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Chapter 1

Aweek had passed since that day at the cave, since my transformation. We moved through the dense jungle, searching for a new campsite and exploring the Island. I led the way, the two fish I’d caught earlier dangling from a string over my shoulder.

I glanced back at Natalia walking behind me. She wore clothing we’d fashioned from the bison we’d hunted earlier, strips of hide stitched together with sinew, covering just enough to be functional but leaving little to the imagination. It was basically a chest wrap and a loincloth. The garment clung to her curves, revealing the smooth skin of her long legs and the swell of her breasts. Her hair had grown wilder in our time here, framing her face in loose waves that caught the sunlight. Despite being in her forties, her body remained toned and supple. The sight of her stirred something primal inside me.

My mind drifted back to our time in the cave, her body beneath mine, the sounds she made as I’d loved her. Since then, we’d spent the night together a lot more frequently. Sometimes with Hailey and Sabrina watching or sometimes alone. Each time felt better than the last, and I found myself craving her constantly, along with the girls.

“What are you thinking about?” Natalia asked, catching up to walk beside me. Her hand brushed mine, the simple contact warming my core.

“How different we all are now,” I said, though that was only part of the truth. “The Island’s changed us.”

She nodded, her eyes traveling over my muscled chest and arms, barely concealed by the animal skin vest I wore. “It certainly has. Look at you, stronger and more confident.” Her fingers trailed along my bicep. “You’re not the same man who arrived here.”

“None of us is the same,” I said. “But I like who we’ve become.”

“So do I.” Her smile was warm and intimate. “There’s something honest about this life. No pretending, no hiding who we really are or what we want.”

I adjusted the string of fish on my shoulder. “It’s simpler here. Everything stripped down to what really matters.”

“Food, shelter, family,” Natalia said, then added with a knowing smile, “Love.”

The way she said that last word made my cock twitch. We both knew what kind of love she meant, a certain type of love that would be considered inappropriate back in the civilized world. But it felt better out here. There was no one to judge us, and the freedom that came with it couldn’t be replaced by anything else.

“I never imagined I could feel so free,” she said. “So alive. I spent my whole life worrying about appearances, about what people thought. Here, none of that matters.”

“Do you ever miss it? Our old life?” I asked.

She considered this for a moment. “Sometimes I miss the conveniences. Hot showers, real beds.” She laughed. “But the rest? The pressure, the expectations? Not at all. Maybe we were meant to live this way, and civilization was all a big lie.”

I agreed. There was still the mystery of Lysara left. I hadn’t seen her since my last dream. I wanted to see her again and to free her. I got the feeling that she never wanted to be sealed in the first place. I’d also thought about what she’d said, about bringing more women here to make me more powerful and desired.

We walked in silence for a while, the only sounds being the crunch of leaves beneath our feet and the distant calls of birds.

I realized I hadn’t heard the girls’ voices for a while. Glancing back, I saw they had fallen several paces behind us. Their heads were bent together, hands busy with something I couldn’t quite make out. They were whispering intently, occasionally looking up in my direction before returning to their task.

“What do you think they’re up to?” I asked Natalia.

She smiled knowingly. “Let’s wait and see. The girls are full of surprises.”

We slowed our pace, allowing Sabrina and Hailey to catch up. When they reached us, they exchanged meaningful glances, communicating silently in that way only twins can. After a moment, Hailey stepped forward. Her cheeks were flushed, her expression shy but determined.

“Dylan, we have something for you,” she said. She held something between her fingers, though I couldn’t quite see what it was.

I stopped walking, curious. “What is it?”

Hailey opened her palm, revealing a necklace. It was beautifully crafted from cord we’d made from plant fibers, with polished shell fragments woven throughout. At its center hung a perfectly shaped heart, also made from shell.

“We made it together,” she said, her voice gentle. “We’ve been collecting shells and working on it whenever you were hunting.”

I was speechless, touched by their thoughtfulness. Sabrina moved closer, taking the necklace from Hailey’s hand.

“May we?” she asked.

I nodded, bowing my head slightly. Together, they lifted the necklace and placed it over my head, their fingers brushing against my neck as they adjusted the cord so it lay flat against my chest. I fingered the heart absently, remembering the tension that once existed between them, when they’d fought over me and didn’t speak to each other, and felt a quiet relief that whatever had been broken had softened, if not fully healed.

“Thank you,” I said. “It’s beautiful.”

My eyes took in the twins fully as they stood before me. They wore similar outfits to Natalia’s, animal hide garments that left country miles of flesh exposed. Sabrina’s covering was particularly revealing, the soft leather barely containing her teardrops, the loincloth exposing the entire length of her toned, model legs. Hailey’s outfit was only slightly more modest, but the way it hugged her curves highlighted rather than concealed her beauty, and her boobs, which were a bit bigger and rounder, showed off a cleavage that kept seizing my attention.

The primitive clothing suited them both perfectly, emphasizing their natural beauty in a way our old designer clothes never could. In the dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy, they looked like wild goddesses, their skin glowing with health, their hair longer and more untamed than before.

“I love both of you,” I said, still fingering the shell heart. “Having both of you every night, it’s been so much fun.”

And it had been. Since my transformation, they’d been all over me, just like our mother. I’d memorized every inch of their bodies, learned exactly how to please each of them. Sabrina liked it rougher, while Hailey preferred a gentler touch. But both responded beautifully when I used my new strength to hold them down or lift them into new positions.

“We’re the lucky ones,” Sabrina said, her hand trailing down my chest. “Having a man like you.”

“What she said,” Hailey added.

I leaned forward and kissed Hailey first. Her lips parted willingly, her body melting against mine as I wrapped my arms around her. Her tongue was so sweet and innocent, gently probing mine, and her mouth tasted like papaya. When we broke apart, I turned to Sabrina, capturing her mouth in a sweet kiss. She moaned against my lips, her hands gripping my shoulders as her tongue swirled with mine.

“Thank you both,” I said when we finally separated. “For the necklace, for getting along, and for everything else.”

Natalia looked at us with a tear in her eye, enjoying the emotional moment between us.

I nodded, taking one last look at the necklace before letting it rest against my chest.

As we resumed our trek, I took the lead again, but this time Sabrina and Hailey walked directly behind me. I could feel their eyes on my back, their whispers occasionally reaching my ears, followed by giggles. Whatever lingering rivalry had existed between them seemed truly gone now, replaced by a shared appreciation of our new life and of me.

The terrain changed abruptly as we rounded the next bend. What had been a manageable path suddenly became a treacherous climb upward. Massive boulders blocked our way, some as large as a car, creating what looked like an impassable barrier.

“Wait here,” I said, stepping forward to examine the obstacle. “I’ll clear a path.”

“Be careful,” Natalia called after me, maternal concern in her voice.

I approached the first boulder, easily twice my height and weighing several tons. Before my transformation, it would have been utterly impossible to move. Now, I felt confident as I placed my hands against its rough surface.

“Stand back,” I told them, planting my feet firmly on the ground.

I took a deep breath, feeling the power surge through my muscles. With a grunt, I pushed against the massive rock. It resisted for only a moment before yielding to my strength. The boulder shifted, then rolled away with a thunderous crash, sending birds scattering from nearby trees.

“Oh my god,” Sabrina said excitedly behind me.

“That’s unbelievable,” Hailey added, her voice filled with awe.

I turned to see all three of them staring at me with wide eyes. Natalia’s expression was a mixture of maternal pride and lust. She looked at me like I was their shield against the dangers of this wild place.

“There are more,” I said, already turning toward the next boulder. “Give me a few minutes.”

One by one, I cleared the massive rocks from our path. Each one seemed easier than the last. My muscles burned pleasantly with the effort, but there was no real strain. The strength Lysara had gifted me flowed through my body as naturally as breath, making what should have been impossible feel effortless.

When the path was finally clear, I returned to my family, barely winded despite having moved several tons of stone.

“That was amazing,” Sabrina said, touching my arm reverently. “You’re like a superhero.”

“Our own personal Hercules,” Hailey added with a smile.

Natalia stepped forward, her eyes shining as she looked up at me. “You’ve become something extraordinary, Dylan,” she said, her voice relaxing. “I’ve never felt safer than I do with you.”

Her words filled me with a sense of purpose. I’d always been the family photographer, the observer. Now I was their protector and their provider. The transformation went beyond just physical strength. It had reshaped my role in our small tribe.

“The climb’s still pretty steep,” I said, looking up at the rocky incline. “Let me help you.”

