groin as if she were giving me a lap dance.

We held our breath as the cop car cruised past, seemingly uninterested. We let out a sigh of relief. “Jesus,” Isabella said with a hand over her mouth. “We almost got caught.”

Nadya popped back up with a grin. “That was close.”

As we crossed into the city, the entire atmosphere changed. The skyline was lit up with towering hotels, flashing billboards, and glowing marquees. This was a lot different from the national park we’d just been in—cars honked, people crowded the sidewalks, laughter and music spilled from open doors. Even though it was still daytime, it felt like the city never slept.

Nadya pressed her hands against the window, eyes wide. “Wow, look at all those colorful buildings. It’s even crazier than I imagined.”

We passed the Eiffel Tower, Luxor and the Pyramid, multiple casinos and strip clubs. Sofi grinned, taking it all in. “Everything looks like a movie set.”

Isabella smirked as she maneuvered through the traffic. “It’s a whole different world.”

“It’s like another planet,” I said.

Nadya turned to me. “You ready for some fun?”

I exhaled, a slow grin forming. “Hell yeah.”

We checked into our Airbnb, which were on the pricier side—Isabella had insisted on them for the perfect experience. She and I shared a room, while Sofi and Nadya shared another. The property had access to an exclusive rooftop pool with a stunning view of the city.

Nadya tossed her bag onto the couch and spun around. “This is way nicer than I expected.”

Sofi nodded, running a hand along the marble countertop. “Quite luxurious.”

Isabella tossed me the key to our room. “Alright, Jake, looks like you’re with me. Nadya and Sofi, you two are next door.”

Nadya pouted. “Aww, we all fit in a tent, but now we have to split?”

Isabella smirked, tossing her an exaggerated wink. “Don’t worry. You can have your fill whenever you want. Jake is a good boy.”

Nadya giggled, throwing herself onto the massive bed. “Hold you to that.”

I rolled my eyes and gave my stepsister a look.

Nadya sat up suddenly, her playful expression shifting into something more thoughtful. “Wait … you two are sharing a room?”

Isabella raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

Nadya glanced between us, a smirk tugging at her lips. “I don’t know, seems kinda cozy.”

Isabella sighed, clearly annoyed but keeping her tone light. “It’s just a room. Don’t make it weird.”

Nadya shrugged, still grinning. “Hey, I’m just saying, you guys are close.”

Isabella shook her head. “We always have been. Now, are you going to unpack, or do you want me to hold your hand through that too?”

Nadya laughed, holding up her hands in surrender. “Fine, fine. Just don’t have too much fun without us.”

Once Isabella and I were finally alone, she shut the door behind us and leaned against it, exhaling sharply. “God, I’m so horny.”

I smirked, stepping closer. “Then let’s be quick.”

She didn’t waste time, grabbing me by the collar and pulling me into a deep, hungry kiss. Her body molded against mine, her fingers tracing up my back before sliding lower, teasing at the hem of my shirt. I groaned into her mouth, gripping her hips and pressing her against the door, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her clothes.

I traced my hands up her sides, my fingertips grazing the edge of her bra. She was warm, eager, and completely into it. My pulse pounded in my ears as her fingers skimmed under my shirt, her touch electric against my bare skin.

We broke the kiss, and she leaned her forehead against mine, sinking her teeth into her lip. My cock rose to full mast.

“Oh, the head is about to burst through the zipper.”

She giggled. “You should reach down and feel me.”

I did, snaking my hand inside her panties. I cupped her pussy—it was slick and warm, like rubbing a wet grapefruit. We exchanged naughty smiles before she pulled down my shorts, freeing my cock.

She started stroking me as she leaned forward, pressing her lips to mine. Her tongue slid into my mouth, and I welcomed her, twirling ours together. It had been a long time since I’d felt her this horny, and I sure as hell enjoyed it.

We moved to the bed, trying not to tumble as my shorts hung around my ankles.

I hooked my fingers under the waistband and pulled down her tight shorts. Then we fell onto the bed, me on top of her.

My erection sought her dripping hole, the head brushing against her sweet lips. One thrust was all it would take to slide inside her.

I could see the joy, love, and lust in my stepsister’s eyes—she looked intoxicated. I probably didn’t look much different, especially as I prepared to thrust my hips.

But then, her phone rang, the sound shattering the moment, our love-making and lust. She reached for the nightstand and closed her eyes. Then, she showed me the screen—a beautiful photo of our mother.

We couldn’t hang up on her. We had no choice but to take the call.

She let out a frustrated groan, letting her head slump back onto the pillow. “Why does this always happen to us?”

I exhaled, chuckling as I kissed the top of her head. “Let’s just talk to her and continue where we left off afterward.”

“Come, sit next to me,” she said as we sat up in bed, shoulder to shoulder, hip to hip.

Isabella sighed, then answered the phone. “Hey, Mom.”

“Hi, sweetheart,” Amber said. “You sound upset.”

“No, I’m not,” she said, forcing a smile. “It was a long ride, and Jake pulled a prank on me.”

“What kind of prank?”

I exchanged glances with Isabella, and then her eyes lit up. “He came over with some lottery tickets. Turns out, I ‘won’—quote unquote—a hundred grand. I was so excited, dancing in my room, hugging and kissing my brother, but then… it turned out they were fake! And all that excitement vanished.”

Amber tried her hardest not to chuckle. “Jake, why would you do that?”

“Uh…” I wasn’t sure what to say. Isabella’s response caught me off guard. She nudged me with her elbow, urging me to come up with something.

“Yesterday, she dragged me into a water fight and splashed it all over me,” I blurted.

“Isabella,” Amber said.

My sister lowered the phone and gave me a look. “What kind of prank is that?” she whispered.

I shrugged. “Sorry, I’m on the spot here.”

Isabella rolled her eyes and raised the phone again. “But we’re friends… for now.”

“That’s great,” Amber said. “Apart from pranking each other, are you guys in one piece? How was the ride? Did you sleep all right in the tent?”

“Yes, Mom. We survived,” Isabella said, making it sound like she just wanted to end the conversation and spread her legs again.

Amber hummed. “You sound annoyed talking to me.”

Isabella softened, shaking her head. “I’m not annoyed. I love you.”

That seemed to ease Amber a little. “Good. Where are you now?”

“We just checked in,” Isabella said. “We were about to unpack our things and have some fun.”

“Okay,” Amber said. “And the car ride? How was it?”

I smirked slightly. “Aside from nearly getting crushed by Nadya in the backseat? Yeah, we’re fine.”

“What happened, please don’t tell me it was another prank.”

Isabella chuckled and reached for my cock as I took the phone. She started stroking me while she reached down to finger herself.

“No, it wasn’t a prank,” I said. “Nadya spilled her drink all over herself and the seat. We tried to fix things, but then the seat got stuck, so she and Sofi had to take turns sitting on me.”

Amber let out an amused hum. “Sounds like quite the ride. And the tenting?”

Isabella cut in. “Well, we had an amazing view of the dunes and the stars. But … a coyote stole Nadya’s sandwich.”

Amber laughed. “You should have kept an eye on your stuff. And what did you guys do?”

I grinned, releasing a moan as my stepsister licked her hand and stroked me. “We shared our food with her. And made sure to keep everything else locked up tight.”

Amber sighed, but there was warmth in her voice. “You guys are really making the most of this, huh? Maybe I should tag along next time.”

Isabella didn’t hesitate. “You should. I think it’d be fun.”

Amber chuckled. “You don’t think I’d cramp your style?”

“Not at all,” Isabella assured her, seeming in a bit better mood as she could finger herself and stroke me. “I think you’d love it. The place where we camped was insane—the dunes, the way the stars looked out there, it was unreal.”

Amber hummed, intrigued. “That does sound amazing. And how was sleeping in the tent? Comfortable enough?”

I shrugged. “It was alright. A little cramped, but nothing we couldn’t handle.”

Amber laughed softly. “You two always find a way to make things work.”

“Yeah, well, you kind of learn to roll with things when a coyote eats your dinner.”

Amber chuckled. “Well, I’ve heard your voices now and I know you’re alive, so I’ll leave you too alone. Try not to get into too much trouble. And watch out for your sister.”

I exhaled, glancing at Isabella, who eagerly glided her hand up and down my hard-on. “Yeah, always.”

“Bye-bye, love both of you.”

“Love you too,” we said in unison.

After the call ended, Isabella tossed her phone aside and rolled on top of me, her lips parting slightly.

I leaned in, feeling the tension build between us again, the anticipation of finally closing the space between us. She started rubbing her wet pussy along my length.

“I love that,” I groaned.

“So do I,” she murmured.

She was just about to slide me inside her when a sudden knock at the door made us both freeze.

“Hey, we’re starving! Let’s get lunch,” Nadya called out, her voice muffled through the door.

Isabella let out a long, frustrated breath, her forehead resting against mine. “I swear, we’re cursed.”

I ran a hand through her hair. “We’ll find time.”

She sighed, lingering for just a moment longer before pulling back. “We better get out there before they start banging on the door.”

“Hello?” Nadya called from the other side of the door.

“We’re talking to Mom!” Isabella shouted back as we both pretended to have a loud conversation with our mother while hurriedly putting our clothes back on.

By the time we opened the door, Nadya and Sofi were eyeing us suspiciously.

“Why’s your hair such a mess?” Nadya asked Isabella.

Isabella whirled toward the mirror. She looked like she’d just been fucked—both from pleasure and frustration.

“We talked to Mom while enjoying the cozy bed,” she said smoothly. She was damn good at coming up with excuses on the fly.

She quickly brushed her hair, then ran the brush through mine.

“Come on, let’s grab something to eat,” she said.

Nadya grinned, standing up and linking her arm with mine. “Good idea. I need food before we hit that pool.”

“You’re actually going to swim, or just lounge and take hot pictures?” Isabella teased.

Nadya gasped dramatically. “How dare you? I can do both.”

Sofi chuckled. “Right, because poolside selfies are the whole reason we rented this place.”

We made our way out, the conversation light and teasing as we strolled through the lobby. Even though my body was still buzzing from earlier, I pushed it aside. There was plenty of time for that later. For now, lunch and the rooftop pool sounded like the perfect way to settle into Vegas.

* * *

After lunch, we headed back to our rooms to change. Isabella and I exchanged glances, and I knew exactly what she was thinking. This was another opportunity.

“Hopefully, we won’t be interrupted this time,” she whispered as Sofi and Nadya walked ahead of us.

I was optimistic, but just as we were about to enter our rooms, Sofi glanced at my stepsister.

“Isabella, I think you forgot your clothing bag in our room.”

Isabella halted, mulling it over. She tried her hardest to suppress her sinking smile so it wouldn’t look suspicious.

“I think you’re right,” she said. I could see the frustration all over her pretty face. “Alright, I guess we’ll be changing together.”

“That’s more fun,” Nadya said, waving at me. “Don’t try to peek inside like last time!”

I blew her a raspberry and stepped into my room.

Isabella wasn’t the only one hot and bothered.

I shook my head, smirking to myself as I grabbed my swim trunks. As I changed, I couldn’t help but think about all of them getting undressed at the same time, slipping into their bikinis. The thought made me shift, feeling the effect it had on me.

I knew it was going to be difficult to keep our relationship a secret. I truly believed my stepsister had underestimated this task.

I stepped out of my room, adjusting my swim trunks. The hallway was empty, but I could hear muffled laughter and chatter from the girls’ room. A few moments later, the door swung open and they stepped out one by one.

I took in the sight before me. Nadya was the first to step out, her fiery red hair cascading over her shoulders. She wore a daring string bikini in an emerald green that perfectly complemented her eyes. The tiny triangles of fabric barely contained her ample breasts, and the high-cut bottoms accentuated her long, toned legs. Her cleavage was on full display, especially as the garment gave her breasts a generous lift.

Sofi was right behind her, twirling her hair on her finger. She wore a soft pink bikini, the color bringing out the warmth in her skin. The top was a halter style that showed off her shoulders, while the bottoms had a cute ruffle detail.

And then came Isabella who grinned at me immediately. Wearing her blonde hair loose, she wore a white bikini that also lifted her breasts, enhancing the cleavage I so badly wanted to dive into. The bottoms sat low on her hips, drawing attention to the gentle curve of her waist, and also, her camel toe.

“Look at you,” Nadya said, running her hand over my abs. “You look really sexy.”

“And so do you,” I said, gently cupping her right ass cheek.

“I’m so excited for the swimming pool,” she said. “Let’s go have some fun.”

We all agreed.

We stepped onto the rooftop pool deck. The place was nearly empty, just the four of us with the water reflecting the bright afternoon sun. The city skyline stretched out in the distance, the energy of Vegas humming below us.

Nadya stretched her arms. “Damn, this view is insane.”

Sofi nodded. “It feels like we’re on top of the world.”

I ran a hand through my hair, looking at the crystal-clear pool water. “So, we getting in?”

Nadya smirked, placing a hand on her hip. “Let’s make it fun. We all jump in together.”

I turned to Isabella, who was adjusting her sunglasses while taking a seat. “You coming?”

She shook her head, stretching out on the lounge chair. “Nah, I wanna soak up the sun for a bit. You three go ahead. I’ll get a good shot of it.”

Nadya perked up, grinning. “You just wanna get a good angle on Jake shirtless.”

Isabella rolled her eyes but didn’t deny it. She pulled out her phone as Sofi grabbed my hand, pulling me toward the edge of the pool. Nadya quickly latched onto my other arm, giggling.

“Alright, on three,” Sofi said, tightening her grip. “One … two … three!”

We all leaped into the water at the same time, water splashing all over the place. The coolness rushed over me as we surfaced. All of us laughed. Nadya smoothed her hair back, flicking water in my direction. “That was perfect.”

Isabella lowered her phone, grinning. “You guys looked ridiculous. But don’t worry, I got all your best angles.”

Nadya smirked, running her fingers through her wet hair before suddenly splashing water toward me. “Oops.”

I blinked the water away, giving her a look. “Oh, that’s how it is?”

Sofi giggled before sending a wave in my direction. “Yes, me and my stepsister have a thing for water fights.”

I smirked, flicking water back at both of them, making Nadya squeal. “Alright, you asked for it.”

Nadya shrieked as I sent a bigger splash her way, and Sofi laughed, shielding herself. We kept going, spilling water over the sun loungers and all over the deck. We tried to tug each other’s legs under the water, surprising each other with another splash. Eventually, they were out of breath. “Okay, okay, we surrender!” Sofi giggled.

I crossed my arms. “Uh-huh. Thought so.”

Nadya stuck her tongue out playfully. “You’re just lucky I like you.”

Isabella watched the whole thing from her lounge chair, her fingers still toying with the strings of her bikini, her eyes never really leaving me.

I turned to Isabella, who wore sunglasses and acted like she was only there to work on her tan. But I could feel her eyes on me, even through the dark lenses. The way her fingers toyed with the strings of her bikini told me everything I needed to know—she was still worked up from earlier. She couldn’t hide her lust from me.

“Not coming in?” I asked, flicking some water in her direction.

She made a show of adjusting her sunglasses. “I’m getting tanned.”

I smirked, pushing my wet hair back. “You sure? You’re missing out.”

She let out a breath, her gaze lingering a little too long before she looked away. The tension between us was hot, and I knew she felt it just as much as I did.

Nadya and Sofi suddenly decided they were thirsty and told me they were heading to the bar for drinks. As soon as they disappeared inside, I climbed out of the pool, water dripping off me as I walked over to Isabella.

Her eyes swept over me, and her grin widened when she saw me wet. “You alright?” I asked, grabbing a towel.

She sat up, finally pushing her sunglasses up onto her head. She fell into my arms, holding onto me dearly before breaking the hug. She bit her lower lip, and she tried to push her crotch against mine. Her voice was low, urgent. “I need you. Right now.”

I blinked. “Here?”

She bit her lip to the point I thought they’d split. “We’ll be quick. Just the bathroom. I checked it out a second ago while you kept splashing water on each other. We can do it there.”

I hesitated for a second, but she wasn’t waiting for me to make up my mind. She reached for my hand, squeezing it. Then, without another word, she subtly led me toward the poolside restrooms, her grip firm and her intention clear. But the thrill of doing something we shouldn’t be doing consumed me.

“Told you you’d be down,” she said.

“You can be so devilish at times.”

“It’s called being horny
 .”

We snuck into a spacious private bathroom. As soon as the door clicked shut behind us, Isabella pushed me against the wall, her mouth crashing onto mine. The urgency, the tension—it all boiled over at once.

I groaned against her lips while I palmed her sweet ass. “We’re gonna get caught.”

She smirked, her hands sliding down my sides. “Then be quiet.”

“Christ, you’re so coquettish.”

“And you love it,” she said.

“Oh, I sure do.”

Isabella’s fingers deftly untied my swim trunks, letting them fall to the floor. Her hand wrapped around my already hard cock, stroking it as she kissed along my jaw.

“Oh, I love you,” she breathed against my ear.

“I love you too, sis.”

I slid my hands under her bikini top, cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples. She let out a soft moan, arching into my touch.

“We have to be quick,” I reminded her, though my body was screaming for more.

She nodded, stepping back just long enough to slip off her bikini bottoms. Then she was on me again, wrapping a leg around my waist, rubbing her wet peach against my skin.

“Show off your muscles and lift me—fuck me against the wall.”

We’d done that several times before when we had to be quick before our mother came home.

I gripped her thighs, lifting her and pressing her against the wall. My erection rubbed against her wet lips. I quickly tried to guide myself into her, but it was a bit tricky while holding her up.

The crown brushed against her entrance. “Bingo,” I said when I found her hole. I was right about to thrust into her, but the door suddenly swung open, and we both froze.

A female security guard stepped in, her arms crossed. “This is completely inappropriate. You know there’s a hefty fine for this?”

Isabella stared at her, cheeks flushed. “Seriously?”

“Yes,” the guard said, unimpressed. “And a guy shouldn’t be in the women’s restroom, let alone engaging in… activities like this.”

I laughed awkwardly, quickly pulling my swimming trunks up while Isabella straightened her bikini. “Right. We were just … leaving.”

“If I catch you again, we’ll have to kick you out.”

“We’re sorry,” I said.

Isabella rolled her eyes but grabbed my hand, pulling me toward the exit before we could get into any deeper trouble.

Frustrated but still burning with need, Isabella held onto my wrist as we headed back toward the elevators. “Where are we heading?”

She whispered, “Our room. We’ll be quick.”

We hurried upstairs, our hearts racing. But as soon as we opened the door—Room service was inside, making the bed, cleaning up. She looked at us like a deer caught in the headlights. “I’m almost finished.”

Isabella groaned, dropping her head against the wall. “You’ve gotta be kidding me.”

I chuckled, brushing my fingers against her cheek. “We have the night.”

She sighed but couldn’t stop smiling, knowing it would be worth the wait. We told the cleaner that she could continue, and she just nodded with a slight blush, as if she suspected what we truly wanted.

When we got back to the pool, Nadya and Sofi were waiting, arms crossed. “Where have you two been?” Nadya asked, a teasing edge to her voice.

Isabella forced a smile. “Oh, you know. Just … getting some air.”

Nadya and Sofi exchanged knowing looks but let it slide.

I nudged Isabella. “Come on, let’s jump in. Might help with the frustration.”

She smirked, rolling her eyes. “You’re not wrong.”

Before diving in, she glanced at Nadya and Sofi. “Hey, film this for me. I wanna see us in slow motion later.”

Nadya grinned. “Oh, so now you want to be in the spotlight?”

Sofi laughed, pulling out her phone. “Alright, give us something good.”

Isabella grabbed my hand, squeezing it. “Ready?”

I nodded, and together, we launched into the air, hitting the water at the same time. As we surfaced, I caught Nadya and Sofi giggling while reviewing the footage.

“That actually looked kinda cool,” Nadya admitted, flipping the screen to show us.

We swam to the edge to see the clip, and Isabella smiled. “Told you it’d be worth it … now you two girlies come join us.” Isabella splashed water at them, making them shriek. Shortly after they jumped into the pool, and all of us splashed around, sending waves at each other like kids. Nadya flicked water at my face, grinning. “You were asking for that.”

I shook my head, retaliating with a big wave that made her squeal. Sofi laughed, shielding herself as she backed away, but Isabella got her.

After a few more playful splashes, we swam to the edge and pulled ourselves out of the pool, the warm Vegas sun slowly drying our skin. Nadya and Sofi exchanged a glance before turning to me, both grinning.

“Jake, be a gentleman and dry us off?” Nadya asked, batting her lashes.

Sofi smirked, stretching her arms over her head. “Yeah, you wouldn’t leave us all wet, would you?”

Grinning, I grabbed a towel, moving between them. Nadya turned first, her skin glistening with water droplets as I ran the towel over her shoulders and down her back. Her breasts and bottom jiggled at the slightest touches. She hummed playfully. “Such good service… Take care of something down there too.”

I dabbed the towel at her crotch, making her smile even wider.

Sofi laughed, waiting her turn. I did the same for her, feeling the heat of her skin beneath the fabric. It reminded me of last night when she’d peed outside and I helped clean her pussy.

She glanced over her shoulder at me, her lips twitching. “You’re surprisingly good at this.”

“It’s not like it’s rocket science,” I said before glancing over at Isabella. “Need a helping hand?”

“Why not.”

Isabella stepped forward, water droplets still glistening on her skin and cleavage. I moved the towel over her shoulders and down her arms, feeling the warmth of her body through the fabric. As I dabbed lower, tracing the curves of her waist and hips, our eyes locked. The tension between us was still there. We sure had been unlucky today, but we had something to look forward to later.

“Thanks,” she murmured, her voice low enough that only I could hear.

“You’re welcome.”

We looked around, noticing we had the pool for ourselves. We plopped down on the sun loungers, stretching our legs.

Sofi looked around and nodded. “It’s kinda nice having the place to ourselves.”

“Should we take advantage of that situation?” Nadya asked, waggling her eyebrows.

“That’s the dirty waggle,” Sofi said with hints of excitement. “Be careful.”

Nadya’s lips curled into a smirk. “Let’s play a little game. Dare.”

Isabella grinned. “You sure about that? You know how these things escalate.”

Nadya shrugged. “That’s the fun part.”

“You down?” Isabella asked me.

“What the hell is the dare?”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “He’s big on the outside, but still a youngster on the inside.”

I gave her a look.

“I’m just messing with you,” she said, playfully nudging my shoulder. She leaned in, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Dare is simple, little brother. We take turns daring each other to do something risky or outrageous. The catch? You can’t say no.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Sounds dangerous.”

She laughed. “That’s the point. It’s all about pushing boundaries, seeing how far we’re willing to go.” Her fingers trailed along my arm, leaving goosebumps behind. “Trust me, it’s super fun.”

Nadya nodded eagerly. “Plus, we’re in Vegas. What happens here, stays here, right?”

Sofi chimed in, “And we have the rooftop pool to ourselves. Perfect setting for some … adventurous dares.”

“Alright, I’m down,” I said, making them all clap their hands.

Sofi giggled, already intrigued. “Alright, who’s first?”

Nadya stretched lazily before pointing at Sofi. “You’re up first. I dare you to take off a piece of clothing. Make it interesting.”

“I’m wearing a bikini. That’s only two pieces of clothing.”

“Better make a wise choice, sis,” Nadya said, chuckling.

Sofi rolled her eyes but smirked as she reached behind her back, unclasping her bikini top and letting it drop onto the lounger. She arched her back slightly before settling in. “Happy now?”

Nadya grinned. “I think Jake is the happiest one here.”

I tried not to stare too obviously at Sofi’s exposed breasts, but it was hard not to notice how perfectly round and perky they were. Her nipples had hardened slightly in the cool air.

I had cupped them several times during the car ride, seen them briefly last night, and again when I walked in on them undressing. But now, I had an unobstructed view, and they were absolutely gorgeous.

“So… who’s next?” I asked.

“Well, if you’re done staring at my sister’s breasts, it’s Sofi’s turn.”

Sofi turned to Isabella, her smirk widening. “Isabella, I dare you to sit in Jake’s lap for one full minute … You owe us that after the car ride.”

Isabella shrugged like it was no big deal and moved over, lowering herself onto my lap. She settled onto me, her nearly bare ass pressing against my thighs. The thin fabric of her bikini bottoms did little to mask the warmth and softness of her curves. She shifted slightly, causing a delicious friction that sent tingles up my spine.

I could feel the curves of her body—the swell of her hips and the toned muscles of her thighs. My hands went to her waist, feeling her smooth skin beneath my palms. She leaned back against my chest, her damp hair tickling my neck.

I was aware of how little separated us—just two thin layers of swimsuit fabric. If I moved my hands just slightly, I could trace the edge of her bikini bottoms, feel where soft skin met silky material.

Isabella wiggled her hips, getting comfortable, but the movement sent shockwaves through my body. I bit my lip, willing myself to stay composed as electricity coursed between us. I knew I wasn’t the only one of us who was turned on. It was her, after all, who’d pulled me into a restroom only to drag me up to our bedroom.

Nadya raised an eyebrow, a knowing grin playing on her lips. “You two look awfully comfortable,” she observed. “This doesn’t seem like the first time you’ve been in this position.”

Isabella blew her a raspberry. “It used to be the opposite, him sitting on top of me when he was younger.”

Isabella’s comment about our childhood seemed to deflect Nadya’s suspicions for the moment. As Isabella shifted on my lap again, I had to stifle a groan. The friction was becoming unbearable, and I could feel myself starting to get hard. I prayed she wouldn’t notice, but from the way she subtly pressed back against me, I knew she was well aware of my body’s reaction.

“Time’s up,” Sofi said, checking her phone. “Unless you two want to stay like that.”

Isabella slid off my lap, but not before giving me a quick squeeze with her thighs. As she settled back onto her own lounge chair, I caught her eye. The heat in her gaze told me she was just as affected as I was.

“Alright, my turn,” Isabella said, her voice slightly husky. She turned to Nadya with a wicked grin. “Nadya, I dare you to kiss Sofi.”

Nadya arched an eyebrow. “That’s easy. We’ve done it plenty of times before.”

I blinked as Nadya leaned over and pressed her lips against Sofi’s. It wasn’t just a peck either—it lingered, and I could feel my face heating up. They weren’t bold enough to tongue kiss though, which was something I sure wanted to see. When they pulled away, Nadya grinned at my expression. “Did that fluster you?”

I cleared my throat, trying to play it cool. “I’m good.”

“Alright then, your turn. Jake, I dare you to whisper the dirtiest thing you’ve thought about in one of our ears. And no holding back.”

I hesitated for a second before leaning in toward Isabella, my lips just brushing against her ear. “You, me, Sofi, and Nadya. Together. No limits.”

Isabella giggled, biting her lip as she leaned back. “Oh, you’re bad.”

Nadya narrowed her eyes. “What did he say?”

Isabella smirked. “Not telling. But I like the way he thinks.”

They all looked at me, and Isabella nudged me with her elbow. “It’s your turn.”

I hesitated, feeling a bit lost. I wasn’t sure what to say.

“Uh… can I pass my dare onto someone else?”

“Sure,” Isabella said.

“Sofi, you can go,” I said.

“Alright, but I won’t let you off the hook.” Sofi tilted her head. “Nadya, whisper something really dirty in Jake’s ear. Make him squirm.”

Nadya grinned wickedly and leaned in close, her lips brushing against my ear. “I heard what you whispered to Isabella. And if you meant it, you might just get your wish someday.”

I stiffened, swallowing hard. She pulled back slowly, her gaze locked onto mine, her smirk fading into a grin.

Isabella raised an eyebrow, amused. “That good? Or should I be jealous?”

I coughed, forcing a smirk. “I plead the fifth.”

Nadya tapped her chin, pretending to think. “Alright, Isabella. I dare you to do a body shot … on Jake. And make it count.”

Isabella tapped her lip, eyes glinting mischievously. “Hmm … tempting. But only if he can handle it.”

I raised an eyebrow, trying to play it cool. “And if I say no?” Even though we both knew I wasn’t going to.

Nadya grinned, nudging me. “Oh, sweetheart, you think you have a choice?”

Before I could protest, Isabella grabbed a cold drink. “Are you ready?”

“Sure, go ahead,” I said.

She opened the bottle and lightly poured the drink over my chest, the icy sensation sending a shock through my body. She met my gaze, smirking, before leaning in and letting her tongue barely graze my collarbone, the warmth of it a stark contrast to the cold.

I tensed, my whole body heating up as Nadya and Sofi cheered like it was all just a fun game. She licked up every drop, reminding me of the way she’d lick my cum.

“There,” Isabella said. “But I think that’s enough for now.”

“Come on, we’re barely getting started,” Nadya complained.

I knew what Isabella was thinking. We couldn’t fully trust her, and I had a good idea where this was headed.

“We have an entire city to explore,” Isabella said. “We can’t just stay here all day.”

She was right, and the evening wasn’t far off.

“She’s got a point,” Sofi said.

Nadya yielded, and shortly after, they headed to their room to change while I went to mine.

* * *

As we wandered through the streets of Vegas, I noticed something odd—women kept giving me glances, more than usual. Some subtle, others not so much.

I turned to Isabella. “Why does it feel like girls are paying more attention to me?”

She smirked, linking her arm with mine. “Because the more girlfriends you have, the more desirable you become. It’s simple psychology.”

Nadya chuckled. “Makes sense. Guys in demand just seem hotter.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s … weirdly logical.”

She lowered her voice. “That’s why I suggested bringing my friends over … even if I’m frustrated.” Isabella let out a breath, her expression shifting as she looked around. “I seriously need to do something to burn off some tension. Let’s do something with adrenaline.”

“Why are you guys whispering?” Sofi asked.

“Sorry,” Isabella said. “I want to do something with adrenaline.”

“Like what?” Sofi asked.

“I don’t know yet,” Isabella said.

Nadya leaned in. “SkyJump. Off The STRAT.”

Isabella’s eyes lit up. “That’s perfect.”

Sofi’s face paled slightly. “That’s … really high.”

Nadya grinned. “What, scared?”

Sofi hesitated before exhaling. “I’ll only go if Jake holds my hand.”

I smirked. “Guess you’re stuck with me then.”

Isabella leaned toward Sofi, whispering. “Oh, I see what you’re doing.”

Sofi smirked back. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

* * *

Walking through the entrance of the SkyJump, I felt a bit excited. The STRAT hotel was tall, and I became dizzy just by gazing up at it. The line moved quickly, and before we knew it, we were stepping into the elevator that would take us to the top.

Isabella spun on her heels, her excitement infectious. “This is going to be amazing,” she grinned, barely able to contain herself. “What do you think Mom will say?”

“Be careful?” I guessed, making both of us laugh.

“It wouldn’t surprise.”

I nodded, feeling the adrenaline already kicking in. “Either way, no turning back now.”

Sofi, on the other hand, was gripping my hand a little tighter than before. She had been holding me ever since we agreed to this. “I don’t know if I should be doing this,” she said.

Nadya smirked, nudging Sofi. “Too late for second thoughts now. You’re coming with us.”

Sofi locked her arm around mine, and I raked my fingers through her red hair.

“You’ll be fine.”

“I’m scared of heights.”

“You won’t be after the jump,” I reassured her.

“I guess that’s one way to look at it.”

Sofi’s grip tightened every time the floor number ticked higher. Her warmth against me felt nice, though I could tell she was genuinely nervous. She bit her lip, her eyes darting toward the glowing panel. “I seriously might die,” she muttered under her breath.

I gave her hand a reassuring squeeze, smirking slightly. “You’ve got this. And I’m right here.”

She let out a small breath but didn’t let go, pressing closer as the elevator climbed higher. I wasn’t complaining.

The elevator doors slid open, revealing a breathtaking view of Las Vegas sprawled out beneath. Neon lights twinkled against the darkening sky, and the sheer height made my stomach flip in the best way possible. “Damn,” I murmured as I realized I’d be jumping down from this thing.

Isabella whistled, stepping up to the railing. “It’s even better than I thought.”

Nadya grinned. “No chickening out now, Isabella.”

Isabella scoffed, but as she stared down at the sheer drop, she hesitated for just a second. “I mean … it’s a little scarier than I expected.”

I shrugged, crossing my arms. “What happened to all that big talk?”

She shot me a look. “I’m still jumping.”

Isabella took a deep breath as an instructor approached, helping her into the vest and securing the harness. She rolled her shoulders, shaking off the nerves, as they tightened the straps and double-checked the equipment. Isabella turned to me with a grin. “Take a picture of me like a badass before I go.”

I chuckled and raised my phone. “I’ll send it to our mother.”

She rolled her eyes but did a confident pose, flashing a grin at the camera. I snapped the shot, capturing the mix of excitement and nerves in her expression.

She turned back to the edge, exhaling sharply. She took a couple of deep breaths, gripping the railing for a final moment before nodding to herself. Then—she jumped.

Sofi gasped beside me, her grip on my arm tightening as we watched Isabella disappear into the night. A few seconds later, we heard her distant scream of excitement echoing back up to us. Nadya chuckled. “That’s how it’s done!”

Sofi didn’t let go of me, pressing her body against mine. “I think … I want to go after you.”

I turned to her, noticing the way her eyes searched mine for reassurance. “Yeah? You sure?”

She hesitated for a beat, then nodded. “But … can I get a good luck kiss before you go?”

I smirked, tilting her chin up before pressing a slow, deliberate kiss to her lips. She melted into it, gripping my arm tighter. Her lips were sweet, and at that moment, I knew I wanted more than a kiss from her. But it left me satisfied for now. We pulled away, a little breathless. “Okay. Now I’m ready.”

Nadya grinned. “Alright, big guy. Show us how it’s done.”

An instructor approached, holding out the vest and harness. “Alright, let’s get you set up.”

I nodded, letting her strap me in, feeling the tight pull of the gear against my chest. “So, any last-minute advice?”

The instructor smirked. “Yeah—don’t forget to jump. And keep your body straight on the way down.”

“Do you want a photo?” Nadya asked.

“Sure,” I said.

She pulled out her phone and snapped a photo. “Your mother will love it.”

“I hope.”

I shook my head, then took a deep breath. My heart was pounding, but there was no backing out now. Stepping toward the edge, I let the rush take over and—I jumped.

The moment my feet left the platform, everything shifted. The wind roared in my ears, whipping against my skin, stealing my breath. My stomach flipped, adrenaline surging through every nerve in my body. It felt as if I were freefalling into nothing.

I let out a breathless laugh. I had never felt a sensation like that in my life. The city stretched out beneath me, glowing and alive, and for a moment, I felt weightless, unstoppable.

But then, the tension in the harness caught, and the controlled descent kicked in. As I reached the bottom platform, an instructor quickly unbuckled the harness, helping me out of the gear. My legs felt a little shaky, but the thrill was still pulsing through me.

Before I could turn around, Isabella was already there, taking full advantage of the fact that I was finally within reach, and we were all by ourselves. She grabbed me by the shirt, pulling me in for a deep, heated kiss. Her lips moved against mine, urgent, hungry, like she’d been waiting for some alone time with me for the entire day. The rush of the jump was still in my veins, but her touch sent an entirely different kind of adrenaline through me.

I smirked against her mouth, my hands settling on her waist. “That desperate for me?”

She let out a small, breathless laugh, her fingers gripping my shirt tighter. “You have no idea. Watching you jump like that—God, it was hot.”

I ran my hands down her back, feeling her shiver slightly despite the Vegas heat. “That was insane,” I murmured, still catching my breath. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, a wicked glint in hers. “Told you it would be amazing. And now I get you all to myself while the others take their turns.”

I chuckled, brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. “You planned this, didn’t you?”

“Maybe.” She smirked, tugging me closer. “Or maybe I just really wanted an excuse to kiss you the second you landed.”

I brushed my thumb over her hip. “Did it help with your frustration?”

She let out a breath, shaking her head. “Nope. If anything, I’m more turned on than ever.”

I chuckled, wanting to tear her clothes off. “It’s almost evening. We should grab dinner after this and then head back.”

She sighed, pressing her forehead against mine. “Yeah … but I’m really horny.”

I kissed her soft lips. “We’ll find time.”

She huffed playfully, but the look in her eyes said she was holding onto that promise.

Nadya and Sofi’s voices rang from above as they prepared for their turns. Sofi’s shriek echoed through the air as she plummeted down, clinging to the harness for dear life. I turned just in time to see her feet touch the platform.

She stumbled slightly, then broke into a breathless laugh. “Oh my God!” She turned to me, eyes shining with excitement, her breath still uneven. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

Before I could respond, she threw her arms around me, pressing herself close. The warmth of her body still radiated with adrenaline. She looked up at me, lips slightly parted, and without thinking, I leaned down and kissed her again.

She melted into it, fingers gripping my shoulders, her body still trembling from the rush of the jump. When we pulled apart, she let out a breathy laugh. I licked my lips, and I realized how good it felt to be with more than one girl. “That was… kind of perfect.”

“Told you it’d be worth it … still afraid of heights?”

“Probably, but a little bit less.”

Just then, another scream tore through the air—Nadya’s turn. We both turned in time to watch her plummet, her laughter echoing against the buildings. She came down fast, landing smoothly with an excited whoop. She unhooked herself, shaking her hair back as she grinned at us. “Wow, what an experience!”

“I know!” Sofi said.

Isabella ran a hand through her hair, the last remnants of her own adrenaline still lingering in her expression. “Alright, that was incredible, but I don’t know about you guys—I’m starving.”

Nadya nodded. “Yeah, let’s eat. Something big.”

I chuckled. “You always want something big.”

Nadya shot me a playful look. “And you love it.”

Isabella slipped her arm through mine. “Come on, I saw a place nearby that looks promising.”

With that, we made our way down the Strip, still high off the thrill of the jump, ready for whatever the night had in store.

* * *

After we’d eaten dinner, we took a stroll through the city. Walking through the streets of Vegas at night was like stepping into another world. The neon lights flickered and blinked, and it became more noticeable now that it became darker.

Nadya stretched her arms above her head, grinning. “Man, this place never sleeps.”

“Any plans for tomorrow?” I asked. I was in a mood to explore, see more of this city.

“What about some casinos?” Isabella said, looking up at me. “I’m feeling kind of lucky.”

None of us objected.

“I can’t wait,” Isabella said.

I smirked. “Planning to win big?”

She shrugged. “You never know.”

Nadya wiggled her eyebrows. “What if we get rich overnight?”

Sofi laughed. “Or completely broke.”

I chuckled. “Guess we’ll find out tomorrow.”

Isabella walked beside me, her arm occasionally brushing against mine. “We should get some rest. Big day ahead.”

Nadya frowned. “Already? It’s not that late.”

Isabella yawned, exaggerating the motion. “Yeah, well, I’m beat. I want to be up early and actually enjoy tomorrow, not spend half of it sleeping in.”

I raised an eyebrow. I knew her too well—she wasn’t tired. But I didn’t call her out on it.

Nadya groaned. “Fine, fine. We’ll be responsible adults and go to bed.”

We made our way back to the Airbnb, the excitement of the night still tingling in the air. When we reached our rooms, we exchanged goodnights, Sofi and Nadya disappearing into theirs.

Isabella followed me inside ours. The second we were on our own, she turned to me, eyes filled with lust. Before I could say anything, she grabbed my face and kissed me, deep and slow.

Breaking the kiss, I said, “So much for being tired.”

She pulled back just enough to whisper, “Shut up and kiss me.”

I pulled Isabella close, capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. All the pent-up tension from the day came rushing out as we frantically grabbed at each other like the two horny young adults we were. Her fingers tangled in my hair as I backed her up against the wall, pressing my body against hers. It reminded me of when we’d been in the restroom. Only that this time I’d come inside her.

“God, I’ve been waiting for this all day,” Isabella breathed as I trailed kisses down her neck.

I groaned in agreement, my hands roaming over her curves, exploring her feminine flesh. “Me too. You’ve been driving me crazy.”

She tugged at the hem of my shirt. “Let me see your chest.”

I quickly pulled it off, tossing it aside. Her eyes raked over my bare chest before she leaned into plant kisses along my collarbone. I shivered at the feeling of her soft lips on my skin. I palmed her ass, pulling her closer to me.

Eager to feel more of her, I slipped my hands under her top, slowly sliding it up. Isabella lifted her arms, allowing me to pull it off completely. My cock stirred as I took in the sight of her perfect breasts, nipples already hard with arousal.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said, cupping her breasts gently.

Isabella let out a soft moan as I thumbed her nipples. “Jake
 , let’s fuck.”

I didn’t need any more encouragement. I quickly undid her shorts, sliding them down along with her panties. She kicked them off, and I cupped her pussy. She was sopping wet. She let me touch her for a moment before pressing her soaked crotch against my length.

Unconsciously, we fell right onto the bed, just like we had this morning. I adjusted the pillow beneath her neck, making her chuckle.

“You’re kind,” she said.

“Just making sure you’re comfortable,” I said as my erection brushed against her wet lips.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked, giving me a look.

“Someone to interrupt us, I suppose,” I teased.

“Get lost,” she giggled, lightly punching my chest.

I didn’t want to tease her any longer—I wanted this as badly as she did.

I positioned myself at her entrance, feeling her wet heat against the tip of my cock. With one smooth thrust, I slid inside her, both of us groaning at the sensation.

“Oh god, finally,” Isabella breathed, wrapping her legs around my waist to pull me deeper. “Finally, we didn’t get interrupted.”

When I bottomed out inside her, I giggled with her, sharing a good laugh. “Oh, you’re right. This feels so good.”

“Make it sweeter,” she demanded.

I started moving, setting a steady rhythm as I rocked into her. The feeling of being inside her after all the teasing and tension was incredible. Her walls clenched around me, drawing me in further with each thrust.

“Yes, just like that,” she moaned, her nails digging into my back.

She was so wet, I could slide in with barely any effort. I sighed in relief as I pulled back and slid inside her again. I looked her in the eyes and saw the joy and relief on her face as we could finally have sex again.

“Faster,” she said, biting her lower lip.

I picked up the pace, driving into her harder and faster. The bed creaked beneath us as our bodies moved together. My flesh slapped against hers, rising with our horny moans. Isabella arched her back, meeting my thrusts eagerly.

“Oh, Jake, I’m in heaven,” she moaned as her breasts kept rolling on her chest.

“So am I,” I said, glancing down to see my erection disappear and reappear inside her.

I could feel my own release building, the pressure coiling tighter in my core. I looked into her eyes and maintained eye contact, all the while her pussy kept embracing my erection harder for every thrust.

She arched her back, holding onto me for dear life as her body tensed. The feeling of her pulsing around me was too much and I followed right after, letting out a powerful groan of pleasure as I emptied myself inside her. When we orgasmed, I slowed down my thrusts, slowly coming to a halt while looking her in the eyes.

Eventually, we collapsed together, breathing heavily as we came down from our high. I planted soft kisses along her jaw and neck as our heart rates slowly returned to normal.

“That was…” Isabella trailed off, still catching her breath.

“Worth the wait?” I finished for her with a smirk.

“Definitely worth the wait.”

She laughed, pulling me in for a tender kiss. When it ended, I noticed how warm her body was, damp with sweat.

I came off her lips. “Let me pull out so we can cuddle.”

She just nodded. Then when I was about to pull out, Nadya stepped inside. “Do you guys have WIFI?” She froze right in front of us, and both her hands flew to her mouth. “Whoops.”

Isabella’s head snapped up, eyes wide in horror. “Nadya, what the fuck? Leave us alone!”

“I swear, I didn’t mean to—I just wanted to check—”

“Just leave!”

Nadya groaned and quickly left, but before closing the door, she said, “Guys, why didn’t you close the door?!”

Isabella threw a pillow at the door, her face flushed deep red. “Because I was too fucking horny to think about it! Now, get lost!”

“Sorry,” Nadya said and closed the door.

I exhaled, running a hand through my hair. “So … that happened.”

Isabella collapsed back onto the bed, dragging the sheets over her head. “Kill me now.”

I pulled out of her. At least we weren’t caught in the middle of the act and got cockblocked again. I brushed my hand over Isabella’s arm, feeling how tense she was. “Look, it’s not the end of the world. They’re your friends.”

Isabella groaned into the sheets. “That doesn’t mean I wanted them to see us!”

“But come on, be real here, they’re your friends.”

She peeked up at me, eyes still embarrassed but softening just a little. “Maybe you’re right.”

“I think I am,” I said. “Both of us need some rest after all that teasing.”

“Yeah … but this didn’t go as I’d planned.”

“Did it when we were in Aspen?”

“Touché.”

I brushed my fingers over her cheek, coaxing her to look at me. “Hey, it’s okay. Just sleep on it and talk to her tomorrow.”

She sighed heavily but finally nodded, curling against me. “Yeah … okay. But next time, we’re locking the damn door.”

I chuckled, wrapping an arm around her. “Good plan.”

She shifted closer, her fingers tracing over my chest. “I swear, you bring out the worst in me.”

I smirked. “Or the best.”

She groaned. “Just hold me.”

I did. And even after the chaos, even after Nadya’s interruption, sleep came easier than I expected.





Chapter 4









I
 woke up to the warmth of Isabella pressed against me, her leg draped lazily over mine, and her boobs mashed against my shoulder. Sunlight filtered through the curtains, casting a soft glow over the room, lighting up her blonde hair. She sighed, shifting slightly, her fingers tracing along my chest.

“Morning,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep.

“Morning,” I said, running my hand down her back. “Sleep okay?”

She nodded, nuzzling into my shoulder. “Mmm, yeah. You?”

“Pretty good. Despite last night’s … surprise interruption.”

She groaned, burying her face against my neck. “Don’t remind me. But … it was worth it.”

“Yeah, at least the sex was good.”

“Do you wanna go again?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

“Is the door locked?”

She chuckled and rolled her eyes. She swung her feet off the sides of the bed and tugged at the handle. My eyes were glued to her bottom, and when she came back, she smiled. “It’s locked.” She fell into my arms as we started cuddling intimately.

I rolled us over so she was on her side, spooning her from behind. My cock hardened as it nestled between her ass cheeks, and she helped me by pushing it inside her. “There we go,” she said as I started fucking her from the side, lifting her leg. While I was in this position, I could easily lick and kiss her neck. It deepened her breathing, and I also reached for her breasts and fondled them.

“I want to see that perfect ass of yours,” I said, kissing along her neck.

Isabella shivered and arched her back, pushing her rear out invitingly. “Then take me from behind. I don’t care about positions, as long as you’re inside me.”

I groaned at her words, my arousal spiking. Gently, I guided her onto her hands and knees, drinking at the sight of her curves. Her golden hair cascaded down her back as she looked over her shoulder at me, eyes dark with lust.

I ran my hands over the soft globes of her ass, squeezing lightly. “God, you’re gorgeous,” I said.

She giggled. “I’m glad I can make you hard.”

“Ass up, face down,” I said, and she did exactly as I told her, pushing her bottom against my cock while pressing her face into the pillow.

“Better?” she asked demurely.

“Way better.”

Slowly, I took my erection and pushed the head inside her pink hole. Isabella let out a breathy moan, pushing back against me.

“Oh god, you’re so deep,” she gasped as I bottomed out inside her.

Isabella’s moans grew louder with each thrust. I gripped her hips tightly, pulling her back to meet me as the sound of our flesh slapping filled the room. I sank my fingers into her soft globes, mesmerized by the way her cheeks jiggled with every smack. Each thrust pushed us closer to the edge.

It didn’t take long, and with a final grunt, I buried myself to the hilt, flooding her depths with my cum while my hands held onto her ass.

Slowly, I pulled out, watching as my cum trickled from her gorgeous pink hole. She turned to me with a satisfied smile, and I collapsed beside her, holding her a little longer.

We lay there for a while, just enjoying each other’s warmth. Eventually, she propped herself up, brushing her hair back. “We should probably get dressed, but we must shower first. We’re both sweaty and smelly of sex.”

I smirked. “Or we could stay like this.”

“Nope, we definitely need a shower.”

She was probably right. We rose and stepped into the shower together, helping each other wash and lather up. She truly looked like a goddess, her tits covered in foam as steam swirled around her.

When we were finished, we dried each other’s bodies. As she pulled on a pair of shorts and a cropped tank top, she turned around. “What do you think?”

I took a moment to admire her, then grinned. “Sexy. But also … are you procrastinating calling Nadya?”

She sighed, crossing her arms. “Fine. I’ll call her.”

“You gonna call Sofi first?”

Isabella shook her head. “It’s better to speak directly to someone. Remember that.”

“I will.”

She grabbed her phone, dialing. I watched as she paced the room, waiting for Nadya to pick up. When she did, I could hear the hesitation in Nadya’s voice.

“Hey,” Nadya said, a little stiffly.

“Hey,” Isabella replied, softer than usual. “I just … I wanted to apologize. But in person. Can you come by?”

There was a short pause before Nadya sighed. “Yeah. Give me a minute.”

Isabella hung up, sighing in relief. “Well, here goes nothing.”

I walked over, squeezing her hand. “It’ll be fine.”

She leaned her head against my shoulder for a moment before nodding. “I hope so.”

A few minutes later, Nadya knocked on the door. Isabella opened it and didn’t hesitate to pull her into a hug. Nadya was tense for a second before hugging her back.

