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Chapter 1

While the sun lowered in the sky, I came home from the gym. My shirt clung to me, soaked with sweat, my muscles heavy from the recent workout. I dropped my bag by the door, wiped my forehead, and stood still for a second, thinking about Las Vegas.

It had only been a week, but it still felt unreal—the nights, the fun, the dares, and the way Isabella clung to me in secret… right up until we got caught with my cock buried in her honeypot. It was embarrassing at the time, sure—but afterward, I almost wished we’d been discovered sooner. Nadya and Sofi had been all over me the past week. What started as teasing turned into sensual sleepovers that turned into more—long nights tangled in sheets, the four of us wrapped around each other. I found it hard to believe foursomes could be so fun and exciting. Somewhere along the line, both girls had fallen for me, and I was juggling three beautiful girls at once, all thanks to Isabella. Without her, none of this would’ve happened. Yesterday, we’d been at the beach. We lay together under the sun—me stretched out between all three of them—their fingers casually brushing over my skin as if I belonged to each of them.

And the day before that? Those rushed, breathless moments when we had to sneak into Isabella’s bedroom, giggling and naked, before Amber, my stepmother, got home.

She still didn’t know. And I wasn’t sure what she’d say if she ever found out.

The smell of sunscreen drifted into the hallway, and when I stepped onto the back patio, I saw her. My stepmother, lying on a lounge chair in the sun, head tilted back, eyes closed behind dark sunglasses. Her long legs stretched out, her skin already golden, that brunette hair loose in waves around her shoulders. Her full, bell-shaped breasts strained against her bikini top, and the bottoms hugged her curves like they were made just for her. She was the definition of a sexy woman. She looked perfect, like always, but there was a faint tiredness in her face, a subtle heaviness in her posture. Her glow was missing.

“Rough day?” I asked.

She turned her head lazily and smiled, that soft glow creeping back into her cheeks when she saw me.

“Hey, sweetheart. Work was a nightmare. But you probably don’t want to hear about that.”

I sat down beside her lounge chair.

“I do. Tell me.”

Her smile deepened, just a bit. The way the sunlight hit her face, I couldn’t look away. Even tired, even with that slight edge in her voice, she still radiated beauty.

“Mmm. Alright,” she said, letting her head fall back. “It’s been hell trying to find the right model for our next shoot. The last one flaked. And there were some logistical delays with the product line. It’s exhausting.”

I felt terrible for her but wasn’t sure what to say.

“How was your day?” she asked.

“Certainly better than yours. Work and gym went smoothly.”

“I’d love to work out too,” she said. She reached up to touch her shoulder with a light wince. “But my shoulder’s killing me.”

“Want a massage?”

“God, yes,” she said, beaming. “I’m tense from all the office stress. I’d love to have your hands on me.”

She turned over without hesitation, flashing that perfect curve of her ass as she shifted on the towel. It felt slightly forbidden, the way I looked at her now. She wasn’t just any type of woman—she was attractive, undeniably so. It made something stir in me, and I had to force myself to breathe steadily.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked over her shoulder. “Straddle my legs, it’ll be better.”

I moved into position, my thighs bracketing hers, bringing me closer to the soft curve of her rear. I leaned down and started massaging her, hands working over her shoulders. Gosh, her flesh felt divine.

“Your skin’s so smooth,” I said before I could think twice.

She blushed, turning her face slightly toward me. “Have you gotten more romantic since spending time with Nadya and Sofi?”

“Maybe,” I said and heard that hint of curiosity in her voice.

“You’ve been busy lately,” she said, her tone light but sharp. “Spending a lot of time with not only your sister but Nadya and Sofi as well.”

I paused for half a second before answering. “Yeah.”

“Are you seeing one of them? Both?” she asked with a giggle.

“It’s complicated.”

That made her chuckle. “Sounds like it.” She stayed quiet for a second, then added, “You know you can tell me, right?”

I kept massaging, then said, “I’m seeing both.”

She didn’t look surprised. “You’re lucky your sister’s a good girl. She could’ve made a fuss about it.”

“Isabella means the world to me,” I said, meaning every word.

She didn’t press for more, just relaxed into my touch as I worked over her shoulders. As I massaged her, I felt my bulge hardening—rising until it pressed right against her ass. It grew so stiff that it naturally nestled between her cheeks.

I tried not to move, not to seek out that friction… but God, it felt sweet.

My hands glided along the smooth skin of her back as I worked out the tension. With each press and caress, I felt my cock stiffen more, straining against my shorts. It nestled right between her round cheeks, separated only by the thin fabric of her bikini bottoms and my shorts.

I bit my lip, trying to focus on the massage and not the sensation of my hardness rubbing against her ass. The way her supple flesh cradled my length felt incredible. I longed to grind myself against her. I told myself I was taking this too far but, I couldn’t help but imagine what it would feel like to slip inside her from behind, to have her bent over in front of me. In my mind, I pictured sliding her bikini to the side and sinking deep into her warmth inch by inch … I shook my head, wondering what was wrong with me. I backed off, hoping she hadn’t noticed.

She let out a soft sigh as if she lightly climaxed. “God, I really needed this.”

I kept massaging her slowly, feeling a little bad. Both because of my forbidden dreams and because she worked way too much.

“You should take a break,” I said. “Go on vacation.”

“Mmm,” she hummed, thinking. “You know what? Maybe I will. I was actually looking into the Bahamas. You and your sister can save your money for your next trip. This one’s on me.”

I smiled. “Oh, so you want to take us with you?”

“Yeah,” she said, turning to face me. “If you two are okay with it.”

“Definitely fine by me—and I know Isabella’s brought it up before.”

She turned her head slightly, the corners of her lips curling. “Good. Then it’s settled. Hopefully, my daughter will agree too.”

“She will,” I said without hesitation.

I let my hands slide lower, easing down to her mid-back and just above her waist. Her smile deepened, her body melting under my touch.

I felt myself getting aroused again, the warmth of her skin, the closeness and the way she relaxed completely under me—it all stirred something I tried to keep buried.

Just then, Isabella walked through the sliding door and caught us. I must’ve been so caught up in the massage, I didn’t even hear her come in. She grinned. “Interrupting something?”

I quickly unstraddled Amber, trying not to look guilty. Amber looked casual, brushing it off with a grin as she turned to Isabella. “Your brother’s sweet, giving me a massage after a long day at work.” She sat up and gave me a warm smile before pulling me into a hug. Her arms wrapped around me, and I felt her soft breasts press against my chest—she was only wearing a bikini, and the contact made my thoughts blur again. She was so sexy, it was hard not to notice.

“I know he’s the sweetest,” Isabella said. She stood behind Amber, still grinning as I hugged her. She wore tight mini-jeans and a crop top that barely covered anything. Her thick blonde hair was loose, golden, and messy in that perfect way that made you want to grab a fistful. Her lips were painted red, glossy like cherries—and fuck, I wanted to taste her. Press her against the wall and feel those lips wrapped around mine … or my hardening cock.

“We were just talking about something,” Amber said casually, breaking the hug and turning her attention to Isabella.

“About what?” Isabella asked curiously.

“About a family trip—to the Bahamas.”

Isabella’s eyes lit up. “Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Amber said, smiling at her daughter’s reaction.

“What can we do there?”

“Beach fun, yachting,” Amber said. “Whatever we want.”

“Why now? We’ve suggested going on a trip together before,” Isabella asked.

Amber exhaled. “Rough day. Made me realize I need more time with my kids.”

Isabella smiled and walked over to hug her. “I’ve been trying to tell you that before.”

“Sorry, sweetheart. But I’ve realized it now.”

Breaking the hug, Amber glanced between us. “What if we go this week?”

I looked at Isabella, and she eagerly nodded. “I’m game,” Isabella said.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding too. “Let’s do it.”

“I’ll start dinner,” Amber said, stretching a little before heading inside.

Isabella headed upstairs and I lay down on the sun lounger. As soon as my older sister was gone, I felt my phone buzz. A text from Isabella lit up the screen:

I’m waiting for you … duh.

I didn’t need to ask what that meant. I pocketed my phone and made my way upstairs. While walking up, I wiped some sweat from my forehead—I hadn’t even realized it was there. Had I really gotten that worked up massaging my stepmom? I couldn’t remember the last time I’d touched her like that. But damn, she was so fine. And now that I was with my stepsister, it didn’t even feel that weird.

She waved at me while holding onto the door, and as soon as she closed it, she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me hard. I melted into it. Her lips were soft, sweet and addictive. I slipped my tongue into her mouth, tasting the fresh mint from her favorite chewing gum. My heart kicked up. I dropped my hands to her ass and gave it a slow, firm squeeze—God, she felt good.

She pulled away just enough to meet my eyes, her hand trailing down to my bulge.

“This wasn’t me,” she said, smirking.

“Then who was it?” I asked.

“You looked real comfortable with my mother earlier,” she teased, her grin growing.

“You’re imagining things,” I muttered.

“I don’t think I am,” she giggled.

Moments like this made it hard not to bend her over and take her right there. But we both knew we had to be careful since Amber was downstairs.

“Anyway,” I said, trying to shift gears, “how was work?”

“It was fine,” she said with a shrug. “Nothing eventful. I just kept thinking about you … and now I think about our trip with our mother.”

“Yeah. It’s gonna be fun. I have no idea how we’re gonna keep it under wraps though. Didn’t take long to get caught in Vegas.”

She smiled. “Let’s focus on our mother for now. Let’s do this for her. Make her feel good.”

I liked how she said that. Selfless, but with a wicked undertone. I nodded.

“We’ll find time. Don’t worry,” she whispered, then kissed me again—softer this time.

“I’ll try,” I said. “Should we head downstairs? Keep her company?”

“Sure thing,” she said sweetly, and we made our way down together.

Amber had grilled steaks—juicy, perfectly done. She’d also fried sweet potatoes, crispy at the edges. It was the kind of dinner that made you feel spoiled. We sat outside and ate under the soft glow of the terrace lights, talking about random things.

At one point, Amber asked about Nadya and Sofi. Isabella just laughed.

“Jake’s not a boy anymore,” she said, playfully ruffling my hair.

“Never was.”

“So untrue,” she shot back with a smirk.

After we ate, the three of us sat together on the outdoor sofa, enjoying the warm colors of the sunset. A soft breeze drifted across the patio as the sky shifted from gold to orange. Amber had her laptop open on her lap, scrolling through photos of tropical destinations of the Bahamas and clicking on resorts and suites.

“Look at this one,” she said, turning the screen slightly toward us. “Exuma. Clearwater, private beaches, and luxurious resorts.”

We leaned in. The pictures were insane—perfect turquoise water, white sand and luxury villas.

“That looks unreal,” I said.

“Let’s do that one,” Isabella added, leaning over so almost a tit fell out of her bra. “I want to wake up to that view.”

We all agreed on it pretty quickly.

“It’s about time,” Isabella said, leaning closer to her mother. “That we take a family vacation.”

Amber smiled and nodded. “Better late than never.”

“Was it after our Vegas trip that made you change your mind?” Isabella asked.

Amber hesitated for a moment, then said, “Yes? Watching you two have fun… I guess I felt a little envious. And maybe a bit insecure that you wouldn’t want me around on a trip.”

“Mom,” Isabella protested immediately, her voice soft but firm. “I love you. And I know we’d have so much fun together.”

Amber smiled and kissed her forehead, then leaned over and kissed mine too. “I love you both so much.”

“We love you too,” we said in unison, almost like it was instinct.


Chapter 2

The days flew by, and before I knew it, it was time to pack. It didn’t take long for Isabella to start bothering me. She dragged me into her room, all excited, just to show off the bikinis she was planning to bring.

One after another, she modeled them for me—barely-there tops, string bottoms, and straps so thin they practically disappeared into her skin. She knew exactly what she was doing.

“What do you think of this one?” she asked, turning slowly in front of me.

“It’s… small.”

“Just small?”

“Sexy too.”

“Sexy enough for you?”

“It doesn’t matter what you wear,” I said, my voice lower now. “You’ll always look hot.”

She grinned, then pulled me into a hug—her body warm, half-bare, and pressed right up against me.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “I knew I could trust you.”

I tried to keep my cool, but it was no use. She knew exactly what she was doing, and she loved every second of teasing me.

* * *

We left the next morning. Loaded up the car and hit the road just after sunrise.

Amber hadn’t taken us on a trip in ages, and I was looking forward to spending some real time together. Not just the three of us… but everything that might come after.

While Amber was outside tanking gas, Isabella leaned over and kissed me. Soft, but not subtle. I glanced toward the station, catching a glimpse of Amber through the window.

Isabella noticed and smirked. “You scared she’s gonna catch us?”

“Just being careful,” I muttered.

“You’re cute when you’re nervous,” she whispered. “But you know she’s gonna find out eventually.”

“I hope not today,” I said, trying to keep my cool.

“I hope it won’t be like Vegas,” she added, her voice low. “Getting interrupted every damn time.”

I chuckled. “You already getting hot and bothered?”

“You have no idea,” she whispered, taking my hand and sliding it under her skirt. My fingers brushed over her pussy lips, and as I searched deeper, I felt a warm, wet puddle waiting for me. I barely had time to enjoy it before Amber glanced back toward the car.

I quickly pulled my hand away, clearing my throat like nothing happened. “Whoops,” Isabella said with a giggle.

We hit the road again, Amber humming to the radio like she hadn’t seen a thing. The drive passed in a mix of music and light conversation, but this time, Amber seemed more excited than usual. She kept talking about the beaches, her sunglasses, and how she was going to get a camera so we could take tons of photos.

“We’ll need a good shot of all of us,” she said. “And wait till you see the seafood down there. Conch salad, grilled lobster—I’ve already looked up places.”

Isabella laughed. “You sound more excited than we are.”

“I probably am,” Amber said. “I haven’t done anything like this in forever.”

It felt good seeing her like that, relaxed and genuinely happy. It made the trip feel even more special.

* * *

At the airport, we parked, checked our bags, and made our way through security. Right before we knew it, we were already on the plane. I ended up squeezed between the two of them. Isabella on one side, Amber on the other. Their thighs pressed against mine, skin brushing skin, and I couldn’t help but feel every shift and every slight lean. It was going to be a long flight.

At some point, Isabella leaned in closer, resting her head lightly against my shoulder. I felt her fingers slowly trail across my thigh. She gave me a look, a playful one that made my chest tighten.

When Amber got up to use the bathroom, Isabella didn’t wait. She slid her hand into my shorts, reaching for my manhood.

“Isabella,” I hissed quietly, trying to grab her wrist. “Not here.”

She ignored me, stroking me slowly, her eyes locked on mine. “You’re so jumpy. Relax.”

I bit the inside of my cheek, breathing through my nose, the tension climbing fast.

“Oh, that’s nice,” I sighed.

“Told you,” she teased, her voice dripping with mischief. “Wanna touch my boob?”

Of course, she’d say that—so typical of her. She could get me to do the wildest things without a second thought. I slipped my hand into her top, sliding past her bra, and started gently massaging her soft, warm breast while she kept stroking me.

“Can you go a bit faster?” I asked, the need hitting me full force.

She was being a good girl, stroking me quicker just like I asked. I was fully erect now, and fuck—it helped to have her tit in my hand, ripe and perfect for squeezing.

“Oh, I’m almost there.”

“I know,” she whispered. “I can feel it throb in my hand.”

Just a couple more strokes and I’d be done—but then I glanced back. Amber came walking down the aisle, and Isabella quickly pulled her hand out, leaving me hard with precum on her fingers.

Amber returned, sliding back into her seat, her hip pressing right against me again. Isabella looked out the window like nothing happened. I just sat there, heart pounding, trying to focus on anything else except for that orgasm I so desperately wanted.

* * *

We landed in Miami, transferred to our connecting flight, and finally touched down in Exuma. The sun was high, the breeze warm, and everything looked like a screensaver come to life.

We checked into a luxury family suite with ocean views and a massive balcony. As we brought our bags inside, Amber turned around with a smile.

“So, I was thinking—you can have the smaller bedroom to yourself, Jake,” she said. “Isabella and I can share the bigger one.”

I nodded. “Yeah, sure. Sounds good.” I wanted to say something else, but not in front of Amber. Deep down, I was disappointed. I wanted to sleep with Isabella, be close to her at night like we were in Aspen, Vegas, and whenever we had time for ourselves. But I kept it in, forcing a smile instead.

Isabella nodded too, but I caught the quick glance she gave me. We both wanted the same thing, but we weren’t going to push it. Not yet.

“Alright then,” Amber said, setting her purse on the counter. “Let’s unpack and then head out. This place is too beautiful to waste inside.”

They disappeared into their bedroom, and I figured—being girls—they’d be in there a while. From the hallway, I could hear them in their room, shuffling bags and unzipping suitcases. Then came the voices.

“Come on, Mom, just wear the bikini,” Isabella insisted.

“I don’t know,” Amber replied, sounding hesitant. “I brought a one-piece. It’s more my style.”

“You’ll look sexy. I promise. It’s not even that revealing,” Isabella pushed.

There was a pause, then a sigh from Amber. “You’re really not letting this go, huh?”

“Nope,” Isabella said, giggling. “We’re in the Bahamas, not hiding at a pool party.”

I smirked to myself, listening from the other side of the wall, picturing the two of them undressing and bickering over bikinis. This trip was already off to a wild start.

Then I noticed something I hadn’t before—a keyhole in the old-fashioned door that connected our rooms but remained locked. It was one of those ornate, vintage-style keyholes, wide enough that you could see through it.

My heart started racing. I stood there, frozen in indecision, arguing with myself. This was an opportunity to see my stepmother nude together with my stepsister. I shouldn’t look. But the temptation was overwhelming—the forbidden nature of it making my pulse quicken.

“This is a slippery slope,” I whispered to myself, trying to talk sense into my head. But another voice answered back, “Just one quick look.”

I glanced over my shoulder, making sure the suite door was closed, then slowly, cautiously moved toward the keyhole. I knelt, feeling my jeans tighten around my growing hardness as I positioned my eye against the opening.

The angle was limited, showing only a slice of their room. Isabella stood directly in my line of sight, completely nude, her golden skin glowing in the sunlight streaming through their window. She was facing away from me, reaching for something on the bed, flashing me the perfect curve of her ass. Her long blonde hair cascaded down her back, nearly reaching the dimples just above her rear. Even though I loved seeing Isabella nude—and had seen her more times than I could count—my thoughts drifted to Amber. I couldn’t help but wonder what she looked like.

Her voice carried through the room, soft and casual, but all I could catch were glimpses—an arm, a bare shoulder and the curve of her leg as she moved past. She never stood in full view, never long enough for me to really see her. Just flashes of skin and waves of dark hair as she moved in and out of my narrow line of sight.

It was more teasing than I’d expected. And somehow, that made it worse.

“Try this, Mom,” Isabella said. She held up something small and purple.

Amber laughed. “That’s basically dental floss! No way.”

I strained to see more of my stepmother, shifting my position slightly. I caught just a brief glimpse of Amber’s bare back as she moved across the room. Her ass was the perfect heart shape. And she was just as well-endowed up top—full, heavy breasts that bounced slightly with each step. But then she was gone again, slipping out of my sight.

Isabella straightened up, now holding a different bikini. “This one then. It’s still sexy but has more coverage.”

“Fine,” Amber said, and I heard the smile in her voice.

I watched as Isabella handed something over to her mother, then turned back toward the bed, giving me another perfect view of her naked form. My heart hammered in my chest as I considered what I was doing. I knew I should step away, but I couldn’t tear myself from the keyhole.

“You look so sexy,” Isabella said. “Show your outfit to Jake, he’ll love it.”

“Alright,” Amber said happily.

Then I heard footsteps approaching from their side. I quickly backed away from the door, my face burning with guilt. I grabbed my swim trunks and hurriedly changed, trying to calm my breathing and will away my erection before they came out.

A few minutes later, they emerged together. Amber stepped out first, and I stiffened. She wore a deep blue bikini that hugged her curves perfectly—not as revealing as Isabella, and perhaps I would have preferred, but still showing off her incredible figure. The top pushed her breasts up just enough to create tempting cleavage, and the bottoms accentuated her toned thighs and the soft curve of her hips.

Isabella followed behind her, wearing a tiny white bikini that left almost nothing to the imagination. The thin fabric barely covered her nipples, and the bottoms were cut high to elongate her already endless legs. It wasn’t the first time I’d seen her in that bikini, and it wouldn’t be the last.

“What do you think?” Amber asked, spinning around slowly.

“You look good,” I said.

“Just good?” Isabella teased, smirking at me from the side.

“More than good,” I added, a little awkward, my eyes flicking back to Amber.

She just smiled, tossing a lock of her brown hair over her shoulder like she hadn’t just turned me on without even trying. “Ready to hit the beach?” Amber asked, seemingly oblivious to how stunning she looked.

“Of course,” Isabella said, taking my hand and pulling me out of the room. We made our way there. Even if it was evening it was still warm. The beach was unreal. Clear turquoise water, soft white sand and barely anyone around. We set up close to the water, just far enough for the waves to tease our toes. Amber laid out the towels, reached into the beach bag and pulled out the sunscreen. “Jake, since you’re so good with your hands,” she said with a grin, “mind helping me out again? Especially after that massage back home.”

I nodded, trying to play it cool. “Yeah, sure.”

“Thank you, sweetheart.” Amber reclined on her towel, lying flat on her stomach, and I knelt beside her, pouring a generous amount of sunscreen into my palm. I hesitated for a moment, taking in the curve of her back and her heart-shaped rear that I’d recently seen a glimpse of.

“You can straddle me like before,” she said casually, her voice muffled against the towel. “It’s easier that way.”

I moved into position, my knees on either side of her hips. The contact was immediate—my thighs brushing against her sides, lowering myself just above the swell of her ass. I rubbed my hands together, warming the lotion between my palms before pressing them against her shoulders.

Her skin felt like silk beneath my fingers. I worked the sunscreen in small circles, feeling the tension in her muscles gradually release as I moved down her back. The sweet coconut scent of the lotion filled the air between us.