I offered my hand to Natalia first. She took it, and I effortlessly pulled her up beside me. The path was narrow, forcing us to press close together as we navigated the rough terrain. I kept my arm around her waist, steadying her when loose rocks threatened her footing. At one point, she slipped back and backed her full moon right against my crotch. I held for a moment, enjoying the closeness. She noticed it too, judging by her grin. Then I helped her further as she noticed her daughters were waiting.

Next came Hailey, who needed more assistance. I lifted her over the difficult stretches, her small hands gripping my shoulders for support, mashing her busty boobs against my chest. Sabrina followed, more athletic than her sister but still grateful for my strength as we tackled the steepest sections. And she also took advantage of the closeness, wrapping her arms around me and smiling up at me.

As we climbed higher, the air changed. A salty tang reached my nostrils, growing stronger with each step.

“Do you smell that?” I asked, pausing to help Hailey over a particularly difficult ledge.

She inhaled deeply as I set her down. “The ocean?”

“I smell the briny scent as well,” Natalia said after she’d taken a deep breath.

I nodded, continuing upward. The scent of the sea called to something primal inside me, promising new discoveries beyond the next rise.

We were nearing the summit when movement above caught my eye. I looked up to see enormous birds soaring overhead, their wings stretched wide against the blue sky. We hadn’t seen those in a while, and they filled me with questions. I wondered how many other exotic species existed on this Island.

“Look,” I said, pointing upward.

All four of us stopped to watch the majestic creatures. They wheeled lazily through the air currents, their movements astonishing despite their massive size.

“Wow,” Sabrina said, pointing. “They’re beautiful.”

“Do you think we could ever get close to them?” Hailey asked, her voice filled with wonder.

I watched their flight path, noting the direction. “They’re heading toward those mountains,” I said, gesturing to the distant peaks that dominated the center of the Island. “That’s probably where they nest.”

Something about the sight filled me with awe. It was as if the Island itself was watching us through those keen avian eyes, monitoring our journey as we ventured deeper into its heart. The thought should have been unsettling, but instead, it felt comforting, like we were being guided rather than observed.

We continued our climb, the birds occasionally circling back as if checking our progress. By the time we reached the summit, the sun was beginning its descent toward the horizon.

“Look,” Natalia said, pointing ahead.

Below us stretched a panoramic view of a pristine beach, golden sand meeting turquoise water. To our right, nestled in the cliff face, was the dark mouth of a cave.

“That might make good shelter for the night,” I said.

We made our way down toward the cave, moving carefully on the steep descent. When we reached the entrance, I went in first, checking for any dangers. What I found inside surprised me.

The cave was nature’s perfect shelter. A spacious alcove with walls worn smooth by time. It was dry and clean, with enough room for all of us to stretch out comfortably. Best of all, its position offered a stunning view of the beach and sea beyond.

“This is perfect,” Natalia said, running her hand along the smooth stone wall.

“It feels safe,” Hailey said, already exploring the deeper recesses.

Sabrina moved toward the entrance, gazing out at the beach. “I wonder if we could swim tomorrow morning.”

“Let’s make this place comfortable first,” I said, setting down the fish I’d caught earlier. “We need somewhere soft to sleep.”

“We’ll handle that,” Hailey said, already examining the vegetation near the cave entrance. “Come on, Sabrina.”

The girls ventured out, gathering armfuls of large, thick leaves from the surrounding jungle. I watched as they worked together, carefully arranging the foliage into beds along the cave wall. They layered the leaves, creating surprisingly plush-looking pallets.

“These are actually pretty comfortable,” Sabrina said, testing one of the beds by sitting on it. The leaves compressed beneath her weight but held firm, creating a natural cushion.

Meanwhile, Natalia took the fish I’d caught and began preparing them.

“I’ll get a fire going,” I said, gathering some dry driftwood near the cave entrance.

I arranged the wood in the center of our new shelter, where a natural depression in the stone floor formed the perfect fire pit. Kneeling beside it, I placed my hands over the kindling and concentrated. This was still new to me, this ability to create heat with just my powers.

A warm tingling sensation began in my chest, flowing down my arms and into my palms. The air between my hands and the wood shimmered with heat. And then, I shot the fire from the tips of my fingers. Within seconds, small flames licked at the kindling, quickly growing as they caught the larger pieces of driftwood.

“That’s still amazing to watch,” Natalia said, looking up from her work with the fish. “How does it feel when you do that?”

“Like I’m channeling something through me rather than creating it myself,” I said, sitting back on my heels to admire the growing fire. “Like the power already exists, and I’m just directing it.”

After spearing the fish on green sticks, Natalia brought them over and positioned them above the flames. She settled beside me, our hips touching as we watched the fish begin to cook. Without thinking, I placed my arm around her shoulders and focused on the warmth inside me, directing it outward through my skin.

Natalia sighed contentedly, leaning into me. “That feels wonderful,” she murmured. “Like being wrapped in a heated blanket.”

I smiled, enjoying the way she melted against me. Her eyes closed briefly, and a flush spread across her cheeks. When she opened them again, there was a familiar darkness in them that made my cock stir.

“We should talk about what we’ll do next,” she said, her voice slightly husky. “We can’t just wander the Island forever.”

“I’ve been thinking about that,” I said. “There’s still so much we haven’t explored. Those mountains where the birds were flying … I’m curious about what might be there.”

“Do you think Lysara might be there?” Natalia asked, her voice dropping to a whisper. “In the mountains?”

“Maybe,” I said. “I feel drawn to explore more of this place, maybe she’s calling for us.”

The fish began to sizzle over the flames, the aroma making my mouth water. I realized how hungry I was after the day’s effort.

“Girls,” I called out. “Food’s almost ready.”

Sabrina and Hailey joined us by the fire, sitting cross-legged on the cave floor. The flickering light cast dancing shadows across their faces, highlighting their beauty in a way that made me want them even more.

“It smells amazing,” Hailey said, leaning forward to inspect the cooking fish.

“Let’s eat before it gets cold,” Natalia suggested. She untied the front of her chest wrap and slipped it off, setting it aside carefully. “We should protect our clothes.”

We still had our earlier clothes as well, bikinis, shorts and nightgowns, but they wouldn’t last, so we used them sparingly.

The girls followed her lead without hesitation, removing their primitive garments and setting them safely away from the fire. The sight of all three women sitting topless in the firelight just made me hornier. I stripped off my vest as well, tossing it behind me. When I was bare-chested, the girls kept throwing glances at me and became gigglier.

Natalia distributed the fish, and we ate hungrily, enjoying the simple meal. Outside, the sky had darkened considerably, not just from the setting sun but from gathering clouds that rolled in from the ocean.

“Looks like a storm coming,” I said between bites, glancing toward the cave entrance.

As if responding to my words, a cool breeze swept into the cave, making the fire flutter and causing goosebumps to rise on the women’s bare skin.

When we’d finished eating, Hailey said, “It’s getting cold.” And she wrapped her arms around herself.

I opened my arms. “Come here. All of you.”

They didn’t hesitate. Hailey and Sabrina pressed against me on either side, while Natalia positioned herself in front of me, her back against my chest. I focused on the warmth inside me, letting it radiate outward through my skin.

“Oh, that feels nice,” Sabrina murmured, nuzzling closer.

Natalia leaned her head back against my shoulder, her breathing growing deeper. “Dylan, you’re like our own personal heater.”

As I channeled more warmth into them, their bodies relaxed against mine.

“He’s more than that … you’re our hero,” Sabrina said, propping herself up to kiss me on the lips.

Hailey leaned over next, her kiss gentle and sweet. “Thank you for protecting us, for taking care of us.”

“We’d be lost without you,” Natalia added, her hand stroking my chest. “You’ve become everything we need.”

Before Natalia could finish her thought, a loud crack of thunder shook the cave. The storm that had been threatening all evening had finally arrived. Rain began to pound against the rocks outside, and flashes of lightning illuminated our shelter in brief, ghostly bursts.

Hailey flinched against me, her body tensing at the sudden noise. “That was close,” she whispered.

I wrapped my arm tighter around her. “We’re safe in here,” I assured her. “The cave is solid rock.”

Another thunderclap boomed, even louder than the first. Sabrina scooted closer, pressing herself against my other side. “I’ve never heard thunder this loud before,” she said.

“It’s the acoustics of the cave,” Natalia said, though I could hear a slight tremor in her voice too. “Sound echoes in here.”

The storm intensified rapidly. Wind howled at the cave entrance, driving rain inward in misty sheets. The temperature dropped noticeably, and I could feel goosebumps rising on the women’s skin.

“Everyone, come closer,” I said, focusing on generating more heat. They huddled against me, seeking warmth.

Hailey was shivering more than the others, her eyes wide as she watched lightning flash across the sky. Natalia noticed too.