“I’m sorry,” Isabella murmured. “I shouldn’t have snapped at you.”

Nadya sighed, pulling away slightly. “I guess I should’ve knocked. But, damn, Isabella, you must’ve been really horny to forget to close the door.”

Isabella groaned, rubbing her forehead. “You have no idea. Every time we tried to have sex, something got in the way.”

Nadya raised an eyebrow, amused. “Every time?”

Isabella nodded, exhaling dramatically. “First, when we got here yesterday, our mother called right when he was on top of me. Then it was the security guard at the pool. When you went to buy drinks, we snuck into the restroom, and just when the fun was about to start, we got caught. We hurried to our bedroom, but room service was there. It was like the universe was against us.”

“Wow,” Nadya said, her mouth slightly open.

I hadn’t even noticed that Sofi was standing right behind her, listening too.

“I didn’t expect that,” Nadya added.

“Me neither,” Sofi said quietly.

“We were kind of joking about it,” Nadya said, leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed. “So … how long has this been a thing? You and Jake?”

Isabella hesitated, then shrugged. “A while.”

Nadya narrowed her eyes playfully. “How long is ‘a while’?”

I scratched the back of my neck. “It just … happened.”

Nadya smirked knowingly. “Right. Just happened.”

Isabella sighed. “Look, we’ve been really close growing up, and then it just happened. I’m not really that surprised, and neither is my brother.”

Sofi studied us for a moment. “Well, you guys really kept that one under wraps.”

“I guess we tried,” Isabella said.

Nadya looked at me. “So, you actually made the move, huh? Or did she pounce on you first?”

I smirked. “I’ll let you guess.”

Nadya laughed. “My money’s on Isabella.”

Isabella rolled her eyes but grinned. “Smart bet … You’ll do well at the casino later.”

Nadya leaned in, curiosity still written all over her face. “So, when did this even start?”

Isabella glanced at me before answering. “Back in Aspen. It started with me getting caught masturbating. Then we … Well, decided to masturbate together. Then we got stuck in that damn cave during the blizzard. I had to, uh … go down on him because I was hungry like you did earlier. We slept tightly together that night, and then, he kind of slipped inside me.”

Nadya’s eyebrows shot up. “Wow.”

I nodded, scratching the back of my head. “Ever since then … we’ve been going at it like rabbits.”

Nadya blinked, then laughed. “Wow. That is—honestly, I don’t even know what to say. That’s wild.”

“I think it’s hot,” Sofi said.

“So do I,” Nadya said. The tension lightened, and Nadya seemed to relax more. “I mean, I get it. If I had a stepbrother that hot, I’d probably want him too.”

Isabella chuckled. “That’s exactly why I wanted to bring you with us. I wanted him to be with more girls.”

Nadya smiled. “You’re a good sister.”

“That might be the understatement of the year,” Sofi said.

Nadya and Sofi exchanged a glance before Nadya spoke. “Honestly, we’ve always found him attractive. But we figured nothing could ever happen because of you. We are best friends, after all.”

Isabella’s smirk softened. “You don’t have to feel guilty about it. I wouldn’t be jealous, and Jake has a strong enough sex drive for all of us.”

Sofi hesitated, then smiled. “That’s … reassuring.”

Nadya sighed, then chuckled. “Well, in that case, I guess I won’t hold back.”

I laughed. I wasn’t going to complain, but I wasn’t sure how to handle them all at once.

“Let’s be glad that’s out of the way. Why don’t we order something to eat and sit outside on the balcony?”

No one objected. It didn’t take long for our food to arrive, and soon, we were settled outside, enjoying the fresh air.

The conversation flowed easily—talks of our trip, the unexpected moments, and everything in between. I was glad to see Isabella and Nadya getting along after what happened, and neither Nadya nor Sofi judged us for our relationship.

I pulled out my phone, playing some of my music, watching with amusement as Nadya nodded along to the beat, Sofi swayed slightly, and Isabella tapped her fingers against the table.

“What do you think?” I asked her.

“I love this beat,” Nadya said.

“Me too,” Sofi said.

Isabella kissed my cheek, not bothering to hide our love. “He’s talented.” Suddenly, her phone buzzed. She checked and grinned. “Good news. I talked to the owner, and they’re cool with us switching things up. We can rearrange the booking and move into one big bedroom instead.”

Nadya’s eyes lit up, her grin widening. “Wait, are you saying we all get to sleep together now?”

Isabella nodded, leaning back with a smirk. “Yep. One big, cozy, king-sized bed for all of us.”

Sofi’s lips curled into a small smile. “That sounds kind of perfect. We basically did it at the campsite anyway.”

“You know, this trip just keeps getting more interesting. What’s next, a honeymoon suite?” I said.

They chuckled, and we continued to eat and listen to the music.

After breakfast, we decided to explore the shops. Isabella was the first to bring it up, sipping her coffee with a knowing smirk.

“We should go shopping,” she said casually.

I raised an eyebrow. “Don’t you already have enough clothes?”

She grinned. “Never. Besides, I’ll pick something out for you too.”

“We already did that in Aspen.”

“Yeah, and now you need something new, duh.”

Nadya nudged me. “Come on. Shopping with three girls? Sounds like a dream.”

Sofi smirked. “Or a challenge.”

“I agree with Sofi on this one.”

They laughed, and Isabella added, “Who knows, I might forget to close the curtains again.”

I grinned—that settled it. “Fine, but don’t expect me to carry all the bags.”

We hopped from store to store, the girls fully immersed in trying on outfits while I stood by, watching the female chaos unfold.

Isabella was the first to disappear into the fitting room, leaving the curtain slightly open. I caught glimpses of her bare back, the curve of her waist as she slipped into a tight summer dress. It was exactly how she did it in Aspen, and she gave me a knowing grin as she recalled the memory.

She stepped out, twirling in front of the mirror. “What do you think?”

The dress hugged every inch of her body, the neckline plunging deep to reveal her cleavage. It made her look stunning.

Nadya smirked, catching my reaction as I checked out my stepsister. “Damn, I think Jake approves.”

Sofi chuckled, running her fingers along the fabric. “It’s definitely a look.”

“Why don’t you go and try something?” Isabella said and twirled on her foot.

Not to be outdone, Nadya and Sofi grabbed their outfits and disappeared into separate fitting rooms. Nadya was as bold as Isabella, letting the curtains open, just enough for me to catch glimpses of her silky skin as she undressed. She unhooked her bra and let it fall, revealing her breasts topped with rosy nipples. As she stepped out of her mini-skirt, I admired the supple curves of her hips and thighs. Nadya bent over to step into a red, skintight, off-shoulder mini dress, flashing her toned ass. The dress clung to her like a second skin when she tugged it on, barely covering her cheeks.

My cock started to swell as I watched, entranced by her brazen sensuality. Nadya smirked over her shoulder, well aware of my hungry gaze on her body. She adjusted the neckline, her breasts nearly spilling out of the low-cut top.

“How’s this?” she called out flirtatiously. “Too much?”

“Or not enough,” Isabella quipped with a grin. “That dress is hot.”

“No shit,” I said.

“I have found my dress for tonight then,” Nadya said happily.

Sofi peeked out from behind her curtain, having left it open a sliver as well. I caught a flash of creamy thigh and the pink lace edge of her panties before the curtain fell back in place. A moment later, it parted again as she reached for a hanger, revealing the line of her back and shoulders.

Eventually, Sofi stepped out from behind the curtain, a shy smile playing on her lips. She had chosen an auburn mini dress that draped alluringly off one shoulder, leaving the other bare.

The asymmetrical hemline hit high on her thigh, showing off her long, toned legs. She did a little twirl and the skirt flared out slightly, offering a delicious peek at her firm, round bottom encased in sheer auburn lace.

“Well? What do you think?” Sofi asked, tucking a lock of red hair behind her ear as she glanced at me from beneath thick lashes. Her emerald eyes sparkled with a hint of mischief.

I swallowed hard, my eyes roaming over her stunning figure. “You look … amazing,” I managed to say, my voice coming out huskier than intended. I was finding it increasingly difficult to hide my body’s reaction to the three gorgeous women modeling sexy dresses just for me. There wasn’t any point in hiding it just for them, but we were in public after all.

Sofi’s full lips curved into a pleased smile at my compliment. She took a few steps closer, her hips swaying hypnotically. “You think so?”

“Definitely,” I said. “That dress was made for you.”

“What do you think of all three of us together?” Isabella asked, joining them in a group hug.

“A dream come true.”

“That’s better,” Isabella said with a giggle. Then she pulled me into a hug, my right hand trailing along her bottom. Her loving gesture made me melt—it felt so much better not having to hide this.

“We have to get you something as well.”

“Really?” I asked. “I’m already enjoying the show.”

“But that’s a show we want to enjoy too, right, ladies?”

They both agreed and then they led me around the store, jumping from one garment to another. Eventually, they found me a fitted button-up and a pair of slim trousers, something a little fancier than what I was used to. Isabella insisted I try it on, pushing me toward the dressing room and pecking my forehead.

When I stepped out, I wasn’t expecting the reaction.

“Wow,” Nadya muttered, looking me up and down.

Sofi nodded approvingly. “Damn, Jake.”

Biting her bottom lip, Isabella walked up to adjust my collar, her fingers brushing against my skin. “Yep. You’re a certified hottie.”

“I agree, but I think it’s a bit too hot for something like this.”

“It’ll be evening soon… Come on, you have to wear this at the casino.”

I shifted, feeling increasingly warm under their attention. “Can I at least have a say in this?”

“Nope,” Isabella said playfully. “Now let’s pay before you get too flustered.”

After a couple of hours of teasing and shopping, we sat down for lunch at an outdoor café. The girls were talking about their new outfits, and I was just relieved to sit down.

When it started growing darker, we headed toward Bellagio. The Vegas evening was filled with energy as we stepped out onto the Strip, the neon glow reflecting off every surface like a never-ending light show. The streets were packed with people—tourists snapping pictures, street performers drawing crowds and the occasional supercar passing by. Everything felt larger than life, like stepping into a dream that never slept.

We strolled through the Bellagio Conservatory, where floral displays towered around us, illuminated by golden fairy lights. The scent of fresh blooms mixed with the faint trace of expensive perfume from passersby.

Isabella twirled near a massive arrangement of roses, her dress flowing around her. “Jake, take a picture!”

I pulled out my phone. “Alright, I got you.” I snapped some photos of her in several poses. And we also took some group shots. Isabella insisted on taking one where Sofi and Nadya kissed my cheeks at the same time.

Isabella held up my phone, grinning as she positioned it to capture the perfect angle. “Okay ladies, on the count of three, give him your best smooch, one, two, three!”

Sofi and Nadya both leaned in, their soft lips pressing against my cheeks. Sofi’s kiss was tender and sweet, while Nadya’s was more playful and flirtatious, complete with an exaggerated “mwah” sound effect. I couldn’t help but smile at the sensation, a pleasant warmth spreading through my body from their sensual lips.

Isabella snapped several pictures, capturing the moment from different angles. “These are great and you all look so cute together.”

We gathered around her to check them out. Isabella swiped through the photos. “Aww, look at you Jake, getting all the love from these gorgeous girls! I bet every guy who sees this is going to be super jealous.”

I chuckled, feeling a mix of pride and slight embarrassment at her teasing remark. It was certainly an ego boost to have two beautiful girls showing me such open affection, even if it was just a playful pose for the camera.

“You know, I think I’m going to send this one to Mom,” Isabella said casually, tapping on one of the photos to enlarge it.

I blushed. “Really?”

“I promise you, she’ll love it,” Isabella said.

“Alright, I’ll trust you on that one,” I said, not sure why it embarrassed me. Amber had nagged me before about spending more time with girls instead of just working and making music.

After we finished taking photos, we headed out for dinner. We found something fancy, but Isabella reassured us we could afford it. The menu was stacked with overpriced dishes—filet mignon, truffle pasta and seafood towers that looked more like sculptures than food.

Nadya raised her glass, grinning. “To wild nights and unforgettable mistakes.”

Sofi smirked. “Let’s just make sure the mistakes don’t cost too much.”

A smile played on Isabella’s lips. “And let’s make sure they’re fun.”

“And memorable,” I added, raising my glass with them—the clink satisfying.

* * *

After we’d eaten, we were all excited to enter the casino. There were flashing lights everywhere, and the clinking of chips, and the occasional burst of cheers from lucky winners, filled the rooms. It was my first time at a casino, and looking around, I wasn’t sure where to start. “Where should we go?”

“Blackjack,” Isabella said eagerly, taking my hand.

Her first few hands were solid wins, her confidence building with every chip she stacked. She shot me a smug grin. “Told you I had this.”

I raised my hands. “Hey, I never doubted you.”

Nadya leaned in. “You know this is how they get you, right? Build you up, then take it all back.”

Isabella waved her off. “Please, I know what I’m doing.”

I crossed my arms. “Just don’t get carried away.”

She smirked, tossing another chip down. “If I win the next one, I get a kiss.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s how it works now?”

“Absolutely.”

The dealer flipped the cards, and Isabella’s grin widened. She won. Holding out her hand expectantly, she waited.

Chuckling, I leaned in, pressing a quick kiss to her lips. Nadya whistled, and Sofi smirked. “Guess you’re her good luck charm.”

Isabella laughed. “Damn right.”

Isabella kept playing and racked up an impressive amount.

“Damn, where did you learn to play?” I asked.

“With my friends,” she said, then gestured for me to take a seat. “Why don’t you try?”

“I have no idea how the rules work,” I admitted. “I was thinking of maybe trying the slot machines instead.”

“I’ll explain it to you.”

Isabella smiled and gestured for me to sit beside her at the blackjack table. She leaned in close. “Okay, so the goal is to get as close to 21 as possible without going over. Face cards are worth 10, aces can be 1 or 11. You start with two cards, then decide if you want to ‘hit’ and take another card, or ‘stand’ and keep what you have.”

Her fingers brushed over mine as she pointed to the betting circle. “Place your chips here to make your bet before each hand. If you get 21 on the first two cards, it’s called ‘blackjack’ and pays out more.”

I nodded, trying to focus on her words and not the view of her cleavage as she leaned over. “Got it. And the dealer has to hit until they reach 17?”

“Exactly.” Her blue eyes sparkled with amusement as if she could sense my distraction. “Think you’re ready to give it a shot?”

I placed my bet and the cards were dealt—a 10 of hearts and a 6 of spades for me, the dealer showing a queen.

“16,” Isabella murmured, her breath warm against my ear. “Risky to hit, since there’s a good chance of busting

My heart raced as I considered my options. Hit or stand? The dealer’s queen stared back at me tauntingly. I glanced at Isabella, who gave me an encouraging nod.

“Trust your gut,” she whispered, her hand resting lightly on my thigh under the table.

I took a deep breath and tapped the table. “Hit me.”

The dealer flipped over a card—the 5 of diamonds. 21 exactly. A grin spread across my face as Isabella squeezed my leg in excitement.

“Nicely done,” she said. “Looks like beginner’s luck is on your side.”

Feeling bold, I left my winnings on the table for the next hand. This time I was dealt a jack and a 4, while the dealer had a 9 showing.

“14,” Isabella mused. “The dealer has to hit on that 9. You might want to consider hitting too, to get closer to 21.”

I hesitated briefly before tapping the table again. “Hit.”

The 8 of clubs landed in front of me and I winced. 22—bust. Isabella gave my thigh a sympathetic rub as the dealer collected my chips.

“It’s okay, you’re just getting warmed up,” she reassured me.

Over the next few hands, the cards turned against me, and my luck ran out.

“This is going in the wrong direction.”

Luckily, Isabella took over and managed to win back my money. She kissed me. “Wanna try again?”

“Maybe later. I saw a game stall I wanted to check out.”

“Oh! Can I come with you?” Sofi asked eagerly.

“Sure, if it’s okay if we leave you here, sis.”

“Of course,” Isabella said. “I’ll be a millionaire by the time you’re back.”

I chuckled. “I want a Lambo for my birthday then.”

“I’ll buy two, one for you and one for me.”

Sofi tugged on my sleeve. “Let’s go win something.”

I followed her toward a game stall, watching as she sized up the challenge. “Are you planning on showing off?”

She grinned. “Absolutely. Watch and learn.”

We took turns, tossing rings and shooting targets, but neither of us won right away. Sofi huffed, determined, before finally landing a perfect shot. She grinned as the vendor handed her a stuffed teddy bear. “Here,” she said, pressing it into my chest. “Now you have to win one for me.”

“Thank you,” I said, finding her incredibly sweet. “Alright, let’s see if I can even the score.”

After a few failed attempts, I finally hit the mark, earning a teddy bear of my own. Sofi clapped as I handed it to her. “Now they’re a matching set.”

She held it close, then lifted her phone. “We need a picture.”

“We sure do,” I said.

She leaned her cheek against mine as she took a selfie while we held our prices close. We looked cute together, and she couldn’t resist kissing my cheek.

Instead of walking off right away, Sofi lingered, adjusting the teddy bear in her arms. “This is kinda cute.”

“The bear suits you well,” I noted.

“It suits you too,” she said, her cheeks pinkening.

“Only when I’m next to you,” I said.

We wandered around for a bit, watching other guys play—some winning, some losing. Eventually, we made our way back to Isabella and Nadya.

Isabella’s stack of chips had tripled since I last checked. Even Nadya, who had been riding her luck all night, looked impressed.

“Damn,” Nadya whistled. “You’re on fire.”

Isabella smirked, flipping a chip between her fingers like she had been doing this her whole life. I leaned in, watching as she placed another confident bet. “So, what are you gonna do with all that money?”

She glanced at me and winked. “Take you out on a trip to the Bahamas.”

Nadya laughed. “Oh, now that’s an investment.”

“Nice teddy bears by the way,” Isabella said, ruffling the head.

“Sofi won it personally for me, otherwise, I would have given you one.”

Isabella beamed. “Get me one later,” she said.

“I’ll try,” I said, amused, but also slightly uneasy. I just hoped her luck would continue.

The dealer laid down the next round of cards, and just like that, Isabella won again. Nadya let out a low whistle, shaking her head in disbelief.

Isabella turned to me, handing me a few crisp bills. “How about you buy us some drinks?”

I hesitated. “You sure you don’t want to take a break?”

“I’m fine for now,” she said and rubbed her hands together.

Nadya nudged me. “I’ll keep an eye on her.”

Sofi and I made our way toward the bar, leaving the sounds of the casino behind us.

We reached the bar, and I ordered drinks. Leaning against the counter, I glanced at Sofi before draping an arm over her shoulder and pulling her close. “Finally, I can have you,” she whispered.

“You don’t mind all three of us together?”

Sofi firmly shook her head. “No … more fun.”

“You’re going to end up seeing your own sister having sex, though.”

“Even hotter,” she said, making me laugh with her.

Isabella sure had picked the best friends to bring on this trip, and it also made me think about how sweet she was for arranging it.

A group of girls nearby noticed me and started whispering among themselves before one finally approached.

“Hey,” she said, tossing a lock of her blonde hair over her shoulder. “Not to be nosy, but are you actually dating all three of them?”

I blinked. “Uh … what?”

She laughed. “The three girls you came in with. Are you guys, like, a thing?”

Sofi looped her arm around mine, pressing in a little closer. “What do you think?”

The girl looked between us. “Damn. Lucky girls.” She made her friends giggle. “Let us know if there’s room for us too.”

I just shook my head, chuckling as the girls laughed and moved on.

“My sister knows a lot about relationships.”

“Why do you say that?”

“She told me being with more girls would make me more popular—and she’s right.”

“That’s obvious, duh,” she said.

“Not complaining.”

We grabbed our drinks and walked back toward the casino floor, but Isabella and Nadya were nowhere to be found. We wandered around a little, stopping by a row of slot machines. Sofi dragged me into playing a few rounds for fun, but my mind kept drifting back to Isabella.

After a while, we finally spotted Nadya near the restrooms. She looked annoyed.

“Where’s Isabella?” I asked.

Nadya folded her arms. “Bathroom. Said she needed a sec, but it’s been like ten minutes.”

We waited for a few minutes, but she never came out. I checked my phone—no messages. Something didn’t sit right.

“I’m gonna go check,” I said, already heading off.

We searched the floor, scanning tables, and then I spotted her. She was sitting at a new table, no stacks left in front of her, staring blankly ahead.

My stomach dropped. She looked completely shaken.

“Sis,” I said carefully, stepping beside her.

She blinked up at me, eyes unfocused. “Hey.”

“Where were you?” Nadya asked carefully as she also sensed something was wrong. “I thought you said you went to the bathroom.”

“Uhm, I’m sorry,” Isabella said quietly.

Nadya appeared at my side, taking in the empty table. “Oh, shit … Isabella, tell me you didn’t lose it all.”

Isabella swallowed, forcing a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “It’s fine. I was just … unlucky.”

I crouched beside her, lowering my voice. “How much did you lose?”

She hesitated. “Not everything.”

Nadya frowned. “Isabella …”

Isabella sighed, rubbing her temples. “It was more than ten grand … thirty if you count what I won. I thought I could keep going, get us something big for after this trip, but…” She trailed off, looking sick.

I reached for her hand, squeezing it. “Hey, we’ll figure it out.”

She let out a bitter laugh. “Jake, my money’s gone. All of it.”

Nadya asked, “But how, you didn’t even withdraw all your money when we entered?”

“I never went to the bathroom … I went to get more chips.”

I didn’t let go of her hand. “Let’s just get out of here for now, okay?”

Isabella sucked in a deep breath, then nodded. “Yeah. Probably better.”

We walked outside, the cool air hitting us like a wake-up call. Isabella sat down heavily on a bench in the garden, lowering her head into her hands.

“I’m such an idiot.”

I sat beside her, wrapping an arm around her shoulder. “You’re not an idiot.”

She exhaled shakily. “I just wanted to win so we could do something fun after this. Not end up broke.”

I rubbed her back, trying to ease her frustration. “We still have time to figure something out. Just don’t let it ruin everything, alright? We’ll still have fun.”

She leaned into me, her warmth pressing against my side. “I don’t know how to fix this. This will set me back months.”

I rested my chin on top of her head. “We’ll think of something. But right now, let’s just go back and sleep on it.”

She let out a small sigh. “Yeah. Maybe you can help me forget about it.”

I smirked. “That’s an invitation?”

She nudged me. “Shut up.”

On the way back, I mentioned the girls at the bar flirting with me, trying to distract her. It worked a little—she even smiled. “Told you you’re a hottie … my hottie and my friends’.”

“What can I do to make you feel better?” I asked, nudging her.

She glanced up at me, eyes still tired but a little amused. “Honestly? I wanna see you with Nadya and Sofi.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

She smirked. “Yeah. I think that’d cheer me up.”

“You don’t want to join us?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I’m not really in the mood to spread my legs tonight, I hope you understand.”

“I do,” I said, holding her close. “But afterward, we’ll cuddle together like we usually do.”

“Deal.”

* * *

We stepped into the new bedroom, and the first thing I noticed was the massive king-sized bed in the center of the room. Isabella let out a pleased hum, running her fingers over the comforter. “Now this is more like it.”

“Yeah, it’s big enough for all of us,” I noted.

Nadya and Sofi wandered in behind us, taking in the space. The room was sparkling clean and modern, with floor-to-ceiling windows leading to a spacious balcony that overlooked the city. The lights of Vegas glittered below, and I had to admit, it was a hell of a view.

“Bigger balcony, bigger bed … definitely an upgrade,” Nadya said, plopping onto the mattress with a satisfied sigh.

Sofi set her bag down. “And we all get to share the bed with Jake? Cozy.”

Isabella turned to me, still smiling. “Think you can handle sleeping next to all of us?”

“I’m up for a challenge.”

“I’m glad.” She stretched her arms over her head. “I need a shower after all that stress.”

Nadya smiled and gave her a hug from behind. “Try not to think about it.”

“She’s right,” I told my stepsister too, still feeling bad for her.

“I’ll try,” Isabella said, taking my hand. “Come on, we should rinse off.”

Nadya and Sofi exchanged glances, clearly entertained. “You two have fun,” Sofi said, waving a hand. “Just don’t use all the hot water.”

“Who said we weren’t inviting you?” Isabella said.

Nadya and Sofi looked at each other, then grinned. “I dunno,” Sofi said.

“Come,” Isabella said.

The four of us stepped inside, and I took in just how ridiculous the shower was—marble walls, a rainfall showerhead, and more space than anyone needed.

We stripped off our clothes, and it was a pleasant sight to see them all nude again.

Sofi shyly glanced at my semi-hard manhood. “It looks really thick,” she said.

“It feels amazing inside you,” Isabella added with a wink.

“I can imagine,” Sofi murmured.

As we stepped into the oversized shower, Isabella turned on the water, and steam billowed around us, enveloping our bodies in a warm, sensual embrace. The rainfall showerhead cascaded water down like a waterfall from the tropics, the droplets adorning our skin.

I watched, mesmerized, as rivulets traced the curves of Nadya’s body, flowing over the swell of her breasts and dipping into the valley of her waist. Her red hair darkened to a deep auburn under the spray, clinging to her neck and shoulders. She tilted her head back, eyes closed. She looked gorgeous.

Beside her, Sofi ran her hands through her own hair, the red strands turning slick and glossy as the water saturated them. Beads of moisture glistened on her porcelain skin like morning dew. She looked as stunning as her twin.

Isabella leaned back against the cool marble. Her golden hair fanned out behind her, droplets clinging to her long lashes. I’d showered with her several times, and she was breath-taking.

I let my gaze roam freely, drinking in the three young, beautiful women before me, completely bare and exposed. Isabella’s eyes fluttered open and met mine, a knowing glint in their blue depths. She reached for the body wash, pouring a generous amount into her palm. The fragrance of vanilla and jasmine bloomed in the steamy air.

“Turn around,” she instructed Nadya and Sofi.

They obeyed without hesitation, presenting their backs to her. Isabella began to smooth the silky lather over their skin in sensual strokes. They sighed in contentment as her feminine hands kneaded and caressed, working the tension from their muscles.

“Jake, can you help me?” Isabella asked, her voice husky. “Make sure to get every inch.”

“For sure,” I said, my cock already stirring at the erotic display. I stepped forward, allowing Isabella to pour some body wash into my eager hands. Then I glided my palms over my stepsister’s back, enjoying the warmth of her flesh. She arched into my touch and sighed.

“Nadya and Sofi want some love too,” she reminded me.

I moved on to Nadya. I let my hands drift lower, cupping the perfect globes of her ass and squeezing gently. Nadya pressed back against me, seeking more of my touch. My cock swelled to full hardness, nestling against the slick cleft of her cheeks.

Then I moved on to Sofi, my soapy hands roaming the delicate curve of her waist and the flare of her hips. She shivered under my touch, a sigh escaping her lips. I smoothed my palms up her sides, grazing the outer curves of her breasts before gently cupping their weight.

Then it was their turn. They each found a spot, their hands roaming over me, making me chuckle.

“What’s so funny?” Sofi asked as they soaped me up, steam swirling between us.

“It just feels nice, that’s all,” I said.

Nadya boldly seized my cock, rubbing the crown against her lips. “I’ve wanted to have sex with you for a long time.”

“I think Isabella might have mentioned that.”

Nadya glanced over at my stepsister. “That’s a good girl,” she said, making Isabella laugh.

“Why don’t we hop outside and continue in bed?” I suggested.

They all agreed.

We stepped out, Sofi still shyly glancing at my erection. We toweled each other’s hair and bodies—it was a treat to dab the towel along their bare flesh.

Isabella slipped into a nightgown and settled onto the edge of the bed. Nadya, Sofi and I stayed nude as we jumped onto the mattress.

Nadya and Sofi both moved toward me, their bodies sleek and glistening. We had done a lazy job toweling ourselves, but we didn’t mind. “Finally, I get to touch this beast again,” Nadya said. She reached out first, her delicate fingers wrapping around my length as she stroked me with a feather-light touch that had me sucking in a breath. Sofi leaned in, mesmerized, watching intently as her twin worked my shaft.

“You’ve thought about this, haven’t you?” Nadya murmured, her gaze flicking up to meet mine as she pumped her fist. “Wondered what it would feel like to have me and my sister share your thick cock?”

I groaned at her filthy words, my hips giving an involuntary buck into her grip. “You have no idea.”

Nadya smirked, her tongue darting out to swipe a bead of precum from the swollen head. “Then let us show you.”

Before I could reply, she engulfed me in her wet heat, taking me deep into the velvet depths of her mouth. I threw my head back as she hollowed her cheeks, sucking me as if she were starved of cum. Watching her lips stretch around my girth was enough to make my toes curl.

“Hmm, Nadya,” I said, tangling my fingers in her crimson hair. “Your mouth feels like a dream.”

She hummed in response, the vibrations sending sparks of pleasure coursing through me. I fought the urge to buck wildly into her face, letting her set the pace as she bobbed and slurped with lust.

Beside us, Sofi watched, her pupils blown wide with arousal. Her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed. Clearly, she was just as turned on by the display as I was.

“Do you want a turn, sis?” Nadya asked suddenly, pulling off me with an obscene pop. A strand of saliva still connected her swollen lips to the glistening tip of my cock.

“I … I’ve never … you know.”

Nadya chuckled. “Then let me be a good twin and help you.”

With that, she wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft and guided the tip to Sofi’s lips. “Okay,” Sofi said, leaning forward.

Nadya gently pressed the blunt head of my cock against Sofi’s plump lips, urging her to part them. “Just relax your mouth and let him slide in,” she said, guiding her twin’s movements.

Sofi’s eyes fluttered closed as she allowed me to breach the warm, wet cavern of her mouth. A whimper escaped her as the thick shaft stretched her lips lewdly. I groaned at the new sensation, her mouth so impossibly snug and silken.

“There you go … in and out,” Nadya said, stroking Sofi’s hair encouragingly. “When you come off for a breath, try swirling your tongue around the tip like this…”

After my shaft slipped out of Sofi’s mouth, Nadya demonstrated with a few swirls of her pink tongue, encouraging Sofi to follow her lead. The sight of them side by side quickly became overwhelming. I had to grit my teeth to keep from losing control right then.

Sofi caught on quickly, mimicking her sister’s movements. Her eyes opened, locking with mine as she hollowed her cheeks and began to slide her lips further down my thick shaft, and my hips jerked instinctively deeper into her mouth.

The sudden thrust made her gag, eyes going wide as I hit the back of her throat. Tears sprang to her eyes as she sputtered, pulling off with a desperate gasp for air.

“Easy,” Nadya said, rubbing her back. “Breathe through your nose and relax your throat. Let him fuck your pretty little mouth.”

Sofi nodded, determined, and leaned forward once more. This time, she managed to take me deeper, inch by inch. Drool spilled from the corners of her lips as she battled against her gag reflex, cheeks hollowing and pinkening.

“You look so good like that,” I groaned, unable to tear my eyes away from the obscene sight.

Feeling confident, Sofi began bobbing her head, sliding me over her tongue. Nadya guided her movements with gentle hands, murmuring words of encouragement as her twin pleasured me with increasing confidence.

With a muffled moan, Sofi took me all the way until her pert nose brushed my neatly trimmed curls. I could feel the head of my cock nudging the tight constriction of her throat with every thrust, driving me rapidly toward the edge.

“That’s it, sis,” Nadya said.

The delirious heat of Sofi’s mouth proved to be my undoing. With a loud groan, I erupted, thick ropes of cum pulsing down her throat. Her eyes widening, she choked and spluttered as I filled her, pearly strands of my seed leaking from her lips as she tried to swallow every drop.

I sighed in relief, my eyes rolling back. We took a short break, and I glanced at Isabella, who looked proud of me. I lay between Nadya and Sofi, and they cuddled closer, wrapping their legs around mine.

“Now I know why you enjoyed his joystick so much when we were tenting,” Sofi said.

Nadya chuckled. “Yeah, it’s pretty yummy.”

Sofi cuddled up to me. “Was I a good girl?”

“You were amazing,” I said, letting my hand run down her back. “That was intense, seeing you two go back and forth like that.”

“What about sex?” Sofi asked, a hint of disappointment in her voice.

“It won’t take long,” Isabella giggled. “Give him a minute, let him lick you first, then share his cock back and forth, and he’ll be hard again.”

“She knows me too well,” I joked, making them giggle.

“Should we speed up the process?” Nadya asked.

I nodded and crawled down between them.

I started with Nadya, spreading her legs and exposing her pussy—puffy, pink, sweet, and utterly delicious. I ran my fingers over her wet flesh, parting her lips. She was as pink as cotton candy inside, and I dived in with my tongue, licking her in slow, sensual strokes.

I could get used to her taste and scent for the rest of my life, but then I turned my attention to her sister. Ever since I watched her pee outside, I’d wanted to lick her. Her pussy was nearly identical to Nadya’s.

“You’re like twins,” I noted.

“What do you mean, ‘like’ twins?” Nadya said with a laugh.

“I think he means our kitties look the same,” Sofi said.

“Well, duh.”

I dived in with my tongue. Sofi was about to say something, but she arched her back the moment I flicked my tongue over her pink sweets.

“Oh my…”

She clearly enjoyed it as I continued exploring her flesh and savoring her sweetness.

I came off her with a kiss and lay on my back. They lined up in front of me, taking turns sucking me. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen—watching the twins share my cock back and forth. Nadya was more skilled, taking me deep into her throat, but Sofi had an innocence about her that I loved—waiting patiently for her turn, sucking with perfect eye contact.

I had to stop them before I came again.

“You can start with my sister,” Nadya said as they lay side by side, legs spread.

I shifted onto my knees between Sofi’s parted thighs, my cock achingly hard and glistening with their mixed saliva. I guided the crown through her slick folds, coating myself in her dewy nectar. Sofi moaned as I teased her entrance, hips bucking.

Slowly, I pressed forward, breaching her velvet depths in one smooth thrust. A guttural groan tore from my chest at the heat enveloping me, her tight walls fluttering and clenching. Sofi threw her head back, chest heaving as she adjusted to the delicious intrusion stretching her so completely.

“You feel so good,” I said.

Beside us, Nadya watched with hooded eyes, her fingers drifting between her thighs as she pleasured herself to the erotic scene. When our gazes met, she bit her lip, giving me a flirtatious wink.

With a roll of my hips, I began to move—long, sensual strokes that had Sofi squirming. Her nails raked deliciously down my back, and I relished the tight clasp of her silken depths with every plunge. The bed rocked with the force of our mating, and the air grew thick with the heady musk of our desire.

“How does it feel?” Nadya murmured, leaning in to brush the damp hair from her twin’s brow.

Sofi’s eyes fluttered open and met mine. “S-So full,” she gasped between wanton moans. “Stretching me…oh god…”

I groaned as Sofi’s velvety walls massaged my cock with each plunge. She was incredibly tight, her slick heat clinging to me like a vice. But there was an innocence to the way she writhed and whimpered beneath me that sent shivers down my spine.

I pulled out until just the tip remained, then slowly sheathed myself again, savoring the drag of her honeyed walls. “Good god, you’re tight,” I moaned, sweat beading on my brow. “But you want a turn too, don’t you, Nadya?”

The redhead grinned wickedly, licking her lips. “You know I do. Let me show you how a horny girl rides.”

Reluctantly, I withdrew from Sofi’s clinging depths, a glistening trail of her arousal connecting us. She whimpered at the loss, watching as her twin pushed me onto my back and swung a leg over my lap.

Nadya sank down onto my length in one smooth motion, her back arching. We groaned in unison, her scorching heat engulfing me.

“Hmm,” she moaned, rolling her hips in a slow, sensual grind. “I’ve been craving this cock all night.”

If Sofi was velvet, then Nadya was liquid silk—her walls rippling and clenching around me. I gripped her ass, pulling her against me as our hips met with heated smacks.

“Such a dirty girl,” I growled against the swell of her breasts. “Taking your sister’s sloppy seconds.”

She tossed her head back with a throaty laugh. “And I’ll take her thirds and fourths too. Anything to be filled with your fat cock.”

While she rode me with lust, Sofi had taken to teasing her aching sex, fingers swirling through her glistening folds.

“Oh, Jake, maybe you should give some to my sister too,” Nadya said.

Sofi nodded eagerly, still with her legs spread. I pulled out of Nadya’s vagina with a slick pop, my shaft glistening with her arousal. Sofi was already spreading her thighs invitingly, pupils blown wide with want.

Shifting between them, I guided my throbbing length through Sofi’s dewy folds once more. She let out a shuddering gasp as I breached her tight hole again, her delicate flower stretching around my erection.

“You’re so snug,” I groaned, burying myself to the hilt. Her rippling walls massaged me—a luxurious tightness that bordered on overwhelming.

As I began to move, long and deep, Sofi threw her head back. Her nails raked down my skin, urging me deeper, faster. Complying with her demands, I snapped my hips, driving into her with deep strokes.

My thrusts grew harder, more primal. The bed creaked and groaned beneath us, punctuated by the lewd smacking of flesh on flesh.

With a groan, I buried myself to the hilt, my release exploding in thick, molten spurts. Sofi threw her head back, mouth falling open as I flooded her depths with my seed.

Wave after wave of my semen pulsed into her, painting her velvet walls creamy white. When the last tremor finally subsided, I slowly pulled out, my softening length glistening and dripping with our combined arousal.

Sofi’s thighs quickly became adorned with the pearlescent trickle of my cum as it oozed from her swollen, stretched entrance. She whimpered softly, fingers tracing through the lewd mess, spreading my thick seed over her folds.

Panting heavily, I shifted onto my knees, marveling at the erotic sight before me—twin beauties utterly debauched, flushed and glowing with the afterglow of their shared pleasure.

I slumped down between them, and we took a moment to catch our breath. I owed my stepsister a big thank you, and I wanted to say that to her in private.

“That was really nice,” Sofi said, kissing my neck.

“Indeed,” I murmured.

“Your cum is all warm and creamy.”

“I’m glad you like it,” I said, still a bit out of breath.

I reached for my stepsister’s hand, and she took it.

“Do you want to sleep next to your sister?” Sofi asked.

“Yes,” I said.

Sofi and Isabella swapped places, and Isabella smiled. “You handled them well,” she said.

“I owe you a big one,” I said, kissing her forehead.

“No … We do deeds for each other,” she said.

“You’re right,” I admitted.

I was just glad to see her smiling, hoping she’d forget about her losses and enjoy the rest of our stay here. She wrapped her leg around mine, pressing her wet fruit against my knee while draping her arm over my chest.

I loved falling asleep like this, and I knew she did too.





Chapter 5





I
 woke up between Nadya and Sofi, their warmth pressed against me. The morning light filtered through the curtains, casting a golden glow across the room. My body felt heavy, comfortable, but something felt off. As I looked around, I couldn’t see my stepsister.

Where was she?

I carefully slipped out from between the girls, making sure not to wake them, and grabbed the bathrobe from the edge of the bed. When I stepped out onto the balcony, I found her sitting there, wrapped in her robe, arms crossed, eyes distant as she stared out at the city below. Even from behind, I could tell she was upset.

“You’re up early,” I said softly, stepping beside her.

She glanced at me briefly before looking away. “I was hoping you’d sleep longer. So you wouldn’t see me like this.”

I frowned, taking a seat next to her. “Nonsense. If something’s bothering you, I want to know.”

She let out a shaky breath, rubbing her arms. “I just keep replaying everything in my head. I was so stupid. I lost everything, Jake. Everything.”

Her voice broke, and she buried her face in her hands. I reached out, pulling her into a hug. “You’re not stupid. You took a risk, and it didn’t work out. It happens.”

She shook her head. “I wanted to do something good with that money. A trip, something fun together. And now, I’m just … broke.”

I held her tighter. “You’re not broke. You have us. And you’ll get back on your feet.”

She let out a bitter chuckle. “There’s more.”

I pulled back slightly, looking at her face. “What do you mean?”

She hesitated, then whispered, “I took out a loan to gamble with. I thought I could turn it into something bigger. Instead, I just dug myself into a hole.”

I exhaled sharply, processing that. “Okay. That’s … not great. But it’s not the end of the world. We’ll figure it out.”

“How?” she asked, eyes glossy. “I don’t even know where to start.”

Before I could answer, my phone started ringing.

Amber.

Isabella groaned, pressing her hands to her face. “Oh, great. Just kill me now.”

I sighed. “I’ll talk to her. Just relax.”

She nodded reluctantly, reeling back as I swiped to answer. “Hey, Amber.”

“Jake? You guys alright?”

“Yeah, everything’s good. Just taking in the morning view.”

“How’s the trip going? You four having fun?”

“Yeah, it’s been great. We’ve been exploring, checking out the sights.”

“And the casino?”

I forced a casual chuckle. “We walked around a bit. Just taking in the atmosphere.”

“Mmhmm. And Isabella?”

“She’s in the shower right now,” I lied smoothly. “Probably taking forever, as usual.”

Isabella shot me a look, and I grinned at her back.

Amber sighed but didn’t push. “Well, good. Just make sure you two don’t get into too much trouble. And tell Isabella to call me when she can.”

“Will do.”

“Alright. Love you both.”

“Love you too.”

When I hung up, Isabella let out a long breath, shoulders dropping in relief. “Thanks for covering for me.”

I smiled, brushing my hand along her arm. “Anytime. You okay?”

She nodded, though her eyes were still heavy with worry. “I just … I love you for always having my back.”

I draped my arm over her shoulder. “Always.”

She sniffled, wiping at her eyes. “Enough of me being a mess. How was last night?”

I leaned against the railing. “Pretty amazing. You introducing me to them was sweet.”

She grinned, finally looking a little lighter. “I knew you’d like them.”

“It was pretty hot seeing you watch too.”

She bit her lip. “I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy it. Maybe we should all get together one night.”

I chuckled. “That sounds like a plan.”

She sighed, shaking off the last of her gloom. “You always know how to make me feel better.”

“I can say the same about you … Ever since you dragged me along these adventures, I’ve felt a thousand times better.”

“It warms my heart knowing that,” she said, leaning against my shoulder.

We sat like this for who knows how long, just enjoying each other’s presence. I never wanted to let go of her.

Eventually, as the sounds of passing cars increased and more people stirred awake, I glanced over my shoulder. Sofi was already up, reading a book and waving at me through the window.

Nadya, on the other hand, had her legs spread, phone in one hand. I watched as she snapped a nude photo and sent it to me. Morning. Can we come out yet?


I sighed, chuckling at her boldness. I texted her back, I see you.


She made an exaggerated fake shy face and waved at me before texting again. Is it okay if we come to join you guys?


“Sis, Nadya and Sofi want to come,” I said.

She looked up at me, her eyes a little softer. “It’s fine. You can tell them to come.”

Not long after, Nadya and Sofi joined us on the balcony. They could tell something was up with Isabella.

Nadya wrapped an arm around her. “Hey, you good? You look kinda down.”

Sofi nodded. “Yeah, talk to us.”

Isabella sighed but offered them a small smile. “It’s about the loss. Feeling kinda dumb about it.”

Nadya scoffed. “Girl, that’s Vegas. Happens to everyone. Don’t let it ruin the trip.”

Sofi leaned in. “Yeah. And besides, you have us. And your brother here is the best stress relief.”

Nadya grinned. “That’s true. He was really good last night.”

That finally made Isabella crack a small smile before she looked at me proudly. “Yeah, he is.”

The tension eased, and we sat together, enjoying the fresh morning air. At least for now, things felt okay again.

A knock at the door pulled me from my thoughts. I exchanged a glance with Isabella before heading over, opening it to find a tall, stunning woman standing outside. She looked to be in her late thirties or early forties, with beautiful features, blue eyes, and perfectly styled dark hair. Dressed in an elegant yet casual outfit—a form-fitting pencil skirt and a designer blouse.

“I hope I’m not disturbing you,” she said, her voice smooth and self-assured.

I hesitated for a moment, not sure what to expect. “Uh, no. Can I help you?”

She smiled. “I think I might be able to help you. My name’s Veronica. I own a club here in Vegas, and I happened to overhear your little … predicament.”

That caught my attention. “What do you mean?”

Veronica leaned against the doorframe. “Let’s just say you weren’t exactly quiet this morning. Your sister has some money troubles, right?”

My stomach tightened slightly. “You could say that.”

She nodded like she already knew. “And I also heard something else, something I absolutely love. You’re a musician, aren’t you?”

That surprised me. “Yeah … how did you figure out that?”

“Thin walls,” she said with a smirk. “I heard your music when you stayed in the other room. You’ve got talent. And as it happens, I could use a young, fresh DJ for an event at my club.”

I blinked. “You want me to play at your club?”

“That’s right,” she said. “In exchange, I’d be happy to help with some of those financial troubles your sister is dealing with.”

Before I could respond, I turned and called out, “Isabella? Can you come here for a second?”

A moment later, she stepped into view, still wrapped in her bathrobe. She gave Veronica a quick once-over before looking at me, curious.

“What’s up?” she asked.

Veronica extended a hand. “You must be Isabella. It’s nice to meet you. I was just telling your brother here—I have an opportunity that could help with your current situation.”

Isabella shook her hand, giving me a questioning look. “What kind of opportunity?”

Veronica explained again. “I own a high-end club here in Vegas, and I need fresh talent for an upcoming event. I heard Jake’s music, and I fell in love with his enthusiasm and creativity. If he plays, I’ll make sure your … recent losses aren’t so painful.”

Isabella’s lips parted slightly in surprise, her eyes flicking to mine. “You’d really do that?”

Veronica shrugged. “I help people when I see potential.”

I watched Isabella absorb the offer. She was clearly taken aback, and when she turned to me, there was uncertainty in her eyes. “What do you think?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “Of course, I’m in.”

Veronica smiled. “Good. We can discuss the details over lunch. My treat.”

Isabella still looked a little unsure, but she nodded. “Alright. Let’s hear what you have to say.”

* * *

We met Veronica at an upscale restaurant not far from our place. The atmosphere was refined, low-lit, with soft jazz playing in the background. She had already secured a booth for us, and as we sat down, a waiter came over with a bottle of wine.

“Order whatever you’d like,” Veronica said smoothly, leaning back in her seat. “Consider it an advance.”

The girls still seemed hesitant but picked something from the menu. I did the same, eager to get to the real conversation.

“So,” Veronica started, “let me tell you about my club. It’s not just a nightclub—it’s a hybrid. A mixture of a luxury lounge, a live music venue, and a high-energy nightclub. We attract big spenders, celebrities, and high-rollers. People come for an experience, not just a night out. That’s why I need someone who can set the right mood. I need someone creative, someone young. They want to listen to something new, not the same recycled tunes over and over again.”

I nodded, intrigued. “Sounds like a great spot. How long will I be there and when?”

“Tonight,” she said with a grin. “Just a couple of hours, no all-nighter, or at least for now. Get the crowd moving. Make them stay longer, spend more. If you’re good? This could be more than just a one-time gig.”

Isabella glanced at me, then turned to Veronica. “You have no idea how talented he is.” She flashed a proud smile before meeting my eyes. “You think you can do it?”

“I know I can.”

Veronica nodded approvingly. “That’s what I like to hear. Now, about your losses.” She set her glass down, looking directly at Isabella. “How much are we talking?”

Isabella hesitated before answering. “Ten grand.”

Veronica didn’t even flinch. “That’s nothing in Vegas. Consider it covered. And I’ll even throw in a little extra—call it a welcome bonus.”

My stomach twisted at how effortlessly she said it. Ten grand was nothing to her?

Isabella looked stunned. “Seriously? Just like that?”

Veronica smirked. “I take care of my people.”

She reached into her clutch, pulled out a sleek card, and slid it across the table to me. “Here’s the club’s address. Be there by 11 PM. Bring your best set.”

I took the card, feeling the weight of what was happening. “I won’t let you down.”

She smiled, raising her glass. “I know you won’t.”

Isabella and I exchanged glances, still processing how quickly things had turned around. Maybe this trip wasn’t going to be a disaster after all.

* * *

The evening had settled over Vegas, casting neon reflections onto the streets as we made our way back to our room. The city buzzed with energy, but my mind was stuck on what was coming next. I had never played a gig like this before—hell, I had never played any gig at all. But this wasn’t just about me. Isabella had done so much for me, and after everything, I wasn’t about to back out.

After dinner, we returned to our suite, the weight of the upcoming night pressing down on me. They had already put on their dresses, and it was now my turn to slip into something fancier. Isabella rummaged through the closet, pulling out the clothes they had picked out for me yesterday. She held them up and gave me a smile. “Nope, you’re not going out there looking like some lost tourist.”

I rolled my eyes but took the outfit anyway. It was the sleek, dark button-down and a pair of slim trousers—something that actually made me look put together instead of a guy who just tagged along on a trip with three girls.

I undressed in front of them, feeling their eyes sweep over me. Isabella stepped in to help, smoothing out wrinkles, buttoning my shirt, and straightening the collar.

Sofi leaned against the doorframe. “He cleans up nice, though,” she teased, running her fingers lightly through my hair.

Nadya walked over, holding up a cologne bottle. She was wearing a red, skintight, off-shoulder mini-dress that hugged her curves. “Trust us. Women love a well-dressed musician.”