“Mmm, that feels amazing,” she murmured, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

I continued my way down, fingers tracing the contours of her shoulder blades and the line of her spine. When I reached her back, just above where her bikini bottoms began, I felt my cock stir to life. The familiar heat and pressure built as I hardened, my growing bulge now pressed firmly against her ass cheeks. I tried to shift my position slightly, but there was no hiding it—the thin fabric of my swim trunks did little to conceal my arousal.

I worked my hands lower, massaging the sunscreen into every inch of her exposed skin. When my fingers brushed against the edge of her bikini bottoms, she let out another soft moan that hardened my growing cock. My erection throbbed harder, nestling perfectly between the round globes of her ass.

“Don’t forget the backs of my legs,” she murmured, shifting slightly beneath me. The movement caused her to grind against my hardness, and I bit my lip to suppress a groan.

I moved backward, positioning myself over her thighs, and squeezed more lotion onto my hands. As I massaged the sunscreen into her calves and worked my way up to her hamstrings, I couldn’t help but notice how toned her legs were—smooth and firm under my touch.

“All done,” I said. I could probably do more, but I didn’t want her to notice what I was hiding.

She turned her head to look at me over her shoulder, her lips curved into a knowing smile. “Thanks, sweetheart. You’re so thorough.”

I carefully dismounted, trying to casually adjust myself as I stood. Amber rolled over onto her back, reaching for the sunscreen to apply it to her front.

“Isabella’s turn,” she said, nodding toward my stepsister who was lying on her stomach beside us, watching our interaction with amused interest.

“I’d love some of that special treatment,” Isabella teased, her blue eyes dancing with mischief.

I moved over to her, grateful for the chance to redirect my attention. As I straddled Isabella’s hips, I caught Amber watching us from the corner of my eye. She was rubbing lotion across the uncovered parts of her chest, her hands gliding over her cleavage in slow, sensual movements.

I poured more sunscreen onto my palms and began working it into Isabella’s shoulders. Her skin was softer than her mother’s, with the suppleness of youth. I found myself comparing them—the subtle differences in texture, the way Isabella arched slightly into my touch while Amber had remained more composed.

“Lower,” Isabella whispered, just loud enough for me to hear.

I complied, sliding my hands down her back. My erection hadn’t subsided at all; if anything, it had grown harder, pressing against the curve of her ass as I leaned forward to reach her bottom.

“There we go,” Isabella purred as I gave her perfect ass a firm, lingering squeeze—just enough pressure to make her sigh before I pulled my hands away, right as Amber turned her head.

“Is that enough?” I asked, voice low and teasing.

“What do you think?” she said, glancing back over her shoulder with that filthy little smirk that made me want to bend her over right there.

Moments like that made it hard to behave. I wanted to spank her, make her moan my name, make her forget where we were. But I kept it together. Barely.

“I think the water’s waiting,” I muttered, shifting slightly to hide the growing bulge in my shorts.

“Alright,” she said, rising at the same time as her mom. We hopped in at the same time.

The ocean was perfect—clear, warm and calm. Isabella splashed at me first, then ducked under before I could get her back. I chased her, laughing, and Amber joined in on the fun, looking more like a youth than our mother. It didn’t take long before we were all just messing around, throwing water at each other and soaking wet.

Then Amber dove under and came up right in front of me. Her bikini stuck to her skin, clinging to her curves. Her stomach, her legs, her chest—everything about her just hit me all at once. “This water is warm and perfect.”

My dick started getting hard. Fast. “Yeah,” I agreed.

I turned away quickly, trying to hide it. There was no way I could calm down, not after I’d just massaged her, my hands sliding over her back, her thighs and near her heart-shaped ass. “I’m gonna grab some water,” I said, pretending to be casual.

Isabella made a sad face. “We were just about to have fun,” she said, pouting a little.

“I will,” I told her, already walking backward toward our towels, “be right back.”

I made it back to the cooler, popped the top off a water bottle, and took a long drink. While I did, I tucked myself into my waistband and tried to calm down.

When I looked up, I saw Amber walking out of the ocean. Her body was dripping wet, the sun making the water on her skin glisten. Her hair was slicked back, and the way her hips swayed seductively made her look like a goddess.

She walked right up to me. “You’re not hogging all the water, are you?” she asked, smirking.

I handed her the bottle without saying anything. Watching her tip it back and drink, I couldn’t look away. “You look stunning,” I said, and it slipped out before I could stop it.

Water trickled down her collarbone, she smiled, deep and warm, like it meant something to her. “I’m glad,” she said, then chuckled. “Feels nice to hear that when you start feeling old.”

“Old? You look as pretty as Isabella,” I said.

She gave me a look, eyes scanning me up and down. “You know,” she said, teasing, “you’ve really grown into your body. You look good. Like, really good.”

“Like what?”

She giggled and stepped in close—so close her breasts nearly brushed against my lower chest. Her fingers traced down my abs, slow and deliberate, before trailing along the thick vein running across my bicep.

“Like your muscles,” she said, then rose on her toes and ruffled my hair. “And the fact that you’re tall now.”

I’d stepped out of the water just to cool off—not to get teased like this. I tried to keep my eyes on hers, but damn, her tits were right there, practically begging for attention. Every part of her body screamed touch me.

“But it’s not just your looks,” she added, her tone softer now. “You’ve matured. You’re not a kid anymore.”

That line hit something in me. I remembered what Isabella had said before Aspen—how our mother missed the days when we were younger.

“Time doesn’t stand still,” I said quietly.

“I know,” she murmured. “But sometimes it feels like yesterday you were this little boy… and now here you are—taller than me, stronger, and just… a full-grown man.” Her teeth tugged at her bottom lip, and for a second, I swear I saw it—that flicker of lust in her eyes. She didn’t say anything else, just bit her lip again, stifling a little giggle like she hadn’t just made my cock twitch.

“You wanna play volleyball before it gets dark?” she asked, her tone suddenly light again. “It’s been forever.”

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a smile, hoping the game would help kill the tension … but knowing it probably wouldn’t.

We found a net nearby and set up a quick game. Me and Isabella on one side, our mother on the other.

Amber surprised me with how into it she got. She was competitive, laughing, diving and taunting us. Every time she scored, she’d raise her arms and shout like she just won the Olympics. Isabella kept shouting back, pretending to be mad, but she was grinning too. At one point Amber smacked the ball so hard it flew right past me and hit the sand. She pointed at me, smirking. “Come on, big guy. Don’t freeze up now.”

I shook my head, smiling, and served the ball again. The game went on way longer than we thought it would, but none of us wanted to stop. Amber hadn’t forgotten a thing. She’d played in college and well into adulthood, though less and less as the years went by.

At one point, she jumped up to block and her bikini top shifted. Just for a second, I saw one of her nipples.

Isabella caught it too. She elbowed me with a grin. “Eyes up, brother.”

I laughed it off, but it was impossible not to stare. Amber was glowing. She was doing better than either of us and when she won the next round, she threw her arms up, grinning bigger than ever. “God, I haven’t played like that in ages,” she said, catching her breath, chest rising and falling, face flushed from the sun and excitement.

When we finally flopped down on the loungers, Isabella turned to Amber. “You still got it.”

Smiling, she glanced over at us. “I really needed this vacation,” she said. “Feels like I can finally breathe again.”

“We’re stoked for you,” Isabella said.

She sat up a little and looked between us. “We should clean up and get dinner before it gets too late.”

We all agreed. It was starting to get dark anyway.

Back in the room, we all showered and changed. Amber came out in a tight pink pencil dress that hugged every part of her. Isabella wore a light blue pencil skirt and a matching top. They both looked incredibly sexy, and I had to keep myself from staring too long.

We went to one of the resort restaurants and ordered lobster with some kind of creamy pasta on the side. Everything tasted amazing, and for the first time in a while, it felt like we were all just enjoying the moment. No stress, no weirdness, just food, smiles, and the sound of waves in the background.

Isabella let out a little moan after another bite. “I haven’t eaten anything this luxurious and delicious in ages.”

“Same,” I said, nodding. “This is insanely good.”

Amber smiled. “I’m glad you two are enjoying it. Come on, sit closer for a photo.”

We scooted in, and Amber held her phone up. “Perfect,” she said, snapping the shot. She showed it to us, still smiling. “You almost look like a couple.”

I laughed awkwardly, scratching my neck. Before I could say anything, Isabella leaned in and kissed my cheek.

“Not without a kiss,” she said, then chuckled when she saw my red cheeks. “I’m just playing, little brother.” Still, part of me hoped she hadn’t figured it out—hadn’t caught on and just kept quiet about it.

After the swim and dinner, we headed back to the room. The plane ride and all the time in the water had us worn out. When Amber and Isabella started changing in their room, I heard them laughing, then comparing their boobs.

“Yours are perfect,” Amber said.

“Please,” Isabella replied. “I didn’t inherit your big ones. It sucks.”

I shook my head quietly. That was ridiculous. Isabella’s chest was just right, and honestly, she looked amazing. But then their conversation was getting more intimate, and my curiosity got the better of me. I tiptoed to the keyhole once more, my heart racing as I positioned my eye against the opening. My eyes widened. My stepmother was fully nude. I could see her from the side—those full, bell-shaped breasts topped with thick nipples, standing out without the bikini top. They looked even bigger bare, her natural cleavage deep enough to hold a pen without effort.

My gaze drifted lower, tracing the flare of her hips. Just beneath the curve, I thought I caught a glimpse of a neat triangle of trimmed hair, but the angle made it hard to be sure.

God, if only she’d turn just a little to the right.

“Can I see them?” Amber asked, her voice soft but curious. “I mean, if you’re comfortable with that.”

There was a brief pause, and I held my breath, watching Isabella’s silhouette shift in the dim light of their room.

“Sure,” she said with a casual shrug.

I watched, mesmerized, as Isabella pulled her top over her head. Suddenly, she stood there, half-naked, her perfect breasts exposed in the soft glow of the bedside lamp. They were perky teardrops, with rosy nipples that hardened slightly in the cool air conditioning. I smiled every time I saw them, but my attention drifted to Amber. She stepped closer, her expression one of motherly pride. “They’re perfect, sweetheart,” she said, reaching out hesitantly. “May I?”

Isabella nodded, and I felt my cock throb painfully against the fabric of my shorts as Amber gently cupped Isabella’s breasts in her hands. Her fingers traced the curve underneath, lifting them slightly as if weighing them.

“See? The perfect handful,” Amber said, her voice taking on a husky quality I’d never heard before. “Firm and perky. You have nothing to worry about.”

Isabella smiled, a flush spreading across her cheeks. “Thanks, but yours are bigger,” she said, boldly reaching out to touch Amber’s nude chest. “See? Much fuller.”

My hand moved almost of its own accord, sliding into my shorts as I watched this forbidden exchange. I wrapped my fingers around my shaft, already rock hard and leaking precum.

Amber didn’t pull away from Isabella’s touch. Instead, she smiled softly. “No one’s perfect, honey. We all have our gifts. Your blonde hair, for instance—it’s absolutely stunning. Like spun gold in the sunlight.”

I stroked myself faster as I watched Isabella’s hands lingering on Amber’s breasts, her fingers tracing the outline through the silky fabric. Why was I doing this? I knew it was partially wrong. Partially because I was already in an intimate relationship with my stepsister, and wrong because my stepmother was there.

“You’re wrong,” Isabella whispered, looking up at Amber with adoration in her eyes. “You are perfect. Everything about you.”

Amber pulled her daughter into a nude hug, and my cock only grew harder.

“I love you, Isabella,” she said softly, their tits mashing perfectly. “You and Jake mean everything to me.”

They lingered in the embrace longer than I expected, and I couldn’t help but wish I was a part of it. When they finally pulled apart, silence fell between them—until Isabella turned toward the door.

“Jake?” she called out.

I jolted back, quickly stepping away so she wouldn’t realize I’d been eavesdropping.

“What?” I answered, trying to sound casual.

“If you don’t want me hogging the shower for an hour, you should hop in first.”

“Alright. Thanks.” She was sweet to remind me.

The bathroom was just as luxurious as the rest of the suite—spacious and marbled, with a soaking tub, a wide mirror, and a glass shower large enough for all three of us. I undressed and stepped inside, my cock already rock hard. I wrapped my fingers around it, slowly stroking the way Isabella had during the flight. God, if she’d just finished me then …

I sighed, trying to focus. I pictured the way Amber had cupped Isabella’s breasts, the two of them nude, embracing. I’d never seen them that close before—it was one of the hottest things I’d ever witnessed. But the sound of their voices outside the door made it hard to stay in the moment.

I gave up. I’d have to wait. I turned off the water and wrapped a towel around myself.

Just as I stepped out, Isabella slipped in past me. I headed to my room, only to hear a soft knock a few minutes later. Amber stepped in, wearing a purple nightgown.

“Want to keep me company on the balcony while I wait for her to finish up?”

“Sure,” I said.

Still wrapped in my towel, I stood and followed her outside. We stepped onto the balcony, settling into our seats, the night air warm against our skin. The stars stretched overhead, and the ocean shimmered beneath us—calm, dark and endless.

“You want to see the photos I took so far?”

I nodded, leaning in. Even her nightgown had a plunging V-neck, and her cleavage was fully visible. I tried to focus on the screen, but my eyes kept drifting to her privates.

“They look great,” I said, smiling as I saw how happy she was.

“I’m glad,” she sighed. “I forgot how good it feels to actually take some time off.”

“How does it feel?” I asked her.

“Amazing,” she admitted. “No deadlines, no to-do list. Just spending time with you two—it’s the best thing in the world.”

“Then let’s do something after this too.”

“Of course,” she said with a warm smile. “Tomorrow, I was thinking … we rent a yacht. Maybe even sleep on it overnight.”

“A yacht?” I asked, eyes widening.

“Yeah,” she giggled, noticing how excited I got. “We can snorkel … maybe I’ll even let you steer.”

I was already imagining it. Even if we’d only been here half a day, it already felt worth it.

We talked about everything and nothing until she glanced over her shoulder.

“It’s been over an hour,” she said.

I chuckled. “Typical her.”

Amber got up and knocked on the bathroom door. “Isabella, I need to use it too.”

“One minute!” she called out.

Eventually, Isabella stepped out, wrapped in nothing but a towel, damp hair clinging to her skin. She joined me outside.

“How you doing?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said, and she leaned in to kiss me. A quick, secret kiss.

Her hand brushed over my towel, pausing where my bulge strained beneath. “This doesn’t feel fine,” she whispered.

“What are you gonna do about it?” I asked, half-joking and half-desperate.

“When you go to bed … stay up an hour or two. I’ll join you.”

I blinked. “You’re serious?”

She nodded, grinning. “Trust me, bro.” She kissed my cheek and disappeared back into the suite, leaving me hard and alone.

I eventually headed to my room. After Amber finished her shower, she knocked on my door. Still in her towel, steam rising off her skin, she stepped inside.

“Just wanted to give you a goodnight hug,” she said, stepping in and wrapping her arms around me.

Her towel clung just above her nipples, and I felt the warm swell of her chest press against mine. She didn’t shy away—if anything, she leaned in closer, her soft, damp skin making my cock twitch beneath the towel still wrapped around my waist.

“Sweet dreams,” she murmured, her voice soft, her breath warm on my neck.

“You too,” I said, holding her a moment longer than I probably should have… but not long enough.

* * *

I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling fan as it spun lazily above me. The sheets felt cool against my skin, but my body burned with arousal. The digital clock on the nightstand cast a soft blue glow across the room—11:34 PM. Then 11:47. Then 12:03. Every minute stretched into what felt like hours.

The sound of waves crashing against the shore drifted through the open window, along with the sweet scent of tropical flowers. I shifted positions, trying to get comfortable, but my mind wouldn’t stop racing. Would Isabella really come? Or had she just been teasing me?

I replayed the day in my head—Me sitting so close to them on the plane, Isabella giving me an unfinished handjob, Peeking through the keyhole, Amber’s curves in that bikini, the way the water had beaded on her skin, Isabella’s knowing glances, and that forbidden moment when I’d watched them compare breasts. The memory alone made my cock throb beneath the thin sheet.

12:26 AM. I considered giving up and trying to sleep, but then I heard it—the faintest click of a door latch from the other room, followed by the soft pad of bare feet across the carpet.

The door to my room slowly opened, which felt like an eternity. A slice of moonlight from the hallway cut across the floor, and then I saw her—Isabella’s silhouette in the doorway. She slipped inside and closed the door behind her with barely a sound.

As she moved closer, the moonlight streaming through the balcony doors illuminated her body. She wore nothing but a pair of lacy pink Hello Kitty panties, her breasts bare and perfect, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. Her nipples were already hard, pointing toward me like an invitation.

She moved toward the bed like a kitty. The mattress dipped slightly as she climbed on, crawling up my body with the grace of a cat stalking its prey. Her eyes never left mine as she straddled me, her warm thighs pressing against my sides.

“Let’s fuck,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. Her blonde hair fell forward, creating a curtain around our faces as she leaned down, her breasts brushing against my chest.

“Seriously,” I said, swallowing hard, my eyes raking over her. “What’s your plan after this? You know she can’t find you sleeping here.”

She grinned, leaning in close, her voice low and filthy.

“I’ll go back … after you’ve creampied me.”

I swallowed hard again, my hands already finding their way to her waist. “Are you sure about this?” I asked, glancing toward the wall that separated our rooms.

Isabella smirked, grinding her hips against my already rock-hard cock. She was sopping wet and spread her nectar all over me. “Mom hasn’t been on a vacation in years,” she whispered, her lips grazing my ear. “She’s sleeping like a rock. Trust me, I checked.”

“What if she’ll wake up when you go back to your bed?”

“I’ll sneak back in like a fox.” She sat up, still straddling me, and took my hands in hers. Slowly, she guided them up to her breasts.

I squeezed her breasts gently, feeling their perfect weight in my palms, her nipples hardening against my touch. She let out a soft moan, then quickly bit her lip to stifle the sound. “By the way,” I said, smirking, “I saw you two comparing your breasts earlier.”

She arched a brow, not even pretending to be surprised. “You peeked through the keyhole again, didn’t you? Just like in Aspen.”

I grinned. “Can you blame me?”

“Nope.”

“Your breasts are perfect,” I told her, my eyes lingering on them.

“They’re not like mother’s though,” she said, almost shyly.

“They’re yours,” I said, leaning in a little. “That’s what makes them special.”

Her cheeks flushed, that soft pink rising into a smile. “Thank you,” she whispered.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” I whispered, my voice thick with need. “Watching you in that tiny bikini, and your unfinished handjob on the plane.”

“You wanted me to jerk you off so badly.”

“Yeah I did,” I said.

“I’ll be a good girl tonight,” she said, leaning down to kiss me. Her lips were soft and warm, tasting faintly of mint toothpaste as her tongue slipped into my mouth before breaking the kiss. “I could also feel how hard you were getting during that massage.”

“I wanted to fuck you so badly,” I said before she pressed her lips to mine again.

My hands roamed over her body, tracing the curve of her waist, and the swell of her hips, before sliding down to cup her ass. I pulled her panties to the side, feeling the slick wetness that had already gathered there.

“You’re so wet,” I groaned quietly, sliding my finger between her folds.

“Been thinking about this all day,” she echoed my words as I circled her clit. “Had to touch myself in the shower just to take the edge off.”

The image of her pleasuring herself, while Amber waited outside, sent a fresh surge of blood to my cock. I slipped a finger inside her, then another, feeling her walls clench around me.

“Hmm,” she whispered, her hips rocking against my hand. “I need you inside me. Now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I pulled my boxers down with my free hand, my cock springing free, already leaking precum at the tip. Isabella shifted her position, hovering over me.

She reached between us, wrapping her fingers around my shaft, and guiding me to her entrance. Slowly, she lowered herself onto me, inch by inch, her tight pussy enveloping me. We both had to stifle our moans as she took me completely inside her till her lips touched my pubic bone.

“God, you feel amazing,” I said, gripping her hips as she began to move.

She rode me slowly at first, her body rising and falling in a hypnotic, sensual rhythm. The mattress creaked softly beneath us, and she paused, both of us holding our breath. When no sound came from the other room, she resumed her movements, more carefully now, stroking my length with her perfectly-fitting pussy walls.

I sat up, wrapping my arms around her, pulling her close so her breasts pressed against my chest. We moved together perfectly, finding a rhythm that kept the noise to a minimum while maximizing our pleasure. My mouth found her neck, kissing and sucking gently, careful not to leave marks that Amber might notice.

“Doggy?” she whispered against my ear.

“I’d love to see your ass,” I said as she lifted herself off me.

She turned around, getting on all fours, presenting herself to me in the moonlight. The sight of her perfect ass raised in the air, her glistening pussy waiting for me, was enough to make my cock throb painfully. I moved behind her, gripping her hips as I positioned myself at her entrance.

“Slow,” she whispered, glancing over her shoulder with those mischievous blue eyes. “Don’t make the bed squeak too much.”

I guided the head to her pink entrance and pushed it in, parting her lips and sliding inside her with careful restraint, watching my cock disappear into her warmth. The sensation was overwhelming—her walls gripping me tightly as I bottomed out. I had to bite my lip to keep from groaning too loudly.

“Oh, Jake,” she breathed, her fingers clutching the sheets.

I began thrusting, establishing a rhythm that was deep but controlled. Each time I pushed forward, Isabella would push back against me, taking me deeper. Her blonde hair spilled across the pillow, and I gathered it in my fist, giving it a gentle tug that made her gasp.

I continued thrusting, my pace increasing slightly as my need grew. The position was incredible, allowing me to hit spots inside her that made her bite the pillow to muffle her moans. But I wanted to see her face, to watch her expression as she came apart beneath me.

Slowly, I pulled out, earning a disappointed whimper from Isabella. “Turn over,” I whispered, helping her onto her back.

She spread her legs eagerly, welcoming me back between them. I positioned myself at her entrance again, our eyes locked as I pushed inside her missionary. The new angle made her gasp, her back arching off the mattress.

“This is better,” I murmured, lowering myself to kiss her deeply. “I can see you now.”

I braced myself on my forearms, hovering above her, watching her beautiful face contort with pleasure.

“Deeper,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around my waist.