“Dylan, let Hailey sleep between us,” she said, shifting to make space.

Hailey looked grateful as she moved to lie directly against me. I turned on my side, wrapping my arm around her slender form while Natalia pressed against her back, sandwiching her between us. Sabrina spooned against my back, completing our protective huddle.

“Better?” I asked Hailey, kissing the top of her head.

She nodded against my chest. “Much better,” she murmured. “You’re so warm.”

I maintained a steady flow of heat, using my abilities to keep them comfortable as the storm raged outside. The sound of rain against stone and the breathing of the women gradually lulled us all to sleep.


Chapter 2

Idon’t know how long I slept before a deafening crack of thunder jolted me awake. My eyes snapped open to darkness, momentarily disoriented. Another flash of lightning illuminated the cave, showing me my family still sleeping against me.

I carefully untangled myself from their embrace, moving toward the cave entrance. The storm had intensified dramatically. Massive waves crashed against the beach below, white-capped monsters that seemed determined to devour the shoreline. The wind howled, bending palm trees almost to the ground.

As I watched, lightning split the sky again, briefly illuminating the turbulent ocean. That’s when I saw it—a flash of color amid the gray-black waves. Something pink, tossed violently by the water. I squinted, waiting for the next lightning strike.

When it came, I saw them clearly: two figures clinging desperately to what looked like a large piece of debris. One wore what appeared to be a pink dress, now sodden and clinging to her form. They were being pushed dangerously close to the jagged rocks at the base of our cliff. It was raining so much that I couldn’t even see the beach.

“Mom!” I called, rushing back inside. “Mom, wake up!”

She stirred immediately, maternal instinct bringing her fully alert in seconds. “What is it?”

“People,” I said urgently. “In the water. They’re in trouble.”

The girls were awake now, too, rubbing sleep from their eyes.

“Where?” Natalia asked, already on her feet.

I led her to the entrance and pointed toward the churning sea. “There, do you see them? When the lightning flashes.”

We waited for the next strike, and when it came, Natalia gasped. “Oh my god, they’ll drown in this weather.”

“I have to help them,” I said, already calculating the best way down to the beach.

“Dylan, no!” Hailey said, grabbing my arm. “The waves are huge!”

“She’s right,” Sabrina added, looking just as nervous as her sibling. “It’s too dangerous, even for you.”

I shook my head. “I’m stronger now. I can make it.” I looked at Natalia, knowing she’d understand. “I have to try.”

Natalia studied my face for a long moment, then nodded. “You’re right. But you’re not going alone.” She turned to her daughters. “Girls, stay here. Keep the fire going bright. They’ll need warmth if we get them back.”

“But Mom—” Sabrina started to protest.

“No arguments,” Natalia cut her off. “Dylan needs someone to help, but we can’t all go. Stay here.”

I grabbed the rope we’d made earlier.

“Come on,” I said to Natalia, already heading toward the path that led down to the beach.

The descent was treacherous. Rain made the rocks slippery, and the wind threatened to knock us off our feet. We were halfway down when a massive wave crashed against the cliff face, sending spray high enough to drench us.

“We need to hurry!” I shouted over the storm.

When we reached the base of the cliff, Natalia took the rope from my hands, tying it around my waist.

“The knot should hold,” she said, though I could see worry in her eyes. She finished securing it, then took my face in her hands. “Be careful, please.”

She pressed her lips to mine in a quick, desperate kiss. “Good luck.”

I nodded, backing toward the churning water. “Hold the rope tight. When I tug three times, pull as hard as you can.”

Without giving myself time to reconsider, I dove into the water. The water wasn’t that cold despite the cool winds, and my new strength propelled me forward against currents that would have overwhelmed me before. Salt spray stung my eyes as I fought through the churning waves, each powerful stroke carrying me closer to the struggling figures.

A flash of lightning illuminated them clearly: a middle-aged woman and a younger girl, both clinging desperately to what looked like part of an aircraft wing. Their red hair was plastered to their pale faces, and terror filled their eyes as they spotted me approaching.

“Hold on!” I shouted over the roar of the storm. “I’m coming to help you!”

The woman nodded frantically, her arms wrapped protectively around the girl who appeared to be her daughter. As I reached them, I could see they were both exhausted, their strength nearly spent.

“Grab onto me!” I said, securing one arm around the flotation device. It was definitely a plane wing, I realized, the curved metal unmistakable despite being battered by the waves.

The woman hesitated, clearly afraid to release her grip on their lifeline.

“Trust me,” I said, meeting her frightened gaze.

She nodded and cautiously shifted her grip, one arm still around her daughter, the other clutching my shoulder. The girl followed her mother’s lead, her small fingers digging into my arm with surprising strength.

With my free hand, I gave the rope three sharp tugs. “Hold tight,” I told them as I felt the line go taut. “My mom’s pulling us in.”

I kicked hard, working with the rope’s pull while fighting the waves that threatened to dash us against the rocks.

“Almost there,” I told them as we neared the shore. The woman’s eyes were wide with disbelief as she watched me swimming against currents that should have overpowered us.

When my feet finally touched the wet sandy bottom, I stood, lifting both women with me. They clung to me, too weak to stand on their own, as I carried them the final few steps to shore, where Natalia waited.

“Thank god,” Natalia said, rushing forward to help.

I was about to ask them who they were when I noticed how badly they were shivering. Their lips had taken on a bluish tint, and their eyes had a vacant, shocked look. They were dangerously cold and clearly traumatized.

“We need to get them warmed up immediately,” I said. “Mom, head up to the cave. I’ll handle them.”

Natalia nodded and started back up the path. I turned to the women, who stood huddled together, the older one’s arm still protectively around her daughter.

“Can you walk?” I asked gently.

They both nodded weakly, though I could see their legs trembling with exhaustion. The mother wore a once-elegant summer dress, now torn and soaked. The daughter’s dress was similar but shorter, and both garments were completely inappropriate for their current situation.

“I’ll help you,” I said, positioning myself between them to provide support.

We started up the path, but it quickly became apparent that they lacked the strength for the climb. Without hesitation, I scooped the younger one into my arms, then gestured for the mother to climb onto my back.

“Hold on tight,” I instructed.

Their combined weight barely registered as I carried them up the steep path, my enhanced strength making the burden feel insignificant. The mother gasped as I navigated the treacherous terrain with ease, her arms wrapped tightly around my neck, as if afraid I’d vanish.

When we reached the cave, Sabrina and Hailey were waiting anxiously by the fire, which they’d built up to a roaring blaze. Their eyes widened at the sight of our bedraggled group.

“Sit by the fire,” Natalia told the newcomers, gesturing to the warmest spot. “You need to get warm.”

I set them down gently, and they huddled together near the flames. The mother held her daughter close as the girl finally broke down, silent tears streaming down her freckled face. The woman murmured softly to her, stroking her wet red hair in a gesture of comfort that seemed heartbreakingly familiar.

Sabrina and Hailey exchanged concerned glances, clearly unsure how to react to these strangers in our sanctuary. I gave them a reassuring nod as Natalia retrieved some of our leftover fish and offered it to our guests.

“Eat,” she said kindly. “You need your strength.”

The woman accepted with shaking hands, helping her daughter take small bites before eating herself. They chewed mechanically, their movements suggesting they were operating on pure instinct.

“What happened to you?” I asked gently, kneeling before them. “How did you end up in the water?”

The woman looked up, her green eyes focusing on me with difficulty. “Our plane,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “It went down. We were the only ones who…” She trailed off, unable to finish the sentence.

“You’re safe now,” I assured her, placing a hand on her shoulder. “We’ll take care of you.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, fresh tears welling in her eyes. “You saved our lives. How did you… How were you able to swim in that storm?”

I exchanged glances with Natalia, unsure how much to reveal about my transformation.

“Dylan is special,” Natalia said simply, handing them some water we’d collected earlier. “We all are, in our way. This Island has changed us.”

The mother looked at me with new interest, her gaze more focused now. “This Island,” she repeated. “Where exactly are we?”

“We don’t know,” I admitted. “We were shipwrecked here weeks ago.”

The mother narrowed her eyes skeptically. “How can you not know where you are if you’ve been here for weeks?”

“We believe this is an uncharted Island,” I explained. “It doesn’t appear on any maps we’ve seen. We were sailing not far from southern Florida when a storm hit us. Our yacht went down, and we washed up here.”

The woman and her daughter exchanged worried glances.

“Look, there’s a lot more to tell you,” I said. “But you both need rest. Let’s start with introductions. I’m Dylan.”