I sighed, taking the bottle and giving myself a light spritz. “You three really know how to make a guy feel like a mannequin.”

Sofi smirked, adjusting the fabric of her auburn mini dress that draped alluringly off one shoulder, leaving the other bare. “Come on, Jake. It’s Vegas. You have to look the part.”

Isabella stepped closer, her expression shifting from playful to sincere. She wore a tight summer dress that showed off every curve. I noticed that all three of them wore the dresses they’d recently bought. “You’re gonna be amazing, little bro. You got this.”

Her confidence in me settled some of my nerves. I exhaled slowly, nodding. “Yeah … let’s do this.”

Nadya clapped her hands together. “That’s the spirit. Now, let’s go make you a star.”

We left the hotel, hopping into the Uber. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but with Isabella, Nadya, and Sofi by my side, I knew one thing for sure—whatever happened, I wasn’t doing this alone.

* * *

The moment we stepped out of the Uber, the bass from inside the club pulsed through my chest like a second heartbeat. The line outside stretched halfway down the block, people dressed to impress, eager to get inside. My stomach tightened.

VIP treatment had its perks, though. The entrance was guarded by bouncers in sharp suits. As soon as they saw our IDs, the velvet rope lifted, and we were ushered in without a second glance. I swallowed hard, feeling out of place as we stepped inside.

The club was massive, and the air was filled with a blend of music, conversation, and bursts of laughter. It felt like another world, and I wasn’t sure if I belonged in it yet. Isabella must have sensed it because she slid her hand into mine, giving it a reassuring squeeze.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” she whispered just to me.

I glanced at her, seeing the care and love in her eyes, and shook my head. “I want to. After everything you’ve done for me, I’m not backing out.”

Her lips curled into a proud smile as she let go. She leaned up, brushing a soft kiss against my cheek. “You’re gonna kill it,” she whispered, and the warmth of her lips lingered.

Veronica greeted us just past the entrance, her smirk confident as she took me in from head to toe. “Much better. You look like you belong here now.” She tilted her head slightly. “How are you feeling?”

“A little nervous, if I’m being honest.”

Her smirk widened. “Good. Means you care. But trust me—you’ll own that stage.” She hesitated for a second before placing a reassuring hand on my shoulder. “Just feel the music, Jake. Don’t overthink it.”

Isabella, Sofi, and Nadya split off toward the VIP section near the stage, where a private table awaited them. They gave me a hug and a kiss each. I couldn’t disappoint them now. Veronica led me further in, toward the DJ booth and live music setup, where the real pressure started sinking in.

I took a deep breath, adjusting my gear. The club was packed, people moving, bodies swaying in the low light. Beautiful women, wealthy men, high-end drinks—everything screamed a different world—A world I’d never seen.

My hands hovered over the controls, nerves prickling along my skin. I couldn’t screw this up. I took another breath, blocking everything out. The music was what mattered.

I started slow—deep house beats, seductive rhythms, something smooth that let the crowd sink into it. Then, gradually, I built the energy, layering in hypnotic electronic blends, letting the tension rise before releasing it in waves.

At first, I wasn’t sure how they’d react. But then the crowd started moving, drawn in, hooked on the sound. People swayed, heads nodded to the beat and a few raised their glasses toward me. I caught a few whispers—who’s the new guy? I’ve never heard such good music—but curiosity turned into excitement.

A group of women made their way to the front, eyes locked on me, some swaying, others openly admiring. One sent over a drink, and I took a small sip while keeping my focus on the set.

I decided not to take any breaks, even when Veronica offered me some. I was in the zone, completely absorbed.

Isabella sat back, smiling with pride in her eyes, catching my glance and blowing me a kiss. Nadya and Sofi did the same, clearly enjoying the show.

Veronica, arms crossed, smirked, nodding slightly as she watched the dance floor fill.

“Told you he had talent,” I heard my stepsister say, words that warmed my heart.

By the time it hit 2 AM, I had played for three hours—longer than expected. When the next DJ took over, the crowd cheered and whistled as I stepped back. The rush of it all left me breathless, my adrenaline still high.

Veronica approached, her smirk widening as she placed a hand on my shoulder. “You killed it. Now, come with me.”

She led us backstage, where she wrote a check for Isabella. Isabella’s eyes widened as she took it, glancing between me and Veronica. “Thank you,” she said, still slightly in disbelief.

Veronica turned to me next, writing a similar check and handing it over. “This isn’t what a DJ usually gets paid,” I said, staring at the amount.

She winked. “I’m generous. And I have a feeling we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other.” She leaned in slightly, lowering her voice. “You’ve got something, Jake. Not just talent—but youth and creativity. People noticed.”

I swallowed, feeling the weight of her words. “I appreciate that.”

She smiled. “Good.”

She offered to let us stay and enjoy the club a little longer, but after the rush of the night, we decided to head back and unwind. Before we left, Veronica pulled me into a quick hug, her lips brushing close to my ear as she whispered, “Call me when you can. I have more gigs if you’re interested. And next time, stay a little longer, maybe we can share a bed too.”

I felt her fingers linger slightly before she pulled back, giving me one last knowing look.

As we stepped out into the night air, I sighed in relief, running a hand through my hair. I was glad that was over, and I was grateful I didn’t make an ass out of myself. Isabella looped her arm through mine, resting her head on my shoulder. “I’m proud of you.”

I smiled, glancing at her. “Thanks for pushing me to do this.”

Isabella’s eyes welled up as she hugged me tightly. “You were amazing. I saw how nervous you were at the start, and it makes me even prouder.”

“I’m glad … I did it for you.”

“You’re the best.”

Picking up a familiar scent, I chuckled, squeezing her back. “You been drinking?”

She pulled away slightly, wiping her eyes with a small laugh. “Enough to be tipsy, but those words came from my heart.”

“I know.” I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through my chest.

We stepped out of the Uber. The adrenaline from the club had faded into exhaustion, but the warmth of the Vegas air kept us awake. We headed into the apartment complex and reached the entrance of our room, ready to crash, but as I patted my pockets, a sinking feeling settled in.

Isabella watched me, her brows knitting together. “Wait, you don’t have the key?”

I checked my other pocket, then my back one. Nothing. “I thought you had it.”

Isabella cursed under her breath and started searching her own pockets. Nadya and Sofi did the same, but their expressions said it all.

Nadya groaned. “Tell me you’re joking.”

Sofi let out a nervous laugh. “Okay, no big deal. Just call the host.”

We all pulled out our phones—every single one was dead.

Isabella rubbed her temples. “Of course. Perfect timing.”

With no choice, we made our way to the reception desk, only to find it completely deserted. The lights were dim, the counter was empty.

Nadya peered over the desk. “Hello? Anybody?”

Silence.

Sofi shivered slightly, hugging herself. “What kind of place doesn’t have a night receptionist?”

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. “Okay, new plan.”

Isabella crossed her arms. “Like what? Sleep outside the door?”

I thought for a second, then remembered the pool. “Let’s head up to the rooftop. At least we’ll have somewhere to sit while we figure this out.”

With no better option, we hopped into the elevator. When we reached the top floor, a large metal gate blocked the entrance to the pool, a bold sign plastered across it:


POOL CLOSED – NO ENTRY AFTER MIDNIGHT.


Isabella pulled at the gate, groaning. “You’ve gotta be kidding me.”

Nadya rolled her eyes. “Who closes a Vegas rooftop at midnight?!”

Sofi sighed, glancing around. “So what now? Sleep in the hallway?”

That’s when I noticed a small emergency exit stairwell to the side. I pointed toward it. “I mean … we could see where that leads.”

Nadya smirked. “Worst case, we get arrested for trespassing.”

Sofi shot her a look. “So comforting.”

“Chill, sis, I’m joking.”

I led the way, pushing through an unmarked door at the top of the stairs. The moment we stepped out, the cool air hit us, and we found ourselves on a higher rooftop—above even the pool area.

The city stretched out endlessly before us, neon lights flickering like a sea of stars. Three sun loungers were positioned near the edge, angled for the perfect view.

Isabella grinned, stretching her arms. “This is way better than the pool anyway.”

Nadya laughed. “Agreed. Now this is VIP treatment.”

Sofi wrapped her arms around herself, looking out over the Strip. “It’s kinda crazy how quiet it is up here.”

I let the night breeze hit me, taking in the moment. Everything had been moving so fast, but standing there, overlooking the city, it felt like time slowed down for a bit.

We walked to the edge, taking in the view, before finally sinking into the loungers.

“So,” Nadya started, tilting her head toward me. “Admit it. You were nervous before that set.”

“Maybe a little. But look at me now—rockstar treatment, locked out of my own damn Airbnb.”

Isabella laughed, shaking her head. “Only us.”

Sofi smiled, her gaze still locked on the lights below. “I don’t want this trip to end… But don’t we leave tomorrow?”

That made us all pause. Somehow, in all the chaos, none of us had thought about it.

Nadya groaned. “Ugh, reality check.”

Isabella huffed. “Then we better make the most of what’s left.”

Nadya suddenly sat up, smirking. “You know what we should do?”

Isabella raised a brow. “What?”

Nadya grinned. “Truth or dare. Right here, right now.”

Sofi let out a nervous laugh. “You always start with the lewdest ideas.”

I leaned back, smiling. “I’m in. Let’s see who cracks first.”

“Who should start?” Sofi asked.

“Nadya … It seems like she has a good one,” Isabella pointed out.

Nadya leaned forward, smirking. “Alright, let’s start simple. Isabella, truth or dare?”

Isabella stretched out on the sun lounger, confidence in her eyes. “Dare. Obviously.”

Nadya tilted her head, eyes glinting mischievously. “Kiss Jake. Not a quick one, and not a ‘sibling’ kiss.”

“That’s an easy one,” Isabella said, waving her hand dismissively.

“Yes, but I want to see you two in action,” Nadya countered, grinning.

Isabella didn’t hesitate—she turned toward me, shifting onto my lap, her legs draping over mine. Her hands rested on my shoulders, her touch warm against the cool night air.

Our eyes met as she leaned in. Her lips pressed against mine, soft but firm, teasing at first, then deepening as she melted into me. My hands instinctively gripped her waist, steadying her as the kiss grew more intense. We’d kissed like this several times before, and her lips were as sweet as always. Eventually, we came off each other’s lips. We both smiled and then turned to Nadya and Sofi.

They exchanged glances, clearly entertained. Nadya whistled. “Damn, that’s more than I expected.”

Sofi chuckled. “Should we leave you two alone?”

Isabella pulled back just enough to speak, her breath still mingling with mine. “You started this game. You deal with the consequences.”

Nadya nudged her sister. “Your turn.”

Sofi leaned forward. “Alright, Jake. Truth or dare?”

I exhaled, still feeling the weight of Isabella in my lap. “Dare.”

“I dare you to say the dirtiest thing you’ve thought about during this trip.”

“A foursome with all of you,” I said.

“Oh,” Sofi said, her cheeks pinkening.

“We aren’t that far off, to be honest,” Nadya said with a laugh.

Isabella looked at me proudly, as if she were down for it as well. “Oh, he’s got an imagination.”

Sofi shifted slightly as if the tension in the air had thickened just a bit more. “Isabella, your turn.”

Isabella tapped her chin. “Alright, Sofi. Truth or dare?”

Sofi hesitated, then squared her shoulders. “Dare.”

Isabella grinned. “Make out with your sister. No holding back.”

“With tongue?” Sofi asked.

“Yes, with tongue.”

Jake watched as Sofi glanced at Nadya before leaning in. Their lips met, slow at first, then deeper. Hands roamed instinctively, gripping at waists, pulling closer. The tension thickened as me and my stepsister watched in silence.

Nadya and Sofi’s kiss deepened, becoming more passionate as they embraced. Their hands roamed over each other’s bodies, gripping waists and tangling in hair. Soft moans escaped their lips as their tongues danced together. The kiss went on for several long moments, growing increasingly heated.

Finally, they pulled apart, both slightly breathless. Nadya grinned at Sofi. “Not bad, sis.”

Sofi’s cheeks were flushed as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

Isabella whistled. “Wow, that was hot.” She reached over, pressing her hand against my throbbing bulge. “My brother approves.”

I made no effort to hide it. “Have you done that before?”

“Not like that,” Nadya said with a grin. “Just a peck here and there.”

“It wasn’t bad,” Sofi admitted. “I’d do it again if Jake likes it.”

“I loved it,” I said, making both girls smile.

Sofi pulled back, biting her lip slightly before glancing at me. “Your turn. Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“Before this trip, have you ever had a crush on one of us?”

I didn’t answer immediately, letting the moment linger. Finally, I admitted, “I’ve had a crush on both of you.”

Nadya and Sofi exchanged surprised but amused glances, their amusement shifting into something more intriguing.

Nadya nudged Sofi. “Guess we’re more his type than he lets on.”

Sofi placed her hands on her hips. “Why didn’t you tell us before?”

I scratched my neck. “Sorry about that.”

“Better late than never,” Isabella chimed in.

“You’re right,” Sofi agreed.

Nadya leaned forward, turning to Isabella. “Truth or dare?”

Isabella raised an eyebrow. “Truth.”

Nadya tilted her head. “What’s the naughtiest thing you’ve ever done that Jake doesn’t know about?”

Isabella paused, pretending to think. Then she grinned. “Uhm… it’s not really naughty, but I have pretended not to be home to hear him masturbate.”

I choked slightly, blinking at her. “Wait, what?”

Nadya laughed, her eyes widening in amusement. “To what?”

Isabella shrugged. “A photo of you, actually.”

Nadya and Sofi giggled, Sofi blushing but looking more intrigued than embarrassed.

Jake finally found his voice. “Well … damn.”

Isabella grinned, biting her lip. “What? It’s not like you were quiet.”

“Alright, forget about it,” I said, wanting to drop the subject quickly. I turned to Nadya. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“What’s the hottest thing you’ve ever done with another girl?”

“You’re really into lesbian stuff, aren’t you?” Nadya teased with a giggle.

“Like any other normal guy.”

“Hey,” Isabella said, wagging a finger at her friend. “Don’t try to evade the truth!”

Nadya grinned at Isabella. “Well, I went down on your sister during a sleepover when I caught her masturbating in the middle of the night.”

I chuckled. “I caught her too when we were in Aspen.”

A blush crept onto my stepsister’s cheeks. “What? Nothing wrong with being turned on.”

“Should we move on?” I asked, sensing things were starting to heat up.

Isabella nodded and turned to Sofi. “Truth or dare?”

“Dare.”

Isabella shot me a mischievous grin before turning back to Sofi. “This one’s for you, Jake.” She looked back at Sofi. “A foursome.”

Sofi and Nadya exchanged glances.

“Let’s do this for Jake,” Sofi said.

Nadya slowly pulled her dress up and over her head, revealing her toned body and lacy red lingerie underneath.

Sofi did the same, revealing a similar lingerie as her twin sister.

“Nice lingerie,” I noted.

“It’s almost like I prepared for this moment,” Nadya said with a naughty giggle.

My eyes roamed over Nadya’s curves, lingering on her full breasts barely contained by the bra.

Sofi had already stripped off her clothes, freeing her fresh boobs. She nudged her twin with her elbow. “I think he wants to see your titties.”

Nadya reached behind her back, unclasping her bra and letting it fall away. Her breasts spilled free, jiggling slightly before settling into place.

I grinned. “That’s better.”

“We’re barely getting started,” Nadya teased, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and sliding them down her long legs.

“How do we go from here?” Sofi asked.

Isabella turned to me. “What do you say?”

“Maybe you could sit on my face. And Nadya, Sofi—you two could take turns sucking me off.”

The girls exchanged heated glances. “Mmm, that sounds hot,” Nadya said.

Sofi nodded eagerly, her cheeks flushing. “I’m definitely up for that.”

Isabella’s eyes darkened with lust as she crawled towards me. “It seems like your foursome dream is about to come to fruition.”

“Yeah,” I said.

“You ready to lick my kitty?”

I nodded, my heart racing as Isabella straddled my face, her wet heat hovering above my mouth. I gripped her thighs, pulling her down onto my eager tongue. She let out a sigh of relief as I licked a long stripe up her slit, enjoying her sweet flavor with a hint of forbidden on the side. I loved her, showing off my love by worshipping her slit.

Nadya and Sofi wasted no time positioning themselves between my legs. I felt a warm mouth engulf my shaft as fingers wrapped around the base. The dual sensations of Isabella grinding against my face and the twins fighting over my cock had me groaning with pleasure.

Isabella planted her hands on my chest as she rode my face, her breathless moans filling the air. I alternated between broad strokes with my tongue and sucking on her sensitive clit, reveling in every shudder and gasp I drew from her.

I wasn’t sure who was sucking me. All I felt was one hot mouth enveloping my cock after another.

They took turns swallowing me down, their tongues swirling around my shaft as they bobbed their heads. When one twin came up for air, the other took over, never breaking the delicious rhythm. I was in heaven.

I recognized the way her thighs trembled and how her fingers dug into my chest—I was licking her to a climax.

Spreading her legs, I parted her pussy lips, scooping up her sweetness.

“Oh, Jake, I love you,” my stepsister moaned.

I buried my face in her wet pussy, pulling her closer as I finished her off with a few more licks.

She sighed in relief and came off my face.

Her eyes were dark with desire as she gazed down at me, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She leaned in, capturing my mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. Her tongue danced with mine before coming off, raking her fingers through my hair.

“Could you taste yourself?” I asked her.

“I could,” she said, licking some of her honey from my lips.

Meanwhile, Nadya and Sofi continued to suck me. Nadya pulled back, stroking my shaft as she turned to her sister. “Let’s ride him, Sofi. I’ll help you.”

Sofi bit her lip, eyeing my girth with a mix of excitement and intimidation. “He’s so thick.”

Nadya smiled reassuringly. “Don’t worry, sis. You did fine last night and you’ll do fine now.” She positioned Sofi over me, helping her sister straddle my hips. “Take it slow.”

Sofi nodded, lowering herself gradually. I felt the wet heat of her entrance pressing against my tip. Nadya reached down, using her fingers to spread Sofi’s folds and guide me to her opening.

Sofi’s eyes fluttered closed as she sank down, taking the first few inches inside her tight channel. She paused, panting softly as she adjusted to the stretch. “Oh god, he feels huge.”

Nadya stroked Sofi’s hair soothingly. “Just relax and let your body open up for him.” She placed her hands on Sofi’s hips, helping to control her descent.

Inch by agonizing inch, Sofi took more of me inside her. The velvety grip of her walls around my shaft was intense. I fought the urge to thrust up, letting her set the pace.

When Sofi was about halfway down, she whimpered softly. “Oh God.”

Nadya reached between Sofi’s legs, gently rubbing her clit. “Your body can handle more than you think.”

The added stimulation seemed to help. Sofi’s muscles relaxed further, allowing her to sink lower. With a low moan, she finally settled fully in my lap, my entire length buried inside her.

“That’s it,” Nadya praised, kissing Sofi’s shoulder. “You did it. How does it feel?”

Sofi’s eyes were wide with wonder. “So full… but so good.” She experimentally rocked her hips, drawing gasps from both of us.

She continued to ride me, my hands gripping her hips as her sweet pussy massaged my length. I threw my head back, pleasure rolling through me as Nadya and Isabella cuddled next to me, pressing soft kisses along my neck.

“Oh, Sofi,” I groaned.

She leaned over me, her red hair falling around us like a curtain.

“Uh-huh?” she murmured. “This is really nice.”

“Do you want to switch things up?” I asked.

“If you want.”

“Come off me, and the rest of you, line up. Doggy style. I want to take turns with each of you.”

Sofi slowly came off me, and I watched her slick pussy on the upward stroke. My erection snapped back and hit my waist.

Without a word, they moved into position. Isabella, Nadya, and Sofi arranged themselves side by side on their hands and knees, their perfect asses on display.

I stood behind them, taking in the sight of three beautiful girls presenting themselves to me. It was like a dream come true.

My hands roamed over their soft curves. I started with Nadya, gripping her hips as I guided my length to her hole with the help of my hips. The crown brushed against her wet folds. I thrust my hips forward and slowly pushed inside her. She moaned softly as I filled her, her walls clenching around me. I started fucking her, sinking my fingers into her bottom and admiring her perfectly arched back.

After a few deep thrusts, I pulled out and moved to Sofi. Her pussy was still slick from our earlier fucking. I slid in easily, groaning at how perfectly she fit around me. Sofi whimpered with pleasure as I bottomed out inside her. I used my hands to help smack into her, and she moaned for every thrust.

Next was Isabella. She had been looking and enjoying the sight of me having my way with her best friends, and now, my lovers. I gripped her hips tightly as I entered her familiar warmth. She pushed back against me, taking me deeper. “Oh god, Jake,” she gasped. She’d been waiting for it, and she moaned out my name as I stretched her pussy.

I established a rhythm, alternating between the three of them. Each felt uniquely incredible—Sofi’s eager tightness, Nadya’s velvety grip, Isabella’s perfect fit. Their moans of pleasure filled the air as I moved from one to the next.

As my excitement built, I found myself returning to Isabella more and more frequently. There was something special about being inside her. Our connection went beyond just the physical.

“I’m getting close,” I said, my thrusts becoming harder.

“Finish inside me,” Isabella begged.

Her words sent me over the edge. With a final deep thrust, I buried myself inside her as my orgasm hit. Wave after wave of intense pleasure washed over me as I emptied myself deep into my stepsister’s vagina.

As my orgasm subsided, I slowly withdrew from Isabella, spilling some cum over her cheeks. She rolled onto her back, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. With a contented sigh, she spread her legs wide, revealing her glistening, well-lubricated pussy. My cum began to trickle out in pearly streams.

Nadya and Sofi exchanged glances. “God, that’s beautiful,” Nadya said.

“The pearly cum goes well with your pink kitty,” Sofi noted.

“You can have a taste if you want,” Isabella told them.

Giggling, they both leaned forward, drawn to the erotic sight before them. Nadya was the first to reach my stepsister, running her tongue along the inside of her thigh to catch a stray droplet. Sofi followed suit on the other side, carefully licking some semen off her thighs.

Isabella moaned as their tongues and mouths reached her sensitive flesh. Nadya’s tongue delved between her folds, lapping at the creamy mixture of our combined fluids. Then she left room for her twin, who scooped some with her tongue.

When there was nothing left, they pulled back, licking their lips.

Isabella chuckled. “How’s the evening meal?”

“Delicious,” Sofi said. “I see now why swallowing cum is so satisfying.”

Isabella glanced at me. “And we made my little brother happy on top of it.”

“You sure did,” I said. “Man, that was hot.” I leaned back on the sun lounger.

They quickly took their places beside me—Isabella and Sofi nestled close, with Nadya not far off.

“Our last day didn’t turn out so bad after all,” Isabella said as we cuddled together on the loungers, pressed tightly against each other.

“Yeah,” I murmured, still numb from all the sexual stimulation.

“I thought we were fucked after we locked ourselves outside,” Nadya said with a yawn.

“That’s the beauty of an adventure—it’s unpredictable and exciting,” I noted.

I pecked Isabella’s lips. “Something I learned from you.”

“I’m glad,” she said with a smile. She sighed contentedly, resting her head against my shoulder. “Can’t believe we’re leaving tomorrow. Feels like we just got here.”

Sofi hummed in agreement. “Yeah … Vegas was more than I expected.”

“You mean you didn’t expect to get locked out on a rooftop, play the hottest game of Truth or Dare ever, and sleep under the stars?” Nadya asked her.

Sofi chuckled. “Not exactly, no.”

“Or catching Isabella and Jake having sex?” Nadya said playfully.

“Not that one either.”

“Or seeing my little brother play at a fancy club?” Isabella asked.

“Nope,” Sofi said with a light chuckle. “It’s been really fun.”

“Indeed,” Isabella said.

I sighed in relief, staring up at the sky. The glow of the Strip still flickered in the distance, but up here, it was quiet—just us, wrapped in the lingering warmth of each other.

“What are you guys gonna remember the most?” I asked, glancing between them.

Nadya stretched with a mischievous glint in her eye. “Well, I have a few favorite moments, but I think you know which one tops the list.”

Isabella rolled her eyes playfully. “Gee, I wonder what that could be.”

Sofi smiled. “For me, it’s this. Just … being together. No stress, no expectations. Just us.”

That struck something deep. I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her closer. “Yeah. Me too.”

“Well said, sis,” Nadya said.

We settled down. It was well past midnight, and our eyelids grew heavier. The air had cooled, so we cuddled closer, sharing our body heat.

As I slowly closed my eyes, I couldn’t think of a better way to end this trip.





Chapter 6





T
 he sunlight warmed my face, pulling me from sleep. I blinked a few times, adjusting to the brightness, and stretched out on the rooftop lounger. The city skyline stretched out before us, with the muffled sounds of cars and bustling people rising to where we were.

Beside me, Isabella stirred, groaning as she shielded her eyes with her hand. “God, what time is it?”

I checked my phone—still dead. “No idea.”

“It feels like it’s way past noon.”

“No shit, we were up late last night.”

“For all the right reasons,” she said with a giggle.

Memories of last night flashed through my mind—a night I’d never forget. Then reality set in. We had locked ourselves outside, with no one to call.

Then I thought of Amber. My heart skipped a beat.

“Isabella… I just realized—our mother might have tried to call.”

Her eyes widened slightly. She reached for her phone and sighed. “That’s right… our phones are dead. Fuck. After what happened in Aspen, she’s gonna lose it if she hasn’t heard from us.”

I sat up, nudging Nadya and Sofi. “Wake up, we gotta move.”

Nadya groaned, turning over. “Five more minutes.”

Sofi rubbed her eyes. “What’s the rush?”

“We need to check our phones. If Mom called and we didn’t answer…” Isabella let the thought linger.

They got the message and woke up. We quickly gathered ourselves, sneaking through the emergency exit to avoid awkward questions. By some miracle, we made it down to the lobby without anyone stopping us.

At the reception, we explained we locked ourselves out. The woman behind the desk sighed but handed over the spare key without much hassle.

Back in our room, we plugged in our phones, waiting for the screens to light up. I sighed in relief when mine powered on—no missed calls.

“Alright,” Isabella stretched her arms, “Thank God she didn’t try to call us last night.”

“We got lucky,” I said, wiping a sweat from my brow.

We started packing our bags, the reality of leaving sinking in. Nadya and Sofi gathered their things too, but when our mother’s name lit up Isabella’s screen, Isabella met my eyes and nodded toward the balcony. We quietly excused ourselves, stepping outside for some privacy before answering the call.

Isabella answered, putting her on speaker. “Hey, Mom.”

“Hey, sweetheart. Just checking in. How’s my favorite duo?”

I smiled. “Survived Vegas.”

Amber chuckled. “You got to tell me more than that. So, what have you two been up to?”

Isabella’s expression shifted to pride as she glanced at me. “Actually, you won’t believe this—Jake played at a club last night. He killed it.”

Amber gasped. “What? That’s amazing! How did that even happen?”

I hesitated, but Isabella took the lead. “Uh … well, I might’ve gambled away some money.”

Silence. Then, Amber sighed. “How much, Isabella?”

Isabella winced. “Like … everything. I kinda emptied my savings.”

Amber let out a slow breath. “Isabella.”

“But!” she cut in. “I have the best brother in the world. A woman overheard us talking and also Jake’s music, so she offered Jake a gig to help out. He played, the generous lady paid my debt and what I lost, and now everything’s fine.”

There was another pause, but when Amber spoke again, her voice was warm. “I’m proud of you both for sorting it out. And Jake? That’s incredible. I knew you had talent, but playing in a club? That’s huge.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a little heat rise to my cheeks.

“You sound like you just woke up,” Amber said with amusement.

“Well,” Isabella began, “we kinda locked ourselves outside, so we ended up sneaking onto the rooftop and sleeping there.”

Silence.

“You didn’t get caught, I hope?”

“Uh… not yet,” Isabella said.

“Why didn’t you just call the host?”

“Our phones were dead after the long night,” Isabella explained. “When we woke up earlier, we rushed down here since we were worried you might have called.”

Amber chuckled lightheartedly. “I was about to, but then my friend called, and we talked for hours. So, consider yourselves lucky.”

Isabella and I sighed in relief.

“So, are you packing now?”

“Yes,” we said in unison.

“Alright, I won’t bother you then, but I can’t wait to hear all about your trip when you’re back,” she said. “Drive safe, alright?”

“We will,” Isabella promised.

After hanging up, Isabella hugged me in relief. “Well, that could’ve gone worse.”

I hugged her back. “Told you we’d figure it out.”

She smiled, looking at me. “Yeah, you did.”

* * *

As we got back to the car, reality hit—we still hadn’t fixed the damn seat. Isabella leaned against the door, crossing her arms with an amused smirk.

“Well, guess the adventure isn’t over yet,” she teased.

“Let me guess, Nadya and Sofi take turns sitting on top of me?” I said.

“Yup,” Nadya said. “And I start.”

After we’d piled our bags into the car, I sat down in the middle. Nadya slid into my lap, shifting her weight with exaggerated effort.

“Comfy?” she asked, looking back at me over her shoulder.

I exhaled through my nose, trying to play it cool, but the warmth of her body pressed against me was impossible to ignore.

Isabella snorted from the driver’s seat. “You’re gonna have to deal with it, little brother.”

“No panties this time either,” I said, my hands settling on her hips.

“I never wear them,” she giggled.

As Isabella pulled out onto the highway, Nadya got comfortable on my lap, shifting and wiggling to find the perfect position. Her pert ass pressed right against my crotch, and I couldn’t stop my body’s natural reaction. My cock began to swell and harden, straining against the confines of my shorts.

Nadya glanced back at me with a mischievous smirk. “Is that a gear shift in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?” she joked.

I blushed but didn’t shy away from her playful gaze. “Can you blame me with your sexy little body grinding on me like this?”

She giggled and gave an extra wiggle, making me groan. “Mmm, I definitely don’t mind. In fact…” Her hands slid down, fingers deftly unzipping my fly. “I think I can help with this growing situation.”

Before I could respond, she fished my throbbing erection out of my boxers. The head was already slick with precum. Nadya gave me a few teasing strokes.

“Are you gonna fuck in the car?” Sofi asked with a surprised giggle.

“So will you sis,” Nadya said as she slid my cock past her lips and into her love hole.

I sighed in relief as Nadya lowered herself onto my cock, sliding into her tight pussy. She let out a soft moan as she took me fully inside her, bottoming out with her ass against my hips.

“Wow,” I breathed, gripping her hips.

Nadya began to slowly rock back and forth, grinding against me. The friction was incredible. I glanced at Isabella in the driver’s seat, watching her eyes flick to the rearview mirror.

“Eyes on the road, sis,” I teased.

She smirked. “Just making sure you kids are behaving back there.”

Nadya picked up her pace, bouncing up and down on my lap. I had to bite my lip to stifle my groans of pleasure. The car filled with the soft sounds of our lovemaking and Nadya’s breathless gasps.

Sofi watched us with hungry eyes from the passenger seat. “Don’t wear him out too much, sis. I want a turn too.”

“Don’t worry,” Nadya panted. “There’s plenty of Jake to go around.”

I gripped Nadya’s hips tighter, thrusting up to meet her movements. The pleasure was building rapidly, threatening to overwhelm me.

A few more deep thrusts and I was pushed over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt as my orgasm crashed over me. Nadya moaned, her inner walls clenching around me as she came.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, Nadya collapsed back against my chest, both of us panting heavily. I could feel my release slowly trickling out of her, warm and wet between our joined bodies. She turned her head, nuzzling into my neck as we caught our breath.

“Mmm, that was amazing,” Nadya murmured, pressing soft kisses along my jaw.

I ran my hands up and down her sides, savoring the feel of her smooth skin. “What’s even more amazing is that I can’t pull out of you,” I whispered back.

We stayed like that for a while, Nadya’s warmth enveloping me as the Nevada desert rolled by outside the windows. The air in the car was thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

But eventually, Sofi cleared her throat from the front seat. “Maybe it’s time to tank gas and change seats.”

She was right. We stopped at the nearest gas station for a little break. Nadya giggled and slowly lifted herself off me. I hissed at the loss of her tight love hole around my softening cock.

The break was quick, and shortly after, I was in the back seat. “He’s all yours, sis,” Nadya said with a wink.

Sofi unbuckled and climbed into the backseat. Instead of looking away from me, she straddled my lap, her hands coming to rest on my shoulders.

“Ready for round two?” she asked.

My cock was already stirring back to life at her nearness. I gripped her hips, pulling her closer. “Always.”

Isabella started the car, Nadya sitting right next to us.

“These panties have to go,” I said, reaching under her skirt.

I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her lacy underwear and tugged them to the side. Sofi moaned as I ran my fingers through her slick folds, finding her already wet and wanting.

“It was bad of me to leave them on,” she said playfully.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take care of you.” In one swift motion, I freed my now rock-hard erection. Sofi lifted her hips, positioning herself over me. We both groaned as she slowly sank down, taking me deep inside her tight channel.

“Hmm, that’s nice,” Sofi moaned, her head falling back in pleasure.

I gripped her ass, guiding her movements as she began to ride me. The car filled once again with the sounds of our lovemaking—skin slapping against skin, breathless moans and gasps of pleasure.

Nadya reached over, running her hand up Sofi’s thigh. “Doesn’t he feel amazing, sis?”

Sofi could only nod, too lost in sensation to form words. I thrust up to meet her bounces, and eventually, I came inside her as well while looking her in the eyes.

She didn’t pull away, keeping her arms locked around my neck, my erection still fully inside her.

By the time we reached Mojave National Preserve, the evening had already set in. I was still inside Sofi. When it was finally time to hop off, my cock was coated in both Nadya’s and Sofi’s juices.

We decided to camp out for one last night—the idea of sleeping under the stars was too tempting to pass up. We weren’t in the same spot as before, but out here, everything looked the same to us.

Before heading off to watch the beautiful sunset, we made sure to hide our food. That didn’t stop all three of them from wanting to suck me off, though, passing my erection from one mouth to another. When I climaxed, I tried to give each of them an equal share, satisfying all of them.

When it was time to go to bed, we nestled close together under the blanket. The desert air carried a chill, but with Nadya and Sofi pressed on either side of me and Isabella curling against my chest, warmth wasn’t an issue.

“This trip was … unreal,” Sofi murmured, gazing up at the sky.

Nadya nodded. “Yeah. I don’t think I’ve ever felt this free.”

Isabella sighed contentedly, resting her head against my shoulder. “I told you guys we’d make memories.”

I squeezed her hand gently. “Yeah. And I won’t forget any of them.”

Silence settled between us, the stars stretching endlessly above, and for the first time in a long while, everything just felt right.

* * *

The following day, we drove Nadya and Sofi home first. The ride was filled with laughter and butt rubbing, none of us quite ready to say goodbye just yet.

When we finally reached their place, Nadya pulled me in for a deep hug, pressing a soft kiss against my lips before grinning up at me.

“So, when do we see you again?” she asked, her voice playful but with a hint of something deeper.

I glanced at Isabella who swung the keys on her fingers. “Maybe we can find some time during the weekend, a sleepover perhaps.”

“What she said,” I said.

Sofi wrapped her arms around me next, kissing my cheek before whispering, “Don’t forget to answer my DMs.”

I chuckled. “As if I could.”

Before we left, they both said, “Love you,” almost in unison.

“Love you too,” I said.

When we finally pulled into our driveway, Amber was already waiting for us on the porch. The second we stepped out, she pulled us both into a warm hug, her embrace lingering. “My kids are back in one piece. How was it?”

We took turns telling her about Vegas, carefully omitting certain details. Isabella recounted the Mojave National Preserve, SkyJump, the casino, our stay at the luxury club, and the mishaps that turned into adventures. Amber listened intently, nodding along, her expression shifting between amusement and concern.

When we finished, she sighed dramatically. “You two are incapable of having a normal trip.”

“Where’s the fun in normal?” Isabella teased.

She rolled her eyes but smiled. “Well, I’m glad you’re home safe. I have to head to work soon, but we should all sit down for a proper dinner tonight. I want to hear everything–the whole story.”

Isabella brightened at the idea. “Actually, we were thinking… Maybe we should do something together soon. A trip, just the three of us.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “You actually want your old mother tagging along?”

“Don’t call yourself old,” Isabella said. “You’re gorgeous, and we want to spend time with you.”

Amber softened, her smile growing. “That’s sweet of you. We’ll figure something out.”

Amber hugged us both one last time before heading off to work. As her car pulled out of the driveway, Isabella turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

“My bedroom?”

“As long as we don’t get interrupted.”

“Let’s see.” She chuckled but took my hand, leading me up the stairs. We stumbled along, giggling the whole way.

Once inside her room, we stripped off our clothes. Isabella fell back onto her bed, pulling me down on top of her. I settled between her legs, positioning myself at her entrance, the head of my cock brushing against her slick folds.

With one smooth thrust, I buried myself to the hilt inside her welcoming heat.

“Nope,” I said, locking eyes with her. “No one’s interrupting us now.”

“Oh, thank goodness,” she breathed as we gave in to each other completely.





Adulthood Adventure 3: Mature Bahamian Fruit








After months of grinding through work, Amber, the woman of the house
 , finally takes a vacation.





She invites Isabella and me on a trip to the Bahamas.





While we’re there, I do everything I can to keep my hands off Isabella.





But it’s impossible when she’s walking around in skimpy bikinis, dripping in ocean water. Harder still with Amber nearby, asking me to rub sunscreen on her back and take seductive photos she knows will make my jaw drop.





As the heat builds, Isabella and I start taking risks.





And Amber?





She doesn’t just find out—she wants in on the fun.





Chapter 1





W
 hile the sun lowered in the sky, I came home from the gym. My shirt clung to me, soaked with sweat, my muscles heavy from the recent workout. I dropped my bag by the door, wiped my forehead, and stood still for a second, thinking about Las Vegas.

It had only been a week, but it still felt unreal—the nights, the fun, the dares, and the way Isabella clung to me in secret… right up until we got caught with my cock buried in her honeypot. It was embarrassing at the time, sure—but afterward, I almost wished we’d been discovered sooner. Nadya and Sofi had been all over me the past week. What started as teasing turned into sensual sleepovers that turned into more—long nights tangled in sheets, the four of us wrapped around each other. I found it hard to believe foursomes could be so fun and exciting. Somewhere along the line, both girls had fallen for me, and I was juggling three beautiful girls at once, all thanks to Isabella. Without her, none of this would’ve happened. Yesterday, we’d been at the beach. We lay together under the sun—me stretched out between all three of them—their fingers casually brushing over my skin as if I belonged to each of them.

And the day before that? Those rushed, breathless moments when we had to sneak into Isabella’s bedroom, giggling and naked, before Amber, my stepmother, got home.

She still didn’t know. And I wasn’t sure what she’d say if she ever found out.

The smell of sunscreen drifted into the hallway, and when I stepped onto the back patio, I saw her. My stepmother, lying on a lounge chair in the sun, head tilted back, eyes closed behind dark sunglasses. Her long legs stretched out, her skin already golden, that brunette hair loose in waves around her shoulders. Her full, bell-shaped breasts strained against her bikini top, and the bottoms hugged her curves like they were made just for her. She was the definition of a sexy woman. She looked perfect, like always, but there was a faint tiredness in her face, a subtle heaviness in her posture. Her glow was missing.

“Rough day?” I asked.

She turned her head lazily and smiled, that soft glow creeping back into her cheeks when she saw me.

“Hey, sweetheart. Work was a nightmare. But you probably don’t want to hear about that.”

I sat down beside her lounge chair.

“I do. Tell me.”

Her smile deepened, just a bit. The way the sunlight hit her face, I couldn’t look away. Even tired, even with that slight edge in her voice, she still radiated beauty.

“Mmm. Alright,” she said, letting her head fall back. “It’s been hell trying to find the right model for our next shoot. The last one flaked. And there were some logistical delays with the product line. It’s exhausting.”

I felt terrible for her but wasn’t sure what to say.

“How was your day?” she asked.

“Certainly better than yours. Work and gym went smoothly.”

“I’d love to work out too,” she said. She reached up to touch her shoulder with a light wince. “But my shoulder’s killing me.”

“Want a massage?”

“God, yes,” she said, beaming. “I’m tense from all the office stress. I’d love to have your hands on me.”

She turned over without hesitation, flashing that perfect curve of her ass as she shifted on the towel. It felt slightly forbidden, the way I looked at her now. She wasn’t just any type of woman—she was attractive, undeniably so. It made something stir in me, and I had to force myself to breathe steadily.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked over her shoulder. “Straddle my legs, it’ll be better.”

I moved into position, my thighs bracketing hers, bringing me closer to the soft curve of her rear. I leaned down and started massaging her, hands working over her shoulders. Gosh, her flesh felt divine.

“Your skin’s so smooth,” I said before I could think twice.

She blushed, turning her face slightly toward me. “Have you gotten more romantic since spending time with Nadya and Sofi?”

“Maybe,” I said and heard that hint of curiosity in her voice.

“You’ve been busy lately,” she said, her tone light but sharp. “Spending a lot of time with not only your sister but Nadya and Sofi as well.”

I paused for half a second before answering. “Yeah.”

“Are you seeing one of them? Both?” she asked with a giggle.

“It’s complicated.”

That made her chuckle. “Sounds like it.” She stayed quiet for a second, then added, “You know you can tell me, right?”

I kept massaging, then said, “I’m seeing both.”

She didn’t look surprised. “You’re lucky your sister’s a good girl. She could’ve made a fuss about it.”

“Isabella means the world to me,” I said, meaning every word.

She didn’t press for more, just relaxed into my touch as I worked over her shoulders. As I massaged her, I felt my bulge hardening—rising until it pressed right against her ass. It grew so stiff that it naturally nestled between her cheeks.

I tried not to move, not to seek out that friction… but God, it felt sweet.

My hands glided along the smooth skin of her back as I worked out the tension. With each press and caress, I felt my cock stiffen more, straining against my shorts. It nestled right between her round cheeks, separated only by the thin fabric of her bikini bottoms and my shorts.

I bit my lip, trying to focus on the massage and not the sensation of my hardness rubbing against her ass. The way her supple flesh cradled my length felt incredible. I longed to grind myself against her. I told myself I was taking this too far but, I couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to slip inside her from behind, to have her bent over in front of me. In my mind, I pictured sliding her bikini to the side and sinking deep into her warmth inch by inch … I shook my head, wondering what was wrong with me. I backed off, hoping she hadn’t noticed.

She let out a soft sigh as if she lightly climaxed. “God, I really needed this.”

I kept massaging her slowly, feeling a little bad. Both because of my forbidden dreams and because she worked way too much.

“You should take a break,” I said. “Go on vacation.”

“Mmm,” she hummed, thinking. “You know what? Maybe I will. I was actually looking into the Bahamas. You and your sister can save your money for your next trip. This one’s on me.”

I smiled. “Oh, so you want to take us with you?”

“Yeah,” she said, turning to face me. “If you two are okay with it.”

“Definitely fine by me—and I know Isabella’s brought it up before.”

She turned her head slightly, the corners of her lips curling. “Good. Then it’s settled. Hopefully, my daughter will agree too.”

“She will,” I said without hesitation.

I let my hands slide lower, easing down to her mid-back and just above her waist. Her smile deepened, her body melting under my touch.

I felt myself getting aroused again, the warmth of her skin, the closeness and the way she relaxed completely under me—it all stirred something I tried to keep buried.

Just then, Isabella walked through the sliding door and caught us. I must’ve been so caught up in the massage, I didn’t even hear her come in. She grinned. “Interrupting something?”

I quickly unstraddled Amber, trying not to look guilty. Amber looked casual, brushing it off with a grin as she turned to Isabella. “Your brother’s sweet, giving me a massage after a long day at work.” She sat up and gave me a warm smile before pulling me into a hug. Her arms wrapped around me, and I felt her soft breasts press against my chest—she was only wearing a bikini, and the contact made my thoughts blur again. She was so sexy, it was hard not to notice.

“I know he’s the sweetest,” Isabella said. She stood behind Amber, still grinning as I hugged her. She wore tight mini-jeans and a crop top that barely covered anything. Her thick blonde hair was loose, golden, and messy in that perfect way that made you want to grab a fistful. Her lips were painted red, glossy like cherries—and fuck, I wanted to taste her. Press her against the wall and feel those lips wrapped around mine … or my hardening cock.

“We were just talking about something,” Amber said casually, breaking the hug and turning her attention to Isabella.

“About what?” Isabella asked curiously.

“About a family trip—to the Bahamas.”

Isabella’s eyes lit up. “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Amber said, smiling at her daughter’s reaction.

“What can we do there?”

“Beach fun, yachting,” Amber said. “Whatever we want.”

“Why now? We’ve suggested going on a trip together before,” Isabella asked.

Amber exhaled. “Rough day. Made me realize I need more time with my kids.”

Isabella smiled and walked over to hug her. “I’ve been trying to tell you that before.”

“Sorry, sweetheart. But I’ve realized it now.”

Breaking the hug, Amber glanced between us. “What if we go this week?”

I looked at Isabella, and she eagerly nodded. “I’m game,” Isabella said.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding too. “Let’s do it.”

“I’ll start dinner,” Amber said, stretching a little before heading inside.

Isabella headed upstairs and I lay down on the sun lounger. As soon as my older sister was gone, I felt my phone buzz. A text from Isabella lit up the screen:


I’m waiting for you … duh.


I didn’t need to ask what that meant. I pocketed my phone and made my way upstairs. While walking up, I wiped some sweat from my forehead—I hadn’t even realized it was there. Had I really gotten that worked up massaging my stepmom? I couldn’t remember the last time I’d touched her like that. But damn, she was so fine. And now that I was with my stepsister, it didn’t even feel that weird.

She waved at me while holding onto the door, and as soon as she closed it, she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me hard. I melted into it. Her lips were soft, sweet and addictive. I slipped my tongue into her mouth, tasting the fresh mint from her favorite chewing gum. My heart kicked up. I dropped my hands to her ass and gave it a slow, firm squeeze—God, she felt good.

She pulled away just enough to meet my eyes, her hand trailing down to my bulge.

“This wasn’t me,” she said, smirking.

“Then who was it?” I asked.

“You looked real
 comfortable with my mother earlier,” she teased, her grin growing.

“You’re imagining things,” I muttered.

“I don’t think I am,” she giggled.

Moments like this made it hard not to bend her over and take her right there. But we both knew we had to be careful since Amber was downstairs.

“Anyway,” I said, trying to shift gears, “how was work?”

“It was fine,” she said with a shrug. “Nothing eventful. I just kept thinking about you … and now I think about our trip with our mother.”

“Yeah. It’s gonna be fun. I have no idea how we’re gonna keep it under wraps though. Didn’t take long to get caught in Vegas.”

She smiled. “Let’s focus on our mother for now. Let’s do this for her. Make her feel good.”

I liked how she said that. Selfless, but with a wicked undertone. I nodded.

“We’ll find time. Don’t worry,” she whispered, then kissed me again—softer this time.

“I’ll try,” I said. “Should we head downstairs? Keep her company?”

“Sure thing,” she said sweetly, and we made our way down together.

Amber had grilled steaks—juicy, perfectly done. She’d also fried sweet potatoes, crispy at the edges. It was the kind of dinner that made you feel spoiled. We sat outside and ate under the soft glow of the terrace lights, talking about random things.

At one point, Amber asked about Nadya and Sofi. Isabella just laughed.

“Jake’s not a boy anymore,” she said, playfully ruffling my hair.

“Never was.”

“So untrue,” she shot back with a smirk.

After we ate, the three of us sat together on the outdoor sofa, enjoying the warm colors of the sunset. A soft breeze drifted across the patio as the sky shifted from gold to orange. Amber had her laptop open on her lap, scrolling through photos of tropical destinations of the Bahamas and clicking on resorts and suites.

“Look at this one,” she said, turning the screen slightly toward us. “Exuma. Clearwater, private beaches, and luxurious resorts.”

We leaned in. The pictures were insane—perfect turquoise water, white sand and luxury villas.

“That looks unreal,” I said.

“Let’s do that one,” Isabella added, leaning over so almost a tit fell out of her bra. “I want to wake up to that view.”

We all agreed on it pretty quickly.

“It’s about time,” Isabella said, leaning closer to her mother. “That we take a family vacation.”

Amber smiled and nodded. “Better late than never.”

“Was it after our Vegas trip that made you change your mind?” Isabella asked.

Amber hesitated for a moment, then said, “Yes? Watching you two have fun… I guess I felt a little envious. And maybe a bit insecure that you wouldn’t want me around on a trip.”

“Mom,” Isabella protested immediately, her voice soft but firm. “I love you. And I know we’d have so much fun together.”

Amber smiled and kissed her forehead, then leaned over and kissed mine too. “I love you both so much.”

“We love you too,” we said in unison, almost like it was instinct.





Chapter 2





T
 he days flew by, and before I knew it, it was time to pack. It didn’t take long for Isabella to start bothering me. She dragged me into her room, all excited, just to show off the bikinis she was planning to bring.