I obliged, driving into her with more force but still mindful of the creaking bed. The pressure was building inside me, a familiar tightening in my groin that signaled my approaching release. But I was determined to make her come first.

“I’m gonna come,” she whispered against my lips, her voice a desperate plea.

“Me too,” I groaned, feeling the pressure building at the base of my erection.

Her body tensed beneath me, her back arching like a cat as she reached her climax. I felt her pussy clench around me, milking my cock as she buried her face in my shoulder to muffle her cries. The sensation of her orgasm triggered my own, and I drove deep inside her one final time, my cock twitching and pulsing as I emptied myself into her warm vagina.

“Oh thank goodness,” I breathed, collapsing slightly against her, careful not to crush her with my full weight. We stayed connected for several moments, both of us panting softly, our bodies slick with sweat despite the cool air conditioning.

When I finally pulled out, a thick stream of my cum followed, spilling onto the sheets between her thighs. Isabella looked down and giggled, her cheeks flushed with the afterglow of her orgasm.

“Look at that creampie,” she whispered, running her fingers through the sticky mess between her legs. “You really filled me up this time.”

I watched, mesmerized, as she brought her cum-coated fingers to her lips and sucked them clean, her eyes never leaving mine. The sight was so erotic I felt my cock twitch despite having just come.

“That felt like heaven,” I murmured, lying beside her and pulling her into my arms.

She nestled against my chest, her golden hair splaying across me. “It always is with you,” she replied, tracing patterns on my chest. “Worth the risk, every time.”

We lay in comfortable silence for a few minutes, our heartbeats gradually slowing to a normal pace.

“Do you think our mother suspects anything?” I asked quietly, my fingers absently playing with a strand of her hair.

Isabella shook her head. “I don’t think so. Why?”

“Did you see how she looked at us today? When she said we looked like a couple?”

A small smile curved Isabella’s lips. “Yeah. But I think she was just teasing.”

“You’re probably right,” I said, tucking a strand of golden hair behind her ear.

“I can’t believe how lucky I am,” I whispered. “To have you like this.”

Her blue eyes softened as she gazed up at me. “I feel the same way. Sometimes I think about how this all started, and it feels like fate, you know? Like we were always meant to find each other this way.”

I pulled her closer, wrapping my arms around her slender frame. Her head rested on my chest, her ear pressed against my heart. I wondered if she could hear how it raced for her, how it had always been hers. “You’re right,” I said. We didn’t say anything else. After our climax, we became tired. We just lay there till eventually sleep claimed us both.


Chapter 3

The following morning, I slowly woke up to hurried noises coming from Amber’s bedroom. Cabinet doors, footsteps, and she even muttered a curse. Something felt off. I blinked a few times, trying to adjust to the light sneaking in through the curtains.

Then I heard her voice. “Jake, have you seen your sister?”

Amber’s voice was closer than expected, and before I could even lift my head, my door flung open. She stormed in, eyes wide with panic, but everything stopped the second she saw me.

She gasped, her hands flying to her mouth.

I looked at her, trying to figure out what she was reacting to—then glanced down.

That’s when I saw it.

Isabella was lying on her side, her back pressed to my chest, completely naked. Her smooth skin was warm against mine, and my morning wood fit perfectly between the soft cheeks of her ass. She hadn’t gone back to her room last night.

She’d fallen asleep right here. With me.

Amber stood frozen.

We locked eyes, both of us completely still. Her mouth opened slightly like she wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words. I didn’t move either, just stared back, my heart thumping like a war drum. Everything felt like slow motion. Her eyes flicked to where my leg was draped over hers, and her eyes fixed on my erection, then back to my face. The silence stretched out, heavy and uncomfortable, neither of us knowing what to say.

Isabella groaned and shifted a little. “What is it?” she mumbled, then slowly turned her head and saw her mother standing in the doorway.

Her face turned bright red. She didn’t even try to move. She just buried her head in my shoulder.

“I’m sorry,” Amber said, backing away. “We can talk about this later.”

She disappeared into the bathroom and shut the door.

“Please, God, kill me now,” Isabella whispered.

I wrapped an arm around her, running my fingers along her back. “It is what it is,” I said quietly. “We’ll figure it out.”

“I should’ve gone back to my room,” she mumbled. “I told myself I would, I just… it just felt so good to lie here with you. I’m sorry.”

“It wasn’t your fault,” I said. “I passed out too.”

“We always end up in sticky situations,” she said.

“Yeah,” I muttered, “but this one’s probably the stickiest.”

We didn’t say anything—just held onto each other.

Even if it was a little embarrassing, I felt something deeper: a sense of unity. No matter what obstacles we faced, we kept growing—together.

There was a knock at the door.

“Can I come in?” Amber asked from the other side.

Isabella quickly pulled the sheets up over both of us. “Yeah,” she called out.

Amber came in a few seconds later in a sundress, acting calm even if it was clear she’d seen something disturbing. She held her phone and asked us, “I’ll order breakfast. Anything in particular you two want?”

We both shook our heads.

“Just… anything is fine,” Isabella said.

Amber nodded. “Alright. You can change if you want,” she said and closed the door.

Isabella glanced at me, then at the door. “I should probably get dressed,” she said.

“Yeah,” I agreed, nodding.

She slipped off the bed and went to her room. I pulled on my clothes and tried not to think too much.

When breakfast arrived, we met on the balcony and sat outside to eat. The food smelled amazing, but the air between us was still awkward and tense.

After a while, Amber finally decided to speak about it. “How did this happen?”

Isabella looked at me, then back at her. “In Aspen,” she said. “It just happened. One thing led to another, and I guess I’ve always kind of found him attractive.”

Amber raised an eyebrow and gave me a look, then smiled quietly before setting her fork down. She seemed to like it when Isabella admitted I was attractive.

“Are you ashamed of us?” Isabella asked.

Amber shook her head. “No. I could never be ashamed of you two. You’re both old enough to make your own decisions.”

We both nodded.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Yeah,” Isabella added. “For being a good mother.”

Amber smiled, and we all kept eating. Things still felt weird, but not in a bad way. Just different.

After a few bites, Amber looked up. “I should also say sorry for storming in like that. I panicked when I saw Isabella wasn’t in her room.”

“It’s okay,” Isabella said. “I get it. Last night, I promised I’d go back to our room, but… it just felt too nice cuddling with my brother.”

Amber smiled softly at that, her expression warm.

“It’s fine… What about your friends? Do they know too?”

She set down her fork. “We tried to hide it from Nadya and Sofi, too,” she admitted. “But we got caught.”

Amber chuckled. “Love’s impossible to hide. I suspected something … but I wasn’t sure. It seemed kind of far-fetched, but I don’t judge you.” She looked at both of us. “It’s fine. Really.”

I let out a breath. “You’re just… a really good mom. Most would’ve freaked out or shamed us.”

Amber nodded slowly. “There are a lot of bad parents out there. I’m not one of them. But you should both know something—my kids, you two, mean the world to me. Always have and always will.”

Me and Isabella both looked at her, and we knew. That wasn’t just something she was saying. We felt it.

She took a sip of her juice and looked at us again. “If you two want to sleep together, you can. You don’t have to hide it.”

Isabella smiled. “Honestly, it wasn’t that bad lying in the same bed as you, Mom.”

Amber just laughed lightly. “It’s fine.”

Isabella leaned back slightly and looked at our mother. “So, what’s the plan for today?”

“I forgot to tell you—but I told Jake—I planned on renting a yacht. Actually did it last night. Figured it could be nice for us to sleep there instead for a night.”

“Isn’t that pricey?” Isabella asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Don’t worry about the price,” Amber said. “I can afford it.”

After we finished eating breakfast, we all got dressed, and Amber headed out to the yacht rental. We checked out a couple of Sunseekers, walking through them one by one until we found one with two suites—one set up for a couple and the other for a guest.

Amber gave us a playful look. “Think the bed’s big enough for you two?”

“Yes,” we both said in unison. Neither of us blushed or hesitated, which honestly surprised me. I expected some awkwardness, but it just felt easy.

Isabella looked excited, and honestly, so was I.

Once it was rented and everything was settled, Amber took the wheel and steered it out from the docks. The sun was high, warm, and perfect, and the water shimmered all around us. Me and Isabella headed up to the bow and sat there together, legs stretched out, shoulders touching. We didn’t say much at first, just took it all in.

Isabella leaned her head lightly against my shoulder. “This is kind of unreal,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Like a dream, you don’t want to wake up from.”

She smiled, closing her eyes for a second. I watched her, the way her hair moved in the breeze, the sunlight brushing her face. She looked peaceful and happy, and so did I.

Amber slowed the yacht a bit and called out to us. “Hey, look over here.”

We turned our heads, and she snapped a photo of us sitting together. She gave us a thumbs up. Then, with a teasing smile, she asked, “Mind giving me one more? How about a kiss on the lips?”

We glanced at each other, then leaned in and kissed. Our mother took the shot.

I let out a soft sigh of relief, and Isabella did the same.

“She really is the best mother,” Isabella said.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “She really is.”

Eventually, Amber brought the yacht to a stop, not too far from the island but still close enough to see the shoreline. She stood at the helm, now dressed in a stunning bikini. Turning to Isabella, she asked, “Sweetie, can you unhook the back for me?” Then she smiled at me. “You’ve already seen your sister’s breasts, so this might not be weird. I just really hate tan lines.”

I rubbed the back of my neck. “It’s okay.”

Isabella grinned. “He peeked through the keyhole once and saw your breasts too.”

Amber smirked but didn’t say anything more. I shot my stepsister a look, but she just grinned back. I stood behind my stepmother as Isabella unhooked her bra. It slipped off and hit the floor, and for a second, it felt like everything moved in slow motion. Then she lay down, her bare chest pressing into the towel, her breasts flattening just enough to spill at the sides.

The sideboob was mouthwatering—plenty to admire—but of course, I wanted more.

She twisted her neck. “Would you like to help out your mother?”

“Sure,” I said. I grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and moved behind my stepmother.

“Take your time,” she said, her voice muffled against the towel. “Make sure you get every inch.”

I knelt beside her, squeezing a generous amount of coconut-scented sunscreen onto my palm. The white cream pooled in my hand, and I rubbed my palms together to warm them before placing them on her shoulders. Her skin was soft and warm under my touch, already heating from the tropical sun in addition to the natural warmth she radiated.

“That feels nice,” she murmured.

I began working the cream into her skin, starting at her shoulders and moving downward. My fingers traced the line of her spine. Her skin was impossibly smooth when considering her age, with a subtle tan that made her look like she was glowing from within.

As I massaged the lotion into her lower back, I couldn’t help but notice how her waist tapered before flaring out to her hips. The bikini bottoms rode low, revealing the dimples just above her ass. My fingers lingered there briefly, circling.

“Lower,” she instructed, her voice turning huskier. “Don’t want to miss any spots.”

I swallowed hard, trying to stop the blood flowing south as I moved my hands lower, my fingers brushing the edge of her bikini bottoms. The round curves of her ass peeked out from beneath the fabric, and I carefully applied the lotion along the border, making sure not to leave any skin unprotected.

Each touch, each glide of my fingers across her skin, sent waves of arousal through my body. Despite my best efforts, I felt myself hardening in my swim trunks, my erection growing more insistent and stubborn. The combination of her nearly naked body, the intimate nature of applying sunscreen, and the memory of seeing her breasts the night before was overwhelming.

I shifted uncomfortably, trying to reposition myself to hide my growing bulge. But as I leaned forward to spread more lotion across her mid-back, my erection pressed against her. I froze, wondering if she’d noticed.

“Everything okay?” she asked, turning her head slightly to look at me over her shoulder.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. “Just making sure I get everything covered.”

She smiled knowingly, her eyes briefly flicking downward before meeting mine again. “You’re very thorough. I appreciate that.”

As I reached the backs of her thighs, working the lotion into her skin with gentle pressure, she let out a moan that sent shivers down my spine. The sound was so sensual, so feminine—it made my cock twitch with need.

“That’s enough,” she said suddenly as if she’d sensed my growing problem. “I can do the front myself. Thank you, sweetheart.”

I nodded, reluctantly pulling my hands away. “No problem,” I said, my voice sounding strained even to my ears.

She smiled at me, something knowing in her expression. “You’re very good at that. Very attentive.”

I mumbled another thank you and stood up, awkwardly trying to hide my erection as I backed away before I could see her forbidden breasts.

“Go enjoy the sun with your sister,” she said, nodding toward where Isabella was sunbathing on the other side of the yacht.

I nodded and made my way over to Isabella, my heart still pounding in my chest. She was lying on her stomach, her golden hair cascading down her back, her perfect ass was framed beautifully by the tiny bikini bottom she wore.

When she heard me approach, she lifted her head and smiled.

“Hey,” she said, her voice playful. “How was your bonding time with Mom?”

“Shut up,” I muttered, though I couldn’t help but smile.

She sat up, adjusting her bikini top. “You look hot and bothered,” she teased, her eyes dropping to the obvious bulge in my swim trunks. “Did something happen?”

I glanced back at our mother, who was now applying lotion to her legs, her back still to us. “You saw and heard what happened.”

“And that got you all worked up?” Isabella giggled. “You’re such a horny teen.”

“As if you aren’t.”

“Fair point.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes, both of us watching as Amber finished applying sunscreen, then laid back on her towel, facing up toward the sun. I could see her breasts now—full, bell-shaped, and downright artistic. Her nipples were thick, suckable, begging for my mouth. That deep, natural cleavage had my mouth watering.

I didn’t bother hiding my arousal. At this point, there was no use pretending. My cock strained against my swim trunks, hard enough to tear through the fabric.

Isabella noticed—of course she did—and flashed me a wicked grin. Suddenly, Isabella grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. She led me across the yacht, away from where Amber was sunbathing, toward the steering deck. From this position, we had a clear view of our mother lying on her towel, her gorgeous breasts fully visible, but we were partially hidden by the yacht’s structure.

Isabella pushed me against the wall, her body pressing against mine. “I’ve never seen you so flustered,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “It’s kind of cute.”

Before I could respond, her lips were on mine, hot and insistent. I melted into the kiss, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, dancing with mine in a familiar rhythm that never failed to drive me wild.

She broke the kiss. “You’re thinking about her, aren’t you?” she whispered, her hand sliding down to cup me through my swim trunks.

I hesitated, guilt washing over me. “I…”

“It’s okay,” Isabella murmured, her fingers tracing the outline of my erection. “I saw how you looked at her. How you touched her.”

Her hand began to move, stroking me through the fabric. The friction was maddening, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

“Want me to help you take the edge off?” Isabella whispered, her fingers already slipping beneath the waistband of my swim trunks.

I nodded, unable to speak as her hand wrapped around my shaft. The sensation of her soft fingers against my heated skin made my knees weak.

“Watch her,” Isabella whispered as she began stroking me with slow, deliberate movements. “Look at our mother while I do this.”

My eyes drifted to where Amber lay on her towel. Her full breasts were completely exposed, glistening with sunscreen in the bright Bahamian sun. Her dark nipples were perfectly centered on her bell-shaped breasts.

“God,” I breathed, my cock growing even harder in Isabella’s grip.

“You like that?” Isabella whispered, increasing her pace slightly. “You like seeing our mother’s tits?”

I couldn’t deny it, not with my body betraying me so completely. My hips bucked involuntarily into Isabella’s fist as she continued her handjob, her thumb occasionally swiping over my sensitive head, spreading the precum that had gathered there.

“Yeah,” I admitted, my voice strained. “She’s beautiful.”

Isabella smiled against my neck, placing soft kisses along my jaw as her hand worked its magic. “Just like that,” she encouraged, her wrist twisting slightly on the upstroke in a way that made me see stars. “Keep watching her while I make you come.”

“Be a good girl and take off my trunks,” I said.

She obeyed without hesitation, sliding them down and freeing my rock-hard cock. Then she moved behind me, her hands already stroking me just the way I liked. It felt filthy and perfect—so wrong, yet right.

I let out a low sigh, my body relaxing into her touch. Thank God I had my hot sister… and gorgeous mother.

“This is just as exciting for me as it is for you,” Isabella whispered, tightening her grip. Her left hand let go, and I felt her spit into her right, then smear the slick warmth over my shaft.

“Ah, that’s better,” I muttered, eyes flicking toward Amber. We were trying to keep our voices down—desperate not to get caught.

Amber shifted slightly on her towel, one arm draped above her head, the other resting on her stomach. The movement caused her breasts to jiggle slightly, and I bit my lip hard to stifle a groan.

“Imagine touching them,” Isabella whispered. “Imagine how soft they’d feel in your hands, how her nipples would harden under your touch.”

The image flooded my mind, and I felt the pressure building at the base of my spine. Isabella’s hand moved faster now, her grip firm but not too tight, creating the perfect friction.

“I’m close,” I warned.

“Come for our dear mother,” she urged, her soft hand sliding up and down my length. “Come while looking at her. Let her know how hot she is.”

My gaze returned to Amber just as she stretched, her back arching slightly, pushing her breasts upward toward the sun. That was all it took. The release hit me like an erupting volcano, my body tensing as cum flooded over Isabella’s hand, wave after wave of hot, intense pleasure washing through me.

Isabella continued stroking, gentler now, milking every last drop as I shuddered against her. When there wasn’t a drop left, she brought her hand up to her lips, licking my cream from her fingers with a wicked gleam in her eye.

“Feel better?” she asked, tucking me back into my swim trunks.

“Yeah,” I said, still trying to recover.

“Hey, you two!” Amber’s voice called out suddenly from behind us.

I stiffened immediately. Had she seen us? Did she know what we’d just done? I quickly adjusted myself, hoping there was no visible evidence of what had just taken place.

Isabella, who looked just as caught off guard, turned to our mother. “Yeah, Mom?”

Amber put on her bikini top and rose to her feet. She approached us, and her skin glistened with sunscreen and a light sheen of sweat from the tropical heat. “I was thinking,” she said, seemingly oblivious to our recent activities, “would you two like to steer the yacht while taking some photos? The water looks perfect right now.”

“Um, sure,” I said, trying not to let my voice crack. “But I don’t really know how to drive this thing.”

Amber smiled, her eyes bright with excitement. “I can teach you. It’s not too difficult once you get the hang of it.”

“Sounds fun,” Isabella chimed in, already moving toward the helm. “I’ve always wanted to drive one of these.”

We followed Amber to the captain’s seat, a large leather chair positioned in front of an array of controls. She gestured for me to sit, and I slid into the chair, my hands hovering over the wheel.

“Okay, so this is pretty straightforward,” Amber began, pointing to various controls. “This is the throttle, these are the trim tabs, and obviously this is the steering wheel. The most important thing is to keep an eye on the depth finder here and watch out for any obstacles.”

I nodded, trying to absorb the information while acutely aware of her standing so close to me right after Isabella had given me a handjob at the sight of her.

“It still feels a bit complicated,” I said.

“Let me show you,” Amber said, stepping closer. She leaned over me from behind, her body pressing against my back as she reached for my hands. “Put this one here,” she said, guiding my right hand to the throttle, “and keep this one on the wheel.”

As she leaned forward, her breasts spilled over my shoulder, the soft weight of them pressing against me through the thin material of her bikini top. I could feel the warmth of her skin and smell the coconut sunscreen mixed with her natural scent. Her breath tickled my ear as she spoke, sweet and warm.

“Feel how sensitive it is?” she asked, her fingers still wrapped around mine on the throttle. “Just a gentle touch is all it needs.”

I nodded. Her proximity was overwhelming, especially after what had just happened with Isabella. The memory of watching Amber’s bare breasts while my stepsister stroked me was still fresh, and now here she was, pressed against me, seemingly unaware of the effect she was having.

“You need to be gentle but firm,” she continued. Her fingers tightened slightly over mine, demonstrating the proper pressure. “Too much and you’ll lurch forward. Too little and you’ll stall.”

Isabella watched us with an amused smile, then approached the captain’s chair. “Mom, I think he might learn better if you sit on his lap,” she suggested, her eyes twinkling mischievously. “That way you can better show him.”

Amber straightened slightly, considering the idea. Her hands remained on mine, her body still close enough that I could feel her heat. “Would that be okay with you, Jake?” she asked, looking down at me with those piercing eyes.

My heart hammered in my chest as I nodded. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

“Alright,” she said, and before I could prepare myself, she slid onto my lap.

My body tensed immediately. Amber positioned herself directly on my thighs, her back against my chest, her ass nestled firmly against my groin. I silently thanked whatever gods were listening that I had just released minutes ago with Isabella’s help; otherwise, this situation would have been even more awkward. But I was still close to pitching a tent again. My manhood already stirred to life.

“Relax,” Amber said, glancing over her shoulder at me with a reassuring smile. “I won’t bite.”

She took my hands in hers, guiding them to the wheel. Her touch was gentle but firm, her fingers wrapping around mine as she showed me how to hold the wheel properly.

“Let’s try a little turn,” Amber said, guiding my hands to steer the yacht slightly to the right. She shifted her weight to accommodate the motion, and I felt her ass grind against my crotch, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. The sensation of her firm, round backside pressing against me was maddening, and despite having just climaxed minutes ago, I felt myself responding immediately.

“Like this?” I asked, my voice sounding strained even to my ears as I attempted to focus on the controls rather than the warm pressure of her body against mine.

“Perfect,” she replied, adjusting her position again. This time, the movement caused her to slide slightly back and forth across my lap, creating friction that made my breath catch. “You just need to be confident with your movements.”

I swallowed hard, trying to control my body’s reaction, but it was useless. With each small adjustment she made, each shift of her weight as she pointed out different controls, her ass ground against my growing hardness. The thin material of my swim trunks and her bikini bottoms did little to disguise what was happening.

“Mom,” I began, not sure what I was going to say, but feeling like I should acknowledge the situation somehow.

She glanced back at me, her eyes meeting mine for a brief moment. Something flickered across her face—recognition, perhaps, or understanding—but she didn’t move away. Instead, she simply turned back to the controls.

“It happens,” she said softly, her voice casual as if we were discussing the weather. “Just focus on steering.”

Isabella, who had been watching this entire exchange with barely concealed amusement, now approached with Mom’s camera in hand.

“How’s the lesson going?” she asked, her eyes darting between us.