“I’m Natalia,” Natalia said, offering a gentle smile. “These are my daughters, Sabrina and Hailey, and Dylan is my son.”

Sabrina gave a small wave while Hailey nodded politely.

“We were on a modeling trip,” Natalia said. “Sabrina has become quite successful in the industry, and we were doing a photoshoot on our yacht when the storm came out of nowhere. It was unlike anything I’d ever seen, unnatural in its intensity. We barely made it to the lifeboat before the yacht sank.”

The woman took a deep breath. “I’m Teodora,” she said. “This is my daughter, Luna. She is nineteen, and she’s about to start college in the fall.” She glanced at her daughter, who was staring at the fire, her expression blank. “I own a riding school back home. We have several horses, a beautiful ranch.”

Teodora stroked her daughter’s hair tenderly. “I arranged this trip as a transition for Luna. A pause between childhood and her next chapter as an adult. We were flying to the Bahamas when…” Her voice faltered.

“The turbulence started suddenly,” she continued after a moment. “The plane began to shake violently. People were screaming. Then we just … fell from the sky. I remember the impact with the water, grabbing Luna, finding that piece of the wing…” Tears welled in her eyes.

Luna began to cry quietly, her shoulders shaking. Natalia moved closer, placing a comforting hand on the girl’s back.

Teodora moved to comfort Luna, her maternal instincts taking over as she wrapped an arm around the girl’s trembling shoulders. Sabrina and Hailey exchanged concerned glances before joining them, creating a protective circle around our new arrivals.

“It’s okay,” Natalia whispered, her voice gentle as she stroked Luna’s wet hair. “You’re safe now. The worst is behind you.”

Teodora gave Natalia a grateful look, though her eyes remained haunted by what they’d experienced. “Thank you,” she murmured. “We thought we were going to die out there.”

I watched as my sisters offered quiet words of comfort to Luna. Even Sabrina seemed genuinely moved by the girl’s distress. Hailey had tears in her own eyes as she held Luna’s hand.

“We understand,” Hailey said softly. “We went through something similar when our yacht sank. The feeling of helplessness, the fear.”

Luna’s crying gradually subsided, though occasional tremors still ran through her body. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and looked up at me.

“I’m cold,” she said, her voice vulnerable. The wet dress clung to her slender frame, and I could see goosebumps covering her arms despite the fire’s warmth.

I moved to the back of the cave where we kept our supplies and grabbed the softest hide we’d been using as a blanket.

“Here,” I said, returning to Luna’s side. I draped the hide over her shoulders, carefully wrapping it around her trembling body. The material enveloped her completely, providing immediate warmth.

As I adjusted the blanket, Luna’s eyes traveled over my chest and arms. Her gaze lingered on my muscles, and I saw her eyes widen slightly. A flush spread across her pale, freckled cheeks that had nothing to do with the fire’s heat.

“Thank you,” she whispered, clutching the hide tighter around herself.

Teodora watched our interaction with interest before turning to me. “What will you use for warmth now?” she asked, eyeing the hide that now protected her daughter.

I smiled, glancing at Natalia and my sisters. “We have each other,” I said. “We’ve learned to share body heat. It’s more effective than you might think.”

Teodora raised an eyebrow but nodded, accepting my explanation without further questions.

As the night deepened and the storm continued to rage outside, we prepared for sleep. Natalia arranged our leaf beds, pushing them together to form one large sleeping area.

“We should all rest now,” she said. “It’s been an exhausting day for everyone.”

My family began to settle in for the night, removing what little clothing we wore without hesitation. Natalia slipped out of her hide covering first, her naked body gleaming in the firelight as she stretched out on the bed. Sabrina and Hailey followed, equally comfortable in their nudity as they positioned themselves on either side of where I would lie.

I noticed Teodora and Luna exchanging curious glances as they watched my family casually disrobing.

Natalia caught their reaction and smiled reassuringly. “You’re welcome to join us,” she said, patting the space beside her. “The closer we sleep, the warmer we’ll be.”

“We’ll keep our clothes on,” Teodora said quickly, though there was no judgment in her tone, just a touch of embarrassment.

“Of course,” Natalia said. “Whatever makes you comfortable.”

Teodora and Luna approached cautiously, still wrapped in the hide I’d given them. They positioned themselves at the edge of our bed, maintaining a small but noticeable distance. Despite their obvious discomfort with our sleeping arrangements, the need for warmth and safety eventually outweighed their hesitation.

As the fire burned lower and reduced to embers, we all drifted into sleep, the sound of rain and distant thunder in the background.


Chapter 3

Iwoke up to the sensation of a warm hand on my shoulder, gently caressing me. Opening my eyes, I knew Natalia was behind me. I recognized her supple tits warming my back.

“Dylan,” she whispered, her hand reaching for my morning glory. “Are you awake?”

I looked outside the cave to see the dawn light painting the sky in pink and gold. The storm clouds had completely vanished, leaving behind a beautiful morning. The sea was calm now, a stark contrast to the violent waves that had threatened to claim Teodora and Luna.

I turned around, and Natalia’s eyes held a familiar heat as she looked at me. Her hand trailed down my chest, her touch igniting my skin.

“You were incredible last night,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “The way you dove into those waves, carried them both up that steep path… God, watching you save them like that…” She bit her lip, her cheeks flushed. “It made me so hot for you.”

I smiled, pleased by her reaction. “Yeah?”

Without hesitation, I reached between her legs, finding her already slick. She stifled a giggle as my fingers slid through her folds, her wetness coating my fingertips.

“Can we go somewhere private?” she asked, her voice barely audible. “I’m really horny.”

My cock hardened instantly at her words. I nodded, glancing toward our sleeping companions. Teodora and Luna were curled together under the hide I’d given them, while Sabrina and Hailey slept peacefully, their naked bodies tangled together for warmth.

We rose quietly, careful not to disturb the others. Natalia took my hand, leading me out of the cave and down a narrow path that wound around the cliff face. It was slightly cool, but the rising sun promised warmth later.

We found a secluded spot not far from the cave, a small clearing with soft soil and lush grass. From here, we had a perfect view of the beach below, the waves now gentle as they lapped at the golden sand.

With a horny look in her eyes, Natalia turned to me. I pulled her against me, pressing my mouth to hers. Her plump lips parted eagerly, her tongue meeting mine as her hands roamed over my chest and shoulders. I cupped her breasts, squeezed and massaged them.

“Sorry for waking you,” she moaned against my mouth. “I’ve never woken up so horny in my life.”

“It’s not a bad way to wake up.”

I guided her down onto the soft earth and gently spread her legs. Her pussy glistened with arousal, pink and swollen. Pushing the blonde curls aside, I lined up my cock with her slit and pushed forward, burying myself inside her in one smooth thrust.

“Yes,” she moaned, her back arching as I filled her sweet pussy. “Oh god, yes … Finally.”

I pulled back till only the head remained and pushed back inside, getting into the flow that had her gasping and moaning with each thrust. Her legs wrapped around my waist in a tight lock, pulling me deeper as her hands roamed my back.

“Harder,” she said, her voice filled with passion. “Fuck me harder.”

I increased my pace, driving into her with all the strength I possessed. The sound of our bodies coming together echoed in the morning air, accompanied by Natalia’s moans of pleasure.

“That’s it,” she said, her eyes locked on mine. “Just like that. You feel so good inside me.”

Her words fueled my lust, and I pounded into her relentlessly. I could feel her pussy tightening around me, her climax approaching. My own release built at the base of my spine, a familiar pressure that grew with each thrust.

Natalia came first, her body tensing beneath me as she cried out my name. Her inner walls clenched around my cock, the pulsing sensation triggering my climax. I buried myself to the hilt and orgasmed hard, filling her with stream after stream of hot cum.

I sighed in relief, keeping my cock buried inside her for a few more seconds before pulling out from her hole, which gaped open, revealing a pool of glistening cum before closing.

I collapsed beside her, both of us breathing heavily as we recovered from our intense sex. Natalia snuggled against my chest, pressing kisses to my skin as I held her close.

We lay there for several minutes, basking in the afterglow and the warmth of the morning sun. The peaceful moment was interrupted by the sound of twigs breaking nearby. I turned my head, alert to the potential danger.

It was Teodora. She stepped out from the cave, apparently unaware of our presence, as she moved toward a secluded spot several yards away. She wore only the torn dress from yesterday, which clung to her curves in a way that highlighted her mature beauty.

She glanced around quickly before squatting down, clearly intending to relieve herself. From our vantage point, I had a clear view of her as she hitched up her dress. Her hips were mesmerizing, curved and feminine, and I caught a glimpse of her pussy as she positioned herself, looking so pinkish amid her pale skin, and then she let go of a golden arch.