One after another, she modeled them for me—barely-there tops, string bottoms, and straps so thin they practically disappeared into her skin. She knew exactly what she was doing.

“What do you think of this one?” she asked, turning slowly in front of me.

“It’s… small.”

“Just small?”

“Sexy too.”

“Sexy enough for you?”

“It doesn’t matter what you wear,” I said, my voice lower now. “You’ll always look hot.”

She grinned, then pulled me into a hug—her body warm, half-bare, and pressed right up against me.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “I knew I could trust you.”

I tried to keep my cool, but it was no use. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she loved every second of teasing me.

* * *

We left the next morning. Loaded up the car and hit the road just after sunrise.

Amber hadn’t taken us on a trip in ages, and I was looking forward to spending some real time together. Not just the three of us… but everything that might come after.

While Amber was outside tanking gas, Isabella leaned over and kissed me. Soft, but not subtle. I glanced toward the station, catching a glimpse of Amber through the window.

Isabella noticed and smirked. “You scared she’s gonna catch us?”

“Just being careful,” I muttered.

“You’re cute when you’re nervous,” she whispered. “But you know she’s gonna find out eventually.”

“I hope not today,” I said, trying to keep my cool.

“I hope it won’t be like Vegas,” she added, her voice low. “Getting interrupted every damn time.”

I chuckled. “You already getting hot and bothered?”

“You have no idea,” she whispered, taking my hand and sliding it under her skirt. My fingers brushed over her pussy lips, and as I searched deeper, I felt a warm, wet puddle waiting for me. I barely had time to enjoy it before Amber glanced back toward the car.

I quickly pulled my hand away, clearing my throat like nothing happened. “Whoops,” Isabella said with a giggle.

We hit the road again, Amber humming to the radio like she hadn’t seen a thing. The drive passed in a mix of music and light conversation, but this time, Amber seemed more excited than usual. She kept talking about the beaches, her sunglasses, and how she was going to get a camera so we could take tons of photos.

“We’ll need a good shot of all of us,” she said. “And wait till you see the seafood down there. Conch salad, grilled lobster—I’ve already looked up places.”

Isabella laughed. “You sound more excited than we are.”

“I probably am,” Amber said. “I haven’t done anything like this in forever.”

It felt good seeing her like that, relaxed and genuinely happy. It made the trip feel even more special.

* * *

At the airport, we parked, checked our bags, and made our way through security. Right before we knew it, we were already on the plane. I ended up squeezed between the two of them. Isabella on one side, Amber on the other. Their thighs pressed against mine, skin brushing skin, and I couldn’t help but feel every shift and every slight lean. It was going to be a long flight.

At some point, Isabella leaned in closer, resting her head lightly against my shoulder. I felt her fingers slowly trail across my thigh. She gave me a look, a playful one that made my chest tighten.

When Amber got up to use the bathroom, Isabella didn’t wait. She slid her hand into my shorts, reaching for my manhood.

“Isabella,” I hissed quietly, trying to grab her wrist. “Not here.”

She ignored me, stroking me slowly, her eyes locked on mine. “You’re so jumpy. Relax.”

I bit the inside of my cheek, breathing through my nose, the tension climbing fast.

“Oh, that’s nice,” I sighed.

“Told you,” she teased, her voice dripping with mischief. “Wanna touch my boob?”

Of course, she’d say that—so typical of her. She could get me to do the wildest things without a second thought. I slipped my hand into her top, sliding past her bra, and started gently massaging her soft, warm breast while she kept stroking me.

“Can you go a bit faster?” I asked, the need hitting me full force.

She was being a good girl, stroking me quicker just like I asked. I was fully erect now, and fuck—it helped to have her tit in my hand, ripe and perfect for squeezing.

“Oh, I’m almost there.”

“I know,” she whispered. “I can feel it throb in my hand.”

Just a couple more strokes and I’d be done—but then I glanced back. Amber came walking down the aisle, and Isabella quickly pulled her hand out, leaving me hard with precum on her fingers.

Amber returned, sliding back into her seat, her hip pressing right against me again. Isabella looked out the window like nothing happened. I just sat there, heart pounding, trying to focus on anything else except for that orgasm I so desperately wanted.

* * *

We landed in Miami, transferred to our connecting flight, and finally touched down in Exuma. The sun was high, the breeze warm, and everything looked like a screensaver come to life.

We checked into a luxury family suite with ocean views and a massive balcony. As we brought our bags inside, Amber turned around with a smile.

“So, I was thinking—you can have the smaller bedroom to yourself, Jake,” she said. “Isabella and I can share the bigger one.”

I nodded. “Yeah, sure. Sounds good.” I wanted to say something else, but not in front of Amber. Deep down, I was disappointed. I wanted to sleep with Isabella, be close to her at night like we were in Aspen, Vegas, and whenever we had time for ourselves. But I kept it in, forcing a smile instead.

Isabella nodded too, but I caught the quick glance she gave me. We both wanted the same thing, but we weren’t going to push it. Not yet.

“Alright then,” Amber said, setting her purse on the counter. “Let’s unpack and then head out. This place is too beautiful to waste inside.”

They disappeared into their bedroom, and I figured—being girls—they’d be in there a while. From the hallway, I could hear them in their room, shuffling bags and unzipping suitcases. Then came the voices.

“Come on, Mom, just wear the bikini,” Isabella insisted.

“I don’t know,” Amber replied, sounding hesitant. “I brought a one-piece. It’s more my style.”

“You’ll look sexy. I promise. It’s not even that revealing,” Isabella pushed.

There was a pause, then a sigh from Amber. “You’re really not letting this go, huh?”

“Nope,” Isabella said, giggling. “We’re in the Bahamas, not hiding at a pool party.”

I smirked to myself, listening from the other side of the wall, picturing the two of them undressing and bickering over bikinis. This trip was already off to a wild start.

Then I noticed something I hadn’t before—a keyhole in the old-fashioned door that connected our rooms but remained locked. It was one of those ornate, vintage-style keyholes, wide enough that you could see through it.

My heart started racing. I stood there, frozen in indecision, arguing with myself. This was an opportunity to see my stepmother nude together with my stepsister. I shouldn’t look. But the temptation was overwhelming—the forbidden nature of it making my pulse quicken.

“This is a slippery slope,” I whispered to myself, trying to talk sense into my head. But another voice answered back, “Just one quick look.”

I glanced over my shoulder, making sure the suite door was closed, then slowly, cautiously moved toward the keyhole. I knelt, feeling my jeans tighten around my growing hardness as I positioned my eye against the opening.

The angle was limited, showing only a slice of their room. Isabella stood directly in my line of sight, completely nude, her golden skin glowing in the sunlight streaming through their window. She was facing away from me, reaching for something on the bed, flashing me the perfect curve of her ass. Her long blonde hair cascaded down her back, nearly reaching the dimples just above her rear. Even though I loved seeing Isabella nude—and had seen her more times than I could count—my thoughts drifted to Amber. I couldn’t help but wonder what she
 looked like.

Her voice carried through the room, soft and casual, but all I could catch were glimpses—an arm, a bare shoulder and the curve of her leg as she moved past. She never stood in full view, never long enough for me to really see her. Just flashes of skin and waves of dark hair as she moved in and out of my narrow line of sight.

It was more teasing than I’d expected. And somehow, that made it worse.

“Try this, Mom,” Isabella said. She held up something small and purple.

Amber laughed. “That’s basically dental floss! No way.”

I strained to see more of my stepmother, shifting my position slightly. I caught just a brief glimpse of Amber’s bare back as she moved across the room. Her ass was the perfect heart shape. And she was just as well-endowed up top—full, heavy breasts that bounced slightly with each step. But then she was gone again, slipping out of my sight.

Isabella straightened up, now holding a different bikini. “This one then. It’s still sexy but has more coverage.”

“Fine,” Amber said, and I heard the smile in her voice.

I watched as Isabella handed something over to her mother, then turned back toward the bed, giving me another perfect view of her naked form. My heart hammered in my chest as I considered what I was doing. I knew I should step away, but I couldn’t tear myself from the keyhole.

“You look so sexy,” Isabella said. “Show your outfit to Jake, he’ll love it.”

“Alright,” Amber said happily.

Then I heard footsteps approaching from their side. I quickly backed away from the door, my face burning with guilt. I grabbed my swim trunks and hurriedly changed, trying to calm my breathing and will away my erection before they came out.

A few minutes later, they emerged together. Amber stepped out first, and I stiffened. She wore a deep blue bikini that hugged her curves perfectly—not as revealing as Isabella, and perhaps I would have preferred, but still showing off her incredible figure. The top pushed her breasts up just enough to create tempting cleavage, and the bottoms accentuated her toned thighs and the soft curve of her hips.

Isabella followed behind her, wearing a tiny white bikini that left almost nothing to the imagination. The thin fabric barely covered her nipples, and the bottoms were cut high to elongate her already endless legs. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen her in that bikini, and it wouldn’t be the last.

“What do you think?” Amber asked, spinning around slowly.

“You look good,” I said.

“Just
 good?” Isabella teased, smirking at me from the side.

“More than good,” I added, a little awkward, my eyes flicking back to Amber.

She just smiled, tossing a lock of her brown hair over her shoulder like she hadn’t just turned me on without even trying. “Ready to hit the beach?” Amber asked, seemingly oblivious to how stunning she looked.

“Of course,” Isabella said, taking my hand and pulling me out of the room. We made our way there. Even if it was evening it was still warm. The beach was unreal. Clear turquoise water, soft white sand and barely anyone around. We set up close to the water, just far enough for the waves to tease our toes. Amber laid out the towels, reached into the beach bag and pulled out the sunscreen. “Jake, since you’re so good with your hands,” she said with a grin, “mind helping me out again? Especially after that massage back home.”

I nodded, trying to play it cool. “Yeah, sure.”

“Thank you, sweetheart.” Amber reclined on her towel, lying flat on her stomach, and I knelt beside her, pouring a generous amount of sunscreen into my palm. I hesitated for a moment, taking in the curve of her back and her heart-shaped rear that I’d recently seen a glimpse of.

“You can straddle me like before,” she said casually, her voice muffled against the towel. “It’s easier that way.”

I moved into position, my knees on either side of her hips. The contact was immediate—my thighs brushing against her sides, lowering myself just above the swell of her ass. I rubbed my hands together, warming the lotion between my palms before pressing them against her shoulders.

Her skin felt like silk beneath my fingers. I worked the sunscreen in small circles, feeling the tension in her muscles gradually release as I moved down her back. The sweet coconut scent of the lotion filled the air between us.

“Mmm, that feels amazing,” she murmured, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

I continued my way down, fingers tracing the contours of her shoulder blades and the line of her spine. When I reached her back, just above where her bikini bottoms began, I felt my cock stir to life. The familiar heat and pressure built as I hardened, my growing bulge now pressed firmly against her ass cheeks. I tried to shift my position slightly, but there was no hiding it—the thin fabric of my swim trunks did little to conceal my arousal.

I worked my hands lower, massaging the sunscreen into every inch of her exposed skin. When my fingers brushed against the edge of her bikini bottoms, she let out another soft moan that hardened my growing cock. My erection throbbed harder, nestling perfectly between the round globes of her ass.

“Don’t forget the backs of my legs,” she murmured, shifting slightly beneath me. The movement caused her to grind against my hardness, and I bit my lip to suppress a groan.

I moved backward, positioning myself over her thighs, and squeezed more lotion onto my hands. As I massaged the sunscreen into her calves and worked my way up to her hamstrings, I couldn’t help but notice how toned her legs were—smooth and firm under my touch.

“All done,” I said. I could probably do more, but I didn’t want her to notice what I was hiding.

She turned her head to look at me over her shoulder, her lips curved into a knowing smile. “Thanks, sweetheart. You’re so thorough.”

I carefully dismounted, trying to casually adjust myself as I stood. Amber rolled over onto her back, reaching for the sunscreen to apply it to her front.

“Isabella’s turn,” she said, nodding toward my stepsister who was lying on her stomach beside us, watching our interaction with amused interest.

“I’d love some of that special treatment,” Isabella teased, her blue eyes dancing with mischief.

I moved over to her, grateful for the chance to redirect my attention. As I straddled Isabella’s hips, I caught Amber watching us from the corner of my eye. She was rubbing lotion across the uncovered parts of her chest, her hands gliding over her cleavage in slow, sensual movements.

I poured more sunscreen onto my palms and began working it into Isabella’s shoulders. Her skin was softer than her mother’s, with the suppleness of youth. I found myself comparing them—the subtle differences in texture, the way Isabella arched slightly into my touch while Amber had remained more composed.

“Lower,” Isabella whispered, just loud enough for me to hear.

I complied, sliding my hands down her back. My erection hadn’t subsided at all; if anything, it had grown harder, pressing against the curve of her ass as I leaned forward to reach her bottom.

“There we go,” Isabella purred as I gave her perfect ass a firm, lingering squeeze—just enough pressure to make her sigh before I pulled my hands away, right as Amber turned her head.

“Is that enough?” I asked, voice low and teasing.

“What do you
 think?” she said, glancing back over her shoulder with that filthy little smirk that made me want to bend her over right there.

Moments like that made it hard to behave. I wanted to spank her, make her moan my name, make her forget where we were. But I kept it together. Barely.

“I think the water’s waiting,” I muttered, shifting slightly to hide the growing bulge in my shorts.

“Alright,” she said, rising at the same time as her mom. We hopped in at the same time.

The ocean was perfect—clear, warm and calm. Isabella splashed at me first, then ducked under before I could get her back. I chased her, laughing, and Amber joined in on the fun, looking more like a youth than our mother. It didn’t take long before we were all just messing around, throwing water at each other and soaking wet.

Then Amber dove under and came up right in front of me. Her bikini stuck to her skin, clinging to her curves. Her stomach, her legs, her chest—everything about her just hit me all at once. “This water is warm and perfect.”

My dick started getting hard. Fast. “Yeah,” I agreed.

I turned away quickly, trying to hide it. There was no way I could calm down, not after I’d just massaged her, my hands sliding over her back, her thighs and near her heart-shaped ass. “I’m gonna grab some water,” I said, pretending to be casual.

Isabella made a sad face. “We were just about to have fun,” she said, pouting a little.

“I will,” I told her, already walking backward toward our towels, “be right back.”

I made it back to the cooler, popped the top off a water bottle, and took a long drink. While I did, I tucked myself into my waistband and tried to calm down.

When I looked up, I saw Amber walking out of the ocean. Her body was dripping wet, the sun making the water on her skin glisten. Her hair was slicked back, and the way her hips swayed seductively made her look like a goddess.

She walked right up to me. “You’re not hogging all the water, are you?” she asked, smirking.

I handed her the bottle without saying anything. Watching her tip it back and drink, I couldn’t look away. “You look stunning,” I said, and it slipped out before I could stop it.

Water trickled down her collarbone, she smiled, deep and warm, like it meant something to her. “I’m glad,” she said, then chuckled. “Feels nice to hear that when you start feeling old.”

“Old? You look as pretty as Isabella,” I said.

She gave me a look, eyes scanning me up and down. “You know,” she said, teasing, “you’ve really grown into your body. You look good. Like, really good.”

“Like what?”

She giggled and stepped in close—so close her breasts nearly brushed against my lower chest. Her fingers traced down my abs, slow and deliberate, before trailing along the thick vein running across my bicep.

“Like your muscles,” she said, then rose on her toes and ruffled my hair. “And the fact that you’re tall now.”

I’d stepped out of the water just to cool off—not to get teased like this. I tried to keep my eyes on hers, but damn, her tits were right there, practically begging for attention. Every part of her body screamed touch me
 .

“But it’s not just your looks,” she added, her tone softer now. “You’ve matured. You’re not a kid anymore.”

That line hit something in me. I remembered what Isabella had said before Aspen—how our mother missed the days when we were younger.

“Time doesn’t stand still,” I said quietly.

“I know,” she murmured. “But sometimes it feels like yesterday you were this little boy… and now here you are—taller than me, stronger, and just… a full-grown man.” Her teeth tugged at her bottom lip, and for a second, I swear I saw it—that flicker of lust in her eyes. She didn’t say anything else, just bit her lip again, stifling a little giggle like she hadn’t just made my cock twitch.

“You wanna play volleyball before it gets dark?” she asked, her tone suddenly light again. “It’s been forever.”

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile, hoping the game would help kill the tension … but knowing it probably wouldn’t.

We found a net nearby and set up a quick game. Me and Isabella on one side, our mother on the other.

Amber surprised me with how into it she got. She was competitive, laughing, diving and taunting us. Every time she scored, she’d raise her arms and shout like she just won the Olympics. Isabella kept shouting back, pretending to be mad, but she was grinning too. At one point Amber smacked the ball so hard it flew right past me and hit the sand. She pointed at me, smirking. “Come on, big guy. Don’t freeze up now.”

I shook my head, smiling, and served the ball again. The game went on way longer than we thought it would, but none of us wanted to stop. Amber hadn’t forgotten a thing. She’d played in college and well into adulthood, though less and less as the years went by.

At one point, she jumped up to block and her bikini top shifted. Just for a second, I saw one of her nipples.

Isabella caught it too. She elbowed me with a grin. “Eyes up, brother.”

I laughed it off, but it was impossible not to stare. Amber was glowing. She was doing better than either of us and when she won the next round, she threw her arms up, grinning bigger than ever. “God, I haven’t played like that in ages,” she said, catching her breath, chest rising and falling, face flushed from the sun and excitement.

When we finally flopped down on the loungers, Isabella turned to Amber. “You still got it.”

Smiling, she glanced over at us. “I really needed this vacation,” she said. “Feels like I can finally breathe again.”

“We’re stoked for you,” Isabella said.

She sat up a little and looked between us. “We should clean up and get dinner before it gets too late.”

We all agreed. It was starting to get dark anyway.

Back in the room, we all showered and changed. Amber came out in a tight pink pencil dress that hugged every part of her. Isabella wore a light blue pencil skirt and a matching top. They both looked incredibly sexy, and I had to keep myself from staring too long.

We went to one of the resort restaurants and ordered lobster with some kind of creamy pasta on the side. Everything tasted amazing, and for the first time in a while, it felt like we were all just enjoying the moment. No stress, no weirdness, just food, smiles, and the sound of waves in the background.

Isabella let out a little moan after another bite. “I haven’t eaten anything this luxurious and delicious in ages.”

“Same,” I said, nodding. “This is insanely good.”

Amber smiled. “I’m glad you two are enjoying it. Come on, sit closer for a photo.”

We scooted in, and Amber held her phone up. “Perfect,” she said, snapping the shot. She showed it to us, still smiling. “You almost look like a couple.”

I laughed awkwardly, scratching my neck. Before I could say anything, Isabella leaned in and kissed my cheek.

“Not without a kiss,” she said, then chuckled when she saw my red cheeks. “I’m just playing, little brother.” Still, part of me hoped she hadn’t figured it out—hadn’t caught on and just kept quiet about it.

After the swim and dinner, we headed back to the room. The plane ride and all the time in the water had us worn out. When Amber and Isabella started changing in their room, I heard them laughing, then comparing their boobs.

“Yours are perfect,” Amber said.

“Please,” Isabella replied. “I didn’t inherit your big ones. It sucks.”

I shook my head quietly. That was ridiculous. Isabella’s chest was just right, and honestly, she looked amazing. But then their conversation was getting more intimate, and my curiosity got the better of me. I tiptoed to the keyhole once more, my heart racing as I positioned my eye against the opening. My eyes widened. My stepmother was fully nude. I could see her from the side—those full, bell-shaped breasts topped with thick nipples, standing out without the bikini top. They looked even bigger bare, her natural cleavage deep enough to hold a pen without effort.

My gaze drifted lower, tracing the flare of her hips. Just beneath the curve, I thought I caught a glimpse of a neat triangle of trimmed hair, but the angle made it hard to be sure.

God, if only she’d turn just a little to the right.

“Can I see them?” Amber asked, her voice soft but curious. “I mean, if you’re comfortable with that.”

There was a brief pause, and I held my breath, watching Isabella’s silhouette shift in the dim light of their room.

“Sure,” she said with a casual shrug.

I watched, mesmerized, as Isabella pulled her top over her head. Suddenly, she stood there, half-naked, her perfect breasts exposed in the soft glow of the bedside lamp. They were perky teardrops, with rosy nipples that hardened slightly in the cool air conditioning. I smiled every time I saw them, but my attention drifted to Amber. She stepped closer, her expression one of motherly pride. “They’re perfect, sweetheart,” she said, reaching out hesitantly. “May I?”

Isabella nodded, and I felt my cock throb painfully against the fabric of my shorts as Amber gently cupped Isabella’s breasts in her hands. Her fingers traced the curve underneath, lifting them slightly as if weighing them.

“See? The perfect handful,” Amber said, her voice taking on a husky quality I’d never heard before. “Firm and perky. You have nothing to worry about.”

Isabella smiled, a flush spreading across her cheeks. “Thanks, but yours are bigger,” she said, boldly reaching out to touch Amber’s nude chest. “See? Much fuller.”

My hand moved almost of its own accord, sliding into my shorts as I watched this forbidden exchange. I wrapped my fingers around my shaft, already rock hard and leaking precum.

Amber didn’t pull away from Isabella’s touch. Instead, she smiled softly. “No one’s perfect, honey. We all have our gifts. Your blonde hair, for instance—it’s absolutely stunning. Like spun gold in the sunlight.”

I stroked myself faster as I watched Isabella’s hands lingering on Amber’s breasts, her fingers tracing the outline through the silky fabric. Why was I doing this? I knew it was partially wrong. Partially because I was already in an intimate relationship with my stepsister, and wrong because my stepmother was there.

“You’re wrong,” Isabella whispered, looking up at Amber with adoration in her eyes. “You are perfect. Everything about you.”

Amber pulled her daughter into a nude hug, and my cock only grew harder.

“I love you, Isabella,” she said softly, their tits mashing perfectly. “You and Jake mean everything to me.”

They lingered in the embrace longer than I expected, and I couldn’t help but wish I was a part of it. When they finally pulled apart, silence fell between them—until Isabella turned toward the door.

“Jake?” she called out.

I jolted back, quickly stepping away so she wouldn’t realize I’d been eavesdropping.

“What?” I answered, trying to sound casual.

“If you don’t want me hogging the shower for an hour, you should hop in first.”

“Alright. Thanks.” She was sweet to remind me.

The bathroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the suite—spacious and marbled, with a soaking tub, a wide mirror, and a glass shower large enough for all three of us. I undressed and stepped inside, my cock already rock hard. I wrapped my fingers around it, slowly stroking the way Isabella had during the flight. God, if she’d just finished me then …

I sighed, trying to focus. I pictured the way Amber had cupped Isabella’s breasts, the two of them nude, embracing. I’d never seen them that close before—it was one of the hottest things I’d ever witnessed. But the sound of their voices outside the door made it hard to stay in the moment.

I gave up. I’d have to wait. I turned off the water and wrapped a towel around myself.

Just as I stepped out, Isabella slipped in past me. I headed to my room, only to hear a soft knock a few minutes later. Amber stepped in, wearing a purple nightgown.

“Want to keep me company on the balcony while I wait for her to finish up?”

“Sure,” I said.

Still wrapped in my towel, I stood and followed her outside. We stepped onto the balcony, settling into our seats, the night air warm against our skin. The stars stretched overhead, and the ocean shimmered beneath us—calm, dark and endless.

“You want to see the photos I took so far?”

I nodded, leaning in. Even her nightgown had a plunging V-neck, and her cleavage was fully visible. I tried to focus on the screen, but my eyes kept drifting to her privates.

“They look great,” I said, smiling as I saw how happy she was.

“I’m glad,” she sighed. “I forgot how good it feels to actually take some time off.”

“How does it feel?” I asked her.

“Amazing,” she admitted. “No deadlines, no to-do list. Just spending time with you two—it’s the best thing in the world.”

“Then let’s do something after this too.”

“Of course,” she said with a warm smile. “Tomorrow, I was thinking … we rent a yacht. Maybe even sleep on it overnight.”

“A yacht?” I asked, eyes widening.

“Yeah,” she giggled, noticing how excited I got. “We can snorkel … maybe I’ll even let you steer.”

I was already imagining it. Even if we’d only been here half a day, it already felt worth it.

We talked about everything and nothing until she glanced over her shoulder.

“It’s been over an hour,” she said.

I chuckled. “Typical her.”

Amber got up and knocked on the bathroom door. “Isabella, I need to use it too.”

“One minute!” she called out.

Eventually, Isabella stepped out, wrapped in nothing but a towel, damp hair clinging to her skin. She joined me outside.

“How you doing?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said, and she leaned in to kiss me. A quick, secret kiss.

Her hand brushed over my towel, pausing where my bulge strained beneath. “This doesn’t feel fine,” she whispered.

“What are you gonna do about it?” I asked, half-joking and half-desperate.

“When you go to bed … stay up an hour or two. I’ll join you.”

I blinked. “You’re serious?”

She nodded, grinning. “Trust me, bro.” She kissed my cheek and disappeared back into the suite, leaving me hard and alone.

I eventually headed to my room. After Amber finished her shower, she knocked on my door. Still in her towel, steam rising off her skin, she stepped inside.

“Just wanted to give you a goodnight hug,” she said, stepping in and wrapping her arms around me.

Her towel clung just above her nipples, and I felt the warm swell of her chest press against mine. She didn’t shy away—if anything, she leaned in closer, her soft, damp skin making my cock twitch beneath the towel still wrapped around my waist.

“Sweet dreams,” she murmured, her voice soft, her breath warm on my neck.

“You too,” I said, holding her a moment longer than I probably should have… but not long enough.

* * *

I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling fan as it spun lazily above me. The sheets felt cool against my skin, but my body burned with arousal. The digital clock on the nightstand cast a soft blue glow across the room—11:34 PM. Then 11:47. Then 12:03. Every minute stretched into what felt like hours.

The sound of waves crashing against the shore drifted through the open window, along with the sweet scent of tropical flowers. I shifted positions, trying to get comfortable, but my mind wouldn’t stop racing. Would Isabella really come? Or had she just been teasing me?

I replayed the day in my head—Me sitting so close to them on the plane, Isabella giving me an unfinished handjob, Peeking through the keyhole, Amber’s curves in that bikini, the way the water had beaded on her skin, Isabella’s knowing glances, and that forbidden moment when I’d watched them compare breasts. The memory alone made my cock throb beneath the thin sheet.

12:26 AM. I considered giving up and trying to sleep, but then I heard it—the faintest click of a door latch from the other room, followed by the soft pad of bare feet across the carpet.

The door to my room slowly opened, which felt like an eternity. A slice of moonlight from the hallway cut across the floor, and then I saw her—Isabella’s silhouette in the doorway. She slipped inside and closed the door behind her with barely a sound.

As she moved closer, the moonlight streaming through the balcony doors illuminated her body. She wore nothing but a pair of lacy pink Hello Kitty panties, her breasts bare and perfect, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. Her nipples were already hard, pointing toward me like an invitation.

She moved toward the bed like a kitty. The mattress dipped slightly as she climbed on, crawling up my body with the grace of a cat stalking its prey. Her eyes never left mine as she straddled me, her warm thighs pressing against my sides.

“Let’s fuck,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. Her blonde hair fell forward, creating a curtain around our faces as she leaned down, her breasts brushing against my chest.

“Seriously,” I said, swallowing hard, my eyes raking over her. “What’s your plan after this? You know she can’t find you sleeping here.”

She grinned, leaning in close, her voice low and filthy.

“I’ll go back … after you’ve creampied me.”

I swallowed hard again, my hands already finding their way to her waist. “Are you sure about this?” I asked, glancing toward the wall that separated our rooms.

Isabella smirked, grinding her hips against my already rock-hard cock. She was sopping wet and spread her nectar all over me. “Mom hasn’t been on a vacation in years,” she whispered, her lips grazing my ear. “She’s sleeping like a rock. Trust me, I checked.”

“What if she’ll wake up when you go back to your bed?”

“I’ll sneak back in like a fox.” She sat up, still straddling me, and took my hands in hers. Slowly, she guided them up to her breasts.

I squeezed her breasts gently, feeling their perfect weight in my palms, her nipples hardening against my touch. She let out a soft moan, then quickly bit her lip to stifle the sound. “By the way,” I said, smirking, “I saw you two comparing your breasts earlier.”

She arched a brow, not even pretending to be surprised. “You peeked through the keyhole again, didn’t you? Just like in Aspen.”

I grinned. “Can you blame me?”

“Nope.”

“Your breasts are perfect,” I told her, my eyes lingering on them.

“They’re not like mother’s though,” she said, almost shyly.

“They’re yours
 ,” I said, leaning in a little. “That’s what makes them special.”

Her cheeks flushed, that soft pink rising into a smile. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” I whispered, my voice thick with need. “Watching you in that tiny bikini, and your unfinished handjob on the plane.”

“You wanted me to jerk you off so badly.”

“Yeah I did,” I said.

“I’ll be a good girl tonight,” she said, leaning down to kiss me. Her lips were soft and warm, tasting faintly of mint toothpaste as her tongue slipped into my mouth before breaking the kiss. “I could also feel how hard you were getting during that massage.”

“I wanted to fuck you so badly,” I said before she pressed her lips to mine again.

My hands roamed over her body, tracing the curve of her waist, and the swell of her hips, before sliding down to cup her ass. I pulled her panties to the side, feeling the slick wetness that had already gathered there.

“You’re so wet,” I groaned quietly, sliding my finger between her folds.

“Been thinking about this all day,” she echoed my words as I circled her clit. “Had to touch myself in the shower just to take the edge off.”

The image of her pleasuring herself, while Amber waited outside, sent a fresh surge of blood to my cock. I slipped a finger inside her, then another, feeling her walls clench around me.

“Hmm,” she whispered, her hips rocking against my hand. “I need you inside me. Now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I pulled my boxers down with my free hand, my cock springing free, already leaking precum at the tip. Isabella shifted her position, hovering over me.

She reached between us, wrapping her fingers around my shaft, and guiding me to her entrance. Slowly, she lowered herself onto me, inch by inch, her tight pussy enveloping me. We both had to stifle our moans as she took me completely inside her till her lips touched my pubic bone.

“God, you feel amazing,” I said, gripping her hips as she began to move.

She rode me slowly at first, her body rising and falling in a hypnotic, sensual rhythm. The mattress creaked softly beneath us, and she paused, both of us holding our breath. When no sound came from the other room, she resumed her movements, more carefully now, stroking my length with her perfectly-fitting pussy walls.

I sat up, wrapping my arms around her, pulling her close so her breasts pressed against my chest. We moved together perfectly, finding a rhythm that kept the noise to a minimum while maximizing our pleasure. My mouth found her neck, kissing and sucking gently, careful not to leave marks that Amber might notice.

“Doggy?” she whispered against my ear.

“I’d love to see your ass,” I said as she lifted herself off me.

She turned around, getting on all fours, presenting herself to me in the moonlight. The sight of her perfect ass raised in the air, her glistening pussy waiting for me, was enough to make my cock throb painfully. I moved behind her, gripping her hips as I positioned myself at her entrance.

“Slow,” she whispered, glancing over her shoulder with those mischievous blue eyes. “Don’t make the bed squeak too much.”

I guided the head to her pink entrance and pushed it in, parting her lips and sliding inside her with careful restraint, watching my cock disappear into her warmth. The sensation was overwhelming—her walls gripping me tightly as I bottomed out. I had to bite my lip to keep from groaning too loudly.

“Oh, Jake,” she breathed, her fingers clutching the sheets.

I began thrusting, establishing a rhythm that was deep but controlled. Each time I pushed forward, Isabella would push back against me, taking me deeper. Her blonde hair spilled across the pillow, and I gathered it in my fist, giving it a gentle tug that made her gasp.

I continued thrusting, my pace increasing slightly as my need grew. The position was incredible, allowing me to hit spots inside her that made her bite the pillow to muffle her moans. But I wanted to see her face, to watch her expression as she came apart beneath me.

Slowly, I pulled out, earning a disappointed whimper from Isabella. “Turn over,” I whispered, helping her onto her back.

She spread her legs eagerly, welcoming me back between them. I positioned myself at her entrance again, our eyes locked as I pushed inside her missionary. The new angle made her gasp, her back arching off the mattress.

“This is better,” I murmured, lowering myself to kiss her deeply. “I can see you now.”

I braced myself on my forearms, hovering above her, watching her beautiful face contort with pleasure.

“Deeper,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around my waist.

I obliged, driving into her with more force but still mindful of the creaking bed. The pressure was building inside me, a familiar tightening in my groin that signaled my approaching release. But I was determined to make her come first.

“I’m gonna come,” she whispered against my lips, her voice a desperate plea.

“Me too,” I groaned, feeling the pressure building at the base of my erection.

Her body tensed beneath me, her back arching like a cat as she reached her climax. I felt her pussy clench around me, milking my cock as she buried her face in my shoulder to muffle her cries. The sensation of her orgasm triggered my own, and I drove deep inside her one final time, my cock twitching and pulsing as I emptied myself into her warm vagina.

“Oh thank goodness,” I breathed, collapsing slightly against her, careful not to crush her with my full weight. We stayed connected for several moments, both of us panting softly, our bodies slick with sweat despite the cool air conditioning.

When I finally pulled out, a thick stream of my cum followed, spilling onto the sheets between her thighs. Isabella looked down and giggled, her cheeks flushed with the afterglow of her orgasm.

“Look at that creampie,” she whispered, running her fingers through the sticky mess between her legs. “You really filled me up this time.”

I watched, mesmerized, as she brought her cum-coated fingers to her lips and sucked them clean, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight was so erotic I felt my cock twitch despite having just come.

“That felt like heaven,” I murmured, lying beside her and pulling her into my arms.

She nestled against my chest, her golden hair splaying across me. “It always is with you,” she replied, tracing patterns on my chest. “Worth the risk, every time.”

We lay in comfortable silence for a few minutes, our heartbeats gradually slowing to a normal pace.

“Do you think our mother suspects anything?” I asked quietly, my fingers absently playing with a strand of her hair.

Isabella shook her head. “I don’t think so. Why?”

“Did you see how she looked at us today? When she said we looked like a couple?”

A small smile curved Isabella’s lips. “Yeah. But I think she was just teasing.”

“You’re probably right,” I said, tucking a strand of golden hair behind her ear.

“I can’t believe how lucky I am,” I whispered. “To have you like this.”

Her blue eyes softened as she gazed up at me. “I feel the same way. Sometimes I think about how this all started, and it feels like fate, you know? Like we were always meant to find each other this way.”

I pulled her closer, wrapping my arms around her slender frame. Her head rested on my chest, her ear pressed against my heart. I wondered if she could hear how it raced for her, how it had always been hers. “You’re right,” I said. We didn’t say anything else. After our climax, we became tired. We just lay there till eventually sleep claimed us both.





Chapter 3





T
 he following morning, I slowly woke up to hurried noises coming from Amber’s bedroom. Cabinet doors, footsteps, and she even muttered a curse. Something felt off. I blinked a few times, trying to adjust to the light sneaking in through the curtains.

Then I heard her voice. “Jake, have you seen your sister?”

Amber’s voice was closer than expected, and before I could even lift my head, my door flung open. She stormed in, eyes wide with panic, but everything stopped the second she saw me.

She gasped, her hands flying to her mouth.

I looked at her, trying to figure out what she was reacting to—then glanced down.

That’s when I saw it.

Isabella was lying on her side, her back pressed to my chest, completely naked. Her smooth skin was warm against mine, and my morning wood fit perfectly between the soft cheeks of her ass. She hadn’t gone back to her room last night.

She’d fallen asleep right here. With me.

Amber stood frozen.

We locked eyes, both of us completely still. Her mouth opened slightly like she wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. I didn’t move either, just stared back, my heart thumping like a war drum. Everything felt like slow motion. Her eyes flicked to where my leg was draped over hers, and her eyes fixed on my erection, then back to my face. The silence stretched out, heavy and uncomfortable, neither of us knowing what to say.

Isabella groaned and shifted a little. “What is it?” she mumbled, then slowly turned her head and saw her mother standing in the doorway.

Her face turned bright red. She didn’t even try to move. She just buried her head in my shoulder.

“I’m sorry,” Amber said, backing away. “We can talk about this later.”

She disappeared into the bathroom and shut the door.

“Please, God, kill me now,” Isabella whispered.

I wrapped an arm around her, running my fingers along her back. “It is what it is,” I said quietly. “We’ll figure it out.”

“I should’ve gone back to my room,” she mumbled. “I told myself I would, I just… it just felt so good to lie here with you. I’m sorry.”

“It wasn’t your fault,” I said. “I passed out too.”

“We always end up in sticky situations,” she said.

“Yeah,” I muttered, “but this one’s probably the stickiest.”

We didn’t say anything—just held onto each other.

Even if it was a little embarrassing, I felt something deeper: a sense of unity. No matter what obstacles we faced, we kept growing—together.

There was a knock at the door.

“Can I come in?” Amber asked from the other side.

Isabella quickly pulled the sheets up over both of us. “Yeah,” she called out.

Amber came in a few seconds later in a sundress, acting calm even if it was clear she’d seen something disturbing. She held her phone and asked us, “I’ll order breakfast. Anything in particular you two want?”

We both shook our heads.

“Just… anything is fine,” Isabella said.

Amber nodded. “Alright. You can change if you want,” she said and closed the door.

Isabella glanced at me, then at the door. “I should probably get dressed,” she said.

“Yeah,” I agreed, nodding.

She slipped off the bed and went to her room. I pulled on my clothes and tried not to think too much.

When breakfast arrived, we met on the balcony and sat outside to eat. The food smelled amazing, but the air between us was still awkward and tense.

After a while, Amber finally decided to speak about it. “How did this happen?”

Isabella looked at me, then back at her. “In Aspen,” she said. “It just happened. One thing led to another, and I guess I’ve always kind of found him attractive.”

Amber raised an eyebrow and gave me a look, then smiled quietly before setting her fork down. She seemed to like it when Isabella admitted I was attractive.

“Are you ashamed of us?” Isabella asked.

Amber shook her head. “No. I could never be ashamed of you two. You’re both old enough to make your own decisions.”

We both nodded.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Yeah,” Isabella added. “For being a good mother.”

Amber smiled, and we all kept eating. Things still felt weird, but not in a bad way. Just different.

After a few bites, Amber looked up. “I should also say sorry for storming in like that. I panicked when I saw Isabella wasn’t in her room.”

“It’s okay,” Isabella said. “I get it. Last night, I promised I’d go back to our room, but… it just felt too nice cuddling with my brother.”

Amber smiled softly at that, her expression warm.

“It’s fine… What about your friends? Do they know too?”

She set down her fork. “We tried to hide it from Nadya and Sofi, too,” she admitted. “But we got caught.”

Amber chuckled. “Love’s impossible to hide. I suspected something … but I wasn’t sure. It seemed kind of far-fetched, but I don’t judge you.” She looked at both of us. “It’s fine. Really.”

I let out a breath. “You’re just… a really good mom. Most would’ve freaked out or shamed us.”

Amber nodded slowly. “There are a lot of bad parents out there. I’m not one of them. But you should both know something—my kids, you two, mean the world to me. Always have and always will.”

Me and Isabella both looked at her, and we knew. That wasn’t just something she was saying. We felt it.

She took a sip of her juice and looked at us again. “If you two want to sleep together, you can. You don’t have to hide it.”

Isabella smiled. “Honestly, it wasn’t that bad lying in the same bed as you, Mom.”

Amber just laughed lightly. “It’s fine.”

Isabella leaned back slightly and looked at our mother. “So, what’s the plan for today?”

“I forgot to tell you—but I told Jake—I planned on renting a yacht. Actually did it last night. Figured it could be nice for us to sleep there instead for a night.”

“Isn’t that pricey?” Isabella asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Don’t worry about the price,” Amber said. “I can afford it.”

After we finished eating breakfast, we all got dressed, and Amber headed out to the yacht rental. We checked out a couple of Sunseekers, walking through them one by one until we found one with two suites—one set up for a couple and the other for a guest.

Amber gave us a playful look. “Think the bed’s big enough for you two?”

“Yes,” we both said in unison. Neither of us blushed or hesitated, which honestly surprised me. I expected some awkwardness, but it just felt easy.

Isabella looked excited, and honestly, so was I.

Once it was rented and everything was settled, Amber took the wheel and steered it out from the docks. The sun was high, warm, and perfect, and the water shimmered all around us. Me and Isabella headed up to the bow and sat there together, legs stretched out, shoulders touching. We didn’t say much at first, just took it all in.

Isabella leaned her head lightly against my shoulder. “This is kind of unreal,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Like a dream, you don’t want to wake up from.”

She smiled, closing her eyes for a second. I watched her, the way her hair moved in the breeze, the sunlight brushing her face. She looked peaceful and happy, and so did I.

Amber slowed the yacht a bit and called out to us. “Hey, look over here.”

We turned our heads, and she snapped a photo of us sitting together. She gave us a thumbs up. Then, with a teasing smile, she asked, “Mind giving me one more? How about a kiss on the lips?”

We glanced at each other, then leaned in and kissed. Our mother took the shot.

I let out a soft sigh of relief, and Isabella did the same.

“She really is the best mother,” Isabella said.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “She really is.”

Eventually, Amber brought the yacht to a stop, not too far from the island but still close enough to see the shoreline. She stood at the helm, now dressed in a stunning bikini. Turning to Isabella, she asked, “Sweetie, can you unhook the back for me?” Then she smiled at me. “You’ve already seen your sister’s breasts, so this might not be weird. I just really hate tan lines.”

I rubbed the back of my neck. “It’s okay.”

Isabella grinned. “He peeked through the keyhole once and saw your breasts too.”

Amber smirked but didn’t say anything more. I shot my stepsister a look, but she just grinned back. I stood behind my stepmother as Isabella unhooked her bra. It slipped off and hit the floor, and for a second, it felt like everything moved in slow motion. Then she lay down, her bare chest pressing into the towel, her breasts flattening just enough to spill at the sides.

The sideboob was mouthwatering—plenty to admire—but of course, I wanted more.

She twisted her neck. “Would you like to help out your mother?”

“Sure,” I said. I grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and moved behind my stepmother.

“Take your time,” she said, her voice muffled against the towel. “Make sure you get every inch.”

I knelt beside her, squeezing a generous amount of coconut-scented sunscreen onto my palm. The white cream pooled in my hand, and I rubbed my palms together to warm them before placing them on her shoulders. Her skin was soft and warm under my touch, already heating from the tropical sun in addition to the natural warmth she radiated.

“That feels nice,” she murmured.

I began working the cream into her skin, starting at her shoulders and moving downward. My fingers traced the line of her spine. Her skin was impossibly smooth when considering her age, with a subtle tan that made her look like she was glowing from within.

As I massaged the lotion into her lower back, I couldn’t help but notice how her waist tapered before flaring out to her hips. The bikini bottoms rode low, revealing the dimples just above her ass. My fingers lingered there briefly, circling.

“Lower,” she instructed, her voice turning huskier. “Don’t want to miss any spots.”

I swallowed hard, trying to stop the blood flowing south as I moved my hands lower, my fingers brushing the edge of her bikini bottoms. The round curves of her ass peeked out from beneath the fabric, and I carefully applied the lotion along the border, making sure not to leave any skin unprotected.

Each touch, each glide of my fingers across her skin, sent waves of arousal through my body. Despite my best efforts, I felt myself hardening in my swim trunks, my erection growing more insistent and stubborn. The combination of her nearly naked body, the intimate nature of applying sunscreen, and the memory of seeing her breasts the night before was overwhelming.

I shifted uncomfortably, trying to reposition myself to hide my growing bulge. But as I leaned forward to spread more lotion across her mid-back, my erection pressed against her. I froze, wondering if she’d noticed.

“Everything okay?” she asked, turning her head slightly to look at me over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. “Just making sure I get everything covered.”

She smiled knowingly, her eyes briefly flicking downward before meeting mine again. “You’re very thorough. I appreciate that.”

As I reached the backs of her thighs, working the lotion into her skin with gentle pressure, she let out a moan that sent shivers down my spine. The sound was so sensual, so feminine—it made my cock twitch with need.

“That’s enough,” she said suddenly as if she’d sensed my growing problem. “I can do the front myself. Thank you, sweetheart.”

I nodded, reluctantly pulling my hands away. “No problem,” I said, my voice sounding strained even to my ears.

She smiled at me, something knowing in her expression. “You’re very good at that. Very attentive.”

I mumbled another thank you and stood up, awkwardly trying to hide my erection as I backed away before I could see her forbidden breasts.

“Go enjoy the sun with your sister,” she said, nodding toward where Isabella was sunbathing on the other side of the yacht.

I nodded and made my way over to Isabella, my heart still pounding in my chest. She was lying on her stomach, her golden hair cascading down her back, her perfect ass was framed beautifully by the tiny bikini bottom she wore.

When she heard me approach, she lifted her head and smiled.

“Hey,” she said, her voice playful. “How was your bonding time with Mom?”

“Shut up,” I muttered, though I couldn’t help but smile.

She sat up, adjusting her bikini top. “You look hot and bothered,” she teased, her eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in my swim trunks. “Did something happen?”

I glanced back at our mother, who was now applying lotion to her legs, her back still to us. “You saw and heard what happened.”

“And that got you all worked up?” Isabella giggled. “You’re such a horny teen.”

“As if you aren’t.”

“Fair point.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes, both of us watching as Amber finished applying sunscreen, then laid back on her towel, facing up toward the sun. I could see her breasts now—full, bell-shaped, and downright artistic. Her nipples were thick, suckable, begging for my mouth. That deep, natural cleavage had my mouth watering.

I didn’t bother hiding my arousal. At this point, there was no use pretending. My cock strained against my swim trunks, hard enough to tear through the fabric.

Isabella noticed—of course she did—and flashed me a wicked grin. Suddenly, Isabella grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. She led me across the yacht, away from where Amber was sunbathing, toward the steering deck. From this position, we had a clear view of our mother lying on her towel, her gorgeous breasts fully visible, but we were partially hidden by the yacht’s structure.

Isabella pushed me against the wall, her body pressing against mine. “I’ve never seen you so flustered,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “It’s kind of cute.”

Before I could respond, her lips were on mine, hot and insistent. I melted into the kiss, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, dancing with mine in a familiar rhythm that never failed to drive me wild.

She broke the kiss. “You’re thinking about her, aren’t you?” she whispered, her hand sliding down to cup me through my swim trunks.

I hesitated, guilt washing over me. “I…”

“It’s okay,” Isabella murmured, her fingers tracing the outline of my erection. “I saw how you looked at her. How you touched her.”

Her hand began to move, stroking me through the fabric. The friction was maddening, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

“Want me to help you take the edge off?” Isabella whispered, her fingers already slipping beneath the waistband of my swim trunks.

I nodded, unable to speak as her hand wrapped around my shaft. The sensation of her soft fingers against my heated skin made my knees weak.

“Watch her,” Isabella whispered as she began stroking me with slow, deliberate movements. “Look at our mother while I do this.”

My eyes drifted to where Amber lay on her towel. Her full breasts were completely exposed, glistening with sunscreen in the bright Bahamian sun. Her dark nipples were perfectly centered on her bell-shaped breasts.

“God,” I breathed, my cock growing even harder in Isabella’s grip.

“You like that?” Isabella whispered, increasing her pace slightly. “You like seeing our mother’s tits?”

I couldn’t deny it, not with my body betraying me so completely. My hips bucked involuntarily into Isabella’s fist as she continued her handjob, her thumb occasionally swiping over my sensitive head, spreading the precum that had gathered there.

“Yeah,” I admitted, my voice strained. “She’s beautiful.”

Isabella smiled against my neck, placing soft kisses along my jaw as her hand worked its magic. “Just like that,” she encouraged, her wrist twisting slightly on the upstroke in a way that made me see stars. “Keep watching her while I make you come.”

“Be a good girl and take off my trunks,” I said.

She obeyed without hesitation, sliding them down and freeing my rock-hard cock. Then she moved behind me, her hands already stroking me just the way I liked. It felt filthy and perfect—so wrong, yet right.

I let out a low sigh, my body relaxing into her touch. Thank God I had my hot sister… and gorgeous mother.


“This is just as exciting for me as it is for you,” Isabella whispered, tightening her grip. Her left hand let go, and I felt her spit into her right, then smear the slick warmth over my shaft.

“Ah, that’s better,” I muttered, eyes flicking toward Amber. We were trying to keep our voices down—desperate not to get caught.

Amber shifted slightly on her towel, one arm draped above her head, the other resting on her stomach. The movement caused her breasts to jiggle slightly, and I bit my lip hard to stifle a groan.

“Imagine touching them,” Isabella whispered. “Imagine how soft they’d feel in your hands, how her nipples would harden under your touch.”

The image flooded my mind, and I felt the pressure building at the base of my spine. Isabella’s hand moved faster now, her grip firm but not too tight, creating the perfect friction.

“I’m close,” I warned.

“Come for our dear mother,” she urged, her soft hand sliding up and down my length. “Come while looking at her. Let her know how hot she is.”