“Jake’s a natural,” Amber replied, and I felt her shift again, this time in a way that seemed almost deliberate. Her ass pressed firmly against my now fully erect cock, nestling it perfectly between her cheeks. “He’s got good instincts.”

I bit my lip, trying to concentrate on the task at hand rather than the exquisite torture of having my stepmother’s perfect ass grinding against me. The yacht responded to my touch, cutting smoothly through the crystal-clear water as I gained confidence with the controls.

“I think you’ve got it now,” Amber said after a few more minutes of instruction. She made one final adjustment, grinding her ass against me in a slow, circular motion that made my cock throb painfully. Then, to my mixed relief and disappointment, she stood up. “You can handle it on your own.”

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak as I gripped the wheel tightly, focusing on maintaining our course.

“Isabella,” Amber said, turning to my stepsister. “Would you mind taking the photos?”

“Of course,” Isabella replied, lifting the camera with a smile. “Where do you want to pose?”

“I’ll show you,” Amber said and headed down to the deck.

I kept my hands steady on the wheel while Isabella stood off to the side, taking photos of Amber in her bikini. She posed against the rail, her hair fluttering in the breeze. She looked really gorgeous, and I was dangerously close to losing focus.

Isabella glanced over at me and smirked. “You’re making him distracted.”

Amber smiled, amused.

I shot Isabella a look, trying not to grin.

* * *

Later, we took a break from the water. Amber and Isabella made dinner together in the kitchen. I helped set the table out on the deck. The three of us sat outside, eating while the sun dipped lower in the sky.

It was simple food, grilled fish and salad, but very tasty. We talked about the day, joked around. It felt natural, even though we’d gotten caught earlier.

Isabella ended up pulling out a tub of ice cream after and went through more than half of it on her own. At one point, she scooped up a spoonful and offered it to me.

“Come on, just try one bite,” she said, nudging it toward my lips.

“I’m fine,” I laughed, waving her off. “You’re going to explode.”

She rolled her eyes but kept eating.

After we cleaned up, Isabella started looking a little off. She rubbed her stomach and leaned against the side rail.

“You okay?” I asked.

“I don’t know. My stomach kind of hurts,” she said, leaning forward.

“You should’ve been more careful with the ice cream,” I told her.

“I know,” she muttered.

I reached out and gently patted her back, my eyes scanning her face. “You look really unwell.”

She just nodded.

Amber noticed too. “Go lie down in the guest suite,” she told her.

Isabella nodded, and I helped her down carefully, one arm around her waist. She leaned into me just a little.

“That was sweet of you,” she said quietly as we reached the bottom.

I kissed her gently. “Message me if it gets worse or anything, alright?”

She nodded. “I will.”

After she was settled, Amber turned to me. “Want to join me in the hot tub for a bit?”

“Yeah,” I said without thinking.

She gave a little grin and went to switch it on, the jets kicking in with a low hum. Then she disappeared into the cabin and came back out a few minutes later wearing a new bikini—dark red, low-cut and hugging her in all the right places.

She stepped into the hot tub slowly, her body dipping below the surface. I tried not to stare, but she looked incredible. I climbed in after her, and the warmth hit me right away. We both sank down into the water, sitting there together, just the two of us, warm water bubbling around us as the sky slowly shifted to orange and pink. We talked about life and various topics. She playfully mentioned how Isabella always had a sweet tooth and needed to be more careful. I nodded, agreeing, and she smiled. “It was kind of you to help her down like that,” she said.

“She’s helped and cared for me more than I can count.”

We sat in silence for a few moments before she brought up something deeper. “What’s it like… being with her?”

I looked at the water for a second, then back at her. “I love her. I really do.”

Amber’s smile softened. “I’m not going to judge you. The only thing I’m disappointed about is that you two didn’t come clean earlier.”

I sighed. “We talked about it. We figured you probably wouldn’t mind. We just weren’t sure.”

“You were right,” she said gently. “I don’t.”

We exchanged smiles.

“I kind of regret not doing something like this sooner,” she said. “Feels like time’s flying by faster than I thought.”

I frowned slightly. “I don’t really get it.”

She looked at me with a knowing smile. “You will when you’re older. I didn’t understand it either at your age. Just enjoy life, while it’s still unfolding in front of you.”

She shifted a little closer in the tub. I tried not to look down, but it was hard. She looked incredible, and it was killing me not to stare.

Instead, I tried to focus on what she’d just said. There was something in her voice—like she wasn’t thrilled about being older, even though she still looked sexy as hell.

“You look incredible,” I told her, meaning every word.

She smiled, but it was a little wistful. “That’s sweet of you.”

There was an awkward silence when we glanced at each other. I didn’t know why, but sitting that close to her, steam curling around us, my body started reacting. I shifted a little, trying to play it off, but the heat wasn’t just from the water.

She eventually broke the moment. “Want some champagne?”

I blinked. “I’m only eighteen.”

She chuckled. “I won’t tell anyone.”

“Alright then,” I said.

She stood up slowly, and I couldn’t help but admire the way the water clung to her as she stepped out. Her long legs gleamed in the golden light, toned and smooth, with droplets running down and tracing every curve. I swallowed hard, feeling the heat in my chest as I watched her walk over to the mini fridge near the deck.

She bent slightly to grab the bottle and two glasses, and my eyes were glued to her the whole time. When she turned and came back, she leaned over to hand me a glass, and her chest was right in front of my face. Her breasts, barely contained by the wet bikini top, were glistening and full, round and soft, inches from me.

She stepped into the hot tub, water poured down her body, clinging to her skin in streams. Her breasts swayed gently as she moved, full and perfectly shaped, droplets trailing across her stomach. She looked absolutely stunning.

I couldn’t help staring. She caught me looking again but didn’t call me out. Instead, she just gave a quiet, knowing smile before sitting beside me, close enough for our knees to touch.

She popped the cork off the bottle, and it surprised her—flying open with a sharp pop as champagne bubbled up and spilled straight down her chest. She gasped, laughing as the cold liquid poured over her breasts.

This was just getting better and better. “That was… hot,” I muttered without thinking.

Her eyes flicked to mine, amused. I shut my mouth quickly, realizing I said it out loud.

She just chuckled, pouring some into each glass like nothing happened. She handed me one.

“Cheers,” she said softly.

“Cheers.”

We clinked glasses and took a sip, both inching a little closer without really thinking about it.

“Since Isabella won’t be drinking,” she said with a playful look, “that just means more for the two of us.”

We kept drinking slowly, talking about everything and nothing. She eventually asked, “Do you have any other plans in life? Something you want to do?”

“I kind of like it where I am right now.”

She smiled. “Well, having three beautiful girls around must be plenty of fun.”

“Yeah,” I said, grinning. However, in the back of my mind, I thought there was definitely room for one more.

There was a pause, then she looked over at me. “Did you mean it? What you said earlier… about me being hot?”

I nodded. “Yeah. You’re very attractive.”

Her lips curled upward. “Well… I like how you look too. You’ve really grown up, Jake. You’re a good-looking guy.”

She leaned her head back against the edge of the tub. “I don’t really like older men that much.”

“Understandable,” I said, which made her chuckle.

We talked more, our voices lower now, the sky almost completely dark. Eventually, she yawned.

“Isabella’s in the guest suite,” she said. “We probably should sleep in the couple suite—the king bed. Is that okay with you?”

“Yeah,” I said, my voice a little tighter than I meant it. The thought of sharing that space with her was doing something to me.

She stood up to stretch and turned to step out of the water. I quickly tucked my growing erection into the waistband of my swim shorts before getting up too.

But she glanced back just as I did, catching me in the act. Her eyes lingered a second longer than necessary, and she didn’t say a word.

We both dried off quietly and decided to check on Isabella first. She looked worse than earlier, curled up tighter in the guest bed, her face pale and her skin clammy.

“She doesn’t look good,” I muttered, kneeling beside her again.

“I’ll grab her some medicine,” Amber said, heading to the bathroom cabinet.

I stayed by Isabella’s side, brushing a hand over her arm. “You okay?”

She gave a weak nod. “My tummy hurts.”

“I’m here,” I said quietly.

She smiled weakly, and she wanted to say something but then Amber returned and handed her a couple of pills and a glass of water. “Take these, sweetie. You’ll feel better soon.”

“A nighty night kiss?”

I kissed her on the lips and Amber kissed her forehead.

“Goodnight,” Amber whispered.

“I’ll keep my phone on the nightstand,” I told her. “Just in case.”

“Thanks,” Isabella murmured. “Love you guys.”

Amber told me she needed to use the bathroom first, so I headed to the couple’s suite alone and slid under the sheets. The bed was massive, soft, the sheets cool against my skin. I stared at the ceiling, trying to wrap my head around the fact that I was actually going to sleep beside her. The thought repeated in my head like a heartbeat.

I was already hard, just thinking about her. The hot tub, the champagne, the way she looked dripping wet. I tried to calm myself down, breathing slowly, shifting under the sheets.

A few minutes passed before I heard the door open. She stepped in wearing a silky purple robe that barely covered her curves. It clung to her hips, her chest, dipping low and loose in the front. Her legs were bare, long and smooth, her skin still glowing from the heat of the tub.

She smiled as she came closer. “You comfortable?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice a little too quick. My joystick was still stiff, and the sight of her wasn’t helping. I stayed under the sheet, trying to hide it.

She walked around to her side of the bed and sat down slowly, her robe falling open just a little more. As she pulled the sheets over herself and lay down, I turned my head away, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

But when I glanced back, I caught her eyes drifting down. She saw it. The bulge under the sheets. Her gaze lingered, then flicked back up to my face.

“I kinda feel bad you were looking forward to sleeping with your sister,” she said softly.

“It’s fine,” I replied. “She needs to rest.”

There was a pause—long enough to feel the weight of whatever was coming next.

“Maybe… I could give you a handjob,” she offered, her voice quiet, almost shy.

I blinked, sure I’d misheard her. “What?”

“A handjob,” she repeated.

My heart hammered against my ribs. “Are you serious?”

She nodded, her eyes meeting mine with a mixture of tenderness and lust. “Only if you want to.”

“I do,” I said. I didn’t have to think twice. I was just surprised she suggested it.

Amber smiled. She reached over and slowly pulled the sheet down, revealing my boxers and the prominent bulge straining against the fabric. “Look at you,” she whispered, a hint of admiration in her voice.

I held my breath as her fingers hooked into the waistband of my underwear. She tugged them down gently, and my cock sprang free, fully erect and already leaking precum at the tip.

“You’re already so hard,” she said with a soft giggle, wrapping her slender fingers around my shaft. “Were you thinking about me?”

I nodded, unable to form words as her warm hand began to move, stroking me slowly from base to tip. “Especially after I massaged you with sunscreen,” I said.

“You’ve been hard since then?”

“Kind of… Isabella gave me a handjob while I watched you sunbathe.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, wide for a second—then she giggled. “You’re sneaky. I didn’t notice a thing.”

The sensation was unbelievably intense—different from Isabella’s touch, more experienced somehow, with a confidence that came from years of knowing exactly what a man needs.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“So good,” I managed to say, my hips involuntarily bucking into her hand.

As she leaned over me to get a better angle, her robe fell open, revealing her full, perfect breasts. They swayed gently with each movement of her arm, the nipples already hard and begging to be touched. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from them—those same beautiful tits I’d glimpsed through keyholes and admired in bikinis were now completely exposed to me, inches from my face.

“You can touch them if you want,” she said, noticing where my gaze had landed.

I reached up hesitantly, cupping one of her bells in my palm. It was softer than I’d imagined, warm and heavy, filling my hand perfectly. I brushed my thumb across her nipple, and she let out a soft moan that made my cock twitch in her grip.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, increasing her pace slightly. Her hand glided up and down my length, twisting just so on the upstroke, applying pressure in all the right places.

I fondled both her breasts now, marveling at their perfection. They were different from Isabella’s—fuller, with a slight natural sag that only added to their beauty. The contrast between my sister’s perky, youthful chest and Mom’s was so arousing I could barely contain myself. I squeezed them gently, rolling her nipples between my fingers, drawing out more of those sweet, soft moans.

“I’m getting close,” I warned, feeling the intense pleasure building.

Amber’s eyes lit up with mischief. “Let me aim you,” she whispered. She shifted her position, leaning back slightly as she pointed my cock directly at her chest.

“Oh wow,” I groaned, my hips jerking upward as the pressure built to an unbearable peak as I realized she’d let me finish on her tits. “I’m coming—”

The first rope of cum shot out with surprising force, landing across her left breast in a hot, pearly streak. She kept stroking, milking me through my orgasm as spurt after spurt of thick white cum painted her chest. It splashed across both breasts, some hitting her collarbone and some dripping down the valley between them.

She just grinned and continued to stroke me till every drop was on either her hands or chest. When I finally finished, I collapsed back against the pillows, panting heavily. My mind was reeling, unable to process what had just happened. Amber sat there, my cum glistening on her beautiful breasts, trickling slowly down her skin. The sight was unbelievable—something out of my wildest fantasies.

“Wow,” I breathed, staring at her cum-covered chest. “I can’t believe that just happened.”

She smiled, looking down at herself. A finger traced through the sticky substance on her breast, spreading it around her nipple. “Look at all this,” she said, sounding impressed. “You really needed that, didn’t you?”

“Thank you,” I said, still catching my breath. “You really know what you’re doing.”

Amber’s smile widened, a warm glow spreading across her features. She looked genuinely happy, almost proud. “I’m glad I could help.”

As my breathing steadied, I realized something. This had been all about me. She’d taken care of my needs without asking for anything in return. That didn’t seem fair.

“What about you?” I asked, meeting her eyes. “Can I … help you out too?”

She bit her lip, considering my offer. For a moment, I thought she might refuse, but then she nodded. “I would like that,” she admitted, her voice soft but certain.

“I know just the thing,” I said, sliding off the bed. Isabella’s purse was on the floor next to her nightstand. I knew where she kept her stash and fetched her vibrator. I reached in, feeling around until my fingers closed around something smooth and cylindrical. Bingo. I pulled out her sleek purple vibrator, the one she’d shown me how to use on her countless times before.

Once I turned back to the bed, Amber had removed her robe completely. She lay naked on the bed, her legs slightly parted, her eyes following the toy I held. The sight of her made me stiffen—her full breasts still glistening with my cum, her stomach flat with just the slightest curve, and between her thighs, a neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair.

“What have you got there?” she asked, eyeing the vibrator in my hand.

I held it up with a small smile. “Something I think you’ll enjoy.”

She raised an eyebrow, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Is that your sister’s?”

I nodded, climbing onto the bed. “She won’t mind.”

Amber leaned back against the pillows, spreading her legs wider to reveal her pussy—pink, glistening, and already wet with arousal. The sight was mesmerizing. Her labia were fuller than Isabella’s, her clit slightly larger, peeking out from its hood like it was eager for attention.

“How would you like it?” I asked, settling between her thighs.

A soft giggle escaped her lips. “Pretend I’m your sister,” she said, her voice playful yet sultry. “Do whatever you’d do to her.”

“That will make it a whole lot easier.” I moved closer, my hands sliding up her inner thighs, feeling the softness of her skin. “First,” I said, my voice low, “I’d touch her like this.”

My fingers traced the outer lips of her pussy, gentle and teasing. She was incredibly wet, her arousal coating my fingertips as I explored her folds. I circled her entrance, dipping just the tip of my finger inside, then dragging the wetness up to her clit.

“I like how gentle you are,” she said, her hips lifting slightly to meet my touch. “That’s nice.”

I continued teasing her, watching her reactions carefully. When her breathing quickened, I leaned down, my face hovering just above her center. “Then,” I whispered, my breath hot against her sensitive skin, “I’d taste her.”

My tongue made contact with her pussy, and she gasped, her hands immediately flying to my hair. I licked slowly from her entrance up to her clit, enjoying her taste—richer and more complex than Isabella’s, with a sweetness that was uniquely hers. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, applying gentle pressure before sucking it lightly between my lips.

“Oh,” she moaned, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. Her fingers tightened in my hair, guiding me where she needed me most. “Just like that.”

I devoured her pussy, alternating between broad strokes of my tongue and focused kisses on her clit. Her hips began to rock against my face, her breathing growing more ragged with each passing moment. I slipped a finger inside her, then another, curling them upward to find that spot Isabella loved.

“Jake,” she gasped, her back arching off the bed. “Oh, I love that.”

Hearing my name from her lips in that desperate, needy tone made me aroused. My cock was already hardening again, eager for more despite having just come minutes earlier.

After thoroughly worshipping her with my mouth, I reached for the vibrator. I turned it on, the low hum filling the room as I brought it to her slick entrance. Her eyes widened with anticipation as I teased her opening with the smooth tip.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Just push it inside.”

I slowly pushed the vibrator inside her, watching as her pussy stretched to accommodate it. The sight was mesmerizing—her glistening folds parting, her entrance gripping the purple shaft as it disappeared inside her. Once it was fully seated, I began to move it in and out with deliberate strokes, twisting it slightly on each withdrawal.

“Wow,” she hissed, her hips rising to meet each thrust. “Isabella better buy me one of those later.”

I increased the speed, angling the vibrator to hit all her sensitive nerves. With my free hand, I reached up to caress her breast, rolling her nipple between my fingers, smearing my cum across her skin.

“I’m going to turn it up,” I warned, clicking the button to increase the vibration intensity.

The effect was immediate. Amber’s whole body tensed, her mouth falling open as the heightened sensations washed over her. I continued fucking her with the toy, maintaining a steady rhythm as I leaned down to take her other nipple into my mouth, sucking it hard.

“I’m almost there,” she gasped, her hands clutching at the sheets. “So close—don’t stop.”

I could feel her approaching the edge, her pussy clenching around the vibrator, her breathing growing more erratic. I pressed the toy firmly against her and used my thumb to circle her clit, providing dual stimulation that would push her over the brink.

Her orgasm hit her. Her back arched off the bed, her thighs clamping around my hand as waves of pleasure crashed through her body. I kept the vibrator pressed firmly against her sweet spot, watching in awe as she convulsed and trembled beneath me.

“Oh God, Jake!” she cried out, her voice breaking as her climax peaked. Her pussy contracted around the toy, her wetness flowing freely over my fingers.

I maintained the perfect pressure, not too hard, not too soft, helping her ride through every tremor of her orgasm. Her face was pure orgasmic—eyes squeezed shut, lips parted and cheeks flushed with a red color. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

As her spasms gradually subsided, I eased the vibration down, slowly withdrawing the toy while she caught her breath. She looked absolutely stunning—skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat, hair splayed across the pillow, chest rising and falling with each deep breath.

I set the vibrator aside and moved up to lie beside her.

“I haven’t orgasmed in years” she finally murmured, her voice soft and slightly hoarse.

“How did it feel?”

“Amazing.” She looked up at me, her eyes searching mine. “I know this is probably a little strange,” she said, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest. “I hope I didn’t make you uncomfortable.”

I shook my head immediately. “No, not at all. It felt great. Really great.”

“For me too,” she admitted with a soft smile. “Though I can’t help feeling it’s slightly…”

“Forbidden?” I suggested.

She nodded. “Yes. But in the best possible way.”

I tightened my arm around her, drawing her closer. “I think we’re past worrying about what’s forbidden and what’s not,” I said. “After what you saw this morning with me and Isabella.”

A small laugh escaped her lips. “True. I suppose normal went out the window a long time ago.”

We fell silent again, and slowly, we fell asleep.


Chapter 4

Islipped into a dream as soon as I closed my eyes. My stepmother stood at the yacht’s railing, looking out over the moonlit water. She was completely naked, her skin glowing silver in the darkness. I approached her from behind, wrapping my arms around her waist.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” she whispered, leaning back against me.

My hands roamed over her body, cupping her breasts and exploring them. She moaned, grinding her ass against my hardening cock.

“I want you,” I murmured.

She turned her head. “Then take me,” she said.

“Where?”

“In my ass,” she said with a giggle, turning back to the water and bending over.

I bent her forward over the railing, my hands gripping her hips. She arched her back, presenting her ass to me. I ran my fingers between her cheeks, finding her tight entrance already slick with lube.

“What’s taking so long?” she asked, pushing back against me.

I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her tight hole. Just as I was about to push inside, to feel that incredible tightness envelop me—I jerked awake, my body on fire with lust. The room was dark, but I could feel warmth pressed against me. I was spooning my stepmother, my arm draped over her waist, my cock nestled between the cheeks of her ass. The thin fabric of her panties was the only barrier between us.

My hips were already moving, grinding against her in an instinctive rhythm as if I were fucking her. I was so close, teetering on the edge of my dream. Before I could stop myself, the sensation overwhelmed me. I gasped as my orgasm hit, my cock pulsing as I came hard, hot streams shooting between her ass cheeks, soaking through her panties and spilling onto her skin.

As the waves of pleasure subsided, horror washed over me. What had I done? I tried to pull away, but it was too late—Amber was stirring, awakened by my movements or the sudden wetness between her legs.

“Jake?” she murmured.

“I’m so sorry,” I stammered. “I was dreaming, and I—I didn’t mean to—”

She shifted, turning her head to look at me over her shoulder. To my surprise, a carefree smile played on her lips.

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” she said, reaching back to touch my face. “These things happen.”

“But I—”

“Shh,” she soothed. “You were having a wet dream, that’s all. Nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I swallowed hard, unable to believe she was being so understanding. “I made a mess,” I admitted.

Her smile widened slightly. “That’s what washing machines are for.” She shifted, grimacing slightly as she felt my sticky semen between her legs. “Let me clean up first, then you can shower.”

“No, let me go first,” I insisted, eager to escape the awkwardness. “I’ll be quick.”

She nodded, and I slipped out of bed, grabbing a fresh pair of boxers before heading to the bathroom. Under the hot spray of the shower, I tried to process everything that had happened. Last night with Amber, the handjob, the vibrator and now this morning’s accident. It was overwhelming how quickly things were changing between us, and I didn’t mind. I wanted more.

After washing thoroughly, I wrapped a towel around my waist and stepped back into the bedroom. The bed was empty, the sheets changed. Amber must have cleaned up while I was in the shower. I dressed quickly in shorts and a t-shirt, then decided to check on Isabella.