I knew I should look away, give her privacy, but I couldn’t tear my eyes from the sight. There was something primal about watching her in such a vulnerable moment, unaware of being observed.

When there was not a drop left, she stood and adjusted her dress. As she turned to head back to the cave, her gaze fell on us. Her eyes widened in shock as she took in our naked, entwined bodies and the unmistakable evidence of what we’d been doing, especially as my cock was still seeping.

“I—I’m so sorry,” she stammered, her face flushing crimson. “I didn’t know anyone was here.”

Natalia sat up calmly, making no move to cover herself or wiping the cum from her inner thighs. “It’s fine,” she said with a reassuring smile. “No need to apologize.”

I nodded in agreement. “We would’ve been caught eventually,” I said, surprisingly unbothered by her discovery. “No harm done.”

Teodora’s eyes darted between us, confusion evident in her expression. She seemed unable to reconcile what she was seeing. She went back to the cave, and a slight awkward silence followed.

“We should head back,” I suggested, standing and offering Natalia my hand. “The others will be waking up soon.”

Natalia nodded, accepting my help.

We returned to find Luna stirring while Sabrina and Hailey remained asleep, their bodies curled together like kittens. Luna sat up, rubbing sleep from her eyes, the hide blanket pooling around her waist. When she saw us enter, she blinked in confusion at our nakedness before quickly averting her gaze.

Teodora rushed to her daughter’s side. “How are you feeling, sweetheart?” she asked, kneeling beside her.

Luna nodded slowly. “I’m okay, Mom,” she said, her voice vulnerable but steadier than last night. Her eyes traveled around the cave before settling back on her mother. “When do you think someone will come for us?”

The question hit me with unexpected force, bringing back memories of those first days on this Island. I remembered how Sabrina and Hailey had asked the same question, over and over, their voices growing more desperate with each passing day until they accepted our fates.

“We don’t know who’s coming or when,” I said gently, crouching down to her level. “You should prepare yourself to stay here for a while.”

Luna’s eyes widened. “But they’ll search for us, right? The plane had a black box, emergency beacons…”

She looked up at Teodora, seeking reassurance. Her mother hesitated before nodding. “Dylan and his family have been here longer than us,” Teodora said carefully. “I think we should listen to their experience.”

Luna’s gaze darted between us. “But there must be someone else on this Island,” she insisted. “It can’t be completely deserted.”

I exchanged glances with Natalia, who nodded encouragingly. “There is… someone else,” I began, choosing my words carefully. “Or something else. A presence I’ve encountered several times.”

Luna leaned forward, suddenly alert. “What do you mean?”

“Her name is Lysara,” I said. “I first saw glimpses of her on our yacht, right before the storm hit. Just flashes at first, like a beautiful woman made of light. Since then, I’ve seen her in dreams, and sometimes when I’m alone.”

Luna’s eyes widened. “I saw someone too,” she said quietly. “Right before the turbulence started. A flash of light that looked like a very pretty woman. I thought I was imagining things.”

Teodora frowned. “Luna, you never mentioned this.”

“I didn’t think it was real,” Luna said. “It happened so fast, and then everything was chaos.”

Teodora turned to me, skepticism evident in her expression. “I’m sorry, but this sounds rather … far-fetched.”

“I understand your doubt,” I said. “I didn’t believe it either, at first. But there’s more. Deep in the jungle, there’s a massive temple with a giant statue of Lysara. The inscription says she was a goddess so beautiful that gods killed each other for her love.”

“A temple?” Teodora repeated. “On an uncharted Island?”

“Yes … And there’s magic involved,” I told her.

Teodora’s eyebrows shot up. “Magic?” The word came out flat, disbelieving.

Natalia placed a hand on my shoulder. “Dylan, why don’t you show them?”

I nodded, rising to my feet. Moving to the cave entrance, I spotted a boulder about the size of a small car embedded in the hillside. I approached it confidently, planting my feet firmly on the ground.

“Watch,” I said, addressing both Luna and Teodora.

I gripped the massive rock with both hands, feeling its rough surface against my palms. With a deep breath, I engaged my enhanced strength, pulling upward. The boulder resisted for only a moment before breaking free from the earth with a rumbling crack. I lifted it above my head, holding it there effortlessly while turning to face our stunned audience.

Luna and Teodora stared in open-mouthed shock. I walked to the edge of the cliff and hurled the boulder down toward the beach. It sailed through the air in an arc before crashing into the sand with an impact that shook the ground beneath our feet.

“That’s not all,” I said, turning back to them. I extended my hands, palms upward, and concentrated. The familiar warmth built in my chest, flowing down my arms and into my hands. Within seconds, flames erupted from my palms, dancing brightly in the morning air.

Luna gasped, her eyes reflecting the fire. Teodora took an involuntary step backward, her expression a mixture of fear and awe.

“It’s true,” I told them as I extinguished the flames. “Lysara gave me these abilities. She said the gods killed each other for her love, and their powers remained on this Island. She’s somehow trapped here, sealed by her parents, and I think she brought us here for a reason.”

Teodora shook her head slowly. “This is … I’ll need time to process all this.”

“It sounds like something from a fantasy novel,” Luna said, but her voice held wonder rather than disbelief.

I smiled at her. “I know it does. I can hardly believe it myself sometimes. But I promise you this: whatever happens, whatever Lysara wants from us, I’ll keep you safe.”

Luna returned my smile, her eyes lingering on mine with wonder.

“So what do we do now?” Teodora asked, looking at Natalia and me.

“How about we go for a swim?” Sabrina suggested. “The storm is gone, and it’s a perfect opportunity to get to know each other.”

Luna’s eyes brightened. “That sounds nice.”

The idea seemed to lift everyone’s spirits, and I wasn’t against it either.

“A swim sounds amazing,” Natalia said, looking down at the beach.

“I could use a wash,” Hailey agreed, examining her dirt-streaked arms.

We packed what we had and prepared to leave our temporary shelter. I led the way, with Natalia close behind me, followed by Sabrina and Hailey. Teodora and Luna brought up the rear, still moving cautiously in their unfamiliar surroundings.

The path down to the beach was steep in places, requiring careful navigation. As we approached a particularly tricky section, I went ahead, testing footholds before gesturing for the others to follow.

“It’s a bit dangerous here,” I called back, noting a drop of about six feet onto a narrow ledge. “I’ll go first and help everyone down.”

I lowered myself carefully, finding a secure footing before looking up at my family and our new companions. Hailey stood closest to the edge, peering down with apprehension.

“Hailey, just jump,” I said, positioning myself directly below her. “I’ll catch you.”

She hesitated briefly, then took a deep breath and leapt forward. I caught her easily, my hands circling her waist as her weight settled against me.

“See?” I said, setting her down. “Nothing to worry about.”

Hailey giggled, her face flushed with excitement. “That was actually kind of fun.”

Sabrina came next, more confident than her sister as she jumped into my waiting arms with a squeal. I squeezed her in a brief hug before placing her beside Hailey. She winked at me, her hand lingering on my arm a moment longer than necessary.

Luna approached the edge next, looking nervous in her tattered pink dress. Her red hair caught the morning light, framing her pale face and making her freckles stand out against her skin.

“I don’t know if I can,” she said, chewing her lips.

“You can,” I assured her, extending my arms upward. “I won’t let you fall. Trust me.”

She bit her lower lip, took a steadying breath, and jumped. I caught her easily, her slender body feeling almost weightless in my arms. She let out a squeal of surprise that transformed into laughter as I held her securely.

Unlike my sisters, who had immediately moved away once I set them down, Luna clung to me, her arms wrapped around my neck. Her body pressed against mine, and I felt feminine warmth seep into my skin. She smiled up at me, her green eyes bright with love.

“Thank you,” she said in a lowered voice before finally letting go.

Natalia and Teodora managed a bit better, climbing down carefully. They still wanted me to be there in case they fell, and at the last step, I reached for their hands and guided them down. We continued our descent, the path growing steeper in places. I helped everyone navigate the difficult sections, offering a hand here, a steadying arm there, until we finally reached the white, pinkish sand below.

The beach was even more beautiful up close, and especially now that the storm was gone. White sand stretched in a gentle curve, meeting turquoise water so clear I could see fish darting beneath the surface. Palm trees provided patches of shade, and the morning sun threw a golden glow over everything.

Luna ran ahead, her bare feet leaving small impressions in the sand as she approached the water’s edge. She stopped just short of the gentle waves, her face lit with wonder.

“It’s beautiful,” she said, turning back to look at us. Then her expression fell slightly.