My gaze returned to Amber just as she stretched, her back arching slightly, pushing her breasts upward toward the sun. That was all it took. The release hit me like an erupting volcano, my body tensing as cum flooded over Isabella’s hand, wave after wave of hot, intense pleasure washing through me.

Isabella continued stroking, gentler now, milking every last drop as I shuddered against her. When there wasn’t a drop left, she brought her hand up to her lips, licking my cream from her fingers with a wicked gleam in her eye.

“Feel better?” she asked, tucking me back into my swim trunks.

“Yeah,” I said, still trying to recover.

“Hey, you two!” Amber’s voice called out suddenly from behind us.

I stiffened immediately. Had she seen us? Did she know what we’d just done? I quickly adjusted myself, hoping there was no visible evidence of what had just taken place.

Isabella, who looked just as caught off guard, turned to our mother. “Yeah, Mom?”

Amber put on her bikini top and rose to her feet. She approached us, and her skin glistened with sunscreen and a light sheen of sweat from the tropical heat. “I was thinking,” she said, seemingly oblivious to our recent activities, “would you two like to steer the yacht while taking some photos? The water looks perfect right now.”

“Um, sure,” I said, trying not to let my voice crack. “But I don’t really know how to drive this thing.”

Amber smiled, her eyes bright with excitement. “I can teach you. It’s not too difficult once you get the hang of it.”

“Sounds fun,” Isabella chimed in, already moving toward the helm. “I’ve always wanted to drive one of these.”

We followed Amber to the captain’s seat, a large leather chair positioned in front of an array of controls. She gestured for me to sit, and I slid into the chair, my hands hovering over the wheel.

“Okay, so this is pretty straightforward,” Amber began, pointing to various controls. “This is the throttle, these are the trim tabs, and obviously this is the steering wheel. The most important thing is to keep an eye on the depth finder here and watch out for any obstacles.”

I nodded, trying to absorb the information while acutely aware of her standing so close to me right after Isabella had given me a handjob at the sight of her.

“It still feels a bit complicated,” I said.

“Let me show you,” Amber said, stepping closer. She leaned over me from behind, her body pressing against my back as she reached for my hands. “Put this one here,” she said, guiding my right hand to the throttle, “and keep this one on the wheel.”

As she leaned forward, her breasts spilled over my shoulder, the soft weight of them pressing against me through the thin material of her bikini top. I could feel the warmth of her skin and smell the coconut sunscreen mixed with her natural scent. Her breath tickled my ear as she spoke, sweet and warm.

“Feel how sensitive it is?” she asked, her fingers still wrapped around mine on the throttle. “Just a gentle touch is all it needs.”

I nodded. Her proximity was overwhelming, especially after what had just happened with Isabella. The memory of watching Amber’s bare breasts while my stepsister stroked me was still fresh, and now here she was, pressed against me, seemingly unaware of the effect she was having.

“You need to be gentle but firm,” she continued. Her fingers tightened slightly over mine, demonstrating the proper pressure. “Too much and you’ll lurch forward. Too little and you’ll stall.”

Isabella watched us with an amused smile, then approached the captain’s chair. “Mom, I think he might learn better if you sit on his lap,” she suggested, her eyes twinkling mischievously. “That way you can better show him.”

Amber straightened slightly, considering the idea. Her hands remained on mine, her body still close enough that I could feel her heat. “Would that be okay with you, Jake?” she asked, looking down at me with those piercing eyes.

My heart hammered in my chest as I nodded. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

“Alright,” she said, and before I could prepare myself, she slid onto my lap.

My body tensed immediately. Amber positioned herself directly on my thighs, her back against my chest, her ass nestled firmly against my groin. I silently thanked whatever gods were listening that I had just released minutes ago with Isabella’s help; otherwise, this situation would have been even more awkward. But I was still close to pitching a tent again. My manhood already stirred to life.

“Relax,” Amber said, glancing over her shoulder at me with a reassuring smile. “I won’t bite.”

She took my hands in hers, guiding them to the wheel. Her touch was gentle but firm, her fingers wrapping around mine as she showed me how to hold the wheel properly.

“Let’s try a little turn,” Amber said, guiding my hands to steer the yacht slightly to the right. She shifted her weight to accommodate the motion, and I felt her ass grind against my crotch, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. The sensation of her firm, round backside pressing against me was maddening, and despite having just climaxed minutes ago, I felt myself responding immediately.

“Like this?” I asked, my voice sounding strained even to my ears as I attempted to focus on the controls rather than the warm pressure of her body against mine.

“Perfect,” she replied, adjusting her position again. This time, the movement caused her to slide slightly back and forth across my lap, creating friction that made my breath catch. “You just need to be confident with your movements.”

I swallowed hard, trying to control my body’s reaction, but it was useless. With each small adjustment she made, each shift of her weight as she pointed out different controls, her ass ground against my growing hardness. The thin material of my swim trunks and her bikini bottoms did little to disguise what was happening.

“Mom,” I began, not sure what I was going to say, but feeling like I should acknowledge the situation somehow.

She glanced back at me, her eyes meeting mine for a brief moment. Something flickered across her face—recognition, perhaps, or understanding—but she didn’t move away. Instead, she simply turned back to the controls.

“It happens,” she said softly, her voice casual as if we were discussing the weather. “Just focus on steering.”

Isabella, who had been watching this entire exchange with barely concealed amusement, now approached with Mom’s camera in hand.

“How’s the lesson going?” she asked, her eyes darting between us.

“Jake’s a natural,” Amber replied, and I felt her shift again, this time in a way that seemed almost deliberate. Her ass pressed firmly against my now fully erect cock, nestling it perfectly between her cheeks. “He’s got good instincts.”

I bit my lip, trying to concentrate on the task at hand rather than the exquisite torture of having my stepmother’s perfect ass grinding against me. The yacht responded to my touch, cutting smoothly through the crystal-clear water as I gained confidence with the controls.

“I think you’ve got it now,” Amber said after a few more minutes of instruction. She made one final adjustment, grinding her ass against me in a slow, circular motion that made my cock throb painfully. Then, to my mixed relief and disappointment, she stood up. “You can handle it on your own.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak as I gripped the wheel tightly, focusing on maintaining our course.

“Isabella,” Amber said, turning to my stepsister. “Would you mind taking the photos?”

“Of course,” Isabella replied, lifting the camera with a smile. “Where do you want to pose?”

“I’ll show you,” Amber said and headed down to the deck.

I kept my hands steady on the wheel while Isabella stood off to the side, taking photos of Amber in her bikini. She posed against the rail, her hair fluttering in the breeze. She looked really gorgeous, and I was dangerously close to losing focus.

Isabella glanced over at me and smirked. “You’re making him distracted.”

Amber smiled, amused.

I shot Isabella a look, trying not to grin.

* * *

Later, we took a break from the water. Amber and Isabella made dinner together in the kitchen. I helped set the table out on the deck. The three of us sat outside, eating while the sun dipped lower in the sky.

It was simple food, grilled fish and salad, but very tasty. We talked about the day, joked around. It felt natural, even though we’d gotten caught earlier.

Isabella ended up pulling out a tub of ice cream after and went through more than half of it on her own. At one point, she scooped up a spoonful and offered it to me.

“Come on, just try one bite,” she said, nudging it toward my lips.

“I’m fine,” I laughed, waving her off. “You’re going to explode.”

She rolled her eyes but kept eating.

After we cleaned up, Isabella started looking a little off. She rubbed her stomach and leaned against the side rail.

“You okay?” I asked.

“I don’t know. My stomach kind of hurts,” she said, leaning forward.

“You should’ve been more careful with the ice cream,” I told her.

“I know,” she muttered.

I reached out and gently patted her back, my eyes scanning her face. “You look really unwell.”

She just nodded.

Amber noticed too. “Go lie down in the guest suite,” she told her.

Isabella nodded, and I helped her down carefully, one arm around her waist. She leaned into me just a little.

“That was sweet of you,” she said quietly as we reached the bottom.

I kissed her gently. “Message me if it gets worse or anything, alright?”

She nodded. “I will.”

After she was settled, Amber turned to me. “Want to join me in the hot tub for a bit?”

“Yeah,” I said without thinking.

She gave a little grin and went to switch it on, the jets kicking in with a low hum. Then she disappeared into the cabin and came back out a few minutes later wearing a new bikini—dark red, low-cut and hugging her in all the right places.

She stepped into the hot tub slowly, her body dipping below the surface. I tried not to stare, but she looked incredible. I climbed in after her, and the warmth hit me right away. We both sank down into the water, sitting there together, just the two of us, warm water bubbling around us as the sky slowly shifted to orange and pink. We talked about life and various topics. She playfully mentioned how Isabella always had a sweet tooth and needed to be more careful. I nodded, agreeing, and she smiled. “It was kind of you to help her down like that,” she said.

“She’s helped and cared for me more than I can count.”

We sat in silence for a few moments before she brought up something deeper. “What’s it like… being with her?”

I looked at the water for a second, then back at her. “I love her. I really do.”

Amber’s smile softened. “I’m not going to judge you. The only thing I’m disappointed about is that you two didn’t come clean earlier.”

I sighed. “We talked about it. We figured you probably wouldn’t mind. We just weren’t sure.”

“You were right,” she said gently. “I don’t.”

We exchanged smiles.

“I kind of regret not doing something like this sooner,” she said. “Feels like time’s flying by faster than I thought.”

I frowned slightly. “I don’t really get it.”

She looked at me with a knowing smile. “You will when you’re older. I didn’t understand it either at your age. Just enjoy life, while it’s still unfolding in front of you.”

She shifted a little closer in the tub. I tried not to look down, but it was hard. She looked incredible, and it was killing me not to stare.

Instead, I tried to focus on what she’d just said. There was something in her voice—like she wasn’t thrilled about being older, even though she still looked sexy as hell.

“You look incredible,” I told her, meaning every word.

She smiled, but it was a little wistful. “That’s sweet of you.”

There was an awkward silence when we glanced at each other. I didn’t know why, but sitting that close to her, steam curling around us, my body started reacting. I shifted a little, trying to play it off, but the heat wasn’t just from the water.

She eventually broke the moment. “Want some champagne?”

I blinked. “I’m only eighteen.”

She chuckled. “I won’t tell anyone.”

“Alright then,” I said.

She stood up slowly, and I couldn’t help but admire the way the water clung to her as she stepped out. Her long legs gleamed in the golden light, toned and smooth, with droplets running down and tracing every curve. I swallowed hard, feeling the heat in my chest as I watched her walk over to the mini fridge near the deck.

She bent slightly to grab the bottle and two glasses, and my eyes were glued to her the whole time. When she turned and came back, she leaned over to hand me a glass, and her chest was right in front of my face. Her breasts, barely contained by the wet bikini top, were glistening and full, round and soft, inches from me.

She stepped into the hot tub, water poured down her body, clinging to her skin in streams. Her breasts swayed gently as she moved, full and perfectly shaped, droplets trailing across her stomach. She looked absolutely stunning.

I couldn’t help staring. She caught me looking again but didn’t call me out. Instead, she just gave a quiet, knowing smile before sitting beside me, close enough for our knees to touch.

She popped the cork off the bottle, and it surprised her—flying open with a sharp pop as champagne bubbled up and spilled straight down her chest. She gasped, laughing as the cold liquid poured over her breasts.

This was just getting better and better. “That was… hot,” I muttered without thinking.

Her eyes flicked to mine, amused. I shut my mouth quickly, realizing I said it out loud.

She just chuckled, pouring some into each glass like nothing happened. She handed me one.

“Cheers,” she said softly.

“Cheers.”

We clinked glasses and took a sip, both inching a little closer without really thinking about it.

“Since Isabella won’t be drinking,” she said with a playful look, “that just means more for the two of us.”

We kept drinking slowly, talking about everything and nothing. She eventually asked, “Do you have any other plans in life? Something you want to do?”

“I kind of like it where I am right now.”

She smiled. “Well, having three beautiful girls around must be plenty of fun.”

“Yeah,” I said, grinning. However, in the back of my mind, I thought there was definitely room for one more.

There was a pause, then she looked over at me. “Did you mean it? What you said earlier… about me being hot?”

I nodded. “Yeah. You’re very attractive.”

Her lips curled upward. “Well… I like how you look too. You’ve really grown up, Jake. You’re a good-looking guy.”

She leaned her head back against the edge of the tub. “I don’t really like older men that much.”

“Understandable,” I said, which made her chuckle.

We talked more, our voices lower now, the sky almost completely dark. Eventually, she yawned.

“Isabella’s in the guest suite,” she said. “We probably should sleep in the couple suite—the king bed. Is that okay with you?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice a little tighter than I meant it. The thought of sharing that space with her was doing something to me.

She stood up to stretch and turned to step out of the water. I quickly tucked my growing erection into the waistband of my swim shorts before getting up too.

But she glanced back just as I did, catching me in the act. Her eyes lingered a second longer than necessary, and she didn’t say a word.

We both dried off quietly and decided to check on Isabella first. She looked worse than earlier, curled up tighter in the guest bed, her face pale and her skin clammy.

“She doesn’t look good,” I muttered, kneeling beside her again.

“I’ll grab her some medicine,” Amber said, heading to the bathroom cabinet.

I stayed by Isabella’s side, brushing a hand over her arm. “You okay?”

She gave a weak nod. “My tummy hurts.”

“I’m here,” I said quietly.

She smiled weakly, and she wanted to say something but then Amber returned and handed her a couple of pills and a glass of water. “Take these, sweetie. You’ll feel better soon.”

“A nighty night kiss?”

I kissed her on the lips and Amber kissed her forehead.

“Goodnight,” Amber whispered.

“I’ll keep my phone on the nightstand,” I told her. “Just in case.”

“Thanks,” Isabella murmured. “Love you guys.”

Amber told me she needed to use the bathroom first, so I headed to the couple’s suite alone and slid under the sheets. The bed was massive, soft, the sheets cool against my skin. I stared at the ceiling, trying to wrap my head around the fact that I was actually going to sleep beside her. The thought repeated in my head like a heartbeat.

I was already hard, just thinking about her. The hot tub, the champagne, the way she looked dripping wet. I tried to calm myself down, breathing slowly, shifting under the sheets.

A few minutes passed before I heard the door open. She stepped in wearing a silky purple robe that barely covered her curves. It clung to her hips, her chest, dipping low and loose in the front. Her legs were bare, long and smooth, her skin still glowing from the heat of the tub.

She smiled as she came closer. “You comfortable?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice a little too quick. My joystick was still stiff, and the sight of her wasn’t helping. I stayed under the sheet, trying to hide it.

She walked around to her side of the bed and sat down slowly, her robe falling open just a little more. As she pulled the sheets over herself and lay down, I turned my head away, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

But when I glanced back, I caught her eyes drifting down. She saw it. The bulge under the sheets. Her gaze lingered, then flicked back up to my face.

“I kinda feel bad you were looking forward to sleeping with your sister,” she said softly.

“It’s fine,” I replied. “She needs to rest.”

There was a pause—long enough to feel the weight of whatever was coming next.

“Maybe… I could give you a handjob,” she offered, her voice quiet, almost shy.

I blinked, sure I’d misheard her. “What?”

“A handjob,” she repeated.

My heart hammered against my ribs. “Are you serious?”

She nodded, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of tenderness and lust. “Only if you want to.”

“I do,” I said. I didn’t have to think twice. I was just surprised she suggested it.

Amber smiled. She reached over and slowly pulled the sheet down, revealing my boxers and the prominent bulge straining against the fabric. “Look at you,” she whispered, a hint of admiration in her voice.

I held my breath as her fingers hooked into the waistband of my underwear. She tugged them down gently, and my cock sprang free, fully erect and already leaking precum at the tip.

“You’re already so hard,” she said with a soft giggle, wrapping her slender fingers around my shaft. “Were you thinking about me?”

I nodded, unable to form words as her warm hand began to move, stroking me slowly from base to tip. “Especially after I massaged you with sunscreen,” I said.

“You’ve been hard since then?”

“Kind of… Isabella gave me a handjob while I watched you sunbathe.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, wide for a second—then she giggled. “You’re sneaky. I didn’t notice a thing.”

The sensation was unbelievably intense—different from Isabella’s touch, more experienced somehow, with a confidence that came from years of knowing exactly what a man needs.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“So good,” I managed to say, my hips involuntarily bucking into her hand.

As she leaned over me to get a better angle, her robe fell open, revealing her full, perfect breasts. They swayed gently with each movement of her arm, the nipples already hard and begging to be touched. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them—those same beautiful tits I’d glimpsed through keyholes and admired in bikinis were now completely exposed to me, inches from my face.

“You can touch them if you want,” she said, noticing where my gaze had landed.

I reached up hesitantly, cupping one of her bells in my palm. It was softer than I’d imagined, warm and heavy, filling my hand perfectly. I brushed my thumb across her nipple, and she let out a soft moan that made my cock twitch in her grip.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, increasing her pace slightly. Her hand glided up and down my length, twisting just so on the upstroke, applying pressure in all the right places.

I fondled both her breasts now, marveling at their perfection. They were different from Isabella’s—fuller, with a slight natural sag that only added to their beauty. The contrast between my sister’s perky, youthful chest and Mom’s was so arousing I could barely contain myself. I squeezed them gently, rolling her nipples between my fingers, drawing out more of those sweet, soft moans.

“I’m getting close,” I warned, feeling the intense pleasure building.

Amber’s eyes lit up with mischief. “Let me aim you,” she whispered. She shifted her position, leaning back slightly as she pointed my cock directly at her chest.

“Oh wow,” I groaned, my hips jerking upward as the pressure built to an unbearable peak as I realized she’d let me finish on her tits. “I’m coming—”

The first rope of cum shot out with surprising force, landing across her left breast in a hot, pearly streak. She kept stroking, milking me through my orgasm as spurt after spurt of thick white cum painted her chest. It splashed across both breasts, some hitting her collarbone and some dripping down the valley between them.

She just grinned and continued to stroke me till every drop was on either her hands or chest. When I finally finished, I collapsed back against the pillows, panting heavily. My mind was reeling, unable to process what had just happened. Amber sat there, my cum glistening on her beautiful breasts, trickling slowly down her skin. The sight was unbelievable—something out of my wildest fantasies.

“Wow,” I breathed, staring at her cum-covered chest. “I can’t believe that just happened.”

She smiled, looking down at herself. A finger traced through the sticky substance on her breast, spreading it around her nipple. “Look at all this,” she said, sounding impressed. “You really needed that, didn’t you?”

“Thank you,” I said, still catching my breath. “You really know what you’re doing.”

Amber’s smile widened, a warm glow spreading across her features. She looked genuinely happy, almost proud. “I’m glad I could help.”

As my breathing steadied, I realized something. This had been all about me. She’d taken care of my needs without asking for anything in return. That didn’t seem fair.

“What about you?” I asked, meeting her eyes. “Can I … help you out too?”

She bit her lip, considering my offer. For a moment, I thought she might refuse, but then she nodded. “I would like that,” she admitted, her voice soft but certain.

“I know just the thing,” I said, sliding off the bed. Isabella’s purse was on the floor next to her nightstand. I knew where she kept her stash and fetched her vibrator. I reached in, feeling around until my fingers closed around something smooth and cylindrical. Bingo. I pulled out her sleek purple vibrator, the one she’d shown me how to use on her countless times before.

Once I turned back to the bed, Amber had removed her robe completely. She lay naked on the bed, her legs slightly parted, her eyes following the toy I held. The sight of her made me stiffen—her full breasts still glistening with my cum, her stomach flat with just the slightest curve, and between her thighs, a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair.

“What have you got there?” she asked, eyeing the vibrator in my hand.

I held it up with a small smile. “Something I think you’ll enjoy.”

She raised an eyebrow, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Is that your sister’s?”

I nodded, climbing onto the bed. “She won’t mind.”

Amber leaned back against the pillows, spreading her legs wider to reveal her pussy—pink, glistening, and already wet with arousal. The sight was mesmerizing. Her labia were fuller than Isabella’s, her clit slightly larger, peeking out from its hood like it was eager for attention.

“How would you like it?” I asked, settling between her thighs.

A soft giggle escaped her lips. “Pretend I’m your sister,” she said, her voice playful yet sultry. “Do whatever you’d do to her.”

“That will make it a whole lot easier.” I moved closer, my hands sliding up her inner thighs, feeling the softness of her skin. “First,” I said, my voice low, “I’d touch her like this.”

My fingers traced the outer lips of her pussy, gentle and teasing. She was incredibly wet, her arousal coating my fingertips as I explored her folds. I circled her entrance, dipping just the tip of my finger inside, then dragging the wetness up to her clit.

“I like how gentle you are,” she said, her hips lifting slightly to meet my touch. “That’s nice.”

I continued teasing her, watching her reactions carefully. When her breathing quickened, I leaned down, my face hovering just above her center. “Then,” I whispered, my breath hot against her sensitive skin, “I’d taste her.”

My tongue made contact with her pussy, and she gasped, her hands immediately flying to my hair. I licked slowly from her entrance up to her clit, enjoying her taste—richer and more complex than Isabella’s, with a sweetness that was uniquely hers. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, applying gentle pressure before sucking it lightly between my lips.

“Oh,” she moaned, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. Her fingers tightened in my hair, guiding me where she needed me most. “Just like that.”

I devoured her pussy, alternating between broad strokes of my tongue and focused kisses on her clit. Her hips began to rock against my face, her breathing growing more ragged with each passing moment. I slipped a finger inside her, then another, curling them upward to find that spot Isabella loved.

“Jake,” she gasped, her back arching off the bed. “Oh, I love that.”

Hearing my name from her lips in that desperate, needy tone made me aroused. My cock was already hardening again, eager for more despite having just come minutes earlier.

After thoroughly worshipping her with my mouth, I reached for the vibrator. I turned it on, the low hum filling the room as I brought it to her slick entrance. Her eyes widened with anticipation as I teased her opening with the smooth tip.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Just push it inside.”

I slowly pushed the vibrator inside her, watching as her pussy stretched to accommodate it. The sight was mesmerizing—her glistening folds parting, her entrance gripping the purple shaft as it disappeared inside her. Once it was fully seated, I began to move it in and out with deliberate strokes, twisting it slightly on each withdrawal.

“Wow,” she hissed, her hips rising to meet each thrust. “Isabella better buy me one of those later.”

I increased the speed, angling the vibrator to hit all her sensitive nerves. With my free hand, I reached up to caress her breast, rolling her nipple between my fingers, smearing my cum across her skin.

“I’m going to turn it up,” I warned, clicking the button to increase the vibration intensity.

The effect was immediate. Amber’s whole body tensed, her mouth falling open as the heightened sensations washed over her. I continued fucking her with the toy, maintaining a steady rhythm as I leaned down to take her other nipple into my mouth, sucking it hard.

“I’m almost there,” she gasped, her hands clutching at the sheets. “So close—don’t stop.”

I could feel her approaching the edge, her pussy clenching around the vibrator, her breathing growing more erratic. I pressed the toy firmly against her and used my thumb to circle her clit, providing dual stimulation that would push her over the brink.

Her orgasm hit her. Her back arched off the bed, her thighs clamping around my hand as waves of pleasure crashed through her body. I kept the vibrator pressed firmly against her sweet spot, watching in awe as she convulsed and trembled beneath me.

“Oh God, Jake!” she cried out, her voice breaking as her climax peaked. Her pussy contracted around the toy, her wetness flowing freely over my fingers.

I maintained the perfect pressure, not too hard, not too soft, helping her ride through every tremor of her orgasm. Her face was pure orgasmic—eyes squeezed shut, lips parted and cheeks flushed with a red color. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

As her spasms gradually subsided, I eased the vibration down, slowly withdrawing the toy while she caught her breath. She looked absolutely stunning—skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat, hair splayed across the pillow, chest rising and falling with each deep breath.

I set the vibrator aside and moved up to lie beside her.

“I haven’t orgasmed in years” she finally murmured, her voice soft and slightly hoarse.

“How did it feel?”

“Amazing.” She looked up at me, her eyes searching mine. “I know this is probably a little strange,” she said, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest. “I hope I didn’t make you uncomfortable.”

I shook my head immediately. “No, not at all. It felt great. Really great.”

“For me too,” she admitted with a soft smile. “Though I can’t help feeling it’s slightly…”

“Forbidden?” I suggested.

She nodded. “Yes. But in the best possible way.”

I tightened my arm around her, drawing her closer. “I think we’re past worrying about what’s forbidden and what’s not,” I said. “After what you saw this morning with me and Isabella.”

A small laugh escaped her lips. “True. I suppose normal went out the window a long time ago.”

We fell silent again, and slowly, we fell asleep.





Chapter 4





I
 slipped into a dream as soon as I closed my eyes. My stepmother stood at the yacht’s railing, looking out over the moonlit water. She was completely naked, her skin glowing silver in the darkness. I approached her from behind, wrapping my arms around her waist.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” she whispered, leaning back against me.

My hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts and exploring them. She moaned, grinding her ass against my hardening cock.

“I want you,” I murmured.

She turned her head. “Then take me,” she said.

“Where?”

“In my ass,” she said with a giggle, turning back to the water and bending over.

I bent her forward over the railing, my hands gripping her hips. She arched her back, presenting her ass to me. I ran my fingers between her cheeks, finding her tight entrance already slick with lube.

“What’s taking so long?” she asked, pushing back against me.

I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her tight hole. Just as I was about to push inside, to feel that incredible tightness envelop me—I jerked awake, my body on fire with lust. The room was dark, but I could feel warmth pressed against me. I was spooning my stepmother, my arm draped over her waist, my cock nestled between the cheeks of her ass. The thin fabric of her panties was the only barrier between us.

My hips were already moving, grinding against her in an instinctive rhythm as if I were fucking her. I was so close, teetering on the edge of my dream. Before I could stop myself, the sensation overwhelmed me. I gasped as my orgasm hit, my cock pulsing as I came hard, hot streams shooting between her ass cheeks, soaking through her panties and spilling onto her skin.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, horror washed over me. What had I done? I tried to pull away, but it was too late—Amber was stirring, awakened by my movements or the sudden wetness between her legs.

“Jake?” she murmured.

“I’m so sorry,” I stammered. “I was dreaming, and I—I didn’t mean to—”

She shifted, turning her head to look at me over her shoulder. To my surprise, a carefree smile played on her lips.

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” she said, reaching back to touch my face. “These things happen.”

“But I—”

“Shh,” she soothed. “You were having a wet dream, that’s all. Nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I swallowed hard, unable to believe she was being so understanding. “I made a mess,” I admitted.

Her smile widened slightly. “That’s what washing machines are for.” She shifted, grimacing slightly as she felt my sticky semen between her legs. “Let me clean up first, then you can shower.”

“No, let me go first,” I insisted, eager to escape the awkwardness. “I’ll be quick.”

She nodded, and I slipped out of bed, grabbing a fresh pair of boxers before heading to the bathroom. Under the hot spray of the shower, I tried to process everything that had happened. Last night with Amber, the handjob, the vibrator and now this morning’s accident. It was overwhelming how quickly things were changing between us, and I didn’t mind. I wanted more.

After washing thoroughly, I wrapped a towel around my waist and stepped back into the bedroom. The bed was empty, the sheets changed. Amber must have cleaned up while I was in the shower. I dressed quickly in shorts and a t-shirt, then decided to check on Isabella.

As I approached the guest suite, I heard voices. The door was slightly ajar, and I could see Amber sitting on the edge of Isabella’s bed, a hand pressed to her forehead.

“Feeling any better?” Amber asked, her voice gentle.

“Much better,” Isabella replied, sounding stronger than last night. “I think it was just too much ice cream. I’m starving now.”

I knocked lightly on the door frame. “Hey,” I said, stepping into the room. “Good to see you’re not dying anymore.”

Isabella grinned. “Takes more than dairy to kill me.” She was sitting up in bed, wearing a thin tank top, her hair tousled from sleep. Despite having been sick, she looked radiant.

Amber stood up. “I’ll make some breakfast. Something light for your stomach, Isabella.”

“Thanks, Mom,” she said.

Amber turned to leave, giving me a brief smile as she passed. There was something in her eyes—a mix of tenderness and something more. But she didn’t say anything about last night or this morning.

Once Amber left, Isabella patted the bed beside her. “Come here. I missed you last night.”

I sat down, and she immediately leaned against me. “How was sleeping with Mom?” she asked, a mischievous glint in her eye.

I hesitated. “It was … interesting.”

“Interesting how?” She raised an eyebrow.

“We … did some stuff,” I admitted, trying not to sound nervous.

Her eyes widened. “What kind of stuff?”

“She gave me a handjob,” I said, still hardly believing it myself. “And I used your vibrator on her.”

Isabella’s mouth fell open. “Are you serious? Holy shit, Jake!”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “And then this morning, I kind of … had an accident. While spooning her.”

“Oh my God,” Isabella whispered, her eyes dancing with excitement. “So you two actually–”

“Not exactly,” I clarified. “We didn’t have sex.”

Isabella bit her lip, her eyes darkening with desire. “So Mom’s okay with us being together and she even joined in a little?”

“Yeah, seems that way,” I said, still processing it all myself.

She shifted closer, her hand sliding up my thigh. “Jake,” she whispered, her voice suddenly husky. “I want you to fuck me. Right now.”

“Are you sure? You were sick last night and our mother is just right around the corner.”

“I’m fine now,” she insisted, her fingers already working at the button of my shorts. “Better than fine. And hearing about you and Mom has got me so wet.”

I glanced toward the door. “What about—”

“She’s making breakfast,” Isabella said, tugging my shorts down. “We’ll be quick.”

The thought of being caught again should have deterred me, but instead, it sent a thrill of excitement through my body. My cock was already hardening as Isabella pulled off her tank top, revealing her teardrops.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I murmured, pushing her back against the pillows. Once I’d seen her nude, it wasn’t like I could resist her.

She spread her legs, revealing she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal. “Welcome home,” she said flirtatiously.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. With one smooth thrust, I buried myself to the hilt, both of us gasping at the sensation.

“Oh, there we go,” she said, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Fuck me, little brother.”

I began to thrust my hips back and forth. Her raw pussy was incredibly tight and wet, gripping my cock perfectly with each thrust.

“Hmm,” she moaned. “Just like that.”

I increased my pace, the bed creaking beneath us as I pounded into her. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper, her moans growing louder with each stroke.

Just then, the door swung open. “Breakfast is almost—oh!”

We froze mid-thrust, both our heads whipping toward the sound. Our mother stood in the doorway, a spatula in her hand, her eyes wide as she took in the scene before her.

For a moment, no one moved or spoke. Then Amber cleared her throat, a blush spreading across her cheeks. “I’m so sorry,” she said, already backing out of the room. “I should have knocked. Um, breakfast will be ready in ten minutes.” She pulled the door shut quickly, leaving us alone.

Isabella and I stared at each other for a beat, then burst into nervous laughter.

“What do we do now?” I whispered, still buried deep inside her.

Isabella bit her lip, her pupils dilated with lust. “Are you kidding? This just made me hornier.”

She rolled her hips against mine, reminding me of our unfinished business. The embarrassment of being caught quickly melted away as pleasure took over again. I resumed thrusting, harder now.

“Hmm,” she moaned, not bothering to keep her voice down anymore. “Don’t stop.”

Her back arched off the bed, her breasts bouncing with each powerful thrust. The wet sounds of our bodies slapping together filled the room, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans.

She closed her eyes and threw her head back. Her pussy clenched around me, her whole body shuddering with the force of her orgasm. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and I buried myself to the hilt as I exploded inside her, filling her with rope after rope of hot cum.

We collapsed together, panting and sweaty, our bodies still joined. After a moment to catch our breath, I pulled out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy.

“Oh, what a beautiful way to wake up,” Isabella whispered, pressing a kiss to my lips.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “We should probably get dressed before breakfast gets cold.”

She nodded, reluctantly separating from me. We cleaned up quickly and threw on some clothes before heading to the yacht’s dining area, where our mother was setting plates on the table.

She looked up as we entered, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “Perfect timing,” she said, gesturing to the food. “I made pancakes and fruit—something light for Isabella’s stomach.”

“Looks delicious,” I said, avoiding her eyes as I took a seat.

Isabella seemed to have no such reservations. “Sorry about that, Mom,” she said cheerfully. “We got a little carried away.”

Amber waved her hand dismissively. “Don’t apologize. I should have knocked. This yacht isn’t exactly built for privacy.”

We began eating, the awkwardness gradually fading as we enjoyed the food and the beautiful view of the ocean through the windows. The pancakes were fluffy and perfect, topped with fresh berries and maple syrup.

“These are amazing,” Isabella said between bites.

“Thank you, sweetie,” Amber replied. She glanced at me, her cheeks pinkening. “I’m impressed with your stamina, Jake.”

I nearly choked on my orange juice. “What?”

“You know what I mean,” she said with a wink.

“I do too,” Isabella added, flashing a wicked grin.

I gave in with a smirk and went back to eating.

* * *

We returned to the yacht in the morning. The sun was already up, the sky clear, the dock calm as we stepped off and handed back the keys. Amber signed the papers, chatted a bit with the staff, and smiled like she didn’t have a care in the world.

Afterward, we headed down to the beach. The sand was warm under our feet. Amber spread out a towel and lay back under the umbrella with a book.

“You two go have fun,” she said, waving her hand. “I just want to relax today.”

Isabella tilted her head. “Promise you won’t work?”

Amber rolled her eyes and held up her book. “Promise.”

We left her there and walked along the shore. Waves gently lapped at our feet, and Isabella slipped her hand into mine. She didn’t say anything at first, just let the silence stretch, the breeze brushing her blonde hair across her face.

Then she looked up at me with that familiar smirk. “She looks a lot happier than earlier.”

I glanced back toward the umbrella. “Yeah. Guess breakfast put her in a better mood.”

Isabella gave me a knowing look. “Mmm. I’m sure it was the pancakes and not, you know … the hand stuff.”

I chuckled. “Probably helped.”

“Probably,” she said with an eye roll. “I know one thing is for certain. Her breasts are gorgeous.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Your boobs are also pretty.”

She grinned. “But hers are like way bigger.”

“They’re both beautiful,” I said.

“Okay, diplomat,” she teased. “What about her pussy?”

I snorted. “Similar.”

That made her giggle. “I like it when she’s happy,” she said after a moment. “I really do. But I still feel like something’s missing in her life.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I feel that too.”

She looked up at me again. “You didn’t think I’d find out? About what happened in the bed.”

I stopped walking. “I told you.”

“I know,” she said. “But I would’ve noticed anyway.”

I didn’t argue.

She squinted at me. “Would you ever consider having sex with her?”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Uh…”

She grinned. “You’re blushing.”

I rubbed the back of my neck. “I mean, I could imagine it.”

“Mmhmm.” She stepped closer. “You ever dreamt about it?”

I hesitated. “Last night. Kinda had a wet dream.”

“Oh?” she said, eyes gleaming. “Details.”

“I, uh … I finished in her ass.”

Isabella snorted and covered her mouth, laughing. “Of course you did.”

She leaned in, still giggling. “What about when you woke up?”

I shrugged, a little embarrassed. “Ended up spilling it on her cheeks.”

Isabella blinked, then burst out laughing again. “Oh my god. That’s what she meant.”

“What?” I asked.

“When she complimented your stamina at breakfast. I thought she was just being flirty. You fucked me right after.”

I laughed with her, the warmth of it easing the tension between us.

Eventually, we turned back, heading up the beach. When we reached the umbrella, we insisted Amber come walking with us. She rolled her eyes but smiled and got up, brushing the sand from her legs.

“Fine, but only if we eat after. I’m starving.”

We wandered the shoreline together, the three of us chatting and joking like nothing was out of the ordinary. No one brought up anything sexual. There were just laughs teasing, and the occasional silence.

Later, Amber took us out to a restaurant just off the beach. We ate fresh seafood and talked about various topics.

On the way back, a sudden storm rolled in. Thunder cracked overhead, lightning streaked the sky and fat raindrops started pelting down before we even made it halfway to the resort.

“God damn!” I grabbed Isabella’s hand, and we all took off running.

“Go, go, go!” Amber yelled behind us, holding her purse over her head as if that would help.

“This is insane!” Isabella shouted, slipping a little in the sand as we made it to the boardwalk.

“I swear I checked the forecast,” Amber said.

“I guess tropical weather doesn’t care about forecasts!” Isabella laughed.

By the time we reached the suite, we were soaked through—hair plastered and clothes clinging to every curve. I fumbled with the keycard as thunder rolled again.

“Hurry up!” Isabella giggled, shivering.

“I’m trying, my fingers are wet!”

The door finally beeped, and we tumbled inside, all of us catching our breath, dripping water all over the tile floor.

“Well, that was one way to cool off,” Amber said, brushing wet hair out of her face.

“I can’t feel my toes,” Isabella said, laughing as she peeled off her soaked top. “That storm came out of nowhere.”

I ran a hand through my hair, sending a few droplets flying. “We look like we just walked through a car wash.”

Amber smiled and shook her head. “Alright, everyone strip out of those wet clothes before someone catches a cold.”

Just then, the lights flickered—then died completely.

“Oh great,” Isabella muttered. “Power’s out.”

“Welcome to island living,” I said, peering through the dim room.

Amber grabbed her phone and turned on the flashlight. “We’ve got candles somewhere, right?”

A few minutes later, we had three candles flickering on the table. It wasn’t much, but enough. The warm glow made everything feel more intimate.

We were still damp and laughing as we wrapped ourselves in towels, trying to dry off. Isabella curled up next to me on the couch while Amber brought another blanket over.

A knock came at the door. Rising to my feet, I answered, and a young woman from the resort staff stood there, smiling apologetically.

“I’m so sorry about the outage. We won’t be able to restore electricity until tomorrow morning,” she said. “But we brought a few things to help you stay comfortable.”

She handed me a large tray with biscuits, fruit, and sandwiches, then motioned for the man behind her to bring in a small stack of firewood.

“We figured the fireplace might help with warmth and light tonight. Again, we’re truly sorry.”

I smiled. “Thanks, this helps a lot.”

As they left, Amber raised an eyebrow. “They brought snacks but no steak?”

“You and your steak,” Isabella teased.

“I was looking forward to it,” Amber said with a playful pout.

We started setting up near the fireplace, the sound of rain tapping the windows while candlelight danced around us.

We snacked on the fruits and biscuits first, passing them around casually. Isabella fed me a piece of pineapple, smiling as I bit it from her fingers, then I grabbed a cookie and did the same to her. She took a bite, letting the juices trickle down her chin.

Then we moved on to the turkey sandwiches. They weren’t great, but they filled the silence, the kind that felt comfortable. Amber leaned back on one of the big cushions and let out a sigh.

“This isn’t as bad as I thought it’d be,” she said.

Isabella nodded. “I wish we had more moments like this. Just for ourselves.”

Amber smiled, then tilted her head. “You two feeding each other reminded me of something. That time we went to Oregon, remember the cookie bag?”

Isabella chuckled. “Oh my god, yes.”

“You both ended up wrestling on the floor, fighting over it like animals,” Amber said, shaking her head.

I remembered. Not just the moment but how it felt. Her weight pressed against me, our bodies tangled, the heat of it. I glanced at her and saw the grin on her face, knowing and sharp.

“I wanted to share it fairly,” I said, smirking. “But someone kept eating.”

Isabella raised her eyebrows, leaned forward slightly. “Oh please, you practically guarded the bag like it was a national treasure.”

“Because you had no self-control. You were inhaling them.”

“I was enjoying them,” she said, grabbing a leftover cookie and taking a dramatic bite. “You were watching me like I was committing a crime.”

“Because you were. A snack crime.”

She chuckled, then poked my side. “You’re just mad I was faster.”

“I let you win.”

She laughed. “You wish.”

I leaned back with a grin. “You tackled me. I still remember you landing on top of me like a wild animal.”

Her grin widened. “You didn’t seem to mind.”

I didn’t answer, just held her gaze. “Maybe I didn’t.”

“Take this, then!” she suddenly said, and lunged.

She started tickling my sides. I twisted and tried to dodge, but she was quick, pinning me halfway down the couch. I laughed, trying to fight her off, the memory of us wrestling flashing through my head. I twisted and tried to dodge, but she was quick, pinning me halfway down the couch. I laughed, trying to fight her off, the memory of us wrestling flashing through my head.

“You’re not escaping this time!” Isabella said, climbing fully on top of me now.

I gripped her waist, attempting to flip her over, but she pressed her body down firmly against mine. In our struggle, her hips shifted directly over my crotch, creating a friction that sent an immediate jolt through my body. She must have felt it too, because her playful giggling suddenly quieted, her eyes locking with mine.

“Got you now,” she whispered, but there was no more teasing in her voice.

As we continued to wrestle, her body rocked against mine. Each movement brought her center against my rapidly hardening cock. I could feel the heat of her through the material, the softness of her thighs straddling me.

She did not attempt to move away. Instead, her hips began a subtle, deliberate rhythm, grinding down as her hands still pinned my shoulders. Her breath quickened, eyes half-lidded but never leaving mine.

My hands slid to her hips, not to push her away but to guide her movements.

The pressure and friction were building, the pretense of wrestling long abandoned. Her lips parted slightly, a soft gasp escaping as she found just the right angle.

“Careful!” Amber called out, bursting our playful moment. “Don’t knock over the candles. You’re gonna make a mess.”

We finally stopped, breathing hard, laughing under our breaths. Isabella sat beside me again, brushing hair from her face.

“You still haven’t grown up,” Amber said, but she was smiling.

“It’s just play fighting,” Isabella said with a wink. She kissed me on the cheek, and we both knew it was a bit more than play fighting.

The laughter faded into a more comfortable quiet. We shifted closer, the fire crackling behind us. Amber leaned back, sipping from her drink, her eyes flicking between us with a tired but content expression. Our mother had done the right thing. If she would have let us fight longer, we could have burned down this room.

Isabella looked at her for a long moment, then spoke a little softer. “Was it hard, raising us by yourself?”

Amber didn’t answer right away. She glanced at the fire, then back at us. “You two were always my angels,” she said. “But running the business—that was the hard part.”

“How did you get into makeup?” Isabella asked.

Amber shifted her legs under the blanket. “I wanted women to feel beautiful. To look in the mirror and see someone strong, someone worth loving. It started as just an idea, but then I couldn’t stop. I needed to make it real. I also needed the money to raise you.”

Isabella leaned closer. “You’ve always been caring. You made sure we were okay, even when you were clearly tired.”

Amber gave her a warm smile. “You two made it worth it. I’m proud of both of you.”

“I’m proud of you too,” Isabella said. “But I’ve always wondered … why push yourself so hard? You never stopped.”

Amber looked into the fire again. “Living isn’t cheap. And I wanted you both to have a future that didn’t depend on luck. That meant working hard, even when it sucked. But the truth is, you two were the biggest reason I worked like I did. You were my motivation.”

We sat there quietly for a beat.

“You’ve never said that before,” I said.

Amber nodded. “I know. But it’s true.”

Isabella smiled and nudged me gently. “Guess we weren’t just brats after all.”

Amber chuckled. “Not always. You were exhausting sometimes, but never ungrateful. I saw how much you cared about each other, even when you were fighting.”

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees. “Did you ever think about giving up the business? Doing something else?”

“A few times,” she admitted. “But nothing ever felt right. Makeup gave me purpose. And you two gave it meaning.”

Isabella’s expression softened. “We had no idea.”

“You weren’t supposed to,” Amber said. “You were kids. I just wanted you to be happy and not worry about grown-up stuff.”

I glanced at Isabella, then back at her. “Still, it’s good to hear.”

“Well,” Amber said, her voice quieting, “I think I needed to say it more than you needed to hear it.”

Isabella turned to me with a mischievous look. “You know… maybe we should start something of our own.”

I raised an eyebrow. “There are already plenty of cookie companies out there.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Smartass.” She looked like she was about to pounce again, shoulders twitching.

“Don’t even think about it,” Amber said, slipping between us with a chuckle. “That’s enough wrestling for one night. And watch the candles, please. I don’t want this cute little memory turning into a fire hazard.”

I laughed and leaned back. “Still, it’d be fun. Starting something, I mean.”

Amber glanced at me. “It is fun. But it’s a lot of work, too. Still, I wouldn’t want to discourage you. The most important part of life is to follow your heart.”

I looked over at Isabella and smiled. Amber then added, “You did that with her.”

We leaned in and kissed. When we pulled back, Amber wiped a tear from her eye, smiling.

Isabella curled up next to her, resting her head on Amber’s shoulder. “Was it hard? Being single all this time?”

Amber shook her head gently. “Not really. My focus was always on you two.”

“But it’s still not fun to sleep alone,” Isabella murmured.

Amber sighed but kept smiling. “Don’t think about me, honey.”

Isabella gave her a look. “That’s impossible.”

Amber hesitated, then said quietly, “Honestly? I just didn’t want to bring in someone you’d both probably hate.”

I blinked. “Yeah… I probably wouldn’t have liked that.”

She gave me a nod. “I’m glad you’re being honest. That’s why I never tried. It wasn’t worth the risk.”

Isabella shifted under the blanket. “I would’ve felt the same. We had a good thing going. I didn’t want that messed up.”

Amber smiled and looked at us both. “You were always enough for me. That’s why I gave everything I had.”

Isabella tilted her head. “If you had one wish, right now, what would it be?”

Amber gave her a look. “Honestly? I don’t know. My life’s pretty happy as it is.”

“C’mon, you have to say something,” Isabella said, nudging her gently.

Amber chuckled. “Fine. A steak. That’s my wish.”

Isabella laughed. “You and that steak. When we were stuck in the cave in Aspen, I was starving, so I had to do something else to stay full.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Something else?”

Isabella smirked and looked over at me. “Let’s just say… Jake helped.”

Amber tilted her head, a curious expression crossing her face. “What exactly was that? What did you do when you were hungry in Aspen?”

Isabella’s eyes flickered to mine. “I sucked him off for the first time,” she said simply as if discussing the weather. “Right there in the cave.”

Amber’s cheeks pinked in the firelight, her eyes widening slightly. She glanced between us, her expression a mixture of intrigue and desire. “I see,” she said, her voice slightly huskier than before. After a moment’s hesitation, she asked, “And how did that feel? For you, I mean.”

Isabella smiled. “It felt surprisingly good. I liked having him in my mouth.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a suggestive tone. “You know, if you’re hungry now, you could try it on Jake too.”

Amber gave her a look—sharp, surprised—but then her lips curved into a small smile. She took a slow breath, shaking her head slightly.

“I’m fine, sweetheart,” she said, her voice gentle but firm. “The sandwiches were enough for me.” She paused, then added with a hint of amusement, “But I appreciate the… unconventional offer.”

The fire crackled in the silence that followed. I felt my heart hammering in my chest, unable to believe what Isabella had just suggested—or that Amber hadn’t immediately shut it down completely.

“Sorry,” Isabella said, though she didn’t sound sorry at all. “I didn’t mean to make things awkward.”

Amber reached out and touched her cheek gently. “You didn’t. We’re all adults here.” Her eyes met mine briefly, and I could swear I saw something flicker in them. “I’m just glad you two have found something special together.”

Isabella leaned back, resting her head on my shoulder. “We have,” she agreed. “Though I never expected it to happen this way.”

“Life rarely goes as expected,” Amber said, her voice soft as she gazed into the fire. “Sometimes the most beautiful things come from the most unexpected places.”

I watched her in the flickering light, the way the flames cast golden highlights across her features. She was beautiful, thoughtful, and somehow seemed both vulnerable and strong in that moment.

“I think,” Amber continued after a moment, “that what matters most is that you’re both happy.” She looked up at us, her eyes warm. “Are you? Happy, I mean?”

“Yes,” Isabella and I answered in unison, then laughed.

“Good,” Amber said, smiling genuinely. “That’s all I’ve ever wanted for you both.”

“What about you?” Isabella asked. “Are you happy?”

“Yes,” Amber said, smiling.

“That’s the weakest ‘yes’ I’ve ever heard from you,” Isabella said, raising an eyebrow.

“No, it wasn’t,” Amber argued.

“I think it was,” Isabella replied with a knowing smirk.

“Then tell me—what’s missing?” Amber asked.

“For one, you said you wanted a steak,” Isabella pointed out.

“But I’m fine,” Amber said, waving her hand dismissively. “It’s not like I’m starving.”

“Well,” Isabella said, her voice a little lower, “if you ever change your mind… Jake can help.”

Amber turned to me—and this time, she really looked
 . Not brushing me off, not smiling it away. Her gaze lingered. “Would you be okay with it?” she asked after a long pause.

Her words hit me deeper than I expected. There was something vulnerable in them. Isabella had been right—something was missing in her life.

“I wouldn’t mind,” I said, eyes flicking to her smooth, perfect lips—wondering how it would feel to have them slide up and down my length.

A slow smile spread across her face before she turned back to Isabella. “Can I see you do it first?”

“Of course,” Isabella said without hesitation. She slid from her seat and knelt between my legs, her fingers already reaching for the waistband of my shorts. She smiled up at me, taking her time. I smiled back at her, feeling the thrill of an upcoming blowjob, but at the same time, it felt extra special having our mother watching us.