As I approached the guest suite, I heard voices. The door was slightly ajar, and I could see Amber sitting on the edge of Isabella’s bed, a hand pressed to her forehead.

“Feeling any better?” Amber asked, her voice gentle.

“Much better,” Isabella replied, sounding stronger than last night. “I think it was just too much ice cream. I’m starving now.”

I knocked lightly on the door frame. “Hey,” I said, stepping into the room. “Good to see you’re not dying anymore.”

Isabella grinned. “Takes more than dairy to kill me.” She was sitting up in bed, wearing a thin tank top, her hair tousled from sleep. Despite having been sick, she looked radiant.

Amber stood up. “I’ll make some breakfast. Something light for your stomach, Isabella.”

“Thanks, Mom,” she said.

Amber turned to leave, giving me a brief smile as she passed. There was something in her eyes—a mix of tenderness and something more. But she didn’t say anything about last night or this morning.

Once Amber left, Isabella patted the bed beside her. “Come here. I missed you last night.”

I sat down, and she immediately leaned against me. “How was sleeping with Mom?” she asked, a mischievous glint in her eye.

I hesitated. “It was … interesting.”

“Interesting how?” She raised an eyebrow.

“We … did some stuff,” I admitted, trying not to sound nervous.

Her eyes widened. “What kind of stuff?”

“She gave me a handjob,” I said, still hardly believing it myself. “And I used your vibrator on her.”

Isabella’s mouth fell open. “Are you serious? Holy shit, Jake!”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “And then this morning, I kind of … had an accident. While spooning her.”

“Oh my God,” Isabella whispered, her eyes dancing with excitement. “So you two actually–”

“Not exactly,” I clarified. “We didn’t have sex.”

Isabella bit her lip, her eyes darkening with desire. “So Mom’s okay with us being together and she even joined in a little?”

“Yeah, seems that way,” I said, still processing it all myself.

She shifted closer, her hand sliding up my thigh. “Jake,” she whispered, her voice suddenly husky. “I want you to fuck me. Right now.”

“Are you sure? You were sick last night and our mother is just right around the corner.”

“I’m fine now,” she insisted, her fingers already working at the button of my shorts. “Better than fine. And hearing about you and Mom has got me so wet.”

I glanced toward the door. “What about—”

“She’s making breakfast,” Isabella said, tugging my shorts down. “We’ll be quick.”

The thought of being caught again should have deterred me, but instead, it sent a thrill of excitement through my body. My cock was already hardening as Isabella pulled off her tank top, revealing her teardrops.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I murmured, pushing her back against the pillows. Once I’d seen her nude, it wasn’t like I could resist her.

She spread her legs, revealing she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal. “Welcome home,” she said flirtatiously.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. With one smooth thrust, I buried myself to the hilt, both of us gasping at the sensation.

“Oh, there we go,” she said, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Fuck me, little brother.”

I began to thrust my hips back and forth. Her raw pussy was incredibly tight and wet, gripping my cock perfectly with each thrust.

“Hmm,” she moaned. “Just like that.”

I increased my pace, the bed creaking beneath us as I pounded into her. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper, her moans growing louder with each stroke.

Just then, the door swung open. “Breakfast is almost—oh!”

We froze mid-thrust, both our heads whipping toward the sound. Our mother stood in the doorway, a spatula in her hand, her eyes wide as she took in the scene before her.

For a moment, no one moved or spoke. Then Amber cleared her throat, a blush spreading across her cheeks. “I’m so sorry,” she said, already backing out of the room. “I should have knocked. Um, breakfast will be ready in ten minutes.” She pulled the door shut quickly, leaving us alone.

Isabella and I stared at each other for a beat, then burst into nervous laughter.

“What do we do now?” I whispered, still buried deep inside her.

Isabella bit her lip, her pupils dilated with lust. “Are you kidding? This just made me hornier.”

She rolled her hips against mine, reminding me of our unfinished business. The embarrassment of being caught quickly melted away as pleasure took over again. I resumed thrusting, harder now.

“Hmm,” she moaned, not bothering to keep her voice down anymore. “Don’t stop.”

Her back arched off the bed, her breasts bouncing with each powerful thrust. The wet sounds of our bodies slapping together filled the room, punctuated by her increasingly desperate moans.

She closed her eyes and threw her head back. Her pussy clenched around me, her whole body shuddering with the force of her orgasm. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and I buried myself to the hilt as I exploded inside her, filling her with rope after rope of hot cum.

We collapsed together, panting and sweaty, our bodies still joined. After a moment to catch our breath, I pulled out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy.

“Oh, what a beautiful way to wake up,” Isabella whispered, pressing a kiss to my lips.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “We should probably get dressed before breakfast gets cold.”

She nodded, reluctantly separating from me. We cleaned up quickly and threw on some clothes before heading to the yacht’s dining area, where our mother was setting plates on the table.

She looked up as we entered, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “Perfect timing,” she said, gesturing to the food. “I made pancakes and fruit—something light for Isabella’s stomach.”

“Looks delicious,” I said, avoiding her eyes as I took a seat.

Isabella seemed to have no such reservations. “Sorry about that, Mom,” she said cheerfully. “We got a little carried away.”

Amber waved her hand dismissively. “Don’t apologize. I should have knocked. This yacht isn’t exactly built for privacy.”

We began eating, the awkwardness gradually fading as we enjoyed the food and the beautiful view of the ocean through the windows. The pancakes were fluffy and perfect, topped with fresh berries and maple syrup.

“These are amazing,” Isabella said between bites.

“Thank you, sweetie,” Amber replied. She glanced at me, her cheeks pinkening. “I’m impressed with your stamina, Jake.”

I nearly choked on my orange juice. “What?”

“You know what I mean,” she said with a wink.

“I do too,” Isabella added, flashing a wicked grin.

I gave in with a smirk and went back to eating.

* * *

We returned to the yacht in the morning. The sun was already up, the sky clear, the dock calm as we stepped off and handed back the keys. Amber signed the papers, chatted a bit with the staff, and smiled like she didn’t have a care in the world.

Afterward, we headed down to the beach. The sand was warm under our feet. Amber spread out a towel and lay back under the umbrella with a book.

“You two go have fun,” she said, waving her hand. “I just want to relax today.”

Isabella tilted her head. “Promise you won’t work?”

Amber rolled her eyes and held up her book. “Promise.”

We left her there and walked along the shore. Waves gently lapped at our feet, and Isabella slipped her hand into mine. She didn’t say anything at first, just let the silence stretch, the breeze brushing her blonde hair across her face.

Then she looked up at me with that familiar smirk. “She looks a lot happier than earlier.”

I glanced back toward the umbrella. “Yeah. Guess breakfast put her in a better mood.”

Isabella gave me a knowing look. “Mmm. I’m sure it was the pancakes and not, you know … the hand stuff.”

I chuckled. “Probably helped.”

“Probably,” she said with an eye roll. “I know one thing is for certain. Her breasts are gorgeous.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Your boobs are also pretty.”

She grinned. “But hers are like way bigger.”

“They’re both beautiful,” I said.

“Okay, diplomat,” she teased. “What about her pussy?”

I snorted. “Similar.”

That made her giggle. “I like it when she’s happy,” she said after a moment. “I really do. But I still feel like something’s missing in her life.”

I nodded. “Yeah. I feel that too.”

She looked up at me again. “You didn’t think I’d find out? About what happened in the bed.”

I stopped walking. “I told you.”

“I know,” she said. “But I would’ve noticed anyway.”

I didn’t argue.

She squinted at me. “Would you ever consider having sex with her?”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Uh…”

She grinned. “You’re blushing.”

I rubbed the back of my neck. “I mean, I could imagine it.”

“Mmhmm.” She stepped closer. “You ever dreamt about it?”

I hesitated. “Last night. Kinda had a wet dream.”

“Oh?” she said, eyes gleaming. “Details.”

“I, uh … I finished in her ass.”

Isabella snorted and covered her mouth, laughing. “Of course you did.”

She leaned in, still giggling. “What about when you woke up?”

I shrugged, a little embarrassed. “Ended up spilling it on her cheeks.”

Isabella blinked, then burst out laughing again. “Oh my god. That’s what she meant.”

“What?” I asked.

“When she complimented your stamina at breakfast. I thought she was just being flirty. You fucked me right after.”

I laughed with her, the warmth of it easing the tension between us.

Eventually, we turned back, heading up the beach. When we reached the umbrella, we insisted Amber come walking with us. She rolled her eyes but smiled and got up, brushing the sand from her legs.

“Fine, but only if we eat after. I’m starving.”

We wandered the shoreline together, the three of us chatting and joking like nothing was out of the ordinary. No one brought up anything sexual. There were just laughs teasing, and the occasional silence.

Later, Amber took us out to a restaurant just off the beach. We ate fresh seafood and talked about various topics.

On the way back, a sudden storm rolled in. Thunder cracked overhead, lightning streaked the sky and fat raindrops started pelting down before we even made it halfway to the resort.

“God damn!” I grabbed Isabella’s hand, and we all took off running.

“Go, go, go!” Amber yelled behind us, holding her purse over her head as if that would help.

“This is insane!” Isabella shouted, slipping a little in the sand as we made it to the boardwalk.

“I swear I checked the forecast,” Amber said.

“I guess tropical weather doesn’t care about forecasts!” Isabella laughed.

By the time we reached the suite, we were soaked through—hair plastered and clothes clinging to every curve. I fumbled with the keycard as thunder rolled again.

“Hurry up!” Isabella giggled, shivering.

“I’m trying, my fingers are wet!”

The door finally beeped, and we tumbled inside, all of us catching our breath, dripping water all over the tile floor.

“Well, that was one way to cool off,” Amber said, brushing wet hair out of her face.

“I can’t feel my toes,” Isabella said, laughing as she peeled off her soaked top. “That storm came out of nowhere.”

I ran a hand through my hair, sending a few droplets flying. “We look like we just walked through a car wash.”

Amber smiled and shook her head. “Alright, everyone strip out of those wet clothes before someone catches a cold.”

Just then, the lights flickered—then died completely.

“Oh great,” Isabella muttered. “Power’s out.”

“Welcome to island living,” I said, peering through the dim room.

Amber grabbed her phone and turned on the flashlight. “We’ve got candles somewhere, right?”

A few minutes later, we had three candles flickering on the table. It wasn’t much, but enough. The warm glow made everything feel more intimate.

We were still damp and laughing as we wrapped ourselves in towels, trying to dry off. Isabella curled up next to me on the couch while Amber brought another blanket over.

A knock came at the door. Rising to my feet, I answered, and a young woman from the resort staff stood there, smiling apologetically.

“I’m so sorry about the outage. We won’t be able to restore electricity until tomorrow morning,” she said. “But we brought a few things to help you stay comfortable.”

She handed me a large tray with biscuits, fruit, and sandwiches, then motioned for the man behind her to bring in a small stack of firewood.

“We figured the fireplace might help with warmth and light tonight. Again, we’re truly sorry.”

I smiled. “Thanks, this helps a lot.”

As they left, Amber raised an eyebrow. “They brought snacks but no steak?”

“You and your steak,” Isabella teased.

“I was looking forward to it,” Amber said with a playful pout.

We started setting up near the fireplace, the sound of rain tapping the windows while candlelight danced around us.

We snacked on the fruits and biscuits first, passing them around casually. Isabella fed me a piece of pineapple, smiling as I bit it from her fingers, then I grabbed a cookie and did the same to her. She took a bite, letting the juices trickle down her chin.

Then we moved on to the turkey sandwiches. They weren’t great, but they filled the silence, the kind that felt comfortable. Amber leaned back on one of the big cushions and let out a sigh.

“This isn’t as bad as I thought it’d be,” she said.

Isabella nodded. “I wish we had more moments like this. Just for ourselves.”

Amber smiled, then tilted her head. “You two feeding each other reminded me of something. That time we went to Oregon, remember the cookie bag?”

Isabella chuckled. “Oh my god, yes.”

“You both ended up wrestling on the floor, fighting over it like animals,” Amber said, shaking her head.

I remembered. Not just the moment but how it felt. Her weight pressed against me, our bodies tangled, the heat of it. I glanced at her and saw the grin on her face, knowing and sharp.

“I wanted to share it fairly,” I said, smirking. “But someone kept eating.”

Isabella raised her eyebrows, leaned forward slightly. “Oh please, you practically guarded the bag like it was a national treasure.”

“Because you had no self-control. You were inhaling them.”

“I was enjoying them,” she said, grabbing a leftover cookie and taking a dramatic bite. “You were watching me like I was committing a crime.”

“Because you were. A snack crime.”

She chuckled, then poked my side. “You’re just mad I was faster.”

“I let you win.”

She laughed. “You wish.”

I leaned back with a grin. “You tackled me. I still remember you landing on top of me like a wild animal.”

Her grin widened. “You didn’t seem to mind.”

I didn’t answer, just held her gaze. “Maybe I didn’t.”

“Take this, then!” she suddenly said, and lunged.

She started tickling my sides. I twisted and tried to dodge, but she was quick, pinning me halfway down the couch. I laughed, trying to fight her off, the memory of us wrestling flashing through my head. I twisted and tried to dodge, but she was quick, pinning me halfway down the couch. I laughed, trying to fight her off, the memory of us wrestling flashing through my head.

“You’re not escaping this time!” Isabella said, climbing fully on top of me now.

I gripped her waist, attempting to flip her over, but she pressed her body down firmly against mine. In our struggle, her hips shifted directly over my crotch, creating a friction that sent an immediate jolt through my body. She must have felt it too, because her playful giggling suddenly quieted, her eyes locking with mine.

“Got you now,” she whispered, but there was no more teasing in her voice.

As we continued to wrestle, her body rocked against mine. Each movement brought her center against my rapidly hardening cock. I could feel the heat of her through the material, the softness of her thighs straddling me.

She did not attempt to move away. Instead, her hips began a subtle, deliberate rhythm, grinding down as her hands still pinned my shoulders. Her breath quickened, eyes half-lidded but never leaving mine.

My hands slid to her hips, not to push her away but to guide her movements.

The pressure and friction were building, the pretense of wrestling long abandoned. Her lips parted slightly, a soft gasp escaping as she found just the right angle.

“Careful!” Amber called out, bursting our playful moment. “Don’t knock over the candles. You’re gonna make a mess.”

We finally stopped, breathing hard, laughing under our breaths. Isabella sat beside me again, brushing hair from her face.

“You still haven’t grown up,” Amber said, but she was smiling.

“It’s just play fighting,” Isabella said with a wink. She kissed me on the cheek, and we both knew it was a bit more than play fighting.

The laughter faded into a more comfortable quiet. We shifted closer, the fire crackling behind us. Amber leaned back, sipping from her drink, her eyes flicking between us with a tired but content expression. Our mother had done the right thing. If she would have let us fight longer, we could have burned down this room.

Isabella looked at her for a long moment, then spoke a little softer. “Was it hard, raising us by yourself?”

Amber didn’t answer right away. She glanced at the fire, then back at us. “You two were always my angels,” she said. “But running the business—that was the hard part.”

“How did you get into makeup?” Isabella asked.

Amber shifted her legs under the blanket. “I wanted women to feel beautiful. To look in the mirror and see someone strong, someone worth loving. It started as just an idea, but then I couldn’t stop. I needed to make it real. I also needed the money to raise you.”

Isabella leaned closer. “You’ve always been caring. You made sure we were okay, even when you were clearly tired.”

Amber gave her a warm smile. “You two made it worth it. I’m proud of both of you.”

“I’m proud of you too,” Isabella said. “But I’ve always wondered … why push yourself so hard? You never stopped.”

Amber looked into the fire again. “Living isn’t cheap. And I wanted you both to have a future that didn’t depend on luck. That meant working hard, even when it sucked. But the truth is, you two were the biggest reason I worked like I did. You were my motivation.”

We sat there quietly for a beat.

“You’ve never said that before,” I said.

Amber nodded. “I know. But it’s true.”

Isabella smiled and nudged me gently. “Guess we weren’t just brats after all.”

Amber chuckled. “Not always. You were exhausting sometimes, but never ungrateful. I saw how much you cared about each other, even when you were fighting.”

I leaned forward, elbows on my knees. “Did you ever think about giving up the business? Doing something else?”

“A few times,” she admitted. “But nothing ever felt right. Makeup gave me purpose. And you two gave it meaning.”

Isabella’s expression softened. “We had no idea.”

“You weren’t supposed to,” Amber said. “You were kids. I just wanted you to be happy and not worry about grown-up stuff.”

I glanced at Isabella, then back at her. “Still, it’s good to hear.”

“Well,” Amber said, her voice quieting, “I think I needed to say it more than you needed to hear it.”

Isabella turned to me with a mischievous look. “You know… maybe we should start something of our own.”

I raised an eyebrow. “There are already plenty of cookie companies out there.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Smartass.” She looked like she was about to pounce again, shoulders twitching.

“Don’t even think about it,” Amber said, slipping between us with a chuckle. “That’s enough wrestling for one night. And watch the candles, please. I don’t want this cute little memory turning into a fire hazard.”

I laughed and leaned back. “Still, it’d be fun. Starting something, I mean.”

Amber glanced at me. “It is fun. But it’s a lot of work, too. Still, I wouldn’t want to discourage you. The most important part of life is to follow your heart.”

I looked over at Isabella and smiled. Amber then added, “You did that with her.”

We leaned in and kissed. When we pulled back, Amber wiped a tear from her eye, smiling.

Isabella curled up next to her, resting her head on Amber’s shoulder. “Was it hard? Being single all this time?”

Amber shook her head gently. “Not really. My focus was always on you two.”

“But it’s still not fun to sleep alone,” Isabella murmured.

Amber sighed but kept smiling. “Don’t think about me, honey.”

Isabella gave her a look. “That’s impossible.”

Amber hesitated, then said quietly, “Honestly? I just didn’t want to bring in someone you’d both probably hate.”

I blinked. “Yeah… I probably wouldn’t have liked that.”

She gave me a nod. “I’m glad you’re being honest. That’s why I never tried. It wasn’t worth the risk.”

Isabella shifted under the blanket. “I would’ve felt the same. We had a good thing going. I didn’t want that messed up.”

Amber smiled and looked at us both. “You were always enough for me. That’s why I gave everything I had.”

Isabella tilted her head. “If you had one wish, right now, what would it be?”

Amber gave her a look. “Honestly? I don’t know. My life’s pretty happy as it is.”

“C’mon, you have to say something,” Isabella said, nudging her gently.

Amber chuckled. “Fine. A steak. That’s my wish.”

Isabella laughed. “You and that steak. When we were stuck in the cave in Aspen, I was starving, so I had to do something else to stay full.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Something else?”

Isabella smirked and looked over at me. “Let’s just say… Jake helped.”

Amber tilted her head, a curious expression crossing her face. “What exactly was that? What did you do when you were hungry in Aspen?”

Isabella’s eyes flickered to mine. “I sucked him off for the first time,” she said simply as if discussing the weather. “Right there in the cave.”

Amber’s cheeks pinked in the firelight, her eyes widening slightly. She glanced between us, her expression a mixture of intrigue and desire. “I see,” she said, her voice slightly huskier than before. After a moment’s hesitation, she asked, “And how did that feel? For you, I mean.”

Isabella smiled. “It felt surprisingly good. I liked having him in my mouth.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a suggestive tone. “You know, if you’re hungry now, you could try it on Jake too.”

Amber gave her a look—sharp, surprised—but then her lips curved into a small smile. She took a slow breath, shaking her head slightly.

“I’m fine, sweetheart,” she said, her voice gentle but firm. “The sandwiches were enough for me.” She paused, then added with a hint of amusement, “But I appreciate the… unconventional offer.”

The fire crackled in the silence that followed. I felt my heart hammering in my chest, unable to believe what Isabella had just suggested—or that Amber hadn’t immediately shut it down completely.

“Sorry,” Isabella said, though she didn’t sound sorry at all. “I didn’t mean to make things awkward.”

Amber reached out and touched her cheek gently. “You didn’t. We’re all adults here.” Her eyes met mine briefly, and I could swear I saw something flicker in them. “I’m just glad you two have found something special together.”

Isabella leaned back, resting her head on my shoulder. “We have,” she agreed. “Though I never expected it to happen this way.”

“Life rarely goes as expected,” Amber said, her voice soft as she gazed into the fire. “Sometimes the most beautiful things come from the most unexpected places.”

I watched her in the flickering light, the way the flames cast golden highlights across her features. She was beautiful, thoughtful, and somehow seemed both vulnerable and strong in that moment.

“I think,” Amber continued after a moment, “that what matters most is that you’re both happy.” She looked up at us, her eyes warm. “Are you? Happy, I mean?”

“Yes,” Isabella and I answered in unison, then laughed.

“Good,” Amber said, smiling genuinely. “That’s all I’ve ever wanted for you both.”

“What about you?” Isabella asked. “Are you happy?”

“Yes,” Amber said, smiling.

“That’s the weakest ‘yes’ I’ve ever heard from you,” Isabella said, raising an eyebrow.

“No, it wasn’t,” Amber argued.

“I think it was,” Isabella replied with a knowing smirk.

“Then tell me—what’s missing?” Amber asked.

“For one, you said you wanted a steak,” Isabella pointed out.

“But I’m fine,” Amber said, waving her hand dismissively. “It’s not like I’m starving.”

“Well,” Isabella said, her voice a little lower, “if you ever change your mind… Jake can help.”

Amber turned to me—and this time, she really looked. Not brushing me off, not smiling it away. Her gaze lingered. “Would you be okay with it?” she asked after a long pause.

Her words hit me deeper than I expected. There was something vulnerable in them. Isabella had been right—something was missing in her life.

“I wouldn’t mind,” I said, eyes flicking to her smooth, perfect lips—wondering how it would feel to have them slide up and down my length.

A slow smile spread across her face before she turned back to Isabella. “Can I see you do it first?”

“Of course,” Isabella said without hesitation. She slid from her seat and knelt between my legs, her fingers already reaching for the waistband of my shorts. She smiled up at me, taking her time. I smiled back at her, feeling the thrill of an upcoming blowjob, but at the same time, it felt extra special having our mother watching us.