“Hard to believe there was a storm here at all,” Teodora said, thinking back to last night when they’d survived a plane crash.

“I wish I had something to swim in. This dress isn’t exactly water-friendly,” Luna said.

Sabrina patted her on the back. “We have bikinis,” she said. “We usually just swim naked, but we can find you something, though.”

Hailey nodded in agreement. “It’ll be better than that dress. We try to use our modern clothes sparingly so they’ll last.”

“That’s very kind of you,” Teodora said, though I noticed she seemed uncomfortable at the mention of swimming naked.

“I think I’ll wear shorts,” I said, sensing her shyness.

While the girls headed to change, I put on the shorts that were still in one piece despite everything we’d gone through.

When I returned to the beach, I found Teodora speaking quietly to Luna.

“Remember to be careful about sunburn,” she was saying, her tone concerned. “Without sunscreen, your skin will burn quickly, especially with your complexion.”

Luna nodded, though I could tell her attention was more focused on the inviting water than her mother’s warnings. She wore one of Hailey’s bikinis. It was simple and red, matching her ginger hair and giving her pale breasts a gentle lift. I noticed now her hips, a bit wider than Hailey’s, were perfect for riding.

My sisters and Natalia wore similar bikinis. Even Natalia had opted for the minimal covering rather than swimming nude, likely out of consideration for our guests.

“Catch me if you can!” Sabrina called, racing toward the water.

Hailey and Natalia followed quickly, while Teodora hung back, still seeming uncertain. Luna hesitated only briefly before running after my sisters, her red hair flying behind her as she splashed into the gentle waves.

I waded into the water, feeling the cool waves lap against my skin. The ocean was calm today, crystal clear with gentle swells that barely reached my waist. I could see colorful fish darting between my legs, their scales catching the sunlight as they swam.

Luna splashed toward me, her red hair darkened by water, clinging to her shoulders. The wet fabric of her borrowed bikini had become slightly transparent, outlining the soft curves beneath. I tried not to stare, but it was difficult to look away. She was new and exotic.

“Dylan, what kind of fish is that?” she asked, pointing to a blue-striped creature swimming near my feet. She moved closer, her arm brushing against mine as she leaned down for a better look.

“I’ve no idea,” I said, crouching beside her in the shallow water. “But it looks pretty, that’s all we have to do now.”

She nodded with interest, her eyes wide with wonder. “You’re right … Oh, look at that one!” She pointed to another fish, moving slightly closer to me.

As I knelt in the shallower water, I became aware that my shorts were clinging to me in ways that left my bulge visible. The wet garment outlined everything, and I noticed Luna’s gaze flick downward briefly before returning to my face, a flush spreading across her freckled cheeks.

A larger wave rolled in, catching Luna off guard. She stumbled, reaching for my arm to steady herself. Her fingers gripped my bicep, holding tighter than necessary even after she’d regained her balance.

“Sorry,” she said, though she didn’t let go. “The current is stronger than I expected.”

“It’s fine,” I said, hyperaware of her touch on my skin. “That’s what I’m here for.”

We waded deeper, with Luna staying close beside me. Every few minutes, she found a new reason to touch me, pointing out another fish, steadying herself against imaginary waves, or simply bumping against me as we moved through the water.

Natalia and Teodora had stayed in the shallows, talking quietly while keeping an eye on us. My sisters were further out, swimming as they explored the bay.

Another wave hit Luna, sending a small wave splashing over her chest. When the water receded, I saw that one side of her bikini top had slipped, the knot loosened by our swimming. Before either of us could react, the fabric fell away completely, and her breast popped free, pale, symmetric, round and topped with small pink nipples and quarter-sized areolas.

“Oh!” she said, her hand flying up to cover her tits, but not before I got a full view. Her skin was milky white with a few faint freckles dusting the upper curve of her breast.

“My top,” she said, her voice quiet with embarrassment. “Could you… help me?”

“Of course,” I said, trying to keep my eyes on her face.

She turned her back to me, gathering her wet hair and pulling it over one shoulder to give me access to the strings of her bikini. I could see the delicate knobs of her spine and the gentle slope of her shoulders as I took the loose fabric from her hand.

“You’ll need to hold it in place,” I said.

She reached up with one arm, holding the cup against her breast while I worked on hooking it. My fingers brushed against her wet skin, and I felt her shiver slightly at the contact. As I worked, she glanced over her shoulder at me, her green eyes meeting mine.

“Is it tight enough?” I asked when I finished hooking her bikini top.

She turned to face me, adjusting the fabric slightly. “Perfect. Thank you.”

We stayed in the water a while longer, but I couldn’t forget the image of her bare breasts, the perfect roundness of it, the symmetry, and the pink nipple that had pointed up at me like a sweet invitation. The memory kept replaying in my mind, making it difficult to concentrate on anything else.

Eventually, I suggested we head back to shore. “We should look for some food,” I said. “There might be fruit trees inland.”

Luna nodded eagerly. “I’m growing hungry.”

Sabrina and Hailey also came back with us. We waded back to shore. Hailey and Sabrina also wanted to join us.

Teodora looked uncertain, worried about her daughter. “Is it safe to go into the jungle?”

“With Dylan, yes,” Natalia assured her. “He’ll keep your daughter safe.”

“Alright, be careful, sweetheart,” Teodora reminded her.

Luna just nodded, excited to come with me. I led the girls up a narrow path that wound from the beach into the dense vegetation beyond. The jungle was alive with sound, birds calling, insects buzzing, and leaves rustling in the gentle breeze. Luna stayed close behind me, occasionally reaching for my arm when the path grew steeper or more challenging.

“There should be papaya trees not far from here,” I said, pushing aside a large frond to clear our path.

“I love papayas,” Luna said, her face brightening. “They’re my favorite fruit.”

“Ours too,” Hailey said. “There’s so much more though.”

The girls talked about various topics, getting along, before there was a brief pause. Then I felt someone reach out to me, and it was Luna.

“Thank you for saving us yesterday,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “My mother and I … we would have died if you hadn’t come for us.”

“You’re welcome,” I told her, while looking her in the eyes. I was always glad when someone appreciated my help.

We found a grove of papaya trees just as I’d hoped, their trunks stretching toward the sky, heavy fruit hanging from their branches. I approached the closest tree, evaluating its height.

“Stand back,” I told them, placing my hands against the trunk. With a push, I shook the tree, causing several ripe papayas to fall to the ground.

Luna clapped her hands. “That was amazing!”

We gathered the fruits, selecting the ripest ones. “Let’s head back. The others will be hungry too.”

On our return journey, Luna stayed close, her fingers occasionally brushing against mine as we navigated the path. Her wet hair had begun to dry in the warm air, returning to its vibrant red color that reminded me of autumn leaves.

When we reached the beach, Natalia and Teodora had spread out on the sand. They sat under the shade of a palm tree, chatting about life.

“Mom, look what we found!” Luna said, hurrying ahead of me to show off our bounty.

Teodora’s smile brightened. “Wow, those look so tasty.”

I distributed the papayas, using my knife to slice them into manageable portions. The sweet, tropical flavor burst on my tongue as I bit into a piece, the juice dribbling down my chin. Luna sat beside me, her legs folded beneath her as she enjoyed the fruit.

Teodora watched her daughter with affection. “Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked.

Luna nodded enthusiastically, but as she did, I noticed her reach up to scratch her shoulder. “It’s beautiful here,” she said, taking another bite of papaya.

A few moments later, she scratched again, this time at her neck. I frowned, watching as she shifted uncomfortably.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Just a little itchy,” she replied, rubbing at her forearm where a faint redness had begun to appear.

I hoped she wouldn’t get sunburned. Her skin was a lot paler than ours. We talked while we ate. Teodora shared stories of running her riding school, and Natalia shared stories of modelling, and I talked about being a photographer. We got along well with little drama so far, but eventually we grew hungry again. We didn’t have any meat or fish at the moment, and I didn’t want to eat fruit for dinner.

“We need to find more substantial food,” I said. “Some meat would do us good.”

“Is there a supermarket here?” Luna asked cutely.

I tried my hardest not to chuckle. “I wish … So far, we’ve hunted. My mother taught me archery, and we have weapons with us.”

“Cool,” Luna said. “You have a really cool family.”

“And you have a sweet one,” I said. I turned to Natalia. “Do you want to come with me?”

“Of course,” she said, already rising to her feet.

Sabrina pouted. “Why can’t we all go?”

“Someone needs to stay with Teodora and Luna,” I explained, retrieving the bows and arrows we’d found at Lysara’s father’s hunting ground. “It will be more efficient. We won’t look for anything big, maybe some birds if we find some.”