Amber shifted closer, her eyes fixed on Isabella. The firelight danced across her face, highlighting the flush on her cheeks and the anticipation in her eyes.

Isabella unbuttoned my shorts and slowly pulled them down along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, already hard and throbbing. Isabella’s smile widened as she wrapped her fingers around it.

“I think he’s been thinking of you,” she murmured, stroking me slowly while glancing at Amber.

“I think it’s all you,” Amber said while her eyes didn’t leave my erection.

“It’s been both,” I admitted.

Isabella smiled up at me before lowering her head. She ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft, from base to tip, before taking me into her mouth. She swallowed me, and I couldn’t help the groan that escaped my lips. She began bobbing her head, taking me deeper with each bob, her blonde hair falling forward to frame her face.

After a minute of stretching her lips, Isabella pulled back. She turned to Amber with a mischievous smile. “Your turn,” she said, still holding my cock firmly in her hand. “Don’t be shy.”

Amber gave Isabella a look. “I’m not shy … it’s just, we’ve never crossed these kinds of boundaries before.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” Isabella said with a smirk. “And besides, you gave him a hand the other night.”

“Well, sucking is a bit different,” she said, her voice lower now, almost nervous.

“I don’t think so,” Isabella replied, casual and confident.

Then Amber turned to me. Her eyes held a question. “What do you
 say?”

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing. “I think you both have a point.”

She looked at me slowly, her eyes lingering below my waist. Then she smiled—soft, uncertain, but undeniably turned on. “Well … since it’s getting hot in here,” she said, fingers drifting to the edge of her top, “I might take some clothes off.”

Amber stood up, her eyes never leaving mine as her fingers went to the hem of her shirt. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her full breasts.

She reached behind to unhook her bra. The straps slid down her shoulders as she freed herself from the garment, her breasts spilling out—full, round, and perfect, with thick nipples that I wanted to suck on.

Isabella smiled, moving aside to make room. “He’s all yours,” she whispered to Amber.

Amber knelt between my legs, her bare, bell-shaped breasts swaying slightly with the movement. She hesitated for just a moment, then leaned forward, her fingers wrapping around my shaft. She looked up at me through her lashes, a hint of nervousness in her eyes that quickly gave way to desire.

“Are you ready?” she asked as we were about to cross a line.

I nodded. “I am.”

She lowered her head, her lips parting as she took the tip into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked on it first, getting used to the feeling. I leaned back and groaned, a deep sound I couldn’t hold in.

There was something incredibly powerful about watching my stepmother sucking my cock like she’d been wanting to for years. And maybe she had.

My mind spun, flashing back to when I first started seeing her differently. When puberty hit and I couldn’t stop noticing how tight her dresses were, how her body moved when she walked through the house. All those nights I woke up sticky and ashamed after dreaming about her…

But this wasn’t a dream. This was real. And it felt amazing.

Her tongue slid along the underside of my cock, her lips wrapping tight as she took me deeper and deeper, moaning like she needed
 me in her throat. I didn’t hold back. I wasn’t hiding anything anymore. My hips flexed on instinct, and she took it—welcoming every inch, every sound I made.

Those years of guilt and fantasy were melting away right there, between her lips.

“God, Amber,” I groaned, my hands instinctively moving to tangle in her hair.

She hummed around me, the vibration intensifying the sensation. Her technique was different from Isabella’s—more measured, more deliberate, but no less arousing. She knew exactly what she was doing, using her tongue and lips in ways that had me gasping.

As she continued, a smile played at the corners of her mouth. Then came a giggle, muffled by my cock still between her lips.

“Is something funny?” I asked, breathless with pleasure but curious.

She pulled back, licking her lips as she looked up at me. “I just forgot how much I enjoyed this,” she admitted, her voice husky. “It’s been so long, but it feels so natural.” Her hand continued to stroke me as she spoke.

Isabella slid closer, watching with fascination. “You look like you’re really enjoying it,” she told Amber, reaching out to stroke her hair.

“It’s because I am.” Amber smiled and returned to her task, opening her mouth and taking me deeper this time, her throat relaxing to accommodate my girth. Her hands moved to cup my balls, gently massaging them as she sucked. I felt my orgasm quickly building. I couldn’t hold it in for long since it was so intense seeing my stepmother take my most private part between her lips.

“Amber,” I warned, my voice strained, “I’m getting close.”

Instead of pulling away, she sucked me harder and wetter, her eyes locked with mine as she brought me to the edge. The realization hit me all at once—this was my stepmother pleasuring me, her lips wrapped around my cock, her tongue working its magic. It was the most taboo thing I’d ever experienced, and yet it felt incredible, electric, like nothing I’d felt before.

“Amber,” I gasped, threading my fingers through her hair, “this feels so good.”

She pulled back slightly, her hand continuing to stroke me as she caught her breath. Her eyes met mine, dark with desire. “Do you feel it too?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “How forbidden this is?”

She nodded slowly, her lips glistening. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice husky with arousal. “But sometimes the forbidden things feel the best.” She gave me a small smile. “And this… this feels right, somehow. Being with both of you like this.”

Before I could respond, she lowered her head again, taking me deep into her mouth. Her hands gripped my thighs as she bobbed her head, gagging a little every time the head bonked the back of her throat. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room, punctuated by my increasingly ragged breathing.

I started squirming, the pleasure intensifying.

Amber’s eyes locked with mine, maintaining that connection as she worked me toward a climax. The intensity of her gaze, combined with the incredible sensation of her mouth, pushed me over the edge. I gripped the couch cushions, my hips bucking slightly as the pleasure crested.

“I’m coming,” I managed to warn her, but she didn’t pull away.

Instead, she held my gaze and lowered down till her lips touched the root, and then she let me erupt in her mouth, my cock pulsing and twitching as I released rope after rope of hot cum. She swallowed every drop, never breaking eye contact. The intimacy of that moment—coming inside my stepmother’s mouth while looking directly into her eyes—was almost too much to bear.

When the last wave of pleasure subsided, she slowly released me, licking her lips with a satisfied expression. She sat back on her heels, a flush spreading across her chest and neck.

“You taste good,” she said simply.

Isabella leaned forward and kissed Amber on the cheek. “That was amazing to watch,” she whispered.

I was still trying to catch my breath, overwhelmed by what had just happened. “I… wow,” was all I could manage.

I leaned back against the couch cushions. The pleasure Amber had given me was incredible, but it was more than just physical satisfaction—there was something deeper here, a connection I hadn’t expected to find.

“That was…” I struggled to find the right words, “amazing. You’re amazing.”

Amber’s eyes softened as she looked at me. “I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she said, her voice gentle. “It felt good to connect with you that way.”

She settled beside me on the couch, her body warm against mine. Isabella curled up on my other side, her head resting on my shoulder. The three of us sat in comfortable silence for a moment, listening to the crackling fire and the rain still pattering against the windows.

“I never imagined we’d end up like this,” Amber said finally, her fingers absently tracing patterns on my arm. “But I don’t regret it.”

“Neither do I,” I said, wrapping my arm around her shoulders.

Isabella snuggled closer. “It’s like we’ve found something special. Something that’s just for us.”

Amber nodded, her eyes reflecting the dancing flames. “I think we have.” She paused.

“And are you happy now?” I asked, searching her face.

She smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “Yes. For the first time in a long time, I feel… complete.”

The fire popped and hissed, sending sparks up the chimney. Outside, the storm continued, but here, we were safe, warm, and together in a way we’d never been before.

“We should probably get some sleep,” Amber said eventually, stifling a yawn. “It’s been quite a day.”

But none of us moved to leave the warmth of the fire or each other’s embrace. Instead, Isabella reached for the blankets we’d left nearby and spread them out on the floor in front of the hearth.

“Why don’t we sleep here tonight?” she suggested. “It’s cozy, and who knows when the power will come back on.”

Amber hesitated only briefly before nodding. “That sounds perfect.”

Together, we arranged the blankets and pillows into a makeshift bed large enough for the three of us. The fire cast a warm, golden glow over everything, making the room feel like a sanctuary against the storm outside.

I settled in the middle, with Amber on one side and Isabella on the other. They both curled against me, their bodies warm. Amber’s head rested on my chest, her hand splayed across my stomach. Isabella’s leg draped over mine, her fingers interlaced with Amber’s across my chest.

“We should do this more often,” Isabella murmured. “Not just here in the Bahamas, but when we get home too.”

Amber’s breathing had slowed, but I felt her nod slightly against my chest. “I’d like that,” she whispered.

I kissed the top of Amber’s head, then Isabella’s. “So would I.”

As I drifted off to sleep, the last thing I remembered was the feeling of being completely surrounded by the two women I loved most in the world and the knowledge that something fundamental had changed between us—something beautiful and irreversible.





Chapter 5





I
 woke up slowly, the gentle morning light filtering through the curtains. The storm had passed, leaving behind that fresh, clean scent that follows heavy rain. My eyes fluttered open to find myself still on the floor by the fireplace, sandwiched between Amber and Isabella. The fire had died down to embers, but their bodies pressed against mine kept me warm.

Amber’s head rested on my chest, her breathing deep and even. Isabella was curled against my other side, one arm draped across my stomach. I lay there for a moment, not wanting to disturb them, enjoying the warmth they radiated.

My mind drifted back to last night—to Amber kneeling between my legs, her lips wrapping around my cock. The memory sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I’d never experienced anything like it before. The way she’d looked up at me while taking me deeper and deeper, how she’d swallowed every drop of my cum without breaking eye contact. There was something incredibly erotic about crossing that forbidden line with her, something taboo yet undeniably satisfying. And the job itself … Isabella could take a lesson or two from her.

I glanced down at Amber sleeping. A small trickle of drool dribbled down the corner of her mouth, making a tiny wet spot on my shirt.

She deserved this time off, this moment of peace. After all those years of working herself to exhaustion, of putting our needs before her own, of sacrificing her personal life to build something for us—she deserved to feel loved and desired.

I carefully shifted to check the time on my phone. Just past ten. The morning sun promised a beautiful day ahead. As I moved, Amber stirred slightly, nuzzling against my chest before settling back into sleep.

On my other side, Isabella began to stir. Her eyes fluttered open, and she smiled sleepily up at me.

“Morning,” she whispered, careful not to wake Amber.

“Morning,” I whispered back, leaning down to kiss her forehead.

She glanced at Amber, still sleeping peacefully against my chest, and her smile widened. “She looks happy,” she murmured.

I nodded, gently brushing a strand of hair from Amber’s face. “I think she is.”

Isabella pushed herself up on one elbow, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Last night was pretty amazing,” she said softly.

“Yeah,” I agreed, feeling a flush creep up my neck at the memory. “It was.”

“I told you she needed this,” Isabella said, her voice still low. “Not just the vacation, but the physical touch.”

I watched Amber’s peaceful expression as she slept. “I think you were right.”

Amber shifted against me, and her eyes slowly opened. She blinked a few times, orienting herself, then looked up at me with a smile that made my heart skip.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice husky with sleep.

“Morning,” I replied, suddenly aware of how intimate our position was, her body pressed against mine, her face just inches from my own.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked, stretching slightly.

“I did… and you?”

She nodded, a soft smile lighting up her face. She even giggled a little—something about her looked lighter now like a weight had been lifted.

“Is the power back on?” she asked.

“I can check,” I said, gently untangling myself from them and rising to my feet. I flipped the switch on the wall, and the lights came on instantly—so bright they both had to squint.

“Any plans for today?”

“How about we check out the pigs?” Amber suggested.

“I’ve seen a bunch of photos,” Isabella said. “They look so cute.”

“We’ll take some of our own,” Amber added with a smile.

Eventually, we all got up. We showered, dressed, and headed to the restaurant to grab something to eat. Conversation flowed naturally, laughter came easy—and it was clear our mother was in a much better mood than usual.

It wasn’t hard to figure out why.

She hadn’t swallowed a load in years… and it showed. “So,” Amber said, glancing at both of us. “Do you want to see the pigs?”

Isabella perked up. “Yes. I want to feed one of those little guys.”

Amber smirked. “Let’s just make sure you don’t end up chasing one into the water.”

We all laughed. After breakfast, we all went back to our rooms to change. I tossed on some swim trunks and grabbed a towel, but when I stepped out, both Isabella and Amber were already waiting.

Amber wore a sleek black bikini that hugged her body perfectly, her skin glowing under the morning light. Isabella stood beside her in a bright red two-piece that showed off her curves and long legs.

“Damn,” I said, looking at them both. “You two trying to give the beach a heart attack?”

Amber smiled and adjusted her top. “We figured you’d appreciate the view.”

Isabella tilted her head. “So? Who wore it better?”

I looked between them, pretending to think. “I’m not dumb enough to answer that. You’re both unfair.”

They laughed, satisfied with that answer, and we headed out.

We got there way earlier than everyone else. The sun was just climbing up, casting this golden haze over the ocean, and the beach was silent except for the occasional grunt of pigs waddling around like they owned the place.

Amber stepped into the water first, her hips swaying just enough to notice. The pigs were already swimming out toward her, expecting snacks. Isabella tossed some food into the water, laughing when one of them almost did a flip. For a minute, it was just dumb fun.

Then Amber slipped.

One of the pigs brushed past her legs too fast, and she lost her footing in the shallows. She let out a surprised gasp, and before I could even think, my hands were around her waist. But she didn’t stop falling—she crashed right into me and took me down with her.

We hit the water, not hard, but enough for the splash to send a pig squealing away.

When I opened my eyes, she was on top of me, hands planted on my chest, her wet bikini clinging to her like a second skin. Her hair dripped over my shoulders. My hands were still around her waist. Neither of us said anything at first. Her breathing was a little off and so was mine.

“Nice catch,” she said, voice soft, eyes locked with mine.

I didn’t move. I just looked up at her and felt the weight of her body on mine.

“I’m just glad I saved you,” I said, feeling the warmth radiate from her flesh.

She just smiled wider. “There was a time I used to catch you
 … but now you’re so big and strong, it’s the other way around.”

“You enjoy that, don’t you?”

“I do,” she said, eyes soft. “It makes me proud.”

We both rose to our feet, the energy between us lingering.

We moved down the shoreline to keep the pigs entertained. Isabella was all in, tossing bits of food, cooing like she was at a petting zoo. I followed behind Amber, holding a little paper bag full of cut-up fruit. The pigs loved it.

What I wasn’t ready for was how often Amber kept brushing against me. First her hip, then her hand reaching behind me “by accident” to grab more food. Once, she pressed right against my back, her chest to my spine, murmuring, “Oops. Slippery here.”

She leaned into me more than necessary, pointing out a little piglet with a squeaky snort. “Look at that one. Think it’s flirting with you?”

“Jealous?” I asked, glancing at her.

She tilted her head. “Maybe,” she said with a wink, and when I saw her beautiful smile, it reminded me of how her lips had been wrapped around my erection.

Isabella was busy trying to convince a particularly fat pig to take a selfie with her.

“Help me with some pictures,” Isabella said, handing me her phone. “This beach is too cute not to flex it.”

I stepped back, snapping a few shots of Isabella posing with the pigs. She couldn’t help herself—making it playful, and sexy, showing off her breasts and letting her golden hair fall just right.

When I showed her the photos, she grinned.

“Want some more?” I asked.

“These are fine,” she said with a wink. Then nudged me with her elbow. “Just make sure to get some of Mom too.”

I looked over at her. “You ready?”

Nodding, Amber grinned and strutted a few feet toward the water. “Yeah, get my good side.”

She posed with the pigs like she was in a swimsuit catalog—bending over slightly, flipping her hair, kicking up a bit of water. The pigs didn’t seem to mind being background models.

“Too much?” she asked, biting her lip.

I pretended to look skeptical. “Just a little.”

She turned her back to me and looked over her shoulder. “Then you better get a low angle.”

I crouched, snapping a few photos, but I was definitely looking more than focusing. Her ass was practically glowing in the sun, and she knew it.

Then she turned around and walked up to me slowly. “Your turn.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Don’t act shy now,” Amber said playfully.

Isabella raised her eyebrows, smirking from the side. “Oh wow. Can’t even enjoy the pigs without it becoming a thirst trap.”

Amber just laughed. “Just evening the score.”

I rolled my eyes but headed to the pigs. Amber lifted the phone, and together with Isabella, took photos of me as well.

Then we headed back to the beach. One of the pigs grabbed Amber’s sunhat and made a break for it. No hesitation, it just snatched it in its mouth and took off.

Amber gasped. “Hey!”

She ran after it, laughing. Isabella burst out laughing too, doubling over.

I took off behind Amber, who was already splashing through the shallows after the thief. The pig zigzagged like it knew what it was doing, and Amber slipped again, laughing so hard she couldn’t keep her balance.

This time when she fell, I tried to stop her but she grabbed onto me—and we both went down, again.

When we landed, she was straddling my hips, soaked, dripping, hat in one hand like a prize. When I looked up, all I saw was her two busty breasts hanging above me like two sweet melons. She looked down at me, hair sticking to her cheeks, cheeks flushed. She placed her hands on my chest, deepening the already deep cleavage.

“We keep ending up like this,” she said, breathless.

“I’m starting to think you’re doing it on purpose.”

She didn’t get off right away. Her hands slid down to my stomach, resting there. I felt the heat under her palms, even with the water around us.

Then Isabella shouted, “Get a room, you two!”

Amber rolled her eyes and climbed off, laughing.

We headed back up and dried off in the sun, but it didn’t take long before we were ready to keep exploring the place. Near the end of the beach, the rocks jutted out into the water. It wasn’t tall, maybe eight or ten feet, but the water below was deeper—perfect for a little jump.

“I’m going up,” I said, tossing down the last piece of fruit. The pigs were already waddling back toward the trees.

Isabella raised an eyebrow. “You’re gonna do something dumb, aren’t you?”

Amber smirked. “Dumb or hot?”

“Both,” Isabella and I said at the same time.

I climbed up the rocks barefoot, feeling the heat of the sun on my back. The wind hit me up top, light but enough to make the jump feel like something.

Below, Isabella had her hands on her hips, looking up at me. “Better impress me.”

“Oh, now the pressure’s on,” I called back.

I leapt.

The splash was clean. I felt the drop in my stomach, the jolt of the water, the quick chill—and then the rise back up.

Isabella and Amber clapped as I surfaced. Isabella said, “Okay, fine. I’m impressed.”

“You gonna try it?” I asked.

She laughed. “Not in this bikini. One dive and it’s flashing the whole beach.”

“That a no?”

Then she turned toward the rocks. “You know what? Screw it.”

She climbed up without hesitation and leaped clean off the edge. Her splash was loud, her laugh louder.

Amber blinked. “She actually did it.”

“Of course she did,” I said, smiling. “Now, we’re waiting for you.”

Amber looked at me, rolled her eyes, and sighed. “Fine. If she’s flashing the beach, I can too.”

She climbed up the rocks slower, adjusting her top once she reached the edge. “Ready?” she called.

“Jump!”

She jumped, legs bent, arms out like a kid on a playground. She hit the water with a loud splash and popped back up grinning.

I swam to both of them, laughing. “That’s more like it.”

* * *

After swimming, we were all a little water-logged and sun-dazed, so we started walking down the beach, away from the pigs.

Isabella led the way, a towel over her shoulders, flipping her wet hair back and forth. We wandered past some low shrubs and palm trees, past the tourist stretch.

Isabella laughed at something Amber said, then suddenly stopped. “Ow,” she muttered, scratching at her leg.

I turned around. “What’s wrong?”

“Something bit me,” she said, already digging her nails into her calf like she could claw the pain out. “It’s like—burning.”

Amber was next to her in a second, kneeling in the sand. “Let me see.”

I looked too. Her skin was bright red and swelling fast like something mean had nailed her.

“Jesus,” I muttered. “That’s not a mosquito.”

Amber’s expression tightened. “No. That’s a sting—looks like one of those fuzzy caterpillars. They’re venomous. You need ointment or antihistamines now or that’s gonna blister.”

Isabella started to panic a little, rubbing her leg harder. “It hurts. It actually fucking hurts—like, it’s getting worse.”

Amber cupped her cheek. “Hey, we’ll fix it. Just don’t touch it, okay?”

Isabella winced again and looked up at us. “Can we head back? Fast? Please?”

Amber checked her purse, rummaging through it quickly, but came up empty. “I don’t have anything on me.”

That’s when I spotted the estate through the trees. I nodded toward it. “I’ll ask over there. Someone might be home.”

I jogged up to the gate and rang the bell. No answer. Behind me, I heard Isabella groan again, louder this time, like the pain was flaring up. I looked back, jaw tight, and hit the bell again. Still nothing.

I made the call. “I’ll find a way in. They might have a med kit or something. Worst case, a first aid drawer.”

Amber stood up. “I’m coming with you then.”

“No,” I cut her off.

“Why?” she asked. “I’m not going to let you be caught alone.”

“If someone catches us, it’s better if it’s just me. You stay with Isabella. If it gets worse, call for help.”

Amber hesitated, then nodded. “Alright, but be quick.”

I could tell she didn’t like this plan at all, so I hurried. I jogged off and slipped through the shrubs, brushing sand off my hands. The fence wasn’t too high. I found a gap near the side—climbed over, heart racing. The backyard looked like a damn resort—Pool, sleek patio furniture and a barbecue station better than any restaurant.

No dogs. No movement. No security camera I could spot. I crept up to the sliding glass door—unlocked. I sighed in relief.

I moved fast, checking cabinets in the bathroom off the main hall, but I found nothing. Then upstairs—guest bathroom. Jackpot. Inside the mirrored cabinet: burn ointment, antihistamines, even aloe gel. I grabbed them all. Slipped back down the stairs, heart pounding like I’d just stolen from a king. Got out without tripping anything. Vaulted the fence again and rushed back through the bushes.

Amber looked up immediately. “Did you find anything?”

“I did,” I said, dropping to my knees beside Isabella. “Hold still.”

I handed Amber the ointment, and she said, “Oh, thank God.” She smoothed it gently over Isabella’s leg. Isabella winced at first, then let out a sigh. “Oh my god, that already feels better.”

I sat back, watching her relax. Amber looked at me and gave the smallest nod. “I was a bit worried, but you did good.”

Isabella leaned her head back, smiling weakly. “It was sweet of you, Jake.”

I looked at her, remembering something that made me smile. “You remember Aspen? When I crashed the snowmobile and hurt my leg?”

She blinked, then laughed. “God, yeah. You were trying to show off.”

“And you broke into that locked estate. Took care of me the whole night like it was no big deal.”

“It was a big deal,” she said. “You were bleeding and freezing and stubborn.”

“You fixed me up anyway,” I said, brushing a thumb over her cheek. “That’s still one of my favorite memories.”

She leaned in, warm and close. “Mine too.”

We kissed, slow and grateful, not rushed or hungry. Just a quiet reminder of everything we’d been through together.

Amber kept her hand on Isabella’s knee, rubbing slow circles. “We should get her back to the resort, let her rest. That ointment will help, but she needs to stay off it.”

Isabella groaned. “I’m fine. Just sore.”

“You’re not walking all the way back like this,” I said. “Lean on me.”

I helped her up, and she clung to me, warm and still a little shaky. Amber packed the rest of the meds into our beach bag. We didn’t rush, but we moved steady, heading back up the shoreline.

* * *

Back at the suite, I set Isabella down on the couch and grabbed her a water bottle. Amber came in behind us and pulled out the aloe gel.

“This’ll cool it down more,” she said.

Isabella nodded. “Do it.”

Amber knelt again, smoothing it across the skin, careful with every stroke. I sat beside them, watching the two of them so close like that.

After a while, Isabella closed her eyes and leaned against my shoulder. “I owe you,” she said.

“You don’t owe me anything,” I said.

She smirked. “Still. Maybe I’ll find a way to make it up to you later.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Should I give you two some space?”

Isabella didn’t move. “Not yet. I want to rest first.”

Amber laughed and leaned back, stretching out on the other end of the couch. I felt the weight of Isabella against me.

Eventually, I helped Isabella lie back, placing a pillow under her leg. She looked up at me, her eyes a little glossy from the sting, but calmer now. “Thanks for running off like that. I know it was risky.”

“I’d do it again,” I said. “I mean, probably not tomorrow, but yeah.”

She grinned. “You looked kinda hot climbing over that fence.”

“That was pure panic.”

“Still. You looked good doing it.”

“I might do it again just for your sake.”

Smiling, Isabella blinked slowly and yawned, her body sinking deeper into the couch. “I’m getting a little sleepy.”

Amber reached over to touch her forehead lightly. “That’s normal. Side effects from the ointment mixed with the sting. Just rest. Your body’s handling it.”

Isabella nodded without much fight. Within minutes, she was curled up under the throw blanket, breathing soft and even.

Amber got up and gave me a look. “Hot tub? We could use it.”

I nodded, following her out to the patio. She turned on the water, and the hot tub was quickly filled. The water was warm, steam curling in the air. We stepped in slowly, and the heat hit just right after everything.

Amber leaned back with a sigh. “This trip’s been rougher than I expected.”

I looked at her. “That’s the fun part of being out on an adventure.”

“I guess.” She turned her head toward me, smiling faintly. “I admire you. The way you dropped everything for Isabella. The way you always stay loyal. You don’t flinch.”

“She’d do the same for me,” I said. “And I’d do the same for you too.”

She moved closer, straddling my legs, the water sloshing gently between us. Her hands rested on my chest. “Would you?”

“Of course.”

“You act like a man. Like a father. It turns me on. You’re calm under pressure, you take care of us, and you never ask for anything in return.”

Her fingers slid slowly down my chest, lingering on my stomach. Her eyes didn’t move from mine. “You’re the kind of man who makes women feel safe. And that… that’s rare.”

Her lips brushed mine, and she ran her tongue along the seam of my lips. I opened, welcoming her inside till our tongues swirled together, then deeper and slower. I kissed her back, my hands resting on her hips, her skin slick and warm under the water. She didn’t pull away. Her mouth moved with mine, a slow build that kept tightening between us.

Her body pressed against mine, chest to chest, our breath syncing. The water bubbled around us, but all I felt was her—intentional, hungry, but forbidden. She kissed as if she meant it like this wasn’t just release but something that had been coming for a long time.

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes. “I want to give you something you’ll never forget,” she whispered, throwing her arms around my neck and pulling me closer. “I’d do anything for you, Jake. Anything at all.”

The weight of her words settled between us as her body pressed against mine. I felt her hips begin to move, a slow, deliberate grind against my growing hardness. The thin fabric of our swimwear did little to hide what was happening.

“Anything?”

“Anything,” she confirmed, her breath hot against my ear.

I swallowed hard, my hands moving to her hips, feeling her rhythm as she continued to rock against me. Every movement made me stiffer, and I could tell from her expression that she felt it too.

I thought of what we hadn’t done, and quickly, I thought of making love to her—my stepmother. I looked around in case anyone was there. It was a bit silly since we were at a secluded spot, but I couldn’t help but feel the thrill of it. “I want you,” I said simply. “All of you.”

Her eyes locked with mine, no hesitation in them. “Then take me.”

I paused. “Are you sure about this? Once we cross this line…”

She placed a finger against my lips. “I’m sure,” she whispered. “We’ve already crossed so many lines on this trip. Might as well cross this one too.” Her smile turned wicked. “And I promise, I’ll make it unforgettable.”

Without another word, she reached beneath the water, tugging at the waistband of my swim trunks. I lifted my hips, helping her slide them down. The hot water swirled around my exposed skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of her touch as she wrapped her hand around me.

“God, you’re big,” she murmured, stroking me slowly underwater.

I reached for her bikini bottoms, sliding them to the side rather than removing them completely. My fingers found her wet and ready, and she gasped at my touch, her head falling back.

“Here?” I asked, glancing toward the door where Isabella slept inside.

“Here,” she confirmed. “Now.”

She positioned herself over me, both of us breathing hard with anticipation. My cock rose above the surface of the water, thick and eager, and her soaked pussy hovered just above the tip.

She rubbed herself along the length, slow and teasing. The briefest brush against me made my whole body shudder.

Her eyes met mine, dark with lust.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

I nodded.

And then she pushed down, guiding the head inside her, her wet folds parting around me inch by inch until I was completely inside her. We both froze, adjusting to the sensation, the enormity of what we were doing.

“Wow,” I murmured, holding her hip.

“I feel it too,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

No more words were needed. She began to move, lifting herself before sliding back down, establishing a rhythm that had us both gasping. Her nails dug into my shoulders, her eyes never leaving mine. The water sloshed around us, but we were beyond caring about the noise.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she said, stroking me with her forbidden pink walls.

I gripped her hips tighter, guiding her movements, matching her pace. “Me neither,” I confessed.

“But it feels so good,” she said.

“It does,” I admitted after a long, pleasurable moan.

The water churned around us, splashing over the edges of the hot tub with each thrust. I gripped her ass, guiding her down harder onto me, feeling her inner walls clench around my cock.

“Oh god, Jake,” she moaned, her voice husky with desire. “Just like that.”

A particularly forceful thrust sent a wave of water cascading over the edge. She glanced down at the puddle forming and let out a laugh.

“We’re making a mess,” she giggled, not slowing her pace.

I grinned up at her, watching droplets trail down her flushed skin. “Worth it.”

Another splash, bigger this time. She bit her lip, looking toward the suite doors.

“Maybe we should take this inside,” she suggested, biting her bottom lip. “I want to feel you properly. Without all this water between us.”

I nodded, already lifting her off me, looking at her pink flesh I so desperately wanted to enter again. We climbed out of the hot tub, dripping and desperate, not bothering with towels. She took my hand, leading me through the sliding doors and into her bedroom, checking briefly to make sure Isabella was still asleep on the couch.

The moment the door closed behind us, I pushed her against it, kissing her deeply. She moaned into my mouth, her wet bikini cold against my chest. I reached behind her, untying the strings, letting the top fall to the floor.

“The bed,” she whispered against my lips.

I lifted her, her legs wrapping around my waist, and carried her to the king-sized mattress. I laid her down, pulling her bikini bottoms off before positioning myself above her.

She spread her legs wider, inviting me in. “Don’t make me wait,” she pleaded. She took my erection and guided it straight to her hole. I cupped her breasts, admiring her mature skin and how gorgeous she looked. Then I pushed into her slowly, watching her face as I filled her completely. Her back arched off the bed. “Hmm, you feel incredible,” I groaned, beginning to move inside her.

“Better than my daughter?” she asked flirtatiously.

“You both feel great.”

Her hands clutched at my back as I slid in and out of her, my erection coming out wet and slick after every thrust. This was different than in the hot tub—more intimate and more real. I could feel every inch of her, every tremor, every gasp and every breath. The way her breasts jiggled mesmerized me. They were so round and full. I leaned down to bury my face in her cleavage, making her giggle.

“Oh, Jake,” she said, lifting her hips to meet each thrust. “You like my boobs, don’t you?”

“I like all of you,” I said, driving into her with increasing force, the headboard knocking against the wall. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper, her moans growing louder with each thrust.

“Yes, just like that,” she encouraged, her hands moving to my ass, urging me on.

I felt a pressure building inside me, more intense than anything I’d experienced before. This wasn’t just sex—this was crossing a boundary I never thought I’d cross, and the forbidden nature of it only heightened the sensation.

I increased my pace, driving into her with an urgency that surprised even me, my flesh slapping against hers. The sensation of being inside her without barriers was overwhelming—hot, tight and impossibly good. And she felt it too, judging by how she squirmed and moaned.

Something primal took over as I watched her writhe beneath me. I hooked my arms under her knees, pushing them back toward her shoulders, opening her completely to me.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice breaking. “So close.”

I felt her begin to tremble, her body tensing beneath me. When she came, she moaned out my name, her back arching off the bed. The sight of her—head thrown back, breasts heaving, completely lost in pleasure—triggered my release.

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, starting at my core and radiating outward until my entire body was consumed by it. I buried myself deep inside her as I came, pumping into her in long, shuddering pulses that seemed to go on forever. Stars exploded behind my eyelids, and for a moment, I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but feel.

Once there wasn’t anything left, I collapsed on top of her.

“I know,” she whispered, her hands stroking my back gently. “I felt it too.”

We lay there for several minutes, our breathing gradually returning to normal. I could feel myself still twitching inside her, aftershocks of the most powerful climax I’d ever experienced.

Eventually, I rolled to the side.

“I think I might have screamed too loud,” she said with a small laugh. “Hope I didn’t wake Isabella.”

“She’ll be fine,” I said, glancing at Amber. She was smiling—happier than I’d ever seen her.

“You look… so much happier,” I added.

“Of course,” she said, brushing my hair back behind my ear. “It’s a compliment when a woman my age can still make a young man hard.”

“Oh, Amber, if you only knew how hot you are,” I said, rolling my eyes at her comment, though I meant every word.

She just smiled. “Actions speak louder than words,” she said. “From the first time I gave you a handjob, to now—having sex with you… every time you’ve been hard, I’ve taken it as a compliment. And the fact that you wanted
 to fuck me? That makes me even happier.”

“I never thought of it that way,” I admitted. “Isabella never said anything like that.”

“She wouldn’t. She’s still young, like you,” she said, pressing her lips to my forehead. “But for me… I’d forgotten how good sex really feels.”

“Of all the experiences you’ve had,” I asked, “which one’s been the best?”

“This one,” she said without hesitation. “I wish I could tell the world about it… too bad I can’t.”

I nodded. We both knew we had to keep this quiet.

“Regardless of what you think, you’re still a gem.”

“Thank you,” she said, a smile crinkling at the corners of her lips.

We lay there for a while, wrapped in the stillness of the moment, until we decided to check on Isabella. As expected, she was awake—propped up and smirking like she’d been listening the whole time.

“How long have you been awake?” Amber asked.

“Long enough to hear what you two were up to,” Isabella replied. “In fact… I never really went to sleep.”

“You little fox,” I teased.

“You rabbit,” she shot back. “But I wasn’t pretending to be tired.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, sitting beside her. “How’s your leg?”

“Better,” she said. “But I’m really thirsty.”

“I’ll get something for you,” Amber offered, not even the slightest bit embarrassed about being caught.

Rising to her feet, she checked the minifridge. She let out a sigh. “I have to go out and buy more water.”

“I can do that,” I told her.

“You sure, sweetie?” she asked.

“You look so comfortable and relaxed,” I said. “Please—just enjoy the moment.”

She smiled, full of warmth and satisfaction. “Thank you. We’ll wait for you here.”

The walk to the store should’ve been easy. Just ten minutes tops. But something felt off from the start. I couldn’t put my finger on it—maybe it was how quiet the island had gotten, or how the sun suddenly felt hotter and heavier. I passed a few tourists, got a weird look from a couple standing near a moped, but no one said anything. I kept my head down, the sand hot under my feet, the back of my neck itching with sweat and nerves.

Why was I nervous? I shook my head and didn’t have a clue. Isabella obviously didn’t mind that she’d heard us. The sex with my stepmom had felt great, so great it should’ve numbed my senses, but it didn’t for some reason.

I made it to the little store on the corner, grabbed two bottles of cold water and a mango juice box Isabella always liked. The cashier barely looked at me. I paid cash and stepped back out into the sun, heading toward the trail that curved back to the resort.

That’s when I saw the two officers waiting.

They weren’t aggressive, but their eyes were on me. One of them stepped forward, his hand hovering near his belt. “Excuse me. Do you mind telling us your name?”

“Jake,” I said, eyebrows pinched. “Something wrong?”

“Were you near a white estate earlier today? On the east side of the beach?”

I blinked, but then I felt my face flush and at the same time sweat prickling my forehead. “Yeah. My sister got stung by something. I jumped the fence to get ointment. No one was there. It was an emergency.” I wiped the sweat from my forehead, trying not to sound nervous.

They exchanged a look.

“We had a report of trespassing and missing property. I’m going to have to ask you to come with us.”

“I didn’t steal anything,” I said quickly. “Just a tube of burn ointment. That’s it.”

“Then you won’t mind coming in to answer some questions.”

It wasn’t really a question. I didn’t resist, but the moment they clicked the cuffs around my wrists and started leading me toward the patrol car, my stomach dropped. Tourists watched. Someone took out their phone. I kept my head down.

* * *

The station was cold and fluorescent. They led me to a small room, sat me down, and asked me to recount everything. I did, word for word, but it didn’t seem to change anything. They kept writing things down, nodding. One of them asked if I’d seen security cameras. I said no. He muttered something about motion detection.

They made me sit in the corner while they reviewed their notes. I kept asking if I could call someone. They said, “Soon.” Hours passed, and my anxiety turned from a spike to a dull ache in my gut.

Eventually, they led me into a holding cell.

It was small. Metal bench, tiled floor, heavy door. One guy snored in the corner. Another sat quietly, staring into space. I kept to myself. The water I bought had been taken. My mouth was dry. I sat with my elbows on my knees, just… waiting.

Time got weird. It stopped feeling like a vacation and started feeling like punishment. My thoughts circled hard: Is Isabella okay? Did the bite get worse? Is Amber freaking out? Does Amber know? Am I really going to spend the night in a cell for a damn ointment tube?

Funnily enough, I didn’t think of myself at all. I was mostly worried about Isabella and especially Amber’s reaction. She must be panicking since I didn’t get back.

I lay down eventually. The bench was cold against my back. Every time I heard a footstep or a door, I sat up, hoping someone had come for me. But it was never for me.

Until it was.

The door buzzed open, and the officer said, “You’re free to go.”

I stood up slowly, not fully believing it. Then I saw them.

Amber was the first through the door, hair a mess, eyes red and puffy. Isabella followed right behind her, limping slightly but very much awake. She looked just as shaken.

Amber didn’t say anything. She just threw her arms around me, squeezing tight, shaking.

“I didn’t know,” she whispered. “God, Jake, I didn’t know where you were. I thought maybe you went for a walk or fell asleep somewhere, but then I couldn’t reach you, and hours passed and—”

Isabella stepped forward. “Why didn’t you answer your phone?”

“They took it,” I said quietly. My voice felt like sandpaper.

Amber cupped my face. “I had to ask everyone on the island if they saw you. Talked to store owners, boat guys, even the damn ATV rental guy. Then someone mentioned a kid getting picked up by the cops. That’s when I panicked.”

Isabella’s voice cracked. “We thought something had happened to you. That maybe—”

“I’m okay,” I said. “I just didn’t think it would turn into this.”

She pulled me into another hug, tighter this time. “I talked to the owner of the estate,” she murmured near my ear. “Explained everything. She was understanding. Said she’d let it go. She won’t press charges.”

I nodded slowly. Relief hit me like a wave. My knees felt weirdly weak. “Thank God.”

“Come on,” Amber said, brushing a hand down my back. “Let’s get you out of here.”

We didn’t go back to the resort right away.

Amber took us to a small restaurant near the marina. We sat outside under string lights, and the waitress didn’t ask any questions when we ordered.

I barely touched the conch fritters on my plate.

Amber sat across from me, picking at her food, wiping her eyes every couple minutes.

“I should’ve gone with you,” she said.

“You were taking care of Isabella.”

“Still.” Her voice cracked. “The thought of you locked up somewhere, thinking we didn’t care—”

“I didn’t think that. I knew you’d come.”

Isabella reached across the table and touched my wrist. “Thank you for going. Even if it got messed up. You didn’t have to.”

I looked at her. The swelling in her leg had gone down, and her eyes were clear again.

“You’re my sister,” I said. “I always will.”

Amber looked away, blinking fast.

She cleared her throat and wiped her eyes again. “When I realized you hadn’t come back, I tried calling. After an hour, I started asking around. People remembered seeing you. A guy said he saw you with cops. I freaked out. Ran to the station like a crazy woman.”

“And I made her bring me,” Isabella added. “I wasn’t going to let her come alone.”

Amber glanced over at me again, eyes shining. “I was so scared, Jake. And I’m sorry. This whole thing… I should’ve stopped you. Should’ve made a better plan.”

“I don’t blame you,” I said. I started feeling bad for her, noticing how she kept repeating that she was sorry. I didn’t like it when she’d beat herself up over something. “It worked, didn’t it? She’s okay.”

Amber nodded, pressing her lips together. I reached across the table and gently brushed her hand with mine. “Hey… it’s over. I’m fine. Isabella’s fine. You don’t have to carry this.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, and after a pause, she gave me a shaky smile. Just a small one, but real.

Isabella leaned back in her chair, exhaling. “So… how was it in there? You were gone for hours.”

“Boring. Cold. Mostly just… a lot of waiting. But I wasn’t thinking about that. I was mostly worried about you. And… our mother. I knew she’d be panicking.”

Amber’s lips parted slightly, eyes softening. “You were worried about me?”

I nodded. “Yes and your reaction … it didn’t feel good.”

“You’re the sweetest,” she whispered, squeezing my hand.

“Seriously,” Isabella added. “We don’t deserve you.”

“Don’t say that,” I told her.

I was the lucky one—getting to be this close with two women I loved, two beautiful relatives who didn’t just accept the taboo, but embraced it. Isabella even encouraged me to be with her friends. There wasn’t a better deal on the planet, and I hoped they understood how much I appreciated it.

On our way back, we moved slowly, enjoying the stars overhead and the warm night air.

Amber let out a sigh. “Tomorrow we leave,” she said.

Isabella and I both turned to her. “What?” we said in unison.

She giggled. “You’ve had so much fun, you forgot what day it was.”

“Oh,” Isabella said, frowning a little. “That’s sad. I didn’t realize time flew by so fast.”

“We can always go somewhere else later,” Amber reassured us.

“Yeah,” I agreed.

Then Amber looked over at me, her gaze sweeping slowly across my body. “I feel like we owe you one.”

“For what?”

She rolled her eyes. “Maybe for letting you spend your last day in a cell?”

Now it was my turn to roll mine. “You keep bringing that up. I already told you—I’m fine.”

“But I still feel guilty,” Amber said caringly.

“So do I,” Isabella added.

“How do I get you two to stop feeling guilty?” I asked, raising a brow. “It’s not exactly making me feel better.”

“We could do something for you tonight,” Amber offered. “How about that?”

“Like what?”

“Whatever you want,” she said, her tone more suggestive now.

“A massage would be nice,” I said.

“What a tame gift,” Isabella teased. “I think Mom meant something a little more … sexual
 .”

“Oh.” I chuckled, but when I looked at Isabella—my gorgeous, daring stepsister—my mind ran wild. The idea of having them both at once made my cock stir instantly. All the positions, the moans and the heat.

“You wouldn’t mind?” I asked.

Isabella shook her head with a grin. “Nope. I think it’d be fun.”

Amber’s eyes dropped to the bulge forming in my shorts, and she giggled. “Yeah … you really do have impressive stamina.”

“I know,” Isabella said proudly. “We’ve had sleepovers with Nadya and Sofi. He’s taken all three of us in one night.”

Amber’s eyebrows rose, amused.

“By the way,” Isabella added, “they say hi. They tried calling when we were looking for you.”

I smiled at that. I did miss them—but right now, I had Amber and Isabella. And they were more than enough.

* * *

When we got back, Amber excused herself and disappeared into the bathroom, saying she had to make herself pretty for me. The sound of running water started a moment later. Isabella and I were left alone, sitting together on the bed, still half undressed. She leaned against me, her head resting on my shoulder, her fingers tracing lines on my chest.

“I can’t believe it’s already over,” she murmured.

“Yeah,” I said, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her close. “It went by so fast.”

We sat in silence for a moment, watching the moonlight spill through the curtains.

“But honestly,” I added quietly, “getting caught wasn’t as bad as I thought it’d be.”

Isabella chuckled, nodding. “Right? Same. I mean, it was awkward for like … two seconds. And then it wasn’t.”

I looked down at her—at her golden hair cascading over her bare shoulder, the way her lips curved when she smiled, the way her eyes caught the light just right and her high cheekbones looking like ripe apples. She was beautiful. The kind that only hits you harder the more time you spend with her. And I knew—I loved her.

Her phone buzzed. She lifted it and thumbed open the screen. “Nadya and Sofi,” she said. “They’re asking if you’ve been found.” She handed it to me with a smirk. “You better take this.”

I answered, and sure enough, both of them were on the line—talking over each other, throwing playful jabs and asking what the hell happened.

“I’m good,” I said, laughing. “Long story, but we’ll explain everything when we’re back.”

“You better,” Nadya said. “You still owe us a night.”

“Two nights,” Sofi corrected.

I smiled. “Then I’ll make it two. Can’t wait to see you both.”

We said our goodbyes, and I handed the phone back to Isabella. She set it aside, then turned to me. Without a word, she pressed her lips to mine—slow and sweet. Her lips lingered against mine like she didn’t want to say goodbye just yet. Then she pulled back with a small, reluctant sigh. “I should shower too,” she whispered now that we couldn’t hear the water in the bathroom.

“I’ll wait for you,” I said.

She slid off the bed and walked toward the bathroom, and just as she reached the door, Amber stepped out. She was wrapped in a robe, her skin still damp, her brown hair wet and tousled. The scent of her fresh body wash filled the room, and her presence radiated both beauty and warmth. “Are you in a hurry?” she asked her daughter.

“Yeah … I want to jump right into the fun,” she said after closing the bathroom door.

Smiling, Amber glanced at me before turning to the mirror. She wore lipstick now—a warm, sensual shade that made her lips look even fuller. It caught my eye instantly.

“You look amazing,” I said, watching her.

She smiled at me through the mirror. “It’s one of my new products. I had it in my bag this whole time and forgot about it. So much has happened on this trip, I barely remembered to use it. But tonight feels special.”

My eyes locked on her mouth. That lipstick made me think about having her lips wrapped around me—Wet, warm and slow.

“It looks really sexy on you,” I said, unable to hide the hunger in my voice.

She smiled, looking confident. “It has a fruity flavor too,” she added, tilting her head slightly. “Wanna taste?”

Rising to my feet, I stepped closer, gravitating toward her like a bee to honey. “Yeah,” I said quietly.

She turned her head, and I leaned in—pressing my lips to hers in a brief kiss that tasted sweet and forbidden.

When we broke apart, I smiled. “That lipstick really is nice. You should give some to Isabella.”

Amber grinned. “I will. She’s so sweet already, it fits her. I don’t blame you for falling in love with her.”

“She has it all,” I said. “Beauty, heart… and so do you.”

Amber’s expression softened, a genuine smile spreading across her face. “I don’t want this trip to end,” she admitted. “But maybe it doesn’t have to. I have a feeling … it’s just the beginning.”

“I agree,” I said, meaning every word.

Amber tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Have you ever had a threesome before?”

I smirked. “Even a foursome—with Isabella and her friends.”

Amber let out a low chuckle, clearly impressed. “Damn … no wonder you’re so well trained.”

“I guess,” I said, lowering my head a little.

Amber’s gaze dropped to the bulge growing under my shorts. She reached out and began stroking me slowly.

“Mm,” she purred, “you really are ready again.” She glanced over her shoulder toward the bathroom and rolled her eyes. “What is she doing in there? We’re going to get started without her.”

“Let’s start,” I said, her warm hand making me hard and aroused.

She gave me a gentle push, and I fell backward onto the soft mattress. “Alright then, it’s time to take care of you,” she whispered, her fingers finding the waistband of my shorts. She tugged them down slowly, her eyes never leaving mine as she revealed my hard cock inch by inch. When I was completely naked, she leaned back, admiring the length.

With a seductive smile, she untied her robe and let it fall to the floor behind her. Her breasts spilled free—full, round, and perfect despite her age.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I said, taking in every inch of her mature body.

She crawled onto the bed between my legs, her lipstick-coated lips hovering just above my throbbing erection. “You haven’t seen anything yet,” she promised, before taking me into her mouth.

I sighed in relief as my cock parted her lips. The sensation was incredible—wet, warm, and soft. She slid the shaft over her tongue as she bobbed her head, taking me deeper with each downward motion. Her lipstick left crimson marks along my length, a visual reminder of where her mouth had been.

I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair as she continued her sensual blowjob. She slobbered and sucked, saliva dribbling down the sides. The suction of her mouth combined with the swirling of her tongue had me arching off the bed.

Just as I was losing myself in the pleasure, the bathroom door opened. Isabella stepped out wrapped in a fluffy white towel, her hair damp and clinging to her shoulders. She stopped in her tracks, her eyes widening at the scene before her. “Hey, why you start without me?” she asked, a playful pout forming on her lips.

Amber released me with a wet pop, my cock glistening with her saliva. “Because your brother’s so hard it was painful,” she explained, giving my shaft another long lick before returning to her sucking. “Couldn’t let him suffer.”

Isabella’s pout transformed into a mischievous grin. She dropped her towel without hesitation, revealing her stunning, naked body. Her body was youthful and toned, with two teardrops that sat high on her chest. Her skin glowed in the soft light, still slightly damp from her shower. The golden curls between her legs were neatly trimmed, framing her pink pussy perfectly.

She hopped onto the bed beside us, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders as she leaned in to get a closer look. “Damn, Mom, you’re really going at it,” she said with admiration in her voice. She ran her finger along the bottom of my shaft, scooping up some saliva before sucking on her finger. “Can I have some joystick too?” she asked playfully, licking her lips.