Amber shifted closer, her eyes fixed on Isabella. The firelight danced across her face, highlighting the flush on her cheeks and the anticipation in her eyes.

Isabella unbuttoned my shorts and slowly pulled them down along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, already hard and throbbing. Isabella’s smile widened as she wrapped her fingers around it.

“I think he’s been thinking of you,” she murmured, stroking me slowly while glancing at Amber.

“I think it’s all you,” Amber said while her eyes didn’t leave my erection.

“It’s been both,” I admitted.

Isabella smiled up at me before lowering her head. She ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft, from base to tip, before taking me into her mouth. She swallowed me, and I couldn’t help the groan that escaped my lips. She began bobbing her head, taking me deeper with each bob, her blonde hair falling forward to frame her face.

After a minute of stretching her lips, Isabella pulled back. She turned to Amber with a mischievous smile. “Your turn,” she said, still holding my cock firmly in her hand. “Don’t be shy.”

Amber gave Isabella a look. “I’m not shy … it’s just, we’ve never crossed these kinds of boundaries before.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” Isabella said with a smirk. “And besides, you gave him a hand the other night.”

“Well, sucking is a bit different,” she said, her voice lower now, almost nervous.

“I don’t think so,” Isabella replied, casual and confident.

Then Amber turned to me. Her eyes held a question. “What do you say?”

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing. “I think you both have a point.”

She looked at me slowly, her eyes lingering below my waist. Then she smiled—soft, uncertain, but undeniably turned on. “Well … since it’s getting hot in here,” she said, fingers drifting to the edge of her top, “I might take some clothes off.”

Amber stood up, her eyes never leaving mine as her fingers went to the hem of her shirt. In one fluid motion, she pulled it over her head, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her full breasts.

She reached behind to unhook her bra. The straps slid down her shoulders as she freed herself from the garment, her breasts spilling out—full, round, and perfect, with thick nipples that I wanted to suck on.

Isabella smiled, moving aside to make room. “He’s all yours,” she whispered to Amber.

Amber knelt between my legs, her bare, bell-shaped breasts swaying slightly with the movement. She hesitated for just a moment, then leaned forward, her fingers wrapping around my shaft. She looked up at me through her lashes, a hint of nervousness in her eyes that quickly gave way to desire.

“Are you ready?” she asked as we were about to cross a line.

I nodded. “I am.”

She lowered her head, her lips parting as she took the tip into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked on it first, getting used to the feeling. I leaned back and groaned, a deep sound I couldn’t hold in.

There was something incredibly powerful about watching my stepmother sucking my cock like she’d been wanting to for years. And maybe she had.

My mind spun, flashing back to when I first started seeing her differently. When puberty hit and I couldn’t stop noticing how tight her dresses were, how her body moved when she walked through the house. All those nights I woke up sticky and ashamed after dreaming about her…

But this wasn’t a dream. This was real. And it felt amazing.

Her tongue slid along the underside of my cock, her lips wrapping tight as she took me deeper and deeper, moaning like she needed me in her throat. I didn’t hold back. I wasn’t hiding anything anymore. My hips flexed on instinct, and she took it—welcoming every inch, every sound I made.

Those years of guilt and fantasy were melting away right there, between her lips.

“God, Amber,” I groaned, my hands instinctively moving to tangle in her hair.

She hummed around me, the vibration intensifying the sensation. Her technique was different from Isabella’s—more measured, more deliberate, but no less arousing. She knew exactly what she was doing, using her tongue and lips in ways that had me gasping.

As she continued, a smile played at the corners of her mouth. Then came a giggle, muffled by my cock still between her lips.

“Is something funny?” I asked, breathless with pleasure but curious.

She pulled back, licking her lips as she looked up at me. “I just forgot how much I enjoyed this,” she admitted, her voice husky. “It’s been so long, but it feels so natural.” Her hand continued to stroke me as she spoke.

Isabella slid closer, watching with fascination. “You look like you’re really enjoying it,” she told Amber, reaching out to stroke her hair.

“It’s because I am.” Amber smiled and returned to her task, opening her mouth and taking me deeper this time, her throat relaxing to accommodate my girth. Her hands moved to cup my balls, gently massaging them as she sucked. I felt my orgasm quickly building. I couldn’t hold it in for long since it was so intense seeing my stepmother take my most private part between her lips.

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

Instead of pulling away, she sucked me harder and wetter, her eyes locked with mine as she brought me to the edge. The realization hit me all at once—this was my stepmother pleasuring me, her lips wrapped around my cock, her tongue working its magic. It was the most taboo thing I’d ever experienced, and yet it felt incredible, electric, like nothing I’d felt before.

“Amber,” I gasped, threading my fingers through her hair, “this feels so good.”

She pulled back slightly, her hand continuing to stroke me as she caught her breath. Her eyes met mine, dark with desire. “Do you feel it too?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “How forbidden this is?”

She nodded slowly, her lips glistening. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice husky with arousal. “But sometimes the forbidden things feel the best.” She gave me a small smile. “And this… this feels right, somehow. Being with both of you like this.”

Before I could respond, she lowered her head again, taking me deep into her mouth. Her hands gripped my thighs as she bobbed her head, gagging a little every time the head bonked the back of her throat. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room, punctuated by my increasingly ragged breathing.

I started squirming, the pleasure intensifying.

Amber’s eyes locked with mine, maintaining that connection as she worked me toward a climax. The intensity of her gaze, combined with the incredible sensation of her mouth, pushed me over the edge. I gripped the couch cushions, my hips bucking slightly as the pleasure crested.

“I’m coming,” I managed to warn her, but she didn’t pull away.

Instead, she held my gaze and lowered down till her lips touched the root, and then she let me erupt in her mouth, my cock pulsing and twitching as I released rope after rope of hot cum. She swallowed every drop, never breaking eye contact. The intimacy of that moment—coming inside my stepmother’s mouth while looking directly into her eyes—was almost too much to bear.

When the last wave of pleasure subsided, she slowly released me, licking her lips with a satisfied expression. She sat back on her heels, a flush spreading across her chest and neck.

“You taste good,” she said simply.

Isabella leaned forward and kissed Amber on the cheek. “That was amazing to watch,” she whispered.

I was still trying to catch my breath, overwhelmed by what had just happened. “I… wow,” was all I could manage.

I leaned back against the couch cushions. The pleasure Amber had given me was incredible, but it was more than just physical satisfaction—there was something deeper here, a connection I hadn’t expected to find.

“That was…” I struggled to find the right words, “amazing. You’re amazing.”

Amber’s eyes softened as she looked at me. “I’m glad you enjoyed it,” she said, her voice gentle. “It felt good to connect with you that way.”

She settled beside me on the couch, her body warm against mine. Isabella curled up on my other side, her head resting on my shoulder. The three of us sat in comfortable silence for a moment, listening to the crackling fire and the rain still pattering against the windows.

“I never imagined we’d end up like this,” Amber said finally, her fingers absently tracing patterns on my arm. “But I don’t regret it.”

“Neither do I,” I said, wrapping my arm around her shoulders.

Isabella snuggled closer. “It’s like we’ve found something special. Something that’s just for us.”

Amber nodded, her eyes reflecting the dancing flames. “I think we have.” She paused.

“And are you happy now?” I asked, searching her face.

She smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “Yes. For the first time in a long time, I feel… complete.”

The fire popped and hissed, sending sparks up the chimney. Outside, the storm continued, but here, we were safe, warm, and together in a way we’d never been before.

“We should probably get some sleep,” Amber said eventually, stifling a yawn. “It’s been quite a day.”

But none of us moved to leave the warmth of the fire or each other’s embrace. Instead, Isabella reached for the blankets we’d left nearby and spread them out on the floor in front of the hearth.

“Why don’t we sleep here tonight?” she suggested. “It’s cozy, and who knows when the power will come back on.”

Amber hesitated only briefly before nodding. “That sounds perfect.”

Together, we arranged the blankets and pillows into a makeshift bed large enough for the three of us. The fire cast a warm, golden glow over everything, making the room feel like a sanctuary against the storm outside.

I settled in the middle, with Amber on one side and Isabella on the other. They both curled against me, their bodies warm. Amber’s head rested on my chest, her hand splayed across my stomach. Isabella’s leg draped over mine, her fingers interlaced with Amber’s across my chest.

“We should do this more often,” Isabella murmured. “Not just here in the Bahamas, but when we get home too.”

Amber’s breathing had slowed, but I felt her nod slightly against my chest. “I’d like that,” she whispered.

I kissed the top of Amber’s head, then Isabella’s. “So would I.”

As I drifted off to sleep, the last thing I remembered was the feeling of being completely surrounded by the two women I loved most in the world and the knowledge that something fundamental had changed between us—something beautiful and irreversible.


Chapter 5

Iwoke up slowly, the gentle morning light filtering through the curtains. The storm had passed, leaving behind that fresh, clean scent that follows heavy rain. My eyes fluttered open to find myself still on the floor by the fireplace, sandwiched between Amber and Isabella. The fire had died down to embers, but their bodies pressed against mine kept me warm.

Amber’s head rested on my chest, her breathing deep and even. Isabella was curled against my other side, one arm draped across my stomach. I lay there for a moment, not wanting to disturb them, enjoying the warmth they radiated.

My mind drifted back to last night—to Amber kneeling between my legs, her lips wrapping around my cock. The memory sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I’d never experienced anything like it before. The way she’d looked up at me while taking me deeper and deeper, how she’d swallowed every drop of my cum without breaking eye contact. There was something incredibly erotic about crossing that forbidden line with her, something taboo yet undeniably satisfying. And the job itself … Isabella could take a lesson or two from her.

I glanced down at Amber sleeping. A small trickle of drool dribbled down the corner of her mouth, making a tiny wet spot on my shirt.

She deserved this time off, this moment of peace. After all those years of working herself to exhaustion, of putting our needs before her own, of sacrificing her personal life to build something for us—she deserved to feel loved and desired.

I carefully shifted to check the time on my phone. Just past ten. The morning sun promised a beautiful day ahead. As I moved, Amber stirred slightly, nuzzling against my chest before settling back into sleep.

On my other side, Isabella began to stir. Her eyes fluttered open, and she smiled sleepily up at me.

“Morning,” she whispered, careful not to wake Amber.

“Morning,” I whispered back, leaning down to kiss her forehead.

She glanced at Amber, still sleeping peacefully against my chest, and her smile widened. “She looks happy,” she murmured.

I nodded, gently brushing a strand of hair from Amber’s face. “I think she is.”

Isabella pushed herself up on one elbow, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Last night was pretty amazing,” she said softly.

“Yeah,” I agreed, feeling a flush creep up my neck at the memory. “It was.”

“I told you she needed this,” Isabella said, her voice still low. “Not just the vacation, but the physical touch.”

I watched Amber’s peaceful expression as she slept. “I think you were right.”

Amber shifted against me, and her eyes slowly opened. She blinked a few times, orienting herself, then looked up at me with a smile that made my heart skip.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice husky with sleep.

“Morning,” I replied, suddenly aware of how intimate our position was, her body pressed against mine, her face just inches from my own.

“Did you sleep well?” she asked, stretching slightly.

“I did… and you?”

She nodded, a soft smile lighting up her face. She even giggled a little—something about her looked lighter now like a weight had been lifted.

“Is the power back on?” she asked.

“I can check,” I said, gently untangling myself from them and rising to my feet. I flipped the switch on the wall, and the lights came on instantly—so bright they both had to squint.

“Any plans for today?”

“How about we check out the pigs?” Amber suggested.

“I’ve seen a bunch of photos,” Isabella said. “They look so cute.”

“We’ll take some of our own,” Amber added with a smile.

Eventually, we all got up. We showered, dressed, and headed to the restaurant to grab something to eat. Conversation flowed naturally, laughter came easy—and it was clear our mother was in a much better mood than usual.

It wasn’t hard to figure out why.

She hadn’t swallowed a load in years… and it showed. “So,” Amber said, glancing at both of us. “Do you want to see the pigs?”

Isabella perked up. “Yes. I want to feed one of those little guys.”

Amber smirked. “Let’s just make sure you don’t end up chasing one into the water.”

We all laughed. After breakfast, we all went back to our rooms to change. I tossed on some swim trunks and grabbed a towel, but when I stepped out, both Isabella and Amber were already waiting.

Amber wore a sleek black bikini that hugged her body perfectly, her skin glowing under the morning light. Isabella stood beside her in a bright red two-piece that showed off her curves and long legs.

“Damn,” I said, looking at them both. “You two trying to give the beach a heart attack?”

Amber smiled and adjusted her top. “We figured you’d appreciate the view.”

Isabella tilted her head. “So? Who wore it better?”

I looked between them, pretending to think. “I’m not dumb enough to answer that. You’re both unfair.”

They laughed, satisfied with that answer, and we headed out.

We got there way earlier than everyone else. The sun was just climbing up, casting this golden haze over the ocean, and the beach was silent except for the occasional grunt of pigs waddling around like they owned the place.

Amber stepped into the water first, her hips swaying just enough to notice. The pigs were already swimming out toward her, expecting snacks. Isabella tossed some food into the water, laughing when one of them almost did a flip. For a minute, it was just dumb fun.

Then Amber slipped.

One of the pigs brushed past her legs too fast, and she lost her footing in the shallows. She let out a surprised gasp, and before I could even think, my hands were around her waist. But she didn’t stop falling—she crashed right into me and took me down with her.

We hit the water, not hard, but enough for the splash to send a pig squealing away.

When I opened my eyes, she was on top of me, hands planted on my chest, her wet bikini clinging to her like a second skin. Her hair dripped over my shoulders. My hands were still around her waist. Neither of us said anything at first. Her breathing was a little off and so was mine.

“Nice catch,” she said, voice soft, eyes locked with mine.

I didn’t move. I just looked up at her and felt the weight of her body on mine.

“I’m just glad I saved you,” I said, feeling the warmth radiate from her flesh.

She just smiled wider. “There was a time I used to catch you… but now you’re so big and strong, it’s the other way around.”

“You enjoy that, don’t you?”

“I do,” she said, eyes soft. “It makes me proud.”

We both rose to our feet, the energy between us lingering.

We moved down the shoreline to keep the pigs entertained. Isabella was all in, tossing bits of food, cooing like she was at a petting zoo. I followed behind Amber, holding a little paper bag full of cut-up fruit. The pigs loved it.

What I wasn’t ready for was how often Amber kept brushing against me. First her hip, then her hand reaching behind me “by accident” to grab more food. Once, she pressed right against my back, her chest to my spine, murmuring, “Oops. Slippery here.”

She leaned into me more than necessary, pointing out a little piglet with a squeaky snort. “Look at that one. Think it’s flirting with you?”

“Jealous?” I asked, glancing at her.

She tilted her head. “Maybe,” she said with a wink, and when I saw her beautiful smile, it reminded me of how her lips had been wrapped around my erection.

Isabella was busy trying to convince a particularly fat pig to take a selfie with her.

“Help me with some pictures,” Isabella said, handing me her phone. “This beach is too cute not to flex it.”

I stepped back, snapping a few shots of Isabella posing with the pigs. She couldn’t help herself—making it playful, and sexy, showing off her breasts and letting her golden hair fall just right.

When I showed her the photos, she grinned.

“Want some more?” I asked.

“These are fine,” she said with a wink. Then nudged me with her elbow. “Just make sure to get some of Mom too.”

I looked over at her. “You ready?”

Nodding, Amber grinned and strutted a few feet toward the water. “Yeah, get my good side.”

She posed with the pigs like she was in a swimsuit catalog—bending over slightly, flipping her hair, kicking up a bit of water. The pigs didn’t seem to mind being background models.

“Too much?” she asked, biting her lip.

I pretended to look skeptical. “Just a little.”

She turned her back to me and looked over her shoulder. “Then you better get a low angle.”

I crouched, snapping a few photos, but I was definitely looking more than focusing. Her ass was practically glowing in the sun, and she knew it.

Then she turned around and walked up to me slowly. “Your turn.”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Don’t act shy now,” Amber said playfully.

Isabella raised her eyebrows, smirking from the side. “Oh wow. Can’t even enjoy the pigs without it becoming a thirst trap.”

Amber just laughed. “Just evening the score.”

I rolled my eyes but headed to the pigs. Amber lifted the phone, and together with Isabella, took photos of me as well.

Then we headed back to the beach. One of the pigs grabbed Amber’s sunhat and made a break for it. No hesitation, it just snatched it in its mouth and took off.

Amber gasped. “Hey!”

She ran after it, laughing. Isabella burst out laughing too, doubling over.

I took off behind Amber, who was already splashing through the shallows after the thief. The pig zigzagged like it knew what it was doing, and Amber slipped again, laughing so hard she couldn’t keep her balance.

This time when she fell, I tried to stop her but she grabbed onto me—and we both went down, again.

When we landed, she was straddling my hips, soaked, dripping, hat in one hand like a prize. When I looked up, all I saw was her two busty breasts hanging above me like two sweet melons. She looked down at me, hair sticking to her cheeks, cheeks flushed. She placed her hands on my chest, deepening the already deep cleavage.

“We keep ending up like this,” she said, breathless.

“I’m starting to think you’re doing it on purpose.”

She didn’t get off right away. Her hands slid down to my stomach, resting there. I felt the heat under her palms, even with the water around us.

Then Isabella shouted, “Get a room, you two!”

Amber rolled her eyes and climbed off, laughing.

We headed back up and dried off in the sun, but it didn’t take long before we were ready to keep exploring the place. Near the end of the beach, the rocks jutted out into the water. It wasn’t tall, maybe eight or ten feet, but the water below was deeper—perfect for a little jump.

“I’m going up,” I said, tossing down the last piece of fruit. The pigs were already waddling back toward the trees.

Isabella raised an eyebrow. “You’re gonna do something dumb, aren’t you?”

Amber smirked. “Dumb or hot?”

“Both,” Isabella and I said at the same time.

I climbed up the rocks barefoot, feeling the heat of the sun on my back. The wind hit me up top, light but enough to make the jump feel like something.

Below, Isabella had her hands on her hips, looking up at me. “Better impress me.”

“Oh, now the pressure’s on,” I called back.

I leapt.

The splash was clean. I felt the drop in my stomach, the jolt of the water, the quick chill—and then the rise back up.

Isabella and Amber clapped as I surfaced. Isabella said, “Okay, fine. I’m impressed.”

“You gonna try it?” I asked.

She laughed. “Not in this bikini. One dive and it’s flashing the whole beach.”

“That a no?”

Then she turned toward the rocks. “You know what? Screw it.”

She climbed up without hesitation and leaped clean off the edge. Her splash was loud, her laugh louder.

Amber blinked. “She actually did it.”

“Of course she did,” I said, smiling. “Now, we’re waiting for you.”

Amber looked at me, rolled her eyes, and sighed. “Fine. If she’s flashing the beach, I can too.”

She climbed up the rocks slower, adjusting her top once she reached the edge. “Ready?” she called.

“Jump!”

She jumped, legs bent, arms out like a kid on a playground. She hit the water with a loud splash and popped back up grinning.

I swam to both of them, laughing. “That’s more like it.”

* * *

After swimming, we were all a little water-logged and sun-dazed, so we started walking down the beach, away from the pigs.

Isabella led the way, a towel over her shoulders, flipping her wet hair back and forth. We wandered past some low shrubs and palm trees, past the tourist stretch.

Isabella laughed at something Amber said, then suddenly stopped. “Ow,” she muttered, scratching at her leg.

I turned around. “What’s wrong?”

“Something bit me,” she said, already digging her nails into her calf like she could claw the pain out. “It’s like—burning.”

Amber was next to her in a second, kneeling in the sand. “Let me see.”

I looked too. Her skin was bright red and swelling fast like something mean had nailed her.

“Jesus,” I muttered. “That’s not a mosquito.”

Amber’s expression tightened. “No. That’s a sting—looks like one of those fuzzy caterpillars. They’re venomous. You need ointment or antihistamines now or that’s gonna blister.”

Isabella started to panic a little, rubbing her leg harder. “It hurts. It actually fucking hurts—like, it’s getting worse.”

Amber cupped her cheek. “Hey, we’ll fix it. Just don’t touch it, okay?”

Isabella winced again and looked up at us. “Can we head back? Fast? Please?”

Amber checked her purse, rummaging through it quickly, but came up empty. “I don’t have anything on me.”

That’s when I spotted the estate through the trees. I nodded toward it. “I’ll ask over there. Someone might be home.”

I jogged up to the gate and rang the bell. No answer. Behind me, I heard Isabella groan again, louder this time, like the pain was flaring up. I looked back, jaw tight, and hit the bell again. Still nothing.

I made the call. “I’ll find a way in. They might have a med kit or something. Worst case, a first aid drawer.”

Amber stood up. “I’m coming with you then.”

“No,” I cut her off.

“Why?” she asked. “I’m not going to let you be caught alone.”

“If someone catches us, it’s better if it’s just me. You stay with Isabella. If it gets worse, call for help.”

Amber hesitated, then nodded. “Alright, but be quick.”

I could tell she didn’t like this plan at all, so I hurried. I jogged off and slipped through the shrubs, brushing sand off my hands. The fence wasn’t too high. I found a gap near the side—climbed over, heart racing. The backyard looked like a damn resort—Pool, sleek patio furniture and a barbecue station better than any restaurant.

No dogs. No movement. No security camera I could spot. I crept up to the sliding glass door—unlocked. I sighed in relief.

I moved fast, checking cabinets in the bathroom off the main hall, but I found nothing. Then upstairs—guest bathroom. Jackpot. Inside the mirrored cabinet: burn ointment, antihistamines, even aloe gel. I grabbed them all. Slipped back down the stairs, heart pounding like I’d just stolen from a king. Got out without tripping anything. Vaulted the fence again and rushed back through the bushes.

Amber looked up immediately. “Did you find anything?”

“I did,” I said, dropping to my knees beside Isabella. “Hold still.”

I handed Amber the ointment, and she said, “Oh, thank God.” She smoothed it gently over Isabella’s leg. Isabella winced at first, then let out a sigh. “Oh my god, that already feels better.”

