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Chapter 1

The 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

When 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

When 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

The 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

Iawoke 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

Iblinked 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

The 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.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading Adulthood Adventure Aspen! 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
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