Hailey crossed her arms. “Don’t leave without a hug.”

I moved to her first, wrapping my arms around her. “I’ll be back soon,” I promised before pressing my lips to hers in a sweet kiss. When we parted, I turned to Sabrina, giving her the same treatment, a tight embrace followed by a kiss that lasted perhaps a moment longer than strictly necessary.

“We won’t be gone long,” I assured them, my hands resting on Sabrina’s hips as I spoke.

From the corner of my eye, I caught Luna watching us intently. Her expression was a mixture of surprise and curiosity as she observed the intimate way I handled my girls, the casual affection with which I kissed them on the lips. Teodora just smiled, having seen me making love to Natalia earlier.

Natalia and I headed into the jungle, each carrying a bow and a quiver of arrows. We moved silently, looking around and being observant.

“You and your siblings have done well,” Natalia said once we were deep enough into the vegetation that the others couldn’t hear us. “Making Luna and Teodora feel welcome. I’m proud of you.”

I nodded, scanning the undergrowth for movement. “Luna seems to be adapting, but she’s so fragile. I feel bad for her. The plane crash must have been terrifying.”

“She’s stronger than she appears,” Natalia replied. “She’s gradually overcoming the trauma of the crash.”

We fell silent as I spotted movement ahead, a small clearing where several ground-dwelling birds foraged. I signaled to Natalia, and we both nocked arrows, taking careful aim.

“I spoke with Teodora this morning,” Natalia said in a whisper. “She’s lovely, very kind.”

“What did you talk about?” I asked, adjusting my aim.

“Many things. She asked quite a few questions about our relationships.”

I lowered my bow slightly, turning to look at Natalia. “She wasn’t uncomfortable?”

Natalia shook her head, a smile playing on her lips. “Quite the opposite. She seemed intrigued. The way she asked about us … it was almost as if the idea turned her on.”

“Remember when I told you about my last dream of Lysara?” I whispered. “She wanted to bring more women, to make me stronger?”

Natalia’s eyes widened as understanding dawned. “You think this is what she meant? That she somehow caused their plane to crash here?”

“It seems too coincidental otherwise,” I replied.

“It’s all so mysterious,” Natalia murmured. “I can’t wait to find more answers.”

I agreed. We refocused on hunting, taking down several grouse with our bows and arrows. Natalia’s form was perfect as she drew back her bowstring, her body arching. She caught me watching and gave me a flirtatious wink before releasing her arrow, striking her target with deadly accuracy.

Then we continued, eventually discovering a patch of sweet potatoes and wild yams that would complement our meal nicely. With our bounty collected, we began the journey back to the beach.

As we approached, I noticed something strange. Sabrina, Hailey, and Teodora were gathered around Luna, who sat on the sand looking distressed. Her skin, which had been pale and freckled earlier, was now red like a lobster, especially across her shoulders and chest.

“What happened?” I asked, dropping our kill and vegetables, and rushing forward.

“She started itching more after you left,” Teodora said, her voice filled with motherly concern. “Then this rash appeared. It’s spreading quickly.”

Luna looked up at me, her green eyes wide with discomfort. She was scratching frantically at her reddened skin. Her entire body looked painfully inflamed, like a lobster fresh from the pot.

Teodora knelt beside her daughter, tears welling in her eyes as she gently tried to restrain Luna’s hands. “Please stop scratching, sweetheart. You’ll make it worse.”

“But it itches,” she complained, her voice filled with pain.

“I don’t know what to do,” Teodora said, looking up at me with desperation. “We don’t have any aloe or medication. I should have been more careful with her fair skin.”

I did remember that she’d warned her earlier, so there was no point in blaming anyone. I crouched down beside Luna, studying the severe sunburn. “How are you feeling?” I asked gently.

“It’s so itchy,” she whimpered. “And it’s stinging like crazy.” Tears spilled from her eyes as she struggled not to scratch. The pain was clearly overwhelming her.

I made a quick decision. “Teodora, would you mind helping Natalia prepare the food we brought back? I can help Luna.”

Teodora looked skeptical. “How? What can you possibly do for a sunburn this severe?”

“I can heal her,” I said simply. “It’s another ability I’ve developed since coming to the Island.”

Teodora hesitated, clearly torn between skepticism and desperate hope.

“It’s true,” Natalia said. “You saw his wonders earlier.”

Teodora nodded reluctantly. “Alright. But I’m staying close … Luna, I’m here if you need anything,” she said, squeezing her daughter’s hand before rising to join Natalia.

I positioned myself behind Luna, sitting cross-legged on the sand. “Lean back against me,” I said, gently guiding her until her back rested against my chest.

I placed my palms lightly against her inflamed shoulders. Luna flinched at the initial contact, but didn’t pull away. I closed my eyes, concentrating on the energy within me, the healing power. This time, I directed it differently, visualizing it as a cool, healing light flowing from my core, down my arms, and into my fingertips.

I began to move my hands in slow, gentle circles across her burned skin, barely making contact. The heat from her sunburn was intense, radiating against my palms. I focused harder, channeling more energy into my touch.

“Oh,” Luna said after a few moments. “That feels … different.”

“Different good or different bad?” I asked, continuing my careful caress.

“Good,” she sighed, some of the tension leaving her body. “My back doesn’t hurt as much. The stinging is going away.” She leaned further into my touch, her body relaxing against mine. “What are you doing? It feels amazing.”

“Healing you,” I said, moving my hands to her upper arms where the burn was equally severe. “It’s a power Lysara gave me.”

“He saved my life,” Sabrina called over from where she was gathering firewood. “I got bitten by some terrible insect and was burning with fever. Dylan healed me completely in just minutes.”

Luna twisted slightly to look at my face, her green eyes wide with wonder. “You can really heal people with your touch?”

I nodded, continuing to work on her sunburn. The angry redness was already fading beneath my fingertips, replaced by her natural pale complexion. “It’s not something I fully understand yet, but I’m grateful for it.”

“Mom!” Luna called out, excitement replacing the pain in her voice. “It’s working! My back feels so much better!”

Teodora rushed over, kneeling beside us to examine her daughter’s skin. The transformation was obvious, where my hands had passed, the angry red had subsided to a healthy pink color.

“That’s fantastic,” Teodora whispered, tears of relief replacing her earlier ones of worry. Her grateful smile warmed me more than I expected. “Thank you, Dylan.”

“I’m not finished yet,” I said, moving to work on Luna’s arms. “The sunburn is pretty extensive.”

“Please, continue,” Teodora said, giving her daughter’s hand a squeeze before returning to help with dinner preparations, though she kept glancing back at us every few seconds.

I worked methodically, moving from Luna’s arms to her legs, where the burn had spread across her thighs. My hands traced the curve of her calves, the bones of her ankles, and the soft skin of her inner thighs. I was careful to maintain a respectful touch, but I couldn’t help noticing her reaction as my fingers moved higher.

Her breathing quickened slightly, and a flush that had nothing to do with sunburn spread across her cheeks. When my hands neared the edge of her bikini bottom, she bit her lower lip, her eyes meeting mine with an emotion I hadn’t seen from her before.

“The burn goes… everywhere,” she said softly.

I nodded, understanding her meaning. “I’ll be careful,” I said, allowing my fingers to trace just under the edge of her bikini, healing the tender skin there. The closer to her sex I got, the more she radiated heat like a blast furnace. The heat made my cock stir, and I tried to thrust my hips back so she wouldn’t feel my cock pressing against her back.

Luna’s eyes fluttered closed, a small smile playing on her lips as I worked, but then I withdrew, not wanting to pitch a tent in front of her mother.

When I moved to the front of her body, healing the burn across her collarbone and the upper swells of her breasts, she leaned into my touch.

Luna sighed as my fingers worked their healing magic along the edge of her bikini top. Her skin was transforming beneath my touch, the angry redness fading to her natural pale complexion with each passing second.

“Could you…” She said unsurely, then whispered, “The burn is under my top too.”

“Are you sure?”

She nodded, glancing quickly toward her mother, who was busy preparing dinner with Natalia several yards away. “It hurts there too.”

Carefully, I slipped my fingers beneath the fabric of her bikini top, touching the soft underside of her breasts. She sighed in relief, and I felt her lean subtly into my touch. I moved my hands gently, healing the tender skin while trying to maintain a respectful distance. But gosh, her boobs were soft and smooth. I wanted to squeeze them, but I had to remind myself that I did this for her. But it felt equally as good as running my hands over them.

“That feels so much better,” she murmured, her eyes meeting mine. There was something new in her gaze … a warmth that went beyond gratitude.