I sat back, watching her relax. Amber looked at me and gave the smallest nod. “I was a bit worried, but you did good.”

Isabella leaned her head back, smiling weakly. “It was sweet of you, Jake.”

I looked at her, remembering something that made me smile. “You remember Aspen? When I crashed the snowmobile and hurt my leg?”

She blinked, then laughed. “God, yeah. You were trying to show off.”

“And you broke into that locked estate. Took care of me the whole night like it was no big deal.”

“It was a big deal,” she said. “You were bleeding and freezing and stubborn.”

“You fixed me up anyway,” I said, brushing a thumb over her cheek. “That’s still one of my favorite memories.”

She leaned in, warm and close. “Mine too.”

We kissed, slow and grateful, not rushed or hungry. Just a quiet reminder of everything we’d been through together.

Amber kept her hand on Isabella’s knee, rubbing slow circles. “We should get her back to the resort, let her rest. That ointment will help, but she needs to stay off it.”

Isabella groaned. “I’m fine. Just sore.”

“You’re not walking all the way back like this,” I said. “Lean on me.”

I helped her up, and she clung to me, warm and still a little shaky. Amber packed the rest of the meds into our beach bag. We didn’t rush, but we moved steady, heading back up the shoreline.

* * *

Back at the suite, I set Isabella down on the couch and grabbed her a water bottle. Amber came in behind us and pulled out the aloe gel.

“This’ll cool it down more,” she said.

Isabella nodded. “Do it.”

Amber knelt again, smoothing it across the skin, careful with every stroke. I sat beside them, watching the two of them so close like that.

After a while, Isabella closed her eyes and leaned against my shoulder. “I owe you,” she said.

“You don’t owe me anything,” I said.

She smirked. “Still. Maybe I’ll find a way to make it up to you later.”

Amber raised an eyebrow. “Should I give you two some space?”

Isabella didn’t move. “Not yet. I want to rest first.”

Amber laughed and leaned back, stretching out on the other end of the couch. I felt the weight of Isabella against me.

Eventually, I helped Isabella lie back, placing a pillow under her leg. She looked up at me, her eyes a little glossy from the sting, but calmer now. “Thanks for running off like that. I know it was risky.”

“I’d do it again,” I said. “I mean, probably not tomorrow, but yeah.”

She grinned. “You looked kinda hot climbing over that fence.”

“That was pure panic.”

“Still. You looked good doing it.”

“I might do it again just for your sake.”

Smiling, Isabella blinked slowly and yawned, her body sinking deeper into the couch. “I’m getting a little sleepy.”

Amber reached over to touch her forehead lightly. “That’s normal. Side effects from the ointment mixed with the sting. Just rest. Your body’s handling it.”

Isabella nodded without much fight. Within minutes, she was curled up under the throw blanket, breathing soft and even.

Amber got up and gave me a look. “Hot tub? We could use it.”

I nodded, following her out to the patio. She turned on the water, and the hot tub was quickly filled. The water was warm, steam curling in the air. We stepped in slowly, and the heat hit just right after everything.

Amber leaned back with a sigh. “This trip’s been rougher than I expected.”

I looked at her. “That’s the fun part of being out on an adventure.”

“I guess.” She turned her head toward me, smiling faintly. “I admire you. The way you dropped everything for Isabella. The way you always stay loyal. You don’t flinch.”

“She’d do the same for me,” I said. “And I’d do the same for you too.”

She moved closer, straddling my legs, the water sloshing gently between us. Her hands rested on my chest. “Would you?”

“Of course.”

“You act like a man. Like a father. It turns me on. You’re calm under pressure, you take care of us, and you never ask for anything in return.”

Her fingers slid slowly down my chest, lingering on my stomach. Her eyes didn’t move from mine. “You’re the kind of man who makes women feel safe. And that… that’s rare.”

Her lips brushed mine, and she ran her tongue along the seam of my lips. I opened, welcoming her inside till our tongues swirled together, then deeper and slower. I kissed her back, my hands resting on her hips, her skin slick and warm under the water. She didn’t pull away. Her mouth moved with mine, a slow build that kept tightening between us.

Her body pressed against mine, chest to chest, our breath syncing. The water bubbled around us, but all I felt was her—intentional, hungry, but forbidden. She kissed as if she meant it like this wasn’t just release but something that had been coming for a long time.

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes. “I want to give you something you’ll never forget,” she whispered, throwing her arms around my neck and pulling me closer. “I’d do anything for you, Jake. Anything at all.”

The weight of her words settled between us as her body pressed against mine. I felt her hips begin to move, a slow, deliberate grind against my growing hardness. The thin fabric of our swimwear did little to hide what was happening.

“Anything?”

“Anything,” she confirmed, her breath hot against my ear.

I swallowed hard, my hands moving to her hips, feeling her rhythm as she continued to rock against me. Every movement made me stiffer, and I could tell from her expression that she felt it too.

I thought of what we hadn’t done, and quickly, I thought of making love to her—my stepmother. I looked around in case anyone was there. It was a bit silly since we were at a secluded spot, but I couldn’t help but feel the thrill of it. “I want you,” I said simply. “All of you.”

Her eyes locked with mine, no hesitation in them. “Then take me.”

I paused. “Are you sure about this? Once we cross this line…”

She placed a finger against my lips. “I’m sure,” she whispered. “We’ve already crossed so many lines on this trip. Might as well cross this one too.” Her smile turned wicked. “And I promise, I’ll make it unforgettable.”

Without another word, she reached beneath the water, tugging at the waistband of my swim trunks. I lifted my hips, helping her slide them down. The hot water swirled around my exposed skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of her touch as she wrapped her hand around me.

“God, you’re big,” she murmured, stroking me slowly underwater.

I reached for her bikini bottoms, sliding them to the side rather than removing them completely. My fingers found her wet and ready, and she gasped at my touch, her head falling back.

“Here?” I asked, glancing toward the door where Isabella slept inside.

“Here,” she confirmed. “Now.”

She positioned herself over me, both of us breathing hard with anticipation. My cock rose above the surface of the water, thick and eager, and her soaked pussy hovered just above the tip.

She rubbed herself along the length, slow and teasing. The briefest brush against me made my whole body shudder.

Her eyes met mine, dark with lust.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

I nodded.

And then she pushed down, guiding the head inside her, her wet folds parting around me inch by inch until I was completely inside her. We both froze, adjusting to the sensation, the enormity of what we were doing.

“Wow,” I murmured, holding her hip.

“I feel it too,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

No more words were needed. She began to move, lifting herself before sliding back down, establishing a rhythm that had us both gasping. Her nails dug into my shoulders, her eyes never leaving mine. The water sloshed around us, but we were beyond caring about the noise.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she said, stroking me with her forbidden pink walls.

I gripped her hips tighter, guiding her movements, matching her pace. “Me neither,” I confessed.

“But it feels so good,” she said.

“It does,” I admitted after a long, pleasurable moan.

The water churned around us, splashing over the edges of the hot tub with each thrust. I gripped her ass, guiding her down harder onto me, feeling her inner walls clench around my cock.

“Oh god, Jake,” she moaned, her voice husky with desire. “Just like that.”

A particularly forceful thrust sent a wave of water cascading over the edge. She glanced down at the puddle forming and let out a laugh.

“We’re making a mess,” she giggled, not slowing her pace.

I grinned up at her, watching droplets trail down her flushed skin. “Worth it.”

Another splash, bigger this time. She bit her lip, looking toward the suite doors.

“Maybe we should take this inside,” she suggested, biting her bottom lip. “I want to feel you properly. Without all this water between us.”

I nodded, already lifting her off me, looking at her pink flesh I so desperately wanted to enter again. We climbed out of the hot tub, dripping and desperate, not bothering with towels. She took my hand, leading me through the sliding doors and into her bedroom, checking briefly to make sure Isabella was still asleep on the couch.

The moment the door closed behind us, I pushed her against it, kissing her deeply. She moaned into my mouth, her wet bikini cold against my chest. I reached behind her, untying the strings, letting the top fall to the floor.

“The bed,” she whispered against my lips.

I lifted her, her legs wrapping around my waist, and carried her to the king-sized mattress. I laid her down, pulling her bikini bottoms off before positioning myself above her.

She spread her legs wider, inviting me in. “Don’t make me wait,” she pleaded. She took my erection and guided it straight to her hole. I cupped her breasts, admiring her mature skin and how gorgeous she looked. Then I pushed into her slowly, watching her face as I filled her completely. Her back arched off the bed. “Hmm, you feel incredible,” I groaned, beginning to move inside her.

“Better than my daughter?” she asked flirtatiously.

“You both feel great.”

Her hands clutched at my back as I slid in and out of her, my erection coming out wet and slick after every thrust. This was different than in the hot tub—more intimate and more real. I could feel every inch of her, every tremor, every gasp and every breath. The way her breasts jiggled mesmerized me. They were so round and full. I leaned down to bury my face in her cleavage, making her giggle.

“Oh, Jake,” she said, lifting her hips to meet each thrust. “You like my boobs, don’t you?”

“I like all of you,” I said, driving into her with increasing force, the headboard knocking against the wall. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me deeper, her moans growing louder with each thrust.

“Yes, just like that,” she encouraged, her hands moving to my ass, urging me on.

I felt a pressure building inside me, more intense than anything I’d experienced before. This wasn’t just sex—this was crossing a boundary I never thought I’d cross, and the forbidden nature of it only heightened the sensation.

I increased my pace, driving into her with an urgency that surprised even me, my flesh slapping against hers. The sensation of being inside her without barriers was overwhelming—hot, tight and impossibly good. And she felt it too, judging by how she squirmed and moaned.

Something primal took over as I watched her writhe beneath me. I hooked my arms under her knees, pushing them back toward her shoulders, opening her completely to me.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice breaking. “So close.”

I felt her begin to tremble, her body tensing beneath me. When she came, she moaned out my name, her back arching off the bed. The sight of her—head thrown back, breasts heaving, completely lost in pleasure—triggered my release.

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, starting at my core and radiating outward until my entire body was consumed by it. I buried myself deep inside her as I came, pumping into her in long, shuddering pulses that seemed to go on forever. Stars exploded behind my eyelids, and for a moment, I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but feel.

Once there wasn’t anything left, I collapsed on top of her.

“I know,” she whispered, her hands stroking my back gently. “I felt it too.”

We lay there for several minutes, our breathing gradually returning to normal. I could feel myself still twitching inside her, aftershocks of the most powerful climax I’d ever experienced.

Eventually, I rolled to the side.

“I think I might have screamed too loud,” she said with a small laugh. “Hope I didn’t wake Isabella.”

“She’ll be fine,” I said, glancing at Amber. She was smiling—happier than I’d ever seen her.

“You look… so much happier,” I added.

“Of course,” she said, brushing my hair back behind my ear. “It’s a compliment when a woman my age can still make a young man hard.”

“Oh, Amber, if you only knew how hot you are,” I said, rolling my eyes at her comment, though I meant every word.

She just smiled. “Actions speak louder than words,” she said. “From the first time I gave you a handjob, to now—having sex with you… every time you’ve been hard, I’ve taken it as a compliment. And the fact that you wanted to fuck me? That makes me even happier.”

“I never thought of it that way,” I admitted. “Isabella never said anything like that.”

“She wouldn’t. She’s still young, like you,” she said, pressing her lips to my forehead. “But for me… I’d forgotten how good sex really feels.”

“Of all the experiences you’ve had,” I asked, “which one’s been the best?”

“This one,” she said without hesitation. “I wish I could tell the world about it… too bad I can’t.”

I nodded. We both knew we had to keep this quiet.

“Regardless of what you think, you’re still a gem.”

“Thank you,” she said, a smile crinkling at the corners of her lips.

We lay there for a while, wrapped in the stillness of the moment, until we decided to check on Isabella. As expected, she was awake—propped up and smirking like she’d been listening the whole time.

“How long have you been awake?” Amber asked.

“Long enough to hear what you two were up to,” Isabella replied. “In fact… I never really went to sleep.”

“You little fox,” I teased.

“You rabbit,” she shot back. “But I wasn’t pretending to be tired.”

“I don’t mind,” I said, sitting beside her. “How’s your leg?”

“Better,” she said. “But I’m really thirsty.”

“I’ll get something for you,” Amber offered, not even the slightest bit embarrassed about being caught.

Rising to her feet, she checked the minifridge. She let out a sigh. “I have to go out and buy more water.”

“I can do that,” I told her.

“You sure, sweetie?” she asked.

“You look so comfortable and relaxed,” I said. “Please—just enjoy the moment.”

She smiled, full of warmth and satisfaction. “Thank you. We’ll wait for you here.”

The walk to the store should’ve been easy. Just ten minutes tops. But something felt off from the start. I couldn’t put my finger on it—maybe it was how quiet the island had gotten, or how the sun suddenly felt hotter and heavier. I passed a few tourists, got a weird look from a couple standing near a moped, but no one said anything. I kept my head down, the sand hot under my feet, the back of my neck itching with sweat and nerves.

Why was I nervous? I shook my head and didn’t have a clue. Isabella obviously didn’t mind that she’d heard us. The sex with my stepmom had felt great, so great it should’ve numbed my senses, but it didn’t for some reason.

I made it to the little store on the corner, grabbed two bottles of cold water and a mango juice box Isabella always liked. The cashier barely looked at me. I paid cash and stepped back out into the sun, heading toward the trail that curved back to the resort.

That’s when I saw the two officers waiting.

They weren’t aggressive, but their eyes were on me. One of them stepped forward, his hand hovering near his belt. “Excuse me. Do you mind telling us your name?”

“Jake,” I said, eyebrows pinched. “Something wrong?”

“Were you near a white estate earlier today? On the east side of the beach?”

I blinked, but then I felt my face flush and at the same time sweat prickling my forehead. “Yeah. My sister got stung by something. I jumped the fence to get ointment. No one was there. It was an emergency.” I wiped the sweat from my forehead, trying not to sound nervous.

They exchanged a look.

“We had a report of trespassing and missing property. I’m going to have to ask you to come with us.”

“I didn’t steal anything,” I said quickly. “Just a tube of burn ointment. That’s it.”

“Then you won’t mind coming in to answer some questions.”

It wasn’t really a question. I didn’t resist, but the moment they clicked the cuffs around my wrists and started leading me toward the patrol car, my stomach dropped. Tourists watched. Someone took out their phone. I kept my head down.

* * *

The station was cold and fluorescent. They led me to a small room, sat me down, and asked me to recount everything. I did, word for word, but it didn’t seem to change anything. They kept writing things down, nodding. One of them asked if I’d seen security cameras. I said no. He muttered something about motion detection.

They made me sit in the corner while they reviewed their notes. I kept asking if I could call someone. They said, “Soon.” Hours passed, and my anxiety turned from a spike to a dull ache in my gut.

Eventually, they led me into a holding cell.

It was small. Metal bench, tiled floor, heavy door. One guy snored in the corner. Another sat quietly, staring into space. I kept to myself. The water I bought had been taken. My mouth was dry. I sat with my elbows on my knees, just… waiting.

Time got weird. It stopped feeling like a vacation and started feeling like punishment. My thoughts circled hard: Is Isabella okay? Did the bite get worse? Is Amber freaking out? Does Amber know? Am I really going to spend the night in a cell for a damn ointment tube?

Funnily enough, I didn’t think of myself at all. I was mostly worried about Isabella and especially Amber’s reaction. She must be panicking since I didn’t get back.

I lay down eventually. The bench was cold against my back. Every time I heard a footstep or a door, I sat up, hoping someone had come for me. But it was never for me.

Until it was.

The door buzzed open, and the officer said, “You’re free to go.”

I stood up slowly, not fully believing it. Then I saw them.

Amber was the first through the door, hair a mess, eyes red and puffy. Isabella followed right behind her, limping slightly but very much awake. She looked just as shaken.

Amber didn’t say anything. She just threw her arms around me, squeezing tight, shaking.

“I didn’t know,” she whispered. “God, Jake, I didn’t know where you were. I thought maybe you went for a walk or fell asleep somewhere, but then I couldn’t reach you, and hours passed and—”

Isabella stepped forward. “Why didn’t you answer your phone?”

“They took it,” I said quietly. My voice felt like sandpaper.

Amber cupped my face. “I had to ask everyone on the island if they saw you. Talked to store owners, boat guys, even the damn ATV rental guy. Then someone mentioned a kid getting picked up by the cops. That’s when I panicked.”

Isabella’s voice cracked. “We thought something had happened to you. That maybe—”

“I’m okay,” I said. “I just didn’t think it would turn into this.”

She pulled me into another hug, tighter this time. “I talked to the owner of the estate,” she murmured near my ear. “Explained everything. She was understanding. Said she’d let it go. She won’t press charges.”

I nodded slowly. Relief hit me like a wave. My knees felt weirdly weak. “Thank God.”

“Come on,” Amber said, brushing a hand down my back. “Let’s get you out of here.”

We didn’t go back to the resort right away.

Amber took us to a small restaurant near the marina. We sat outside under string lights, and the waitress didn’t ask any questions when we ordered.

I barely touched the conch fritters on my plate.

Amber sat across from me, picking at her food, wiping her eyes every couple minutes.

“I should’ve gone with you,” she said.

“You were taking care of Isabella.”

“Still.” Her voice cracked. “The thought of you locked up somewhere, thinking we didn’t care—”

“I didn’t think that. I knew you’d come.”

Isabella reached across the table and touched my wrist. “Thank you for going. Even if it got messed up. You didn’t have to.”

I looked at her. The swelling in her leg had gone down, and her eyes were clear again.

“You’re my sister,” I said. “I always will.”

Amber looked away, blinking fast.

She cleared her throat and wiped her eyes again. “When I realized you hadn’t come back, I tried calling. After an hour, I started asking around. People remembered seeing you. A guy said he saw you with cops. I freaked out. Ran to the station like a crazy woman.”

“And I made her bring me,” Isabella added. “I wasn’t going to let her come alone.”

Amber glanced over at me again, eyes shining. “I was so scared, Jake. And I’m sorry. This whole thing… I should’ve stopped you. Should’ve made a better plan.”

“I don’t blame you,” I said. I started feeling bad for her, noticing how she kept repeating that she was sorry. I didn’t like it when she’d beat herself up over something. “It worked, didn’t it? She’s okay.”

Amber nodded, pressing her lips together. I reached across the table and gently brushed her hand with mine. “Hey… it’s over. I’m fine. Isabella’s fine. You don’t have to carry this.”

Her eyes flicked to mine, and after a pause, she gave me a shaky smile. Just a small one, but real.

Isabella leaned back in her chair, exhaling. “So… how was it in there? You were gone for hours.”

“Boring. Cold. Mostly just… a lot of waiting. But I wasn’t thinking about that. I was mostly worried about you. And… our mother. I knew she’d be panicking.”

Amber’s lips parted slightly, eyes softening. “You were worried about me?”

I nodded. “Yes and your reaction … it didn’t feel good.”

“You’re the sweetest,” she whispered, squeezing my hand.

“Seriously,” Isabella added. “We don’t deserve you.”

“Don’t say that,” I told her.

I was the lucky one—getting to be this close with two women I loved, two beautiful relatives who didn’t just accept the taboo, but embraced it. Isabella even encouraged me to be with her friends. There wasn’t a better deal on the planet, and I hoped they understood how much I appreciated it.

On our way back, we moved slowly, enjoying the stars overhead and the warm night air.

Amber let out a sigh. “Tomorrow we leave,” she said.

Isabella and I both turned to her. “What?” we said in unison.

She giggled. “You’ve had so much fun, you forgot what day it was.”

“Oh,” Isabella said, frowning a little. “That’s sad. I didn’t realize time flew by so fast.”

“We can always go somewhere else later,” Amber reassured us.

“Yeah,” I agreed.

Then Amber looked over at me, her gaze sweeping slowly across my body. “I feel like we owe you one.”

“For what?”

She rolled her eyes. “Maybe for letting you spend your last day in a cell?”

Now it was my turn to roll mine. “You keep bringing that up. I already told you—I’m fine.”

“But I still feel guilty,” Amber said caringly.

“So do I,” Isabella added.

“How do I get you two to stop feeling guilty?” I asked, raising a brow. “It’s not exactly making me feel better.”

“We could do something for you tonight,” Amber offered. “How about that?”

“Like what?”

“Whatever you want,” she said, her tone more suggestive now.

“A massage would be nice,” I said.

“What a tame gift,” Isabella teased. “I think Mom meant something a little more … sexual.”

“Oh.” I chuckled, but when I looked at Isabella—my gorgeous, daring stepsister—my mind ran wild. The idea of having them both at once made my cock stir instantly. All the positions, the moans and the heat.

“You wouldn’t mind?” I asked.

Isabella shook her head with a grin. “Nope. I think it’d be fun.”

Amber’s eyes dropped to the bulge forming in my shorts, and she giggled. “Yeah … you really do have impressive stamina.”

“I know,” Isabella said proudly. “We’ve had sleepovers with Nadya and Sofi. He’s taken all three of us in one night.”

Amber’s eyebrows rose, amused.

“By the way,” Isabella added, “they say hi. They tried calling when we were looking for you.”

I smiled at that. I did miss them—but right now, I had Amber and Isabella. And they were more than enough.

* * *

When we got back, Amber excused herself and disappeared into the bathroom, saying she had to make herself pretty for me. The sound of running water started a moment later. Isabella and I were left alone, sitting together on the bed, still half undressed. She leaned against me, her head resting on my shoulder, her fingers tracing lines on my chest.

“I can’t believe it’s already over,” she murmured.

“Yeah,” I said, wrapping an arm around her and pulling her close. “It went by so fast.”

We sat in silence for a moment, watching the moonlight spill through the curtains.

“But honestly,” I added quietly, “getting caught wasn’t as bad as I thought it’d be.”

Isabella chuckled, nodding. “Right? Same. I mean, it was awkward for like … two seconds. And then it wasn’t.”

I looked down at her—at her golden hair cascading over her bare shoulder, the way her lips curved when she smiled, the way her eyes caught the light just right and her high cheekbones looking like ripe apples. She was beautiful. The kind that only hits you harder the more time you spend with her. And I knew—I loved her.