Amber smiled, slowly pulling away from me. A thin strand of saliva connected her mouth to my throbbing erection as she turned to Isabella. “Of course, sweetie,” she said, wrapping her hand around my base and angling it toward her daughter. “He’s all yours.”

Isabella eagerly took me into her mouth, moaning softly as she swallowed half of my erection. Her tongue swirled around my length, collecting Amber’s saliva as she went. After a few long licks, she pulled back with a satisfied smile.

“Your lipstick tastes sweet,” she said, looking at Amber’s crimson-stained lips.

Amber’s eyes lit up. “You like it? It’s one of my new formulas.” She glanced between us, an idea forming. “Would you like to try some on?”

Isabella nodded. “Yes, please.”

Amber slipped off the bed and retrieved her makeup bag from the vanity. She returned with the sleek tube of lipstick, uncapping it. “Hold still,” she said, gently cupping Isabella’s chin.

I watched, mesmerized, as Amber carefully applied the rich, red color to Isabella’s full lips. There was something incredibly intimate about the moment—Amber’s steady hand, Isabella’s trusting expression and the transformation as her lips became plump and glossy.

“There,” Amber said, leaning back to admire her work. “Perfect.”

Isabella’s newly painted lips formed a seductive smile as she turned to me. “What do you think?”

My cock twitched visibly in response, growing even harder at the sight of both women with matching crimson lips. “That’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen,” I admitted, my voice rough with desire.

They exchanged knowing glances, clearly pleased with my reaction.

“Let’s put these lips to good use,” Amber suggested, lowering her head to take me back into her mouth.

She sucked me deeply for several long moments before releasing me with a pop and offering my slick length to Isabella. “Your turn.”

Isabella eagerly accepted, wrapping her lips around me and bobbing her head. The contrast of techniques was mind-blowing—Amber’s slow, experienced movements versus Isabella’s eager enthusiasm.

They established a rhythm, passing me back and forth between them. The sensation was becoming too intense, each transition between their mouths pushing me closer to a climax. I felt the familiar tightening, the telltale signs that I wouldn’t last much longer under their mouths.

“Wait,” I gasped, gently placing my hands on their heads. “I need a break or I’m going to come too soon.”

They both pulled back, their matching red lips glistening in the soft light. They had smeared it all over my cock as well, and at the same time, they left it dripping wet. Amber wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“What would you like instead?” she asked caringly.

I glanced between them, my fantasies running wild. “I want to taste you, Amber,” I said, my voice low and rough. “Sit on my face while Isabella rides me.”

Amber’s eyes widened with lust. “With pleasure,” she said, already moving to straddle my head. She positioned herself above me, her glistening pussy hovering just inches from my eager mouth. Slowly, she lowered herself onto my face.

Grabbing her cheeks, I licked her in long, slow strokes, savoring the taste of her fruity nectar as it flowed like an endless river.

Isabella, not one to be left out, swung her leg over my hips. She gripped my hard shaft, stroked it a few times, then guided the tip to her entrance. With a soft moan, she sank down onto me, her tight, wet, heat engulfing my cock.

I groaned at the dual sensations—Isabella’s silky walls gripping me as Amber’s dripping peach pressed against my mouth. I ran my tongue along her slit, tasting her arousal. She was sweet and musky—the flavor of a woman in her prime.

Above me, Amber moaned, rocking her hips with slow confidence. “Oh, I love your tongue,” she breathed, grinding harder.

I delved deeper, finding her swollen clit and swirling my tongue around it, making her thighs tremble against my face.

Meanwhile, Isabella rode me with growing lust. Her hips slapped against mine as she lifted herself nearly off my cock, only to slam back down, taking me to the hilt each time. She was wild, and I could hear her breasts bouncing with every motion.

The room filled with the sounds of our pleasure—Amber and Isabella’s moans, the wet rhythm of flesh against flesh, and the lewd sounds of my mouth working over Amber’s pussy.

“Oh, let’s switch,” I said, breathless. I needed a break since Isabella was close to making me explode.

But she slammed down again and rocked her hips in tight circles. I struggled to hold back, drawing in a deep breath on her next lift. If she only knew how close I was.

They slid off me at the same time. Isabella leaned over, touching my sticky face, her breasts glistening with a light sheen of sweat. “You’re sticky,” she said with a smirk.

“Amber’s ripe as a fruit,” I told her.

Isabella giggled while Amber straddled my hips, her pussy hovering over my slick cock. “Gosh, you’re wet,” she said as it kept slipping from her grip. I watched, mesmerized, her breasts swaying in front of me.

Eventually, she managed to guide me into her, sinking down easily. My lubricated cock and her eager walls made the glide seamless. She bottomed out, her hips pressed flush to mine, and began to ride me slowly. Every inch of her stroked me perfectly.

Then Isabella positioned herself over my face, her pink folds glistening with fresh arousal. She lowered her firm ass onto my mouth, and I parted her cheeks to lick her deeper.

Amber rode me with experience, rising all the way up before dropping back down, taking every inch. She braced her hands on my chest and quickened her pace, making me moan into Isabella’s soaked pussy.

I lapped at her, my tongue exploring every inch, teasing her entrance, circling her clit. Isabella gasped and rocked harder, her thighs tightening around my head, coating my chin with her juices.

Once again, I lost myself in the dual pleasures—the velvet heat of Amber wrapped around my cock, and the tangy musk of Isabella riding my tongue. Their sounds and scents mingled, driving me over the edge.

Isabella’s moans grew louder and higher. I knew she was close. Her thighs trembled and clenched around my head. “Oh God, Jake,” she moaned.

I didn’t stop. I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth, flicking my tongue rapidly. With a shuddering cry, Isabella climaxed hard, her pussy pulsing and releasing against my mouth.

Panting, she slid off and collapsed beside me, then leaned in and kissed me deeply. I knew she could taste herself on my tongue.

Breaking the kiss, she bit her bottom lip and smiled. “Sorry for being too quick.”

“No worries,” I said, holding her close as I felt my own climax approaching. “Amber … let’s switch.”

“You sure?” she asked, still grinding her hips against me.

“Yeah.”

“Alright,” she said with a smirk, still riding me slow and deep.

“Line up on all fours,” I told them.

They did—eagerly.

I started with Amber. My cock slipped in my hand as I tried to guide it to her entrance. I pushed inside, and that was it — I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

With a loud groan, I erupted inside Amber’s tight, wet heat. My cock pulsed and throbbed as I pumped her full of my thick seed. Waves of intense pleasure radiated through my body.

Before my orgasm had even finished, I pulled out, my slick member slipping free with a wet pop. I quickly repositioned and plunged into Isabella’s waiting pussy. She moaned as I hilted myself deep inside her. Her velvety walls gripped me like a vise as I released the last spurts of my climax into her young womb.

After I’d emptied myself, I withdrew, my semi-erect cock glistening with a combination of my cum and their arousal. I gazed down at the erotic sight before me. Amber and my stepsister lay side by side, chests heaving, bodies flushed. Pearly white rivulets of semen trickled out of their freshly-fucked holes and down their thighs.

My mind reeled from the intensity of the experience. Never in my wildest fantasies could I have imagined sharing something so intimate, so taboo, with the two women I loved most. The forbidden nature of it only heightened the pleasure to unimaginable levels.

Amber reached down and swiped a fingertip through the sticky trails on her inner thigh. She brought it to her lips, sampling our combined essence with a sultry moan.

“Mmm, we taste good together,” she said, holding her glistening finger out to Isabella.

Isabella eagerly took it into her mouth, sucking it clean with an appreciative hum. “The best,” she agreed, releasing Amber’s finger with a wet pop.

Completely drained, I collapsed onto the bed between them, one arm draping across each of their sweat-dampened torsos. For several long moments, the only sound was our labored breathing as we basked in the afterglow of our forbidden lovemaking.

We lay like that for a while, a tangle of sated limbs and racing hearts, the magnitude of what we’d just done slowly sinking in. There was no going back now, no pretending this had never happened. We’d irrevocably altered the dynamics of our relationships.

But looking at their blissful expressions, feeling the warmth of their skin against mine, I knew I wouldn’t change a thing, and neither would they.





Chapter 6





I
 woke up with drool trickling from the corner of my mouth. I slept deeply. Stretching a little, I blinked as sunlight filtered through the curtains. Even without a sheet over me, the room was incredibly warm.

As I stretched, I realized I was entangled between Amber and Isabella.

Isabella lay on my left, her arm draped across my chest, her soft breasts pressing gently against my side. Amber was already awake on my right, her fuller, mature curves also resting against me.

“Morning,” she said, beaming as she saw my eyes open.

“Morning,” I murmured.

She reached down, wrapping her hand around my morning wood and slowly stroking me. I closed my eyes and let out a low moan. My mind flashed back to everything we’d done over the past few days—the blow jobs, the sex and the threesome last night. It all felt like something out of a forbidden dream … except it was real.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing.

“Yes,” I said, barely able to speak through the pleasure.

“Nice,” she whispered. “I want you to feel good.”

I reached down, sliding my fingers between her thighs. She was already wet. When our eyes met, she knew exactly what I wanted. I gently guided her onto her side and lifted her leg. Slowly, I pushed into her, the tip sliding into her slick, warm channel.

I slowly pushed deeper inside her tight, wet pussy from the side, careful not to wake Isabella yet. Amber let out a moan as I buried myself deeply inside her. I started thrusting gently, rocking my hips against her round ass cheeks. The slow, sensual pace felt amazing, her slick walls gripping me perfectly.

As I fucked her leisurely from behind, I reached around to cup her breasts, kneading the soft flesh. Amber arched her back, pressing herself more firmly against me, encouraging me to squeeze harder.

“Mmm, just like that,” she murmured, mindful of Isabella still sleeping beside us.

Amber quivered in my arms, her orgasm building. I could feel my release rapidly approaching as well, my balls tightening with each plunge into her scorching heat.

“I’m close,” I warned her in a strained whisper, burying my face in her neck to muffle my groans. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Give it to me,” she encouraged, tilting her hips to take me even deeper. “Fill me up.”

Her words were my undoing. I thrust into her one last time, grinding against her ass as I exploded. My cock jerked and throbbed as I pumped her full of my hot morning load.

Amber reached back to grip my hip, holding me deeply inside her as I emptied myself into her welcoming depths. Her pussy milked me for every last drop as aftershocks rolled through her. We stayed joined like that for a long moment, both of us panting and sated.

As I softened and slipped out of her with a wet sound, I heard Isabella begin to stir beside us. Amber and I shared a smile before turning to face my stepsister, who blinked at us sleepily.

“Mmm, good morning,” Isabella murmured, her voice husky. “You two look cozy.”

“Just enjoying our last morning in the Bahamas together,” Amber replied innocently, though her flushed cheeks told a different story.

Isabella glanced down, noticing my semi-erect cock glistening with the evidence of my recent orgasm.

She just smiled and let out a soft groan. “I can’t believe it’s already over… Next time, we should stay for at least a month.”

“That’ll be for you two,” Amber said, still glowing in the afterglow of her orgasm. “It’d be hard for me to take a whole month off.”

“How about three weeks?” Isabella asked, hopeful.

“More doable than a month,” Amber said, leaving the window of opportunity open.

After a few kisses and touches, we got out of bed and started packing. Clothes scattered across the floor were folded up again, swimsuits tossed in bags and toiletries zipped away. It felt strange putting everything back, knowing it was all coming to an end.

The taxi ride to the airport was quiet at first, but then we started talking about the trip. Amber leaned her head against the window, Isabella sprawled next to me with her legs stretched out.

“Favorite memory?” Isabella asked.

Amber smiled. “Easy. The yacht. I’ll never forget it. Though I do wish someone hadn’t eaten so much ice cream she got sick.”

Isabella groaned. “Okay, okay. Lesson learned.” Then she turned to me. “What about you?”

“It was all great.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You have to pick something.”

I smirked. “Fine. Getting stuck in that cell.”

Amber laughed. “Really?”

“I needed a little time out from you two horny ladies.”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “As if you didn’t want to get down the second we walked in.”

We all laughed, and the rest of the ride passed quickly.

At the airport, we moved through security and boarded without issue. Once on the plane, we settled into our seats, me in the middle. I was very aware of how close they were, the way Isabella’s thigh brushed mine, the way Amber leaned against my shoulder. They didn’t have to say anything. The looks, the little touches, the knowing smiles—all of it was enough to keep my blood pumping.

The plane had been in the air for about an hour when Isabella leaned over, her lips brushing my ear. “Want me to try again?” she whispered, her voice low and seductive.

I turned to her, confused. “Try what again?”

She rolled her eyes playfully and before I could react, her hand snaked into my shorts. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, stroking it to life. I inhaled sharply, my eyes widening as I glanced around to see if anyone noticed. But the other passengers seemed oblivious, lost in their own worlds.

“Isabella…” I warned her under my breath, even as my hips involuntarily pushed into her touch.

She just grinned, clearly enjoying my reaction. “What’s the matter, big brother? Afraid we’ll get caught?” She continued to stroke me, occasionally licking her hand and diving back in.

I bit back a groan, torn between the growing pleasure and the fear of discovery. “We can’t do this here,” I whispered urgently.

Isabella’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She turned to Amber who was engrossed in a magazine. “Amber, can you cover for us?” she asked casually as if she wasn’t currently fondling me under a thin airplane blanket.

Amber glanced up, taking in the situation with an amused smile. “Sure thing.” She angled her open magazine to block any view of Isabella’s busy hand from across the aisle. “Better?”

Isabella beamed. “Perfect.”

With our activities now shielded, Isabella grew bolder. She leaned down, her hot breath ghosting over my skin as she pulled my shorts down just enough to free my straining erection. Before I could protest, her warm, wet mouth engulfed me.

I threw my head back against the seat, barely stifling a moan as her tongue swirled around my head. She bobbed up and down, keeping the slobbering to a minimum. The sensation was incredible, made even more intense by the thrill of doing something so taboo in public.

My breathing grew ragged as I fisted the armrests, my knuckles turning white.

“Hmm, Isabella,” I grunted through clenched teeth, trying to keep my voice down.

She hummed around my cock in acknowledgment and sucked harder and wetter, hollowing her cheeks. My hips jerked as I erupted in her mouth, spurt after spurt of hot cum coating her tongue. Isabella swallowed it all, her throat working around me as she milked me dry.

When I finally stopped pulsing, Isabella released me with a soft pop. She licked her lips, a satisfied smile on her face as she tucked me back into my shorts. I was still catching my breath, my heart pounding, when a beautiful flight attendant approached with the food cart.

She served us our meals with a knowing wink and a playful smile. “Try to be a bit more discreet next time,” she whispered conspiratorially before moving on to the next row.

Isabella and I exchanged surprised glances, a blush creeping up my neck at the realization we’d been caught. Amber just chuckled, shaking her head in amusement.

“It doesn’t matter what we do,” Isabella said. “We always end up getting caught one way or another.”

“Gee, I wonder why,” Amber teased, raising an eyebrow at Isabella’s brazenness.

Isabella just giggled, clearly unashamed. “What can I say? I couldn’t resist.”

I shook my head, still in disbelief at how bold she could be.

As we ate our meals, the conversation turned to our plans for when we got home. Amber mentioned needing to catch up on work, while Isabella talked about hanging out with Nadya and Sofi.

* * *

When we got back home to Southern California, it was already evening. We were tired and jet-lagged. Amber ordered food while the rest of us unpacked the basics and dropped our bags. We ate at the dining table, quietly at first, but it didn’t take long before the conversation picked up again.

* * *

After dinner, we all went to our rooms. I lay down, planning to finally get some sleep, but just when I was settling in, Isabella walked in wrapped in a towel, completely nude underneath.

She held up her phone. “Nadya and Sofi just texted. They want to spend time with us tomorrow.”

“Surprise, surprise.”

She dropped the towel slowly, revealing her body, and climbed into bed beside me. “They want to come by in the afternoon,” she said, settling next to me. “Nadya’s been dying to know what really happened on the trip.”

“Are you going to tell her?” I asked.

She grinned. “I’ll just give them a brief teaser.”

I chuckled, reaching over to brush a strand of wet hair from her cheek. “You know they’re going to want more than just a recap.”

“I’m counting on it,” she said, then pressed a light kiss to my neck. “But tonight, it’s just us.”

I didn’t argue. I pulled her closer, letting my body relax against hers.

I thought of how Nadya and Sofi already wanted to see me, and what kind of fun we’d be having. Then I also thought of Amber who also wanted some, and now I had my stepsister next to me, already wet and aroused. I started chuckling, and she looked at me funnily. “What’s so funny?” she asked.

“The fun never ends.”

“I agree,” she said with a grin. She lunged at me and started tickling me till we both fell onto the floor, rolling around and laughing.





Adulthood Adventure 4: Epilogue








When Isabella and I grow tired of our jobs, Amber steps in with an irresistible offer—positions at her successful makeup company.

She says it’s about helping us travel and enjoy life, but the generous pay isn’t the only reason she wants me close.

Behind closed doors, Amber needs more than just company… she needs someone to satisfy her in that lonely office.

With Isabella by my side and Amber always nearby, our new jobs promise more than just financial freedom. They promise endless adult adventures, both at the office and abroad.





Chapter 1









I
 was at my stepmother’s workplace, helping her clean up the back storage room. The place was a mess when we started, but I’d already moved half the boxes, organized a few shelves and cleared out the dusty corners. Sweat trickled down the side of my face as I reached up to shift a heavier carton, thinking of how it felt like a workout, and I wiped my brow with the back of my arm.

It wasn’t difficult, and I wasn’t doing it for the money. This was more of a kind gesture for my stepmother, especially after everything she’d done for me and Isabella.

I stepped back and brushed the dust off my hands, and that’s when I heard her sweet, motherly voice behind me.

“How’s it going?” she said. I stiffened and turned to her. She walked in, heels clicking against the floor, wearing a black pencil skirt that hugged her hips, black stockings, and a white button-up shirt that showed off just enough cleavage to make it hard not to stare. Her makeup was flawless—classic red lips, softly flushed cheeks, sharp eyeliner that enhanced her eyes, and mascara that lengthened and thickened her lashes. It was a bold, sexy look. After all, these were her products, and it was important for her to set a good example. She knew exactly what kind of effect she had walking in like that.

Her eyes scanned the room, then landed on me. “Wow,” she said, walking up behind me and placing a hand on my shoulder. “You really turned this place around.”

I nodded, feeling the weight of her hand. She was proud, and it warmed my heart. “Yeah, the layout was all over the place. I figured it’d make more sense this way.”

Amber’s hand lingered as she looked around again. “It’s better than what my last assistant did, and she got paid for it.”

I chuckled. “Maybe I should’ve negotiated a higher rate.”

She smiled. “Oh? What do you have in mind?”

I leaned closer and whispered, “Something sexual.”

She chuckled. “That’s on me,” she said.

“Jokes aside,” I said, glancing at her, “I’m not doing this for money. I’m doing it for you.”

Her expression softened, and for a second, I could tell she wanted to kiss me. But not here, not out in the open. Instead, she leaned closer and whispered, “Can you help me with something else in the office?”

My body responded instantly. “Sure,” I said, already feeling aroused.

I followed her, eyes locked on the sway of her hips as she led the way. Every step she took felt hypnotic, and I didn’t even try to hide how mesmerized I was. She was just perfect in every way possible, with her flaring hips, her heart-shaped rear and her breasts that jiggled slightly for every step.

Once we stepped inside, she closed the door gently behind her and turned to me with a knowing smile. But instead of coming closer, she walked over to the sample kit table and gestured for me to follow. “I need your opinion on something,” she said.

I guessed the sex would wait. She picked up one of the sample kits and held it out. “Do you think this feels too… clinical? Like it’s missing something? I’ve been thinking maybe the presentation isn’t quite connecting.”

At first, I was a bit surprised. I didn’t know much about makeup or how to present products. “You sure I’m the right guy to ask?”

“Not till I’ve heard your thoughts,” she said.

Well, I couldn’t disappoint her now. I took the kit from her, turning it over in my hands, checking the contents, the packaging and the vibe it gave off. I mulled it over, and she was right. It did feel clinical. “You ever thought about adding something personal? Like a handwritten note, or maybe make it feel more like a date night package instead of just another business thing?”

She blinked at me, then her eyes lit up. “That’s actually brilliant,” she said. “I love it.”

“Maybe I was the right guy to ask after all,” I said, honestly a bit surprised that I nailed it.

She chuckled. “Young people are creative,” she told me. “That’s why I figured you’d come up with something interesting.

I nodded and looked at the kit again. “You could even use softer colors in the packaging, maybe scent the inside lightly with one of the perfumes. Make it feel intimate and romantic as well.”

She smiled even wider. “That’s exactly the kind of thinking I need.”

She sat down on the small couch against the wall and patted the spot next to her. I joined her, and she turned toward me, caressing my thigh. “You know, your creativity really shows. Not just here, but back in the storage room too. I noticed it the second I walked in.”

I just smiled. “Glad I could help you out.”

There was a moment of silence. Then she tilted her head slightly. “Do you prefer working here over the gym?”

I looked at her, thought about it for a second, then nodded. “Yeah. I feel more comfortable here.”

She raised an eyebrow, curious. “You do?”

“Yes, I do,” I said. “It just feels better working for you.”

“Say with
 ,” she corrected me.

“With you,” I said and rolled my eyes.

“That’s better,” she said with a wide smile. She caressed my thigh again, her touch soothing and intimate. “I haven’t only been missing a man in a sexual way but also as a partner, someone young and inspiring. You check all those boxes.”

I smiled. “So, want me to help out more often?”

She gave a small nod. “I do.”

I looked at her, curious. “In what ways?”

She chuckled softly. “Both ways. You’re smart, you can figure that out. And don’t forget—I got my own private
 office.”

I held back a grin. “That sure seals the deal.”

Chuckling, she brushed my arm, then turned toward the door. “You’ve earned a break. Come on, let’s get something to eat.”

She drove us there, and on the way, I couldn’t help thinking back on the past couple of weeks. It had been two weeks since the Bahamas—since everything changed. Since I started alternating sexually between Amber and Isabella. We would also have plenty of threesomes, sleeping in our mother’s bed, and during the days, Nadya and Sofi would either come by or me and Isabella would visit them. Amber had been different since then—happier, lighter, like a weight she didn’t even know she carried had been lifted. Her joy was infectious. Isabella had been right that something had been missing in Amber’s life, and I was glad I could feel that void.

The funny thing was, I used to dread the idea of getting caught. But it turned out, that moment was kind of a blessing.

As if she read my mind, Amber glanced over at me while she drove. “I’m glad I caught you two.”

I looked up. “What did you feel at that moment?”

She thought about it for a second. “I didn’t expect it. But you and Isabella looked so cute together.”

I smiled. “That doesn’t sound like something most moms would say.”

Amber smiled back. “Maybe. But I don’t know, ever since that night… my life feels a lot more complete. Like you filled a void I didn’t even realize I had.”

I looked at her and nodded slowly. “Isabella showed me first that the void was there. I didn’t realize it at first either.”

I looked at her for a moment, studying her high cheekbones slightly rosy colored and her smooth kissable lips.

We ended up at a fancy restaurant. As we sat across from each other, I watched her sip her drink, looking relaxed. “You really meant what you said earlier?” she asked after a few bites. “That you’d rather work with me than at the gym?”

I nodded. “Yeah. It’s not just the job, it’s the way you make me feel while doing it. Like what I say actually matters.”

“It does. You’ve got ideas I hadn’t even thought about. That date night packaging thing? Genius.”

I shrugged. It wasn’t a big deal to me, but if it mattered to her, I wasn’t going to argue. “I just wanted to help. And maybe be around you a little more.”

“Well,” she said, leaning slightly over the table, giving me a perfect view of her two breasts that accidentally squeezed together. “you’ve helped more than you know.”

The restaurant faded into the background like it was just the two of us. She looked genuinely happy, more so than I’d seen in a long time.

* * *

After the meal, she drove me home. When we parked out front, she pressed her thick, red lips right against mine, her hand brushing against my bulge through my shorts. I melted a little, and I cupped her neck to deepen the kiss, slipping in my tongue to taste her minty breath. Before I could say anything, she pulled back with a teasing smile.

“I’ve got some more work to take care of,” she said, adjusting her button-up shirt. “But I’ll be back for dinner.”

“That’s fine,” I said, still catching up to the kiss.

She winked. “Your sister’s going to be back soon too. So maybe you can have a little fun while I’m gone.”

I smirked. Fun was the code word for intimacy. I stepped out and closed the door, but before she pulled off, she blew me a kiss through the window. I caught it with a grin, watching her disappear down the road.

I entered our home sweet home, and I stepped out to the terrace and rested in the sun, thinking about how everything in my life felt like it was going in the right direction.

I thought about making some music while I waited for Isabella to get home. It’d been a while since I touched my setup, and the mood felt perfect.

I went upstairs, sat down, and slipped on my headset. Right as I was about to press play, someone snuck up behind me and grabbed my sides. I nearly jumped out of the chair.

“Jesus,” I muttered, yanking the headset off.

Isabella slapped her thigh and laughed. “Too easy.”

In a flash, I lunged at her, tackling her to the ground. We wrestled playfully, our bodies tangling together. As we grappled, I ended up behind her, my hard bulge pressing against her round ass through our clothes. She let out a little gasp, squirming against me. “I got you now!”

“No, you don’t!” she shot back. Isabella managed to flip us over, straddling my waist and pinning my wrists above my head. Her ample breasts strained against her low-cut top, nearly spilling out as she leaned over me. I could feel her heat against my groin as she rubbed herself along my hardness. I tried to wrestle with her back, grabbing her soft hips, desperately to move her, but truth be told, this position felt just as good.

“Come on, little brother, when did you become so weak?”

She knew how to tease me. With a surge of strength, I rolled us again, landing between her parted thighs. I gazed down at her flushed face, both of us breathing heavily. Her pink lips were parted invitingly. Unable to resist any longer, I kissed her.

Isabella moaned into it, arching up to press her love hole against my throbbing bulge. My hand slid under her top to palm her breast as our tongues intertwined. I ground my erection against her hot center, making her whimper and squirm.

Breaking the kiss, I looked her in the eyes. “You’re such a tease,” I murmured against her skin.

She threaded her fingers through my hair and tugged me closer. “You love it,” she said, hooking a leg around my hip.

“Where the hell were you?”

“I was hiding in my room… waiting, just so I could scare you.”

“You’re naughty,” I said, leaning back in to kiss her again. I could taste her sweet, plump lips—something I could savor for the rest of my life. She was wearing that strawberry-scented lipstick too, which made me linger, sucking on her lips a little longer.

Eventually, we pulled apart.

“Are we gonna lie here all day?” she asked. “It’s too nice outside to stay in. Come on.”

I stood up and pulled her to her feet with ease.

“I’m not weak.”

She giggled. “Then carry me downstairs, big boy.”

I did, letting her jump into my arms and wrap her legs around my waist. Palming her ass, I carried her down and laid her gently onto the sun lounger. I took the one next to her, pulling it close so they were practically touching.

She draped one leg over mine, and barely gave me time to breathe before kissing me again. But this time, she pulled away quickly, teasing me and denying me a taste of her tongue.

“You taste like Mom,” she noted with a grin.

I raised an eyebrow.

She smirked, and before I could say anything, she said, “You were with her, weren’t you?”

“Yes … And you knew I’d help her out today.”

“Just wanted to point that out,” she said as if it amused her.

We stayed outside on the loungers, the warmth of the sun making everything feel great. Isabella turned her head toward me with a little smirk. “You know,” she said, brushing her fingers down my chest, “these past few weeks have been kind of wild.”

I chuckled. “Yeah. Nonstop fun, and a whole lot of sex.”

“Mmhmm,” she grinned. “Mom’s threesomes definitely made things more interesting.”

I laughed. “And when she said she’d help give you blowjob lessons, I thought you were gonna choke on your drink.”

She laughed. “She said it so casually, too. Like she was offering to help with homework.”

I grinned. “Well, for the record, I think you passed the test just fine.”

She playfully rolled her eyes. “Yeah, but when Mom does it, it’s like art. She’s so sensual with everything.”

I leaned in a little. “You’re just as great. Trust me.”

She smiled, then lowered her voice. “I like it more when you’re the one doing the licking anyway. Mom said the same. So did Nadya and Sofi.”

I nodded. “I know. I’ve noticed too.”

“How was it,” she asked, nudging me, “working for our mother?”

I leaned back. “It felt great. Way better than that sweaty gym.”

“What did you even do?”

“Cleaned out the storage room, reorganized everything, gave her some feedback on the sample kits. She really liked it.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Wait… did you two fuck in the office?”

I laughed. “Not yet. But the way things are going, I wouldn’t be surprised if it happens.”

“Oh, how disappointing,” she said, making both of us laugh.

I glanced over at her. “What about you? How was work today?”

She looked thoughtful, then let out a sigh. “I’m getting tired of the boutique. All the fake smiles and spoiled customers. It’s not fun any longer.”

I nodded. “I felt the same way at the gym. Just going through the motions, dealing with people who barely say thanks. I’m not really looking forward to going back. Amber was grateful. It makes one hell of a difference.”

“Yeah,” she said, rubbing her fingers along the edge of the sun lounger. “It’s tough dealing with customers all day. Half of them treat you like you’re part of the decor, and then there’s all the cringe flirting.”

I looked at her. She wore a mini skirt and a crop top, her blonde hair loose around her perfect face, cascading over her teardrops.

“Good luck avoiding that,” I said.

She rolled her eyes.

I turned toward her. “So what do you want instead?”

She shrugged. “Maybe… help Mom out too. She keeps going on about how hard it is to find models. But I’m just not sure I look good enough.”

“You’re out of your mind if you believe that.”

“If she’ll let me help her?”

“No—I meant you definitely
 look good enough.”

“You think so?”

“Uh, yeah.”

She beamed. “But she also has to want me there.”

“Of course she would,” I said without hesitation. “She loves having people she trusts around.”

“I hope so,” she said, though her tone held a bit of uncertainty. “I’m not totally sure yet. Just a thought.”

“You should talk to our mother about it,” I said. “Tell her how you feel.”

“I will,” she said, then ruffled my hair. “You know who’s coming soon, right?”

I grinned. “Nadya and Sofi?”

“Bingo,” she said. “They’ll be here for dinner and sleep over too.”

That made me think of a night a couple of days ago when we played dare again. It reminded me of Vegas. We always had fun together.

A knock came at the door not long after, and Isabella looked at me with a grin. She grabbed my hand and pulled me up to my feet. “Come on, playboy.”

We walked over and opened the door together.

There they were—Nadya and Sofi, dressed in skimpy summer clothes that made it hard to focus on anything else.

Nadya looked stunning in a tiny pair of denim shorts that barely covered her firm ass, the frayed hems grazing the tops of her tanned thighs. Her cropped top clung to her ample breasts and exposed a strip of toned midriff and also the inner parts of her breasts.

Beside her, Sofi wore a silky V-neck blouse that plunged low, hinting at the swell of her cleavage. The flowy skirt she paired it with skimmed over her hips and ended mid-thigh, showing off her legs I loved to spread so much.

But the cherry on top was their red hair that glowed under the sun, and they were wearing makeup they’d gotten from Amber, their lips red and eyes done up just enough to grab attention. They both looked super sexy.

Before our Vegas trip, they always hugged Isabella first, but nowadays, they fought over who got into my arms first.

“Hey, handsome,” Nadya said, stepping in close.

“Hi, Jake,” Sofi added, already smiling.

Nadya wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips, slow and close, like she owned the right to.

“Missed you,” she whispered, brushing her nose against mine while pressing her breasts against my chest. I loved the way they mashed into me, palming her fit ass as I inhaled her floral perfume.

Sofi didn’t wait long. “Can I cut in?” she said, stepping up and pressing her chest to mine. Nadya was kind enough to break the hug, and Sofi’s arms wrapped around me and she pressed her sweet lips to mine again. I was drowning in kisses, but I loved each and every one of them. Sofi then left room for her twin sister, so we managed a three-way hug. I melted in their arms, caught between the soft press of their bodies and the sweet scent of whatever Amber had given them.

Isabella finally laughed. “I want a hug too, you know.”

The girls let go of me and gave her a friendly hug as well. After a few seconds, Isabella pulled back and waved them toward the backyard. “Let’s head outside.”

We moved out to the loungers, and before I could sit, Nadya and Sofi spoke up at the same time.

“We’re sitting next to him,” Nadya said.

“Obviously,” Sofi added.

Isabella rolled her eyes but giggled. “I’ll get drinks for you.” A few minutes later, she came out with drinks and saw the two girls patting my thighs like I was some prize.

“Hey, I want a piece of him too,” Isabella said, holding the tray.

“You can sit on top,” Nadya teased.

Isabella set the drinks down, then playfully straddled my legs, making me come face to face with her breasts. I noticed she’d spilled some lemonade on them, making them glisten with droplets. “This alright?”

I laughed. “I might need a drink or two. It’s getting hot out here.”

Isabella picked up her glass and held it out to me. “Here, take some of mine.”

I took a sip, and she leaned in close. “How about we all kiss him at the same time?”

Nadya grinned. “I’m in.”

“Me too,” Sofi said, already moving.

Nadya and Sofi each kissed one of my cheeks while Isabella took my lips. I melted in their arms, feeling the heat of all three of them wrapped around me. It was impossible not to be grateful at that moment.

As I pulled back, I noticed Nadya’s and Sofi’s red hair looked a little thicker and shinier than usual.

“Your hair looks amazing today,” I said. “Thicker or something.”

Nadya lit up. “We started using this new shampoo. It’s been so good.”

Sofi nodded. “Total game changer.”

Isabella raised an eyebrow. “What brand?”

That kicked off a whole conversation about shampoo, makeup, and hair products. I just sat back and rolled my eyes, grinning while they chatted like it was the most serious thing in the world.

Eventually, Nadya turned to me with a smirk. “Next time we shower together, we’re giving you some too. Just wait.”

“Sure thing.” I glanced at Sofi. “So what have you been up to lately?”

She leaned a little closer, brushing her shoulder against mine. “Just studies. Nothing exciting.”

I turned to Nadya. “Except for shampoos and makeup, what about you?”

Nadya flipped her hair. “I’m only happy to see you again, but honestly, I’ve been struggling. Modeling’s been a mess lately. Nothing’s really clicking.”

Isabella looked over. “My mother did offer you a job a couple of weeks ago, remember?”

I nodded. “You’d look amazing in front of the camera for that. I mean, you already do.”

“Is that offer still on the table?” Nadya asked nervously.

“Pretty sure it is,” Isabella said. “Mom’s struggling to find a pretty face apparently.”

Nadya hesitated for a second. “I don’t know… I get kind of insecure. Your mom has high standards.”

Isabella tilted her head. “Yeah, but I’ve been thinking of asking her too. I’m getting bored of working at the boutique. Tired of the fake smiles and picky customers.”

Nadya looked at her. “Do you think there’ll be room for me though?”

“I’m pretty sure,” Isabella said. “Mom’s been complaining about how hard it is to find reliable models. Right, Jake? He had his first shift today.”

I scratched the back of my neck. “I mean, I was just helping her out.”

Isabella smirked. “You told me you liked working for her.”

I nodded. “Of course. She’s the sweetest woman in the world.”

“It’d be kind of nice if we all worked in the same place,” Nadya said, glancing around at all of us.

“Yeah,” Isabella agreed. “That’d be fun.”

I turned to Sofi. “You know, you’ve got a perfect face for makeup too.”

Sofi blushed and slowly shook her head. “I’m not sure about that.”

“I am,” Isabella said. “You’d be great.”

“If you say so.” Sofi looked at me, tilting her head slightly. “So, how does it feel… being with your mother too?”

I chuckled. “It’s a dream come true.”

Nadya smirked. “I get it. She is seriously sexy.”

Sofi laughed. “Yeah, but how do you even manage to keep all of us satisfied?”

I grinned. “That’s something you should know by now.”

Isabella nudged me playfully. “Mom’s happier than ever, though. She really needed you.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I needed her too.”

While the girls lounged outside with me, we heard the sound of our mother’s car pulling up. I was still sitting on the sun lounger with Isabella on top of me, her legs draped over mine, her weight pressed into me in the best way. Without thinking, Isabella and I exchanged glances and said at the same time, “Mom.” Then we both smiled.

I squeezed her ass lightly. “We should probably go greet her.”

Isabella grinned, then rubbed her crotch slowly against mine. “One more second.”

I groaned, but she eventually slid off me with a smirk. We stood up, and all four of us headed toward the front.

Amber stepped out of the car wearing a light summer dress, the kind with high slits and a deep V-neck that showed off just enough to make my cock twitch. I noticed she’d changed clothes earlier. The new outfit was incredibly feminine, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her. I, on the other hand, was still wearing the same thing from before. Her heels clicked against the pavement as she approached us.

She hugged Isabella first, holding her close, arms wrapped tightly around her waist. Their bodies pressed together, and I couldn’t help noticing the way their breasts mashed against each other like they were about to spill out of their clothes. “Hi, baby,” Amber said, her voice low but intimate.

“Hi,” Isabella replied, smiling. “How are you?”

“Happier than ever,” Amber said, breaking the hug to look her daughter in the eyes. “And you?”

“Same,” Isabella said.

Amber kissed her forehead before turning to me. “Hi to you too,” she said.

“Hi, Amber.”

Then she pulled me in, her arms warm around my back. “Thank you again for all the help today. Seriously.”

“Anytime,” I said, my hands brushing her waist for a second longer than needed. The warmth of her body pressed into mine, and I became very aware of her curves and the softness of her chest against me. She stayed in my arms longer than most would expect. My thoughts drifted—flashes of our first night together on the yacht and what followed. My body reacted before I could stop it, and I had to take a slow breath to keep myself grounded. She just grinned when she noticed I was poking her with a stick from below. Being understanding, she broke the hug to let me breathe.

Amber turned to Nadya and Sofi and hugged them both, one arm around each, pulling them in tight. Her body pressed against theirs, and I caught the way her hands lingered slightly on their backs. “Girls, how are you?”

“We’re fine,” Sofi said, smiling up at her.

“Yeah, just happy to be here,” Nadya added.

Amber smiled warmly. “Good. Are you all hungry?”

“Yes,” Nadya and Sofi said at the same time.

“Do burgers sound good?”

“Of course,” Nadya said with a grin.

“Absolutely,” Sofi added.

“Want help?” Isabella offered.

“I do,” Amber said, already walking toward the backyard grill.

Nadya turned to me with a playful smile. “Well, I guess it’s our job to keep you entertained now.”

I laughed. “Oh, you’re doing a fantastic job already.”

With that, I stood up and walked outside with them, heading toward the terrace as they stuck close on either side of me.

While Isabella and Amber fired it up and started prepping burgers, I stayed back on the outdoor sofa with Nadya and Sofi. They were snuggled up on either side of me, Sofi’s head on my shoulder, Nadya curled into my side. As nice as it was, I couldn’t help missing the feeling of Isabella on top of me earlier. Still, I leaned back and watched her and Amber over by the grill. Both of them flipping patties and moving around like they had no idea how distracting they were. Isabella’s mini skirt rode up when she leaned forward, and Amber’s dress fluttered in the breeze, making the slits shift, so I could see her legs.

Wanting my attention again, Nadya pulled out her phone. “Hey, check these out.”

She showed me a few nude photos of herself in various positions: legs spread, on all fours, bathtub pics with foams over her breasts and some half-nude ones in front of the mirror.

“Damn,” I said, eyebrows raised.

“I took them last week. And look,” she said, swiping through, leaning over me so her breasts nearly spilled over my face. “These are from Vegas. Remember this night?”

I smirked. “Hard to forget. That was the stop at the national park, right? When that animal ran off with your sandwich.”

Nadya laughed. “Yeah, and I wasn’t even mad. It gave me the perfect excuse to suck you off. Not exactly an emergency, though.” She winked and nudged me with her elbow.

Sofi chimed in, giggling. “Same as when I woke you up pretending I needed to pee. I didn’t even need to go. I just wanted your attention.”

I grinned, reminiscing over the memories. “Yeah, I already figured. But I didn’t mind.”

Nadya swiped again. “Here’s the SkyJump.”

We all leaned in to look.

Sofi let out a sigh of relief. “I was terrified before we jumped. I really thought I might back out.”

“But you didn’t,” I said.

“Nope,” she smiled. “And it ended up being amazing.”

Nadya leaned back. “Still, the best part of that whole trip was that night we got locked out and played dare on the rooftop.”

“Best memory,” I agreed, nodding. “No doubt about it.”

Sofi looked up. “Do you still have photos from the Bahamas trip?”

“Yeah,” I said, unlocking my phone. I opened my gallery and started swiping through the album. “Here’s the yacht… the beaches… and those swimming pigs.”

Nadya leaned in, grinning. “God, those pigs are cute.”

Sofi smiled. “You look so happy.”

“We were,” I said. “That trip was something else.”

While the photos kept us talking and laughing, the smell of grilled burgers slowly filled the air.

Dinner was soon ready, and we all got seated around the outdoor table. The food was hot, the drinks were cold and everyone looked content. As we dug into the burgers, the conversation picked up again.

Isabella looked up from her plate. “Mom, Nadya wants to ask you something.”

Amber turned her attention to Nadya, who was suddenly quiet, her cheeks flushed. “Go on,” Amber said sweetly. “Take your time.”

Nadya hesitated but eventually spoke. “I just… things haven’t been going well for me lately, with modeling. I was wondering if you still had any job openings. For your makeup products, I mean… modeling or something.”

Amber’s face lit up. “Of course I do. It’s hard to find girls with a pretty face and presence, and you’ve got both.”

Nadya smiled with relief. “Thank you. Seriously. I needed that.”

“You can come by the day after tomorrow,” Amber added. “I’ll walk you through everything.”

Nadya nodded, already looking excited. “Oh, thank God.”

Isabella glanced up. “What about me? You know I’ve been thinking of leaving the boutique. I don’t want to be a sales associate anymore.”

Amber gave her a warm look. “There’s room for you too. It’s sweet of you to start with your friend.”

Nadya and Isabella exchanged a look.

Amber continued, “Finding good models has been a pain lately. You both have the faces for it. Sofi too, if she ever wants to join.”

Sofi looked up shyly. “I’ll… think about it.”

Nadya leaned forward. “What would we be doing, exactly? Like what products?”

Amber smiled. “You don’t have to overthink it. Most of it is face and beauty shots. You all already fit the image.”

Nadya visibly relaxed. “Okay… that doesn’t sound so bad.”

After we finished dinner, we took a moment to relax outside. Conversations flowed as we brainstormed ideas for what we could do later. They cuddled up to me, but honestly, most of my thoughts were about all the different ways I wanted to have my way with them.

“Why don’t we have a movie night?” Sofi suggested.

“Oh, that would be fun,” Isabella said. “We could watch something romantic.”

“And spicy,” Nadya added, grinning.

“What do you say, bro?” Isabella asked, nudging me with her elbow.

“Sure, I’m up for it,” I said. I mostly just wanted to spend time with them since I wasn’t into romantic movies.

Since Amber had work to do and would be in her office, she let us have the living room to ourselves. While the girls prepared the couch, I made popcorn and got drinks ready for them.

“We should hop into something comfy,” Isabella suggested.

“Can we borrow some clothes from you?” Sofi asked.

“Of course. Let’s go to my room,” Isabella said.

The girls disappeared upstairs, and I finished setting up the popcorn and drinks in the living room.

From downstairs, I could hear their voices floating down from Isabella’s room. They whispered and giggled, which made me curious. I moved closer to the staircase, listening.

“God, your body is perfect,” I heard Nadya say.

“Look who’s talking,” Isabella replied with a laugh. “Those curves should be illegal.”

“Stop it, you two,” Sofi said, but her voice was playful. “Though I do like what I see.”

I heard the rustle of fabric hitting the floor, followed by more giggles.

“Jake’s going to lose his mind when he sees us like this,” Nadya’s voice drifted down.

More rustling sounds, and then Isabella called for me, “Jake? Can you come up here? I need some help!”

Grinning, I climbed the stairs, wondering what awaited me. I pushed open Isabella’s door and the sight didn’t surprise me. All three of them stood there completely naked. They looked at me with shy smiles, a hint of mischief in their eyes. Isabella’s blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, barely covering her fresh breasts. Nadya and Sofi stood beside her, their red hair framing their faces perfectly.

“I need help reaching something in my wardrobe,” Isabella said, gesturing toward the tall cabinet against the wall. “The sweaters on the top shelf, I can’t quite get them.”

I tried to keep my eyes on her face but failed miserably. “Sure,” I said, and knew she could’ve used a stool.

As I reached up to grab the sweaters, I caught glimpses of what else was stored in there—a collection of vibrators and dildos in various sizes and lacy lingerie. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen or used them on her or Amber. I grabbed the stack of oversized sweaters from the top shelf.

“Here you go,” I said, handing them to Isabella, my eyes sliding down her naked body once more.

“Thanks, bro,” she said, taking them from me. “We’ll be down in a minute.”

“Sure thing,” I said, heading back downstairs. I wondered if they’d put on anything underneath. I doubted it.

“Jake? We’re coming down!” Isabella said eagerly.

I turned toward the staircase. All three of them were wearing nothing but the oversized sweaters I’d retrieved. The thick knit fabric hung loosely on their frames, but only reached to the tops of their thighs, leaving their long, smooth legs completely bare. With each step they took, the hems of the sweaters shifted and swayed, offering teasing glimpses of what lay beneath. From what I saw, it seemed like they’d skipped panties.

Isabella’s blue sweater hung off one shoulder, exposing her collarbone and the upper swell of her breast. Nadya’s green one was slightly shorter than the others, barely covering her ass when she moved. Sofi’s cream-colored sweater had a wider neck that dipped low, showing off the delicate curve of her boobs.

“You guys look comfortable,” I said with a chuckle.

“Very,” Nadya said with a wink, approaching the couch where I sat. “Hope you don’t mind that we went minimal.”

“Why would I mind?” I said, enjoying the sight of them.

They arranged themselves around me on the couch. Isabella took the spot to my right, while Nadya settled on my left. Sofi hesitated for a moment, then said, “There’s no room for me.”

“Sure there is,” Nadya patted my lap. “Right here.”

Sofi blushed but climbed onto my lap, her back against my chest. The weight of her body pressed directly against my hardening cock, and I had to bite back a groan. The soft fabric of her sweater did little to disguise the heat radiating from between her legs. And she also answered my earlier question. She was going commando since I could feel her wet fruit pressing against my crotch.

Isabella grabbed the remote and started the movie—some romantic drama with plenty of explicit scenes. It was alright. It wasn’t downright boring, and the girls kept me entertained as well. Sofi kept shifting subtly in my lap, her ass grinding against my crotch with seemingly innocent adjustments. Nadya stretched her legs out, placing them across my thighs. The movement caused her sweater to ride up, exposing her completely bare pussy. She pretended not to notice, keeping her eyes fixed on the screen, but the slight smile playing on her lips told me it was entirely intentional.

Not to be outdone, Isabella mirrored Nadya’s position from the other side, extending her legs over mine as well. The position spread her legs just enough that I could glimpse her glistening folds. She was already wet, her arousal evident.

The sight of them made my cock throb painfully against the confines of my shorts. Sofi, still perched on my lap, began grinding her hips in slow circles, rubbing her damp heat along my rigid length through the thin fabric of my shorts separating us.

I sucked in a sharp breath, desire coiling tight in my gut. It was almost too much stimulation. Three gorgeous, nearly naked girls touching me so intimately, teasing me and tempting me. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold back.

My hands slid along Sofi’s thighs beneath her sweater, caressing her smooth skin. She let out a soft moan and increased the pressure of her grinding.

By the time the movie ended, we were all worked up. Isabella turned to me, her eyes swimming with lust and love. “I think we should take this upstairs. All of us, together.”

We’d had plenty of foursomes in the past, but we usually did that at Nadya’s and Sofi’s place. “Our beds … they’re too small for that.”

Isabella smirked. “Mom’s isn’t. Let me go ask if we can use her room.”

“Alright,” I said, which made me chuckle for some reason.

She jumped to her feet, hips swaying as she headed to Amber’s office. I heard her knocking. “Mom?”

“Yes, sweetie?”

“Can we borrow your bed … You can sleep in mine.”

“It’s fine, as long as you won’t make too much noise. I need to answer a couple of emails.”

“I promise, thank you.” She came back with a wide smile. “Office walls aren’t soundproof, apparently.”

We all laughed, and then Isabella extended her hand to me. “Shall we?”

I stood, taking her hand and pulling Sofi up with me.

Together, we made our way to our mother’s bedroom, where Isabella, our mother and I would usually have fun before we’d go to sleep.

As soon as we entered Amber’s spacious bedroom, the passion that had been building all evening exploded. Isabella tugged her sweater over her head and tossed it aside, revealing her teardrops. Nadya and Sofi quickly followed suit, stripping off their oversized sweaters until we were all gloriously naked.

They gravitated toward me, and I held onto them. “Your mother got a nice bedroom,” Sofi said.