“You’re welcome,” I said.

When I finished healing the last traces of her sunburn, she opened her eyes and smiled at me, a smile so full of warmth and admiration it made my chest tighten.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her hand finding mine in the sand. “I feel completely better now.”

“You’re welcome,” I told her, enjoying her back against me, and her red flowing hair.

“Dylan,” Natalia called out, her voice carrying across the beach as the daylight started to fade. “Can you help us with the fire?”

“I’m coming,” I said, rising to my feet and extending a hand to Luna. She took it, allowing me to pull her up effortlessly.

“Can I watch?” she asked, staying close to my side as we walked toward the pile of driftwood Sabrina and Hailey had gathered.

“Of course.”

I stood in front of the woodpile. Luna watched intently as I extended my hand toward the kindling. Concentrating for just a moment, I felt the familiar warmth build in my chest before rushing down my arm. A stream of fire shot from my palm, igniting the wood instantly.

The flames leapt to life, crackling and dancing as they consumed the dry driftwood. Luna gasped beside me, her eyes wide with wonder.

“Wow,” she whispered, looking up at me with an expression of pure admiration. The firelight played across her features, highlighting the delicate freckles that dusted her nose and the curve of her cheeks.

We gathered around the growing blaze, the warmth a welcome comfort as the evening air cooled. Luna settled beside me, her shoulder pressing against mine as we sat on the sand. The way she gazed up at me with those bright green eyes made my heart race, there was no mistaking the look of love growing there.

Natalia and Teodora prepared the birds we’d caught, seasoning them with wild herbs before setting them to roast over the fire along with the sweet potatoes and yams. The aroma soon filled the air, making my stomach growl.

“This smells amazing,” Luna said, inhaling deeply. “I’m starving.”

When the food was finally ready, we shared the meal together, passing around portions of the roasted birds and the wild vegetables we’d gathered. Luna ate with enthusiasm, clearly feeling much better now that her sunburn was gone.

“This is delicious,” she said between bites. “I never thought I’d enjoy wild birds so much.”

Teodora watched her daughter with a relieved smile. “I was so afraid when we crashed,” she admitted, her gaze moving to meet mine across the fire. “I thought we’d be completely helpless out here.” Her expression softened with gratitude. “But having you here, Dylan… I feel like we might actually be okay.”

Luna nodded eagerly. “We’re lucky we found you,” she added, her voice warm with sincerity. “I don’t know what would have happened to us otherwise.”

“I’m glad you’re appreciating our help.”

“How have you all been living here?” Teodora asked, looking between Natalia and me. “You seem so adapted to this place already.”

“We’ve been taking it day by day,” Natalia explained. “Some days we explore the Island, trying to map it out. Other days, we rest and focus on building shelter or finding food.”

“It’s been an adjustment,” I added. “But we’ve learned a lot.”

Luna turned to me, looking a bit nervous. “Are there wild beasts on this Island? I’m a bit afraid of what might be out there in the jungle.”

I mulled it over, not wanting to frighten her but also not wanting to lie. “We’ve seen some enormous birds, bigger than any I’ve seen before,” I admitted. “And deeper in the jungle, there are bison. But you shouldn’t be afraid. None of them has shown any aggression toward us.”

“Really?” Luna asked, her eyes wide.

“Really,” I assured her. “Besides, I won’t let anything hurt you.”

She nodded, seeming comforted by my words.

“The birds are actually quite beautiful,” Sabrina chimed in, leaning forward to address Luna directly. “But they keep flying away every time we spot them.”

“And the fruit here is divine,” Hailey added. “Some of it tastes like nothing you’ve ever had before.”

As they talked, I noticed Luna relaxing more, her initial fears being replaced by curiosity about the Island.

The fire burned lower as night fully descended, the stars emerging one by one. Without the light pollution of the modern world, the night sky was breathtaking.

After we’d eaten, we relaxed and talked till we grew tired.

“I think I’m going to turn in,” Hailey said, stretching her arms above her head. She caught my eye across the fire, giving me a meaningful look that I recognized immediately. “Dylan, can I show you something we found earlier?”

I nodded, understanding her real intention. Rising to my feet, I followed her away from the fire and toward a secluded spot near the tree line where they’d created beds from large leaves and soft grasses.

“What do you want?” I asked, placing my hands on her hips.

“I’m a bit horny,” she whispered once we were out of earshot of the others. Her fingers traced the outline of my chest before moving lower, finding the growing bulge in my shorts. “Sex?”

Without hesitation, I pulled her against me, pulling my lips to hers. Her body melted into mine, her hands roaming across my back and shoulders.

“Here,” she said, coming off my lips and leading me to one of the leaf beds. “Me and Sabrina made this earlier.”

“It looks comfy,” I said, but we didn’t talk much.

We undressed quickly, our clothes forming small piles beside the natural mattress. Hailey lay on her side, her naked body gleaming in the faint moonlight that filtered through the canopy. I positioned myself behind her, spooning her close as my cock pressed against her ass.

“Oh, this is nice,” she whispered, reaching back to guide my cock to her pussy and making sure to coat it in her lubricants.

I entered her slowly, enjoying the tight heat of her pussy as I sank deeper and deeper into her sex. Hailey moaned as I began to thrust, her back arching against my chest. I wrapped my arm around her, my hand finding her breast and cupping it gently. The softness of her skin against my palm sent shivers down my spine.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Just like that.”

I fucked her a bit harder, my hips slapping her gorgeous ass as I fucked her from the side. My hand traveled from her breast down to her thigh, caressing the smooth skin there before sliding back up to tease her boob. Hailey bit her lip, trying to stifle her moans as I stretched her.

“Hmm,” I whispered against her ear, feeling her body tremble with each thrust. “Do you like that?”

She nodded, burying her face in the makeshift pillow to muffle her sounds of pleasure. I could feel her getting close, her inner walls clenching and fluttering around me as her breathing quickened. My own orgasm was building, a sweet pressure at the base of my spine growing more intense with each thrust.

I kissed her neck, my lips trailing along the sensitive skin just below her ear. That seemed to make her climax, and she shuddered against me, her orgasm washing over her in waves. The feeling of her pulsing around my cock was overwhelming. On the next thrust, her ass pressed firmly against my groin, burying me balls-deep in her tight, youthful pussy, and I couldn’t hold back. I came hard inside her, flooding her with hot cum as I pressed my face into her hair to stifle my groan, yanking her hips back desperately to keep every inch buried while her warmth enveloped me.

Then I let go of her with a sigh of relief. We lay there for a moment, our bodies still joined as we caught our breath. Hailey turned her head to look at me, a satisfied smile on her lips. She leaned back for a kiss, her mouth soft and sweet against mine.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my lips. “I needed that.”

Before I could respond, I heard footsteps approaching. Sabrina appeared from the darkness. She was followed by Natalia, and then Teodora and Luna.

“Done yet?” Sabrina asked with a playful tone, already settling down on the leaves beside us. “We want to sleep too.”

Hailey and I shifted to make space, and I noticed Natalia and Teodora exchanging a look before they too joined our little gathering. Teodora’s expression was hard to read in the dim light, but she seemed to grin a little at our sibling love.

Movement at the edge of the clearing caught my attention. Luna stood there. She took a shy step forward, her eyes fixed on where Hailey and I lay still, partially entangled.

“Luna,” Hailey called. “Come, it’s time to go to bed.”

Luna approached slowly, her gaze moving between Hailey and me. There was curiosity in her expression, a kind of fascinated intrigue as she looked at my sister, whom I’d just fucked.

“Are you still itching?” Hailey asked, noticing how Luna occasionally scratched at her arm.

Luna nodded shyly. “A little. I think there might be some spots Dylan missed.”

“You can sleep in front if you want,” Hailey offered, already moving to create space. “Dylan can help with the itching.”

Luna looked unsure. “Is that okay?”

“Of course,” Hailey assured her, rising to reposition herself behind Sabrina.

Luna settled down in front of me, still wearing her bikini. Her back pressed against my chest as she curled onto her side. I could feel her tension, the slight rigidity in her muscles as she adjusted to this new intimacy. My cock was semi-hard, but she sure felt how my sex pressed against the crack of her ass.

“Where does it still itch?” I asked softly.

“My shoulders,” she whispered. “And a little on my back.”

I placed my hands gently on her shoulders, focusing my healing energy once more. I felt the warmth flow through my palms into her skin, seeking out the remaining inflammation. Luna sighed with relief, her body gradually relaxing against mine.

“That feels amazing,” she murmured, her voice heavy with approaching sleep.

My hands moved carefully down her back, spreading the healing warmth across