Her phone buzzed. She lifted it and thumbed open the screen. “Nadya and Sofi,” she said. “They’re asking if you’ve been found.” She handed it to me with a smirk. “You better take this.”

I answered, and sure enough, both of them were on the line—talking over each other, throwing playful jabs and asking what the hell happened.

“I’m good,” I said, laughing. “Long story, but we’ll explain everything when we’re back.”

“You better,” Nadya said. “You still owe us a night.”

“Two nights,” Sofi corrected.

I smiled. “Then I’ll make it two. Can’t wait to see you both.”

We said our goodbyes, and I handed the phone back to Isabella. She set it aside, then turned to me. Without a word, she pressed her lips to mine—slow and sweet. Her lips lingered against mine like she didn’t want to say goodbye just yet. Then she pulled back with a small, reluctant sigh. “I should shower too,” she whispered now that we couldn’t hear the water in the bathroom.

“I’ll wait for you,” I said.

She slid off the bed and walked toward the bathroom, and just as she reached the door, Amber stepped out. She was wrapped in a robe, her skin still damp, her brown hair wet and tousled. The scent of her fresh body wash filled the room, and her presence radiated both beauty and warmth. “Are you in a hurry?” she asked her daughter.

“Yeah … I want to jump right into the fun,” she said after closing the bathroom door.

Smiling, Amber glanced at me before turning to the mirror. She wore lipstick now—a warm, sensual shade that made her lips look even fuller. It caught my eye instantly.

“You look amazing,” I said, watching her.

She smiled at me through the mirror. “It’s one of my new products. I had it in my bag this whole time and forgot about it. So much has happened on this trip, I barely remembered to use it. But tonight feels special.”

My eyes locked on her mouth. That lipstick made me think about having her lips wrapped around me—Wet, warm and slow.

“It looks really sexy on you,” I said, unable to hide the hunger in my voice.

She smiled, looking confident. “It has a fruity flavor too,” she added, tilting her head slightly. “Wanna taste?”

Rising to my feet, I stepped closer, gravitating toward her like a bee to honey. “Yeah,” I said quietly.

She turned her head, and I leaned in—pressing my lips to hers in a brief kiss that tasted sweet and forbidden.

When we broke apart, I smiled. “That lipstick really is nice. You should give some to Isabella.”

Amber grinned. “I will. She’s so sweet already, it fits her. I don’t blame you for falling in love with her.”

“She has it all,” I said. “Beauty, heart… and so do you.”

Amber’s expression softened, a genuine smile spreading across her face. “I don’t want this trip to end,” she admitted. “But maybe it doesn’t have to. I have a feeling … it’s just the beginning.”

“I agree,” I said, meaning every word.

Amber tilted her head, eyes glinting. “Have you ever had a threesome before?”

I smirked. “Even a foursome—with Isabella and her friends.”

Amber let out a low chuckle, clearly impressed. “Damn … no wonder you’re so well trained.”

“I guess,” I said, lowering my head a little.

Amber’s gaze dropped to the bulge growing under my shorts. She reached out and began stroking me slowly.

“Mm,” she purred, “you really are ready again.” She glanced over her shoulder toward the bathroom and rolled her eyes. “What is she doing in there? We’re going to get started without her.”

“Let’s start,” I said, her warm hand making me hard and aroused.

She gave me a gentle push, and I fell backward onto the soft mattress. “Alright then, it’s time to take care of you,” she whispered, her fingers finding the waistband of my shorts. She tugged them down slowly, her eyes never leaving mine as she revealed my hard cock inch by inch. When I was completely naked, she leaned back, admiring the length.

With a seductive smile, she untied her robe and let it fall to the floor behind her. Her breasts spilled free—full, round, and perfect despite her age.

“God, you’re beautiful,” I said, taking in every inch of her mature body.

She crawled onto the bed between my legs, her lipstick-coated lips hovering just above my throbbing erection. “You haven’t seen anything yet,” she promised, before taking me into her mouth.

I sighed in relief as my cock parted her lips. The sensation was incredible—wet, warm, and soft. She slid the shaft over her tongue as she bobbed her head, taking me deeper with each downward motion. Her lipstick left crimson marks along my length, a visual reminder of where her mouth had been.

I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair as she continued her sensual blowjob. She slobbered and sucked, saliva dribbling down the sides. The suction of her mouth combined with the swirling of her tongue had me arching off the bed.

Just as I was losing myself in the pleasure, the bathroom door opened. Isabella stepped out wrapped in a fluffy white towel, her hair damp and clinging to her shoulders. She stopped in her tracks, her eyes widening at the scene before her. “Hey, why you start without me?” she asked, a playful pout forming on her lips.

Amber released me with a wet pop, my cock glistening with her saliva. “Because your brother’s so hard it was painful,” she explained, giving my shaft another long lick before returning to her sucking. “Couldn’t let him suffer.”

Isabella’s pout transformed into a mischievous grin. She dropped her towel without hesitation, revealing her stunning, naked body. Her body was youthful and toned, with two teardrops that sat high on her chest. Her skin glowed in the soft light, still slightly damp from her shower. The golden curls between her legs were neatly trimmed, framing her pink pussy perfectly.

She hopped onto the bed beside us, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders as she leaned in to get a closer look. “Damn, Mom, you’re really going at it,” she said with admiration in her voice. She ran her finger along the bottom of my shaft, scooping up some saliva before sucking on her finger. “Can I have some joystick too?” she asked playfully, licking her lips.

Amber smiled, slowly pulling away from me. A thin strand of saliva connected her mouth to my throbbing erection as she turned to Isabella. “Of course, sweetie,” she said, wrapping her hand around my base and angling it toward her daughter. “He’s all yours.”

Isabella eagerly took me into her mouth, moaning softly as she swallowed half of my erection. Her tongue swirled around my length, collecting Amber’s saliva as she went. After a few long licks, she pulled back with a satisfied smile.

“Your lipstick tastes sweet,” she said, looking at Amber’s crimson-stained lips.

Amber’s eyes lit up. “You like it? It’s one of my new formulas.” She glanced between us, an idea forming. “Would you like to try some on?”

Isabella nodded. “Yes, please.”

Amber slipped off the bed and retrieved her makeup bag from the vanity. She returned with the sleek tube of lipstick, uncapping it. “Hold still,” she said, gently cupping Isabella’s chin.

I watched, mesmerized, as Amber carefully applied the rich, red color to Isabella’s full lips. There was something incredibly intimate about the moment—Amber’s steady hand, Isabella’s trusting expression and the transformation as her lips became plump and glossy.

“There,” Amber said, leaning back to admire her work. “Perfect.”

Isabella’s newly painted lips formed a seductive smile as she turned to me. “What do you think?”

My cock twitched visibly in response, growing even harder at the sight of both women with matching crimson lips. “That’s the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen,” I admitted, my voice rough with desire.

They exchanged knowing glances, clearly pleased with my reaction.

“Let’s put these lips to good use,” Amber suggested, lowering her head to take me back into her mouth.

She sucked me deeply for several long moments before releasing me with a pop and offering my slick length to Isabella. “Your turn.”

Isabella eagerly accepted, wrapping her lips around me and bobbing her head. The contrast of techniques was mind-blowing—Amber’s slow, experienced movements versus Isabella’s eager enthusiasm.

They established a rhythm, passing me back and forth between them. The sensation was becoming too intense, each transition between their mouths pushing me closer to a climax. I felt the familiar tightening, the telltale signs that I wouldn’t last much longer under their mouths.

“Wait,” I gasped, gently placing my hands on their heads. “I need a break or I’m going to come too soon.”

They both pulled back, their matching red lips glistening in the soft light. They had smeared it all over my cock as well, and at the same time, they left it dripping wet. Amber wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

“What would you like instead?” she asked caringly.

I glanced between them, my fantasies running wild. “I want to taste you, Amber,” I said, my voice low and rough. “Sit on my face while Isabella rides me.”

Amber’s eyes widened with lust. “With pleasure,” she said, already moving to straddle my head. She positioned herself above me, her glistening pussy hovering just inches from my eager mouth. Slowly, she lowered herself onto my face.

Grabbing her cheeks, I licked her in long, slow strokes, savoring the taste of her fruity nectar as it flowed like an endless river.

Isabella, not one to be left out, swung her leg over my hips. She gripped my hard shaft, stroked it a few times, then guided the tip to her entrance. With a soft moan, she sank down onto me, her tight, wet, heat engulfing my cock.

I groaned at the dual sensations—Isabella’s silky walls gripping me as Amber’s dripping peach pressed against my mouth. I ran my tongue along her slit, tasting her arousal. She was sweet and musky—the flavor of a woman in her prime.

Above me, Amber moaned, rocking her hips with slow confidence. “Oh, I love your tongue,” she breathed, grinding harder.

I delved deeper, finding her swollen clit and swirling my tongue around it, making her thighs tremble against my face.

Meanwhile, Isabella rode me with growing lust. Her hips slapped against mine as she lifted herself nearly off my cock, only to slam back down, taking me to the hilt each time. She was wild, and I could hear her breasts bouncing with every motion.

The room filled with the sounds of our pleasure—Amber and Isabella’s moans, the wet rhythm of flesh against flesh, and the lewd sounds of my mouth working over Amber’s pussy.

“Oh, let’s switch,” I said, breathless. I needed a break since Isabella was close to making me explode.

But she slammed down again and rocked her hips in tight circles. I struggled to hold back, drawing in a deep breath on her next lift. If she only knew how close I was.

They slid off me at the same time. Isabella leaned over, touching my sticky face, her breasts glistening with a light sheen of sweat. “You’re sticky,” she said with a smirk.

“Amber’s ripe as a fruit,” I told her.

Isabella giggled while Amber straddled my hips, her pussy hovering over my slick cock. “Gosh, you’re wet,” she said as it kept slipping from her grip. I watched, mesmerized, her breasts swaying in front of me.

Eventually, she managed to guide me into her, sinking down easily. My lubricated cock and her eager walls made the glide seamless. She bottomed out, her hips pressed flush to mine, and began to ride me slowly. Every inch of her stroked me perfectly.

Then Isabella positioned herself over my face, her pink folds glistening with fresh arousal. She lowered her firm ass onto my mouth, and I parted her cheeks to lick her deeper.

Amber rode me with experience, rising all the way up before dropping back down, taking every inch. She braced her hands on my chest and quickened her pace, making me moan into Isabella’s soaked pussy.

I lapped at her, my tongue exploring every inch, teasing her entrance, circling her clit. Isabella gasped and rocked harder, her thighs tightening around my head, coating my chin with her juices.

Once again, I lost myself in the dual pleasures—the velvet heat of Amber wrapped around my cock, and the tangy musk of Isabella riding my tongue. Their sounds and scents mingled, driving me over the edge.

Isabella’s moans grew louder and higher. I knew she was close. Her thighs trembled and clenched around my head. “Oh God, Jake,” she moaned.

I didn’t stop. I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth, flicking my tongue rapidly. With a shuddering cry, Isabella climaxed hard, her pussy pulsing and releasing against my mouth.

Panting, she slid off and collapsed beside me, then leaned in and kissed me deeply. I knew she could taste herself on my tongue.

Breaking the kiss, she bit her bottom lip and smiled. “Sorry for being too quick.”

“No worries,” I said, holding her close as I felt my own climax approaching. “Amber … let’s switch.”

“You sure?” she asked, still grinding her hips against me.

“Yeah.”

“Alright,” she said with a smirk, still riding me slow and deep.

“Line up on all fours,” I told them.

They did—eagerly.

I started with Amber. My cock slipped in my hand as I tried to guide it to her entrance. I pushed inside, and that was it — I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

With a loud groan, I erupted inside Amber’s tight, wet heat. My cock pulsed and throbbed as I pumped her full of my thick seed. Waves of intense pleasure radiated through my body.

Before my orgasm had even finished, I pulled out, my slick member slipping free with a wet pop. I quickly repositioned and plunged into Isabella’s waiting pussy. She moaned as I hilted myself deep inside her. Her velvety walls gripped me like a vise as I released the last spurts of my climax into her young womb.

After I’d emptied myself, I withdrew, my semi-erect cock glistening with a combination of my cum and their arousal. I gazed down at the erotic sight before me. Amber and my stepsister lay side by side, chests heaving, bodies flushed. Pearly white rivulets of semen trickled out of their freshly-fucked holes and down their thighs.

My mind reeled from the intensity of the experience. Never in my wildest fantasies could I have imagined sharing something so intimate, so taboo, with the two women I loved most. The forbidden nature of it only heightened the pleasure to unimaginable levels.

Amber reached down and swiped a fingertip through the sticky trails on her inner thigh. She brought it to her lips, sampling our combined essence with a sultry moan.

“Mmm, we taste good together,” she said, holding her glistening finger out to Isabella.

Isabella eagerly took it into her mouth, sucking it clean with an appreciative hum. “The best,” she agreed, releasing Amber’s finger with a wet pop.

Completely drained, I collapsed onto the bed between them, one arm draping across each of their sweat-dampened torsos. For several long moments, the only sound was our labored breathing as we basked in the afterglow of our forbidden lovemaking.

We lay like that for a while, a tangle of sated limbs and racing hearts, the magnitude of what we’d just done slowly sinking in. There was no going back now, no pretending this had never happened. We’d irrevocably altered the dynamics of our relationships.

But looking at their blissful expressions, feeling the warmth of their skin against mine, I knew I wouldn’t change a thing, and neither would they.


Chapter 6

Iwoke up with drool trickling from the corner of my mouth. I slept deeply. Stretching a little, I blinked as sunlight filtered through the curtains. Even without a sheet over me, the room was incredibly warm.

As I stretched, I realized I was entangled between Amber and Isabella.

Isabella lay on my left, her arm draped across my chest, her soft breasts pressing gently against my side. Amber was already awake on my right, her fuller, mature curves also resting against me.

“Morning,” she said, beaming as she saw my eyes open.

“Morning,” I murmured.

She reached down, wrapping her hand around my morning wood and slowly stroking me. I closed my eyes and let out a low moan. My mind flashed back to everything we’d done over the past few days—the blow jobs, the sex and the threesome last night. It all felt like something out of a forbidden dream … except it was real.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, her voice soft and teasing.

“Yes,” I said, barely able to speak through the pleasure.

“Nice,” she whispered. “I want you to feel good.”

I reached down, sliding my fingers between her thighs. She was already wet. When our eyes met, she knew exactly what I wanted. I gently guided her onto her side and lifted her leg. Slowly, I pushed into her, the tip sliding into her slick, warm channel.

I slowly pushed deeper inside her tight, wet pussy from the side, careful not to wake Isabella yet. Amber let out a moan as I buried myself deeply inside her. I started thrusting gently, rocking my hips against her round ass cheeks. The slow, sensual pace felt amazing, her slick walls gripping me perfectly.

As I fucked her leisurely from behind, I reached around to cup her breasts, kneading the soft flesh. Amber arched her back, pressing herself more firmly against me, encouraging me to squeeze harder.

“Mmm, just like that,” she murmured, mindful of Isabella still sleeping beside us.

Amber quivered in my arms, her orgasm building. I could feel my release rapidly approaching as well, my balls tightening with each plunge into her scorching heat.

“I’m close,” I warned her in a strained whisper, burying my face in her neck to muffle my groans. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Give it to me,” she encouraged, tilting her hips to take me even deeper. “Fill me up.”

Her words were my undoing. I thrust into her one last time, grinding against her ass as I exploded. My cock jerked and throbbed as I pumped her full of my hot morning load.

Amber reached back to grip my hip, holding me deeply inside her as I emptied myself into her welcoming depths. Her pussy milked me for every last drop as aftershocks rolled through her. We stayed joined like that for a long moment, both of us panting and sated.

As I softened and slipped out of her with a wet sound, I heard Isabella begin to stir beside us. Amber and I shared a smile before turning to face my stepsister, who blinked at us sleepily.

“Mmm, good morning,” Isabella murmured, her voice husky. “You two look cozy.”

“Just enjoying our last morning in the Bahamas together,” Amber replied innocently, though her flushed cheeks told a different story.

Isabella glanced down, noticing my semi-erect cock glistening with the evidence of my recent orgasm.

She just smiled and let out a soft groan. “I can’t believe it’s already over… Next time, we should stay for at least a month.”

“That’ll be for you two,” Amber said, still glowing in the afterglow of her orgasm. “It’d be hard for me to take a whole month off.”

“How about three weeks?” Isabella asked, hopeful.

“More doable than a month,” Amber said, leaving the window of opportunity open.

After a few kisses and touches, we got out of bed and started packing. Clothes scattered across the floor were folded up again, swimsuits tossed in bags and toiletries zipped away. It felt strange putting everything back, knowing it was all coming to an end.

The taxi ride to the airport was quiet at first, but then we started talking about the trip. Amber leaned her head against the window, Isabella sprawled next to me with her legs stretched out.

“Favorite memory?” Isabella asked.

Amber smiled. “Easy. The yacht. I’ll never forget it. Though I do wish someone hadn’t eaten so much ice cream she got sick.”

Isabella groaned. “Okay, okay. Lesson learned.” Then she turned to me. “What about you?”

“It was all great.”

She raised an eyebrow. “You have to pick something.”

I smirked. “Fine. Getting stuck in that cell.”

Amber laughed. “Really?”

“I needed a little time out from you two horny ladies.”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “As if you didn’t want to get down the second we walked in.”

We all laughed, and the rest of the ride passed quickly.

At the airport, we moved through security and boarded without issue. Once on the plane, we settled into our seats, me in the middle. I was very aware of how close they were, the way Isabella’s thigh brushed mine, the way Amber leaned against my shoulder. They didn’t have to say anything. The looks, the little touches, the knowing smiles—all of it was enough to keep my blood pumping.

The plane had been in the air for about an hour when Isabella leaned over, her lips brushing my ear. “Want me to try again?” she whispered, her voice low and seductive.

I turned to her, confused. “Try what again?”

She rolled her eyes playfully and before I could react, her hand snaked into my shorts. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, stroking it to life. I inhaled sharply, my eyes widening as I glanced around to see if anyone noticed. But the other passengers seemed oblivious, lost in their own worlds.

“Isabella…” I warned her under my breath, even as my hips involuntarily pushed into her touch.

She just grinned, clearly enjoying my reaction. “What’s the matter, big brother? Afraid we’ll get caught?” She continued to stroke me, occasionally licking her hand and diving back in.

I bit back a groan, torn between the growing pleasure and the fear of discovery. “We can’t do this here,” I whispered urgently.

Isabella’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She turned to Amber who was engrossed in a magazine. “Amber, can you cover for us?” she asked casually as if she wasn’t currently fondling me under a thin airplane blanket.

Amber glanced up, taking in the situation with an amused smile. “Sure thing.” She angled her open magazine to block any view of Isabella’s busy hand from across the aisle. “Better?”

Isabella beamed. “Perfect.”

With our activities now shielded, Isabella grew bolder. She leaned down, her hot breath ghosting over my skin as she pulled my shorts down just enough to free my straining erection. Before I could protest, her warm, wet mouth engulfed me.

I threw my head back against the seat, barely stifling a moan as her tongue swirled around my head. She bobbed up and down, keeping the slobbering to a minimum. The sensation was incredible, made even more intense by the thrill of doing something so taboo in public.

My breathing grew ragged as I fisted the armrests, my knuckles turning white.

“Hmm, Isabella,” I grunted through clenched teeth, trying to keep my voice down.

She hummed around my cock in acknowledgment and sucked harder and wetter, hollowing her cheeks. My hips jerked as I erupted in her mouth, spurt after spurt of hot cum coating her tongue. Isabella swallowed it all, her throat working around me as she milked me dry.

When I finally stopped pulsing, Isabella released me with a soft pop. She licked her lips, a satisfied smile on her face as she tucked me back into my shorts. I was still catching my breath, my heart pounding, when a beautiful flight attendant approached with the food cart.

She served us our meals with a knowing wink and a playful smile. “Try to be a bit more discreet next time,” she whispered conspiratorially before moving on to the next row.

Isabella and I exchanged surprised glances, a blush creeping up my neck at the realization we’d been caught. Amber just chuckled, shaking her head in amusement.

“It doesn’t matter what we do,” Isabella said. “We always end up getting caught one way or another.”

“Gee, I wonder why,” Amber teased, raising an eyebrow at Isabella’s brazenness.

Isabella just giggled, clearly unashamed. “What can I say? I couldn’t resist.”

I shook my head, still in disbelief at how bold she could be.

As we ate our meals, the conversation turned to our plans for when we got home. Amber mentioned needing to catch up on work, while Isabella talked about hanging out with Nadya and Sofi.

* * *

When we got back home to Southern California, it was already evening. We were tired and jet-lagged. Amber ordered food while the rest of us unpacked the basics and dropped our bags. We ate at the dining table, quietly at first, but it didn’t take long before the conversation picked up again.

* * *

After dinner, we all went to our rooms. I lay down, planning to finally get some sleep, but just when I was settling in, Isabella walked in wrapped in a towel, completely nude underneath.

She held up her phone. “Nadya and Sofi just texted. They want to spend time with us tomorrow.”

“Surprise, surprise.”

She dropped the towel slowly, revealing her body, and climbed into bed beside me. “They want to come by in the afternoon,” she said, settling next to me. “Nadya’s been dying to know what really happened on the trip.”

“Are you going to tell her?” I asked.

She grinned. “I’ll just give them a brief teaser.”

I chuckled, reaching over to brush a strand of wet hair from her cheek. “You know they’re going to want more than just a recap.”

“I’m counting on it,” she said, then pressed a light kiss to my neck. “But tonight, it’s just us.”

I didn’t argue. I pulled her closer, letting my body relax against hers.

I thought of how Nadya and Sofi already wanted to see me, and what kind of fun we’d be having. Then I also thought of Amber who also wanted some, and now I had my stepsister next to me, already wet and aroused. I started chuckling, and she looked at me funnily. “What’s so funny?” she asked.

“The fun never ends.”

“I agree,” she said with a grin. She lunged at me and started tickling me till we both fell onto the floor, rolling around and laughing.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading Adulthood Adventure 3 Mature Bahamian Fruit! 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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