“Too bad we’ll make it filthy,” Isabella said with a grin. She pushed me back onto the king-sized bed and I landed with a flop. I loved it when she acted sexy. She crawled between my legs, wrapped her fingers around my hard shaft and licked from base to tip, swirling her tongue around the head. Nadya and Sofi joined her, their mouths and hands all over my cock and balls. They took turns sucking me, passing my joystick from one mouth to another, their lips stretched around my girth as they bobbed up and down. My cock glistened with their saliva as they worshipped me with their mouths. I beckoned Sofi over and made her sit on top of my face. I licked her till she giggled, tasting her sweet honey. When she came off, it was Nadya’s turn, and she tasted just as sweet as her sister.

Unable to resist any longer, Isabella straddled my hips and sank down onto my rigid length with a moan of pure pleasure. She rode me, her breasts bouncing hypnotically. Coming off my face, Nadya lay beside me and tongue kissed me, muffling my groans as Isabella’s tight pussy engulfed me over and over.

Eventually, Sofi took Nadya’s place, kissing me deeply while grinding her slick folds against my thigh. I kneaded her ass, pulling her closer. Isabella changed places with Sofi. It felt as if I were in heaven when I watched that cute redhead ride my erection. She was the tightest of them all, and just before I was about to come, she came off me. Nadya straddled my legs and Sofi helped guide my erection into her sister. I sighed in relief as she sank all the way down and kept riding me.

They kept swapping turns, one wet pussy after another covered me while the two of them competed for my lips and chest. When Isabella was on top of me again, I was so horny that I flipped her onto her back. I drove into her, spreading her legs as my erection slid in and out of her glistening, pink hole. She wrapped her legs around my waist, urging me deeper. I pounded into her, grunting with each powerful thrust.

My orgasm built quickly, my balls tightening. With a final thrust, I spilled myself deep inside Isabella, flooding her womb with my seed. But I wasn’t done yet. I pulled out and immediately pushed into Nadya’s waiting pussy. She moaned out as I stretched her, my still-hard cock plunging into her slick channel.

While I was still riding the high, I withdrew and entered Sofi in one swift motion, finishing my orgasm inside her and emptying myself thoroughly.

I collapsed on the bed between them, all of us panting and satisfied. Isabella curled into my side, resting her head on my chest. Nadya draped her leg over mine possessively. Sofi traced idle patterns on my stomach, basking in the afterglow.

“Your mother is really nice,” Sofi said.

“She is,” I replied, smiling. I turned to my stepsister. “Do you think we were loud?”

Isabella’s cheeks flushed pink. “I dunno.”

Just then, we heard her knock on the door.

“You were just fine… goodnight, you three.”

“Goodnight, Mom,” Isabella and I said in unison, then burst into giggles.

“Goodnight, Amber,” Nadya and Sofi chimed in before they couldn’t hold back their laughter either.





Chapter 2





I
 woke up with Isabella in my arms, my cock nestled snugly between her ass cheeks. The soft globes cradled my morning wood perfectly as we spooned. I nuzzled into her fragrant hair, breathing in her scent. We’d fucked last night, and it had only been two days since Isabella and the twins accepted Amber’s job offer, and we had the foursome. Amber wanted my help too, so I would come along with them.

I sighed in relief, my hand gently finding her breast. I wasn’t sure if she was awake, so I kept the touch light, almost exploratory.

A light knock sounded at the door and Amber poked her head in. “Rise and shine, you two. Time to get ready for work.”

Isabella stirred and stretched against me. “Mmm, five more minutes,” she mumbled.

I chuckled and kissed her shoulder before sitting up. “Come on, sis. Big day today.”

“You need to help me up.” I took her hand and helped pull her to her feet. “That’s better … shower?”

“Sure thing.”

We stumbled into the bathroom together, stripped off our clothes and hopped into the steamy shower. As the warm spray cascaded over us, I took the opportunity to run my soapy hands all over Isabella’s wet, naked body. She leaned back against my chest and sighed in relief.

“Nervous about your first day?” I asked, massaging her shoulders.

“A little,” she admitted. “I just really want to do well and not let Mom down. What if I’m not good enough?”

I turned her to face me. “Hey, none of that. You’re going to be amazing. Our mother wouldn’t have offered you the job if she didn’t believe in you 100%.”

Isabella smiled and looped her arms around my neck. “You always know just what to say. Thank you.” She pressed a sweet kiss to my lips.

We finished showering and got dressed, Isabella taking extra time to do her makeup and hair. She wanted to look her absolute best. When we headed downstairs, Amber was waiting for us at the table.

“There’s my two favorite models,” she said brightly, handing us two cups of lemonade. “Excited for your first day, sweetie?”

“Definitely,” Isabella replied, though I could hear the slight waver in her voice. “But also kind of anxious about it, to be honest.”

Amber put an arm around her shoulders. “That’s totally normal. But trust me, you have nothing to worry about. Just be your beautiful, charming self and follow my lead. You’ll get the hang of it in no time.”

Isabella took a deep breath and nodded, looking more at ease. “Thanks, Mom. I feel better hearing you say that.”

“Of course, sweetheart. Now let’s get going so we’re not late.” Amber grabbed her purse and keys.

The three of us piled into Amber’s car. As Amber navigated the morning traffic, she and Isabella chatted excitedly about the day ahead and all the looks they would be shooting.

* * *

When we arrived at Amber’s workplace, Nadya and Sofi were already there waiting for us. They looked excited but also a little nervous, especially Nadya. As soon as we stepped out, both of them came over. Nadya kissed me on the lips and smiled. “Hi,” she said.

“Hi. Are you alright?”

“Yes… I just hope I won’t blow it.”

“You won’t,” I assured her.

Sofi came in right after, slipping me a deeper kiss, her hands brushing across my chest. She leaned in and whispered, “My sister’s a bit nervous.”

“My sister is too,” I said with a small smile. “But they’ll be fine.”

Then they both turned to Isabella and pulled her into a warm hug. “You ready for this?” Isabella asked Nadya.

Nadya nodded. “Yeah. Just… want to make your mom proud.”

“You will,” Isabella said. “Trust me.”

Amber greeted everyone with a warm smile and waved us inside. “Come in. Let me show you around.”

She led us into her studio space, shelves lined with products, light panels and mirrors filling the room. “These are our new samples,” she said, pointing to a sleek counter. “Try them out. They’re from the summer glow line.”

The girls leaned in, picking up palettes and lipsticks, swiping colors across their skin.

“This one’s nice,” Nadya said, trying on a rose-toned lipstick.

“That’s Hibiscus Sunset,” Amber said. “It’s meant to bring warmth to the whole face.”

“It sure does,” Nadya said. Amber was smart to warm them up and not dive straight for the photos.

Sofi picked up a highlighter palette, swiping her finger through the shimmery gold powder. “Ooh, this looks dreamy,” she said.

Amber came up behind her. “That’s our Golden Hour illuminator. Perfect for a sun-kissed glow.” She picked up a fluffy brush and dusted it lightly across Sofi’s cheekbones. “See? Instant radiance.”

Sofi turned to me with a flirty smile. “What do you think, Jake? Do I look more radiant?”

My eyes traced the enticing sheen on her skin. “Definitely,” I said. “You’re glowing.”

Nadya sidled up next to me, bumping me with her hip. “My turn,” she said, holding up a tube of shiny lip gloss. She uncapped it and painted it slowly across her full lips, making sure I was watching. “Mmm, it tingles a little. I like it.”

Isabella rolled her eyes but grinned. “You two are such teases.” She selected an eyeshadow quad and turned to Amber. “Which shades would make my eyes pop the most?”

As Amber showed Isabella how to blend and layer the colors, Nadya and Sofi continued to vie for my attention. They kept finding excuses to touch me, a hand on my arm or a brush of fingers along my neck. It was driving me crazy in the best way possible. Still, if it didn’t enhance their looks, I wasn’t sure what all the excitement was about. It was just makeup.

“Are you two still nervous?” Amber asked Nadya and Isabella.

“Maybe a little,” they both admitted.

Amber just gave them a playful wink. She motioned toward a woman near the back of the room. “Girls, this is Jane. She’s our lead photographer and stylist. She’ll guide you today.”

Jane nodded, then looked them over. Her gaze landed on Sofi. “You’re not modeling too?”

Sofi froze a little. “I wasn’t planning to.”

Jane stepped closer. “You should. Two redheaded beauties like you and Nadya? That’s rare. You’d be perfect, especially with Isabella in the middle.”

Sofi blushed hard but didn’t say no. Amber smiled. “No pressure. But you do look incredible.”

Jane added, “Let me show you some of the looks. If you change your mind, you can jump in.”

Eventually, Sofi nodded. “Okay. I’ll try.”

One by one, they started trying on more makeup, which was the new products Amber needed to advertise, each of them getting styled while Jane offered tips. Then came the outfits—tight dresses, lingerie-inspired sets, short skirts and crop tops.

Jane and Amber loved what they were seeing, and another woman prepared the camera. Nadya was first up, striking a pose as Jane directed her to tilt her chin, arch her back slightly and place one hand on her hip. “Give me a little smirk—yes, just like that,” Jane said, snapping shots while Nadya worked the angles. I didn’t want to ruin their mood, but with or without makeup, I didn’t see much of a difference. They looked stunning regardless.

Isabella followed, flipping her hair and turning slowly. Jane had her lean against a stool, one leg bent, her fingers grazing her neck. She wore a deep berry lipstick, making her look slightly mysterious but also seductive. “That’s perfect. Playful but confident.”

Then they took some photos with Isabella and Nadya together, which turned out great too. Eventually, Sofi wanted to join in, and they were all elated because of it. She was still a bit shy, but once the makeup and lighting hit her right, her expression shifted. Jane gently coached her. “Look over your shoulder. Now bring your hand up to your lips… softer. There. You’re glowing.”

Amber stood beside me, arms crossed as she watched the three of them move. I could feel my arousal growing, just standing there watching them look that good under Jane’s direction. It was impossible not to react.

“They’re gorgeous,” I said quietly.

Amber nodded. “Yeah. Almost too much.”

Jane brought out a few more items from the rack—short skirts, fitted crop tops, bright accessories to match the summer glow makeup line. One by one, they changed into the outfits, their bodies now highlighted under the warm studio lights. Jane handed each of them different lip colors and shimmer palettes. “This is part of the upcoming summer release. Let’s show what it looks like when paired with some real heat.”

She had Nadya lean against the mirror with one hand above her head, then crouch down for a more playful shot. Isabella was spun around and told to give a flirtatious look over her shoulder. Sofi was lying on her stomach across a padded bench, chin resting on her hands, legs raised.

Amber watched closely, a proud smile growing on her face as she saw her daughter come alive in front of the camera. Nadya and Sofi delivered too, each of them matching the energy and vibe perfectly. I couldn’t take my eyes off them.

During a short break, Isabella walked over to Amber. “Am I doing good?”

Amber smiled warmly. “You’re perfect.” Amber glanced at me, then said, “Jake, I need your help in the office for a second.”

“That’s fine,” I said.

Amber turned to the girls. “Jane will be here to guide you while we’re gone. We’ll be back soon.”

They all nodded, saying it was fine.

Amber grinned at me and reached out her hand. “Come on.”

I took it, following her out.

As soon as we stepped into her office, Amber turned and locked the door behind us. When she spun back around to face me, she had that lustful look in her eye.

“I couldn’t help but notice how turned on you were out there watching the girls,” she said. “Your cock was straining so hard against your jeans.”

She was right, and my arousal surged even higher at her blunt words. “Can you blame me? They looked so sexy.”

Amber grinned. “They did. But I bet you’re aching for some relief now, aren’t you?”

“I wouldn’t say no to that,” I said, knowing where this was going.

She reached out and boldly cupped the rigid bulge tenting my shorts. I groaned at the contact, my hips bucking into her touch. “Hmm, Mom.”

“Yes, mommy will take care of you,” she said in her sexy voice. Sinking to her knees, she quickly pulled the belt out of the loops and pulled down the zipper. “I’m going to suck you wet and slowly. Take the edge off so you can focus.”

“I love it when you’re being spontaneous … surprising me,” I said, already desperate for the hot haven of her mouth.

Maintaining eye contact, Amber unbuttoned her blouse and shrugged it off her shoulders, revealing the creamy slopes of her breasts barely contained by her bra. She knew I loved her breasts, and she quickly unhooked her bra, freeing her two bell-shaped boobs. My hands itched to touch, and I reached down to squeeze them both. I was in heaven.

Hooking her fingers in my boxers, she dragged them down just enough to free my straining erection. It sprung up eagerly, the swollen head already glistening with pre-cum.

“Damn, hard as a pole,” Amber said approvingly. Wrapping her fingers around the thick base, she gave a few slow pumps before leaning in to lick a long stripe up the underside.

I shuddered and bit back a moan, my head falling back against the door with a thunk. “Watch your head sweetie.”

“Which one?” I asked her, making her laugh.

Amber took her time, pressing kisses and swirling her tongue around the head. She knew just how to work me up.

Finally, she took mercy and wrapped her red lips around the tip to suckle gently. I groaned, my fingers sinking into her brown hair. Slowly she took me deeper, relaxing her throat until I hit the back, her nose buried in my pubic bone.

“Oh, your mouth feels so good,” I gasped out, fighting the urge to thrust. She hummed around my length, the vibrations making my toes curl in my shoes.

Steadily she found a rhythm, bobbing her head and hollowing her cheeks. She was relentless, taking me to the hilt again and again. I was mesmerized by how my erection disappeared in and out of her throat. She gagged only a little, but it was hot as I felt more of her molten hot saliva spreading over my shaft.

The wet sounds of her blowjob filled the room along with my pants and moans. Amber took me deep, nose pressed to my groin as she swallowed around my throbbing cock. Her tongue swirled and massaged, driving me wild with pleasure. I was surprised I was still standing. My knees were growing weaker and weaker with every pump of her delicious mouth.

“Mom,” I growled, grabbing her head. “Your mouth is heaven.”

Pulling off with a lewd pop, Amber gazed up at me, stroking firmly. “I’ve always fantasized about sucking you off in my office like this. It’s so naughty and hot.”

“God yes,” I said. “Office sex has been a dream of mine too.”

Grinning, she descended on me again, taking my length down her soft, tight throat. Obscene, sexy slurping noises echoed off the walls as she worked me closer and closer to an orgasm, determined to taste my cum.

My balls drew up tight as the pressure built to a crescendo. “I’m almost there.”

Amber sucked harder, wetter and tighter. She gobbled up my entire erection again and squeezed the sensitive head with her throat. With a loud grunt, I erupted down her throat, spurting stream after stream of hot cum that splashed and spilled across her inner cheeks before she gulped it down. She moaned and swallowed it all, milking me with her lips until I was dry.

“Oh, thank you,” I said, throwing my head back in pleasure.

“You’re welcome, honey.” She put my shorts back on, and she rose and wrapped her arms around my neck. She pressed close, letting me feel her still bare breasts against my chest as we both caught our breath.

“Mmm, that was even better than I imagined,” she said, nuzzling under my jaw. “Feel better now? Ready to focus on work again?”

“Definitely,” I said with a lazy grin, hugging her back. “You always know just what I need.”

We took a moment to straighten our clothes and hair, erasing the evidence of our moment.

She walked over to the small table near the shelves and pulled out a few of the new sample kits, placing them neatly in front of me.

“Remember what you told me about adding something personal?” she asked, looking at me with that curious smile. “The handwritten note, softer colors, the scent? I made those changes. I want your opinion.”

I stepped over and picked one up, turning it over in my hand. The packaging was light and warm in tone, nothing too flashy, just clean and elegant. I opened it and caught the faint scent of one of her perfumes. Inside was a small card with handwritten notes addressed to the customer.

Even though she’d just finished sucking me, what really hit me was a sudden wave of happiness. She’d listened to me—really listened—and followed through on one of my ideas. My words had mattered to her.

Actions spoke louder than words, and… this hit differently. “Yeah … this is way better than the old one,” I said honestly. “It actually feels like it came from someone who cares.”

Amber’s face lit up. “Right? I feel the same way. Even Jane said she loved the new look. Said it had personality.”

I nodded, setting it back down. “I think it’ll hit way better with clients too. Feels less like a pitch, more like a gift.”

Amber smiled, then tilted her head slightly. “I’m glad you like it. Since you nailed that one, there’s something else I could use your help with too. I need help finalizing a name and campaign direction for a new lipstick line.”

She walked over to her desk, where three sheets of paper were laid out, each with name ideas, sample packaging designs, and color palettes. She looked them over, then turned to me. “None of these feel quite right. Which one sounds more seductive to you? You know, from a male perspective.”

I took a look at the options, then leaned over the desk. “What if we went with something more evocative? Like… ‘First Bite’ or ‘Whisper Me.’ Something that gets stuck in your head and feels intimate.”

Amber’s eyes lit up. “I hadn’t thought of that angle. That’s good.”

I kept going. “What if we matched each lipstick shade to a persona? Like The Tease, The Siren, The Sweetheart. And we pick models who match each vibe.”

Amber arched an eyebrow. “You’re not just throwing out ideas. You’re building something.”

Her words silenced me for a moment, but then she touched my hand. “You really get this. You have no idea how proud I am of the man you’re becoming.”

I scratched the back of my neck.

“I’m glad I can help you,” I said.

She picked up a pen and started jotting down my ideas. Once again, she showed me that what I said mattered—that she listened. It motivated me to keep going, tossing out more suggestions. She even came up with some seductive names to match.

“This is going to sell big time,” she said confidently.

“Why?” I asked, curious about her certainty.

“It’s unique,” she said. “And the names are just so good. They’re original, and like you pointed out—they don’t feel corporate. They feel personal. Everyone loves that.”

“I agree,” I said, nodding.

We moved on to something else. She was quite excited to show me around, and she’d chosen well to give me a blowjob before starting this shift. She turned and picked up a small tray with several perfume bottles on it, setting it in front of me.

I looked at her. “Perfume?”

“Exactly … I also need your opinion on something else,” she said. “Which of these scents do you think works best for the makeup kits?”

I picked up one of the bottles and sprayed it lightly on a sample card, then moved through the others. Some were floral and others had a warmer, spicier feel.

“This one,” I said, holding up a soft vanilla-musk blend. “It’s subtle but sexy. Feels personal without being too strong.”

Amber nodded. “That’s the one I was leaning toward too. Good.” We kept going, locked in flow. It felt natural to work with her like we were meant to be doing this together.

After a while, Amber smiled at me. “You’ve got that thing, Jake. The eye. The instinct. The youth and creativity. If you ever want to do more than just help … I think you could run with this.”

“Thanks,” I said. “It feels good working with you.”

She looked at me more seriously. “So … would you ever consider quitting the gym? Work full-time with me instead?”

I blinked. “You mean, for real?”

She nodded. “I see how hard you work. You’re creative, smart… everything a mother could dream of in her son. Way more mature than guys twice your age.”

I smiled. I rarely blushed, but I felt the warmth creeping up my cheeks.

Amber chuckled. “Don’t suppress it. You look really cute.”

“I wasn’t trying,” I said, and we exchanged a smile. “But I’d love to work with you.”

“I’m glad… but I want to offer you something more. It wouldn’t feel right to treat you like just a regular employee when I know you’ll bring so much more to the table, for my business… or maybe even our
 business.” Amber walked over to a drawer and pulled out a folder. Inside was a contract draft. “I want to offer you shares in the business. Not just as my assistant. As a partner. Branding, model scouting, campaign direction, you name it.”

I didn’t expect that at all. “I don’t know … I’m still pretty young for that kind of thing.”

“Maybe,” she said. “But you already know what works. You see things I miss. And I promise, I’ll be here for you through all of it. Like a mentor. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

“Alright … I’m in. Let’s do it.”

She beamed. “And let’s be honest—the pay will crush anything you’re making at the gym. You’ll have full creative freedom.”

I grinned. “This sure is an offer I can’t say no to.”

She leaned in. “Not when you realize you can take your sister to nicer places. Trips, hotels and foreign countries. You’d be free.”

I smiled, but something was missing in her words. “I want you with us too.”

“I’ll come,” she whispered and placed her hand on top of mine. “Now and then. I promise … otherwise, we’ll have plenty of quality time together here, in this office, and also at home.”

I nodded, heart thudding. There was no shame in it anymore. Not after the Bahamas. Not when being with her felt this good.

We hugged, holding onto each other for who knows how long. I could feel the steady beat of her heart and the warmth of her breath. I’d embraced her countless times since the day I was born, but I was certain—this was the warmest hug she’d ever given me.

She drew in a deep breath and gently pulled back, her eyes meeting mine.

“I love you, Jake. Deeply. I couldn’t be prouder to have raised you.”

“I love you too, Amber,” I said softly. “I’m grateful I got to grow up with you.”

Then she pointed at the computer screen. “Do you want to help me pick out some models? Don’t worry, Isabella, Nadya, and Sofi’s spots are secured, but I need more girls.”

“Of course,” I said, pulling up a chair beside her as we got back to work. But even as we did, I knew I’d never forget that emotional moment between us. It was a cherished memory I’d treasure for the rest of my life.

We started going through the files, rows of faces, some with flawless features and others with striking presence. Time passed fast. We leaned in close, traded comments, laughed, and kept bouncing ideas back and forth.

“She’s good,” I said, pointing at one. “But this one has something. That spark.”

Amber nodded. “Exactly what I was thinking.”

We kept going like that, talking, teasing, her hand brushing my arm now and then. There was something easy about it like we were syncing without effort. Now and then she’d pause, look at me with that proud smile, and I’d feel something warm in my chest.

It didn’t feel like work. It felt like we just lived.

When we returned to the studio, the shoot had just wrapped up. Amber walked over to Jane first, while Isabella, Nadya, and Sofi hung back, chatting.

“How did it go?” Amber asked.

Jane grinned. “Perfect. I can’t wait to show you the photos, these girls absolutely brought it.”

The girls high-fived each other. “Girl power!” Isabella said jokingly, her face still adorned with makeup.

Amber turned to Isabella with a proud smile and gently patted her shoulder. “I’m proud of you, sweetheart.”

Isabella beamed. “There’s so much makeup I still want to try out, it makes my head spin.”

Amber chuckled. “I’m just glad you like it here.”

“It went great,” Isabella said, who didn’t look nervous at all any longer. “And the photos turned out really well.”

“Let’s have a look,” Jane said and brought us to the monitor. She showed off their best shots, sexy poses and flirtatious looks.

“Look at this one,” Sofi said, pointing at a shot where she was smiling over her shoulder. She wore burgundy lipstick, her cheeks rosy like cotton candy.

“And this,” Isabella added, showing off one with her lips slightly parted, hand resting on her collarbone. Her dark eyelashes made her look like an Egyptian queen, and the mascara went so well on her.

I looked at the screen and couldn’t deny they all looked incredibly sexy. The makeup added something, but if I was being honest, the differences were subtle, almost too subtle. Still, the girls were treating it like a huge deal.

Isabella glanced at me. “Which lipstick is your favorite?”

“The red one,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “There are like ten shades of red. Scarlet, cherry, brick, wine… want me to break them down?”

I smirked. “Go for it.”

She pointed each out on the screen, explaining the tone and finish. I studied them for a second longer, then tapped one. “This one. Wine red. That’s the one.”

“Good pick,” she said. “I like that one too.”

All three of them looked over at Amber, clearly waiting for her reaction. “You like them?” Isabella asked.

Amber smiled warmly, glowing from the earlier job. “I love them. You girls are our dream team.”

Isabella gave her a playful but suspicious look. “What did you two do in the office anyway?”

Amber glanced at me and smiled. “He helped with a lot of things. Creative direction, model picks… and we signed a contract. He’s working with me now.”

Isabella lit up. “Seriously? That’s amazing. We’ll be working together.”

Amber patted all three girls gently on the back. “We still have to talk about your salaries. Can you come with me for a bit?”

They nodded eagerly as Amber led them to her office. Now it was just me and Jane left in the studio. She stood by the monitor, arms crossed, watching the last few images flick through.

“You’ve got a talented group,” she said, glancing at me. “Your sister, especially. Her blonde hair is magical.”

“Yeah,” I said, proud to have her as a sister. “She’s something else.”

Jane walked a little closer. “And Amber … she’s not just talented, she’s one of the most generous people I’ve worked for. You’re lucky.”

I nodded. “Trust me, I know. I’m going to be working here full-time now.”

“That’s great. She mentioned you had good instincts, but I didn’t think you’d be stepping in this quickly.”

“She offered me a partnership, so impossible to say no.”

Jane smiled. “Then I guess we’ll be seeing a lot more of each other. I’m looking forward to that.”

“Same here.”





Chapter 3





T
 he warm morning sun streamed through the window, gently rousing me from slumber. As consciousness slowly returned, I became aware of the two naked bodies pressed against me—Amber on my right and my older sister on my left. Memories of our passionate threesome last night came flooding back, making my morning wood throb insistently between my thighs. They’d shared my erection with eager mouths, passing it between them as I watched, overwhelmed with pleasure. Then I’d taken them one after the other, fucking them side by side.

I turned my head to gaze at Amber’s sleeping face, admiring how peaceful and beautiful she looked, her hair tousled yet thick and lustrous. Unable to resist, I carefully pulled the sheet down so I could see her bell-shaped breasts. They were works of art, and her nipples were still slightly puckered from me sucking them last night.

Amber’s eyes slowly opened, and she smiled sleepily when she saw me ogling her tits. “Good morning,” she said, stretching her arms and legs. “Sleep well?”

“Very,” I grinned, reaching out to cup the warm weight of her breast, thumb brushing over the peak. “Especially after the workout, you two gave me.”

Amber chuckled, arching into my touch. “Mmm, Isabella was insatiable last night, wasn’t she? The way she rode your cock … I thought I was going to pass out from pleasure.”

I groaned at the erotic memory, my erection twitching. Glancing down, I noticed the dried remnants of my seed painting both Isabella’s and Amber’s inner thighs. Whenever I had them both, I could come up to three times within an hour. Vivid flashes played through my mind erupting deep inside each of their pink channels. It had been a week since I signed the contract, and the time had flown by. I didn’t miss the gym at all. Working for Amber wasn’t just about the experience—it was about the quality time I got to spend with her. That meant even more to me.

“It’s been an incredible week working with you,” I said sincerely, meeting Amber’s affectionate gaze. “I’ve learned so much already, not just about the business, but about how amazing you are. I’m in awe of you.”

Her eyes shimmered with emotion and she cupped my cheek. “Oh, sweetie. Having you by my side, sharing in my passion, it means everything to me. You’re a natural and your ideas are brilliant. I couldn’t be more proud to call you my partner, in every sense of the word.”

“I’m glad.”

Isabella stirred then, nuzzling into my chest with a morning sigh. “Hmm, are you two being sappy without me?” she teased, blinking up at us with a playful pout.

Amber and I chuckled. “Just reflecting on how perfect last night was,” I said, kissing Isabella’s smiling lips. “And how lucky I am.”

“We’re the lucky ones,” Isabella said, snuggling closer.

“I’d love to talk to you, sweetheart,” Amber added, “but we have to head off to work.”

“I understand,” Isabella replied. “I’ll lie here a bit longer.”

“Don’t forget the beach shoot at sunset,” Amber reminded her.

“I won’t,” Isabella said with a soft smile. “Jake, do you think you could come with me? I was hoping we could hit the beach afterward and make a day of it.”

“Of course, sis,” I agreed, always happy to support her. “I wouldn’t miss it.”

Amber traced her fingertips along my chest, her touch sending pleasant shivers through me. “Should we save some time by showering together,” she suggested with a mischievous glint in her eye.

The idea of soaping up Amber’s sexy curves had my cock stirring back to full hardness. “Absolutely. Lead the way.”

Amber rose first, but I leaned down to peck Isabella’s cute forehead. “See you later, sis.”

“You too, bro.”

I rolled out of bed and followed Amber’s sensual naked form to the bathroom. As soon as I stepped under the warm spray behind her, my hands were all over her skin, caressing every inch of her.

She turned around with the bottle of soap in her hand, squeezed some into her palm, and began to wash me thoroughly. Her hands roaming over my skin felt just as good as touching her did.

I took the bottle from her and returned the favor, washing every inch of her gorgeous body. I paid special attention to her breasts, massaging the soap over the full mounds until her nipples hardened into tight peaks. My hands slid lower, over her flat stomach to the apex of her thighs, where I gently cleaned between her legs, rubbing her pink folds.

Amber’s gaze drifted down to my erection, which was standing proudly between us. She wrapped her fingers around it, giving a few sensual strokes before looking up at me with one of her horny smiles.

“What do you say we save this for the office?” she suggested, biting her bottom lip. “I’ve been fantasizing about bending over my desk for you all week.”

I grinned. “Why not? I can’t wait for some office sex with you.”

“Good boy,” she said, giving my cock one last squeeze before reluctantly letting go. “The anticipation will make it that much better.”

I was willing to take a little pain now in exchange for a beautiful moment later, even if it hurt. We finished rinsing off quickly, and as we stepped out of the shower, Amber handed me a fluffy towel, her eyes lingering on my still-hard cock. I dried off, watching her pat her curves dry, already imagining pushing her against her office wall later.

We got dressed, Amber choosing a fitted pencil skirt and a sexy buttoned-up shirt that showed off the valley between her breasts. I pulled on dark shorts and a button-up that she’d bought me last week, saying it brought out the color in my eyes.

* * *

It was early in the morning, and the sun had barely climbed past the rooftops. Amber and I were in her car, heading to work. She looked calm behind the wheel, with her sunglasses on and her brown hair pulled back neatly. Even dressed for business, she still looked sexy.

“What’s on the schedule today?” I asked.

She smiled, keeping her eyes on the road. “First thing, you’re sitting in on your first marketing meeting.”

“Cool,” I said, even if it sounded a bit nerve-wracking.

“And then we’ll finish the day reviewing model applications. More faces to sort through.”

I leaned back. “Sounds like a full one.”

She glanced over at me, smiling. “Let’s try to finish early, so you can go spend some time with your sister too.”

I loved how caring she was. I felt proud to be beside her, proud that she trusted me with this. And even though I tried not to let it show, I couldn’t ignore the way I felt watching her, aroused and wanting more of what we had.

I glanced at her. “Think we’ll get any time for ourselves in the office?”

She chuckled. “We will … A promise is a promise.”

* * *

At the office, Amber led me to the boardroom with a long glass table. A few people were already seated, murmuring among themselves until Amber stepped forward.

“Morning, everyone. This is Jake,” she said, introducing me proudly. “He’s joining the campaign as a creative partner.”

I nodded. “Hey.”

They all smiled to see me, especially the women. But one scrawny guy in a button-down gave me a long, assessing look. He didn’t smile. Just leaned back in his chair with his arms crossed, sizing me up like I didn’t belong here. I read his name tag, Dylan.
 He even raised an eyebrow. “Creative partner?”

Amber ignored the tone. “He’ll be helping shape the direction of the new lipstick line. Messaging, branding, naming. We’re leaning into a fresher, bolder tone this round.”

I could feel the tension in the room. Eyes flicked back and forth. The guy leaned forward, probably thinking I was just some kid tagging along.

Amber and I settled down, and we talked about the makeup brand. Eventually, Amber nudged me to say something.

I took a deep breath. “I looked through the concept boards you sent over,” I said. “They’re strong, but I think the names are a little too safe. This line’s supposed to be about seduction, right? It should feel more sensual.”

That got their attention. “And what do you suggest?” A woman asked me.

“I thought maybe we should go with something a little more visceral. Like instead of ‘Cherry Flame,’ something like First Bite. Or Sinful Silence. Names that hit you, make you curious and make you want to touch it.”

One of the women across the table smiled at me while twirling her hair on her finger. “Okay … I like that.”

Amber proudly looked at me. I could feel her pride without her even saying a word.

Dylan finally spoke again. “And where’d this genius stroke of branding come from? You thinking that while lifting weights?”

Amber cut in before I could answer. “It came from someone who understands desire. He sees what sells, even if he’s not wearing a name tag that says ‘marketing director.’”

That shut him up.

I kept going. “I also thought each lipstick shade could have a persona. Like… ‘The Tease,’ ‘The Siren,’ ‘The Girl Next Door.’ Different flavors of seduction. We match the names to moods, create visual identities for each. It’s more than a lipstick. It’s a fantasy.”

Now heads were nodding. The girl with the tablet started tapping fast, clearly jotting it all down.

“Dude,” one of the guys near the projector said, “that’s smart. We could even base influencer shoots around the personas.”

Another chimed in. “Yeah, build it into reels and stories. Make the content match the vibe.”

Amber looked around the room, proud as hell. “Told you he gets it.”

I glanced at the guy who had questioned me earlier. He didn’t say anything. Just looked annoyed that no one was laughing with him anymore. If Amber had revealed I was her son, the tone would’ve been different—they would’ve all started buttering me up. That’s why their praise felt so much more genuine.

Amber leaned close and whispered just for me. “That’s my boy.”

And just like that, I wasn’t nervous anymore.

* * *

After the meeting, Amber pulled me aside as the others filed out. I shook their hands, and they were glad to have me there. When it was just me and Amber left, she said, “You blew my expectations away in there.”

I chuckled. “Thanks. But seriously—what’s that guy Dylan’s deal?”

She lowered her voice with a smirk. “He’s been trying to flirt with me for months. I’ve turned him down every time. He doesn’t handle it well, and I’ll fire him soon—you’ll take his spot.”

I was cucking him, making me chuckle. “That makes sense now.”

She stepped closer and looked around the empty boardroom. “You want to have a little fun in the office? A quick break before we start model interviews?”

I glanced down at the way her buttoned shirt hugged her chest and how her cleavage peeked through. “You know I do.”

Amber smiled and took my hand. “Come on, then.”

Amber led me to her office, a flirtatious smile playing on her lips. She whisked me inside and closed the door. Once we were alone, she pulled me into a kiss, her body melting against mine.

“You have no idea how much it turns me on to see you succeed like that,” she said in a lowered voice between kisses, her hands roaming my chest. “Watching you command the room, seeing everyone hang on your every word… God, it made me so wet.”

I grinned against her lips, my hands finding the zipper of her skirt. “Is that so? Well, maybe I should put that smart mouth of mine to good use then.”

Amber giggled as I tugged her skirt down her legs, revealing her pink panties with a wet blotch in the middle. “Mmm, yes, please. I need to feel my boy’s tongue on me.”

Groaning at her words, I pushed her to her desk. She hopped on top, pushing away the keyboard and spreading her legs. I leaned forward to her center, mouthed at her through the damp fabric and enjoyed her taste and the way she shuddered. Hooking my fingers in the waistband, I slowly peeled her panties off, baring her glistening, forbidden sex to my horny eyes.

I glanced up at her with a grin. “I bet Dylan fantasizes about this view every night, stroking his pathetic little cock while imagining burying his face between your thighs.”

Amber threw her head back and chuckled, tangling her fingers in my hair. “Poor bastard will never know how good it feels to have me dripping all over his tongue like I am for you right now.”

Unable to hold back any longer, I leaned forward and pressed my tongue flat against her, lapping at her fresh honey. Amber moaned out, her head falling back as I enjoyed and worshipped her pussy.

I lapped at her sweet nectar, tasting it and inhaling her musky flavor. But just as I was getting into a good rhythm, Amber gently pushed my head back. “Mmm, Jake, that feels amazing, but I want your cock inside me before I orgasm.”

Amber spread her legs wider, shoving aside papers and pens. I quickly pulled down my shorts and underwear, freeing my aching cock that was already pointing at her vagina like a magnet. She guided my hips between her thighs until the swollen head of my erection nudged her wet entrance. I was just about to thrust forward when a sharp knock sounded at the door.

“Amber, do you have the finalized lipstick shades? The production team needs them ASAP,” Jane’s voice called from the other side.

Amber’s eyes went wide and she bit her lip to stifle a moan. Somehow, she managed to keep her voice steady as she replied, “Yes, of course. I’ll email them over right now.”

We held our breath, praying Jane wouldn’t try to come in. “Okay, thank you!” After a beat, we heard her heels clicking away down the hall.

Amber sighed in relief before grinning at me wickedly. “That was close. Now, where were we?” She reached between us and guided my throbbing shaft to her core. “Thrust your hips and push it in.”

Biting back a groan, I gripped her hips and sank into her welcoming heat in one smooth stroke. We both gasped at the strong sensation, enjoying the feeling of our privates joining so intimately.

“God, you feel so good,” I said, starting to move within her silken walls.

“So do you,” Amber said, wrapping her legs high around my waist to take me even deeper. “I love it the way you’re pounding me.”

Our flesh slapped obscenely as I set a relentless pace, the lewd sound echoing in the office. Amber’s voluptuous breasts bounced with every powerful thrust, her shirt gaping open to reveal the lacy cups of her bra. I leaned down to mouth at the creamy swells, sucking and licking her mounds.

She giggled and took off her shirt while I kept fucking her, freeing her tits right before my eyes. “That’s so much better,” I said, licking my lips at her beautiful breasts. It made me want to pound her harder, seeing them jiggle and bounce.

“I’m getting close already,” I warned, feeling the tingle at the base of my spine. The taboo thrill of fucking my gorgeous mother in her office, where anyone could walk in and catch us in the act, was hotter than I thought.

“Me too,” Amber said, her pussy embracing my cock tighter and tighter.

I kept pulling all the way out till only the head remained and burying myself deep inside her. It was impossible to last long with my stepmother. Her pussy felt too good. With a loud groan, I slammed into her one final time, my cock erupting in waves of ecstasy. Amber moaned out in bliss as my hot seed flooded her spasming channel, her climax overtaking her.

We clung to each other as the aftershocks rolled through us, panting harshly. I could feel my release seeping out around my softening shaft, coating her inner thighs. The knowledge that she would be full of my cum for the rest of the day sent a possessive thrill through me.

“Hmm, that was hot,” Amber sighed in relief, nuzzling into my neck while I was still inside her. “I love feeling you let go inside me like that.”

I grinned and pressed a kiss to her damp temple. “Trust me, there’s plenty more where that came from. I plan on keeping you thoroughly satisfied.”

Amber laughed huskily and squeezed her inner muscles around my sensitive cock, making me groan. “Oh, I do not doubt that. But for now, we should probably get cleaned up before someone else comes looking for us.”

Reluctantly, I withdrew from her warmth and helped her hop down from the desk. We hastily straightened our clothes and hair, trying to erase the evidence of our intimate moment.

After we cleaned up, Amber handed me a cool glass of water. “You need to cool down.”

“So do you,” I said, taking a sip.

She smiled and then her eyes lit up. “I have a new sample … You want to help me test something?”

I sat back in the chair, still catching my breath but curious. “Always.”

She pulled open a small drawer in her office cabinet. Inside were a few silver tubes wrapped in tissue. She uncapped the lipstick and twisted it slowly. The color was deep wine-red, almost sinful-looking in the light. She leaned in close, lifted her chin slightly, and applied it in the mirror above her desk. It was hypnotic watching her make herself look pretty. Her lips moved just slightly, then pressed together to even out the color. “What do you think?” she asked, looking at me with her delicious lips.

“It’s sexy,” I said.

“Good. Because I want this line to feel like crossing a line. Temptation in a tube.”

Amber grabbed a piece of white paper and kissed it, leaving a perfect lip mark. Then she turned and kissed my hand, leaving the same deep red behind.

“Think that’ll sell?” she asked.

I nodded, studying the lip mark on my hand that made my spine tingle. “Yeah. Especially if the message is clear—this isn’t makeup for good girls.”

She grinned. “Exactly. I knew you’d get it.”

We tossed ideas back and forth. A concept around “imprint-worthy” color. Taglines like Leave Your Mark, Kiss and Tell, or Proof of Sin. She told me that my mind was like fireworks, bright and full of ideas.

Then it was time for the casting, which Amber wanted my help with as well. Amber led me into one of the side rooms she’d converted into a casting space. Big white backdrop, softbox lighting and a row of headshots clipped to a board. Three models were already waiting outside.

She handed me the tablet with their names and portfolios. “I want your gut reactions,” she said, settling into the director’s chair. “Not just who’s pretty. Who fits our vibe.”

The first model came in. Blonde, curvy, confident and with heavy makeup. No question—she was hot. Amber let her introduce herself, then asked her to try three poses with a lipstick prop. The girl flipped her hair, bit the lipstick cap, and worked every angle.

I glanced at Amber. She was watching me more than the model.

“Too much?” I asked under my breath.

“You tell me,” she whispered back.

“She’s sexy, but she’s performing,” I said. “It doesn’t feel real.”

Amber nodded like she’d expected that.

Second model came in—a brunette with a natural look. She had a demure presence, but her smile was sharp like she was hiding something.

“She’s ‘The Secret,’” I said, watching her.

Amber leaned forward. “Go on.”

“She wears red lipstick as if it belonged to her lips. She doesn’t try. She just is.”

Amber turned to her assistant. “Note that. ‘The Secret.’ He’s right.”

Then the third model walked in, who was taller and bolder. I could tell from Amber’s expression that she didn’t feel right, so we went for the brunette one.

After that, we took a moment for ourselves. She tucked my hair behind my ears and folded her legs, revealing just enough of her thighs to catch my eye.

“So,” she asked, “how’s your first week been?”

“I can’t believe it’s already been a week.”

She giggled. “Me neither… I’m glad you’re enjoying working with your mommy.”

“I do,” I said. “I don’t want to be anywhere else.”

“And it’s not because of the pay, right?”

“I’d be here for free if you needed me.”

“Don’t worry,” she said with a smile. “The makeup business is booming, so we won’t have to cut costs anytime soon.”

“Why’s that?”

“I think it’s because of social media and all those unrealistic filters. Girls want that flawless, filtered look.”

“You and Isabella already have that—without makeup.”

Amber glanced around to make sure we were alone, then pressed her lips to my forehead.

“Do you have any travel plans with her?” she asked.

“Not yet,” I said. “We’ll probably talk about it at the beach.”

“I see,” she murmured, looking thoughtfully out the window, then back at me. “Just be sure to tell me a couple of weeks in advance if you want a day or week off.”

“We will,” I promised.

“Need a ride to the beach?”

“Sure,” I said.

We stood up and headed to her car. She drove me there and dropped me off.

“I’ll be home late today,” she said. “So you’ll have to ask Isabella to be a good sister and cook dinner.”

“I will,” I said. “Thank you for everything.”

She leaned in and kissed me softly. “Thank you
 , Jake… Now go have some fun with her. She’s waving at you.”

There she was, standing by a sun lounger perfectly positioned near the shoreline, with Jane and the stylists beside her. I hopped out of the car, and Amber blew me a kiss as she drove off.

I got to the beach just before golden hour, the sun low and warm against the horizon. Isabella greeted me with a quick hug, her hair already curled and glowing from the stylist’s magic.

“How was the day with Mom?” she asked.

“Went fine,” I said. “Had my first board meeting and chose a model later on … Not a competitor to you by any means.”

“I hope not,” she said playfully and then she nudged me with her shoulder. “But look at you. Already running the place.”

“She’s taught me a lot though.”

“Still,” she said, ruffling my hair. “Sounds like she’s impressed by her son.”

“She is,” I said. “But enough about that, you look great. How’re you feeling?”

“Fabulous,” she said with a laugh. “About to start. A little nervous, but Jane said I was glowing. So I’m rolling with that.”

“She’s right,” I said, my eyes sweeping over her.

Jane walked over, camera hanging from her neck. “Hey, Jake. Glad you made it.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” I said.

She gave me a wink. “Your girl’s got range. This shoot’s going to be gold.”

“I have no doubt about that.”

I watched as two makeup artists worked on Isabella, one dusting powder across her cheekbones, the other adding a final touch of gloss. They were polishing a diamond, and by the time they were done, she looked unrealistically beautiful. I had to admit, those stylists were damn talented.

“How do I look?” Isabella asked, tilting her head slightly toward me.

I smiled. “Gorgeous. Like, ridiculously.”

She beamed, then glanced at herself again in the mirror. Jane placed a hand on her shoulder.

“So, are you ready?”

Isabella nodded eagerly as Jane guided her into poses, shifting her into position with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she wanted.

The camera started clicking, flash after flash blinking before my eyes.

“Isabella, chin up, yes, just like that,” Jane called out.

In between shots, stylists stepped in, adjusting her hair, dabbing highlighter along her collarbone and adding a bit more gloss.

I stood off to the side with my hands in my pockets, just watching her. Supporting her. She was a gem, and I could’ve watched her all day.

They brought out a sun lounger, setting it just in front of the waves. Isabella stretched out on it, dressed in a revealing summer robe patterned with soft floral prints. The shots were perfect, sexy and effortless. Every pose just worked.

She glanced over at me once, caught me staring, and smirked.

I smirked right back. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Time slipped by, and before I knew it, the shoot was wrapping up. Jane lowered her camera and approached Isabella with a wide smile.

“You killed it today. These shots are going to be the main ads for the new line.”

“Thanks, Jane,” Isabella said, stepping in for a warm hug.

One of the stylists leaned in from the side. “Honestly, you’re my favorite face to work with.”

Jane turned toward me and winked. “Don’t let him distract you too much next time.”

Isabella chuckled. We had exchanged our fair share of glances, so I wasn’t surprised by Jane’s remark. What caught me more was that even Jane
 had exchanged a few glances with me.

Isabella and I said our goodbyes as the crew packed up and headed toward the parking lot. The beach gradually emptied until it was just the two of us, the waves rolling in and the sun dipping lower on the horizon.

Isabella glanced at me. “You want to take a walk? Watch the sunset?”

I nodded. “Let’s go.”

She reached out and took my hand without waiting. Her fingers laced with mine, and something about that simple gesture made my chest tighten. It wasn’t new—we’d touched plenty—but this felt more intimate like we weren’t sneaking around anymore.

“We have to hold hands,” she said casually.

“Wasn’t planning on anything else,” I said, giving her hand a gentle squeeze.

We walked hand in hand toward the water, the light turning gold-orange across the sand. We settled down side by side on the sand, facing the waves. The sky was low with color, deep orange, gold and a touch of violet bleeding into the edges.

“You did good,” I said, still holding her hand.

She bumped her shoulder gently into mine. “We did good. Mom’s proud of us … That means the world to me.”

“To me too,” I said. “No one likes a disappointed mother.”

“Especially when she’s as sweet as ours.”

We sat in silence for a bit, just listening to the waves roll in.

“Life feels better now,” she said quietly. “Like, for the first time, I’m doing something I truly want to do.”

“In terms of work?”

“No silly, loving you.”

“I feel it too.”

“But in terms of work too. Working for Mom pays way better.”

“And getting paid for it doesn’t hurt.”

“Especially with her generosity … We could go anywhere, you know. Anywhere.”

“Tokyo. Santorini. Sydney. Maldives,” I said, listing them off without much thought.

“Iceland?” she suggested.

“Uhm … I’m not sure about Iceland.”

“Well, Tokyo sounds fun,” she added.

I looked over at her. “Yeah. Actually … yeah. That would be cool.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Not too cold for you?”

I smirked. “No. But Iceland’s a hard no.”

She grinned. “Aspen was freezing. Didn’t hear you complain when we were in that cave.”

“Fair,” I said. “You’re like a furnace, so you made up for it.”

She smiled. “It was romantic, cuddling with you like that.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I felt it too… probably one of my favorite memories.”

“I took your virginity,” she said, giggling.

“You did, and it was the sweetest moment of my life.”

“Mine too… my dearest memory.”

We exchanged glances, her eyes searching mine. Then she leaned in a little closer, her hand still wrapped in mine, our shoulders brushing in the fading light.

As the sun dipped lower, the sky turned orange and pink. I found the colors mesmerizing and deeply romantic. Isabella rested her head on my shoulder. Her blonde hair tickled my neck as she nuzzled closer, seeking my warmth against the cooling evening breeze. I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her snugly against my side.

We didn’t say a word, just soaking in the beauty of the sunset and enjoying the closeness between us.

She turned to me, and I looked into her eyes.

“I love you,” she whispered. “More than anything.”

“I love you too, Isabella. So much.”

We traded slow, sweet kisses as the sun slipped below the horizon. But it would rise again, promising more adventures in the future.




Afterword



Thank you so much for reading
 
Adulthood Adventure 4: Epilogue & Bundle

 !
 If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review—it’s the second-best way to support me as an author, right after purchasing my stories.





If you’d like to be notified when I publish a new story—and receive a free taboo
 story—you can sign up for my newsletter at 

tommysilver.com


 .





If you’d like to reach out, feel free to email me at author@tommysilver.com
 .





That’s all for now!






Best regards,






Tommy Silver



OEBPS/FONT00008.ttf


OEBPS/Image00009.jpg





OEBPS/FONT00003.ttf


OEBPS/FONT00004.otf


OEBPS/FONT00001.ttf


OEBPS/FONT00002.ttf


OEBPS/Image00011.jpg
EPILOGUE & BUNDLE
TOMMY SILVER





OEBPS/FONT00000.ttf


OEBPS/FONT00007.otf


OEBPS/FONT00005.otf


OEBPS/FONT00006.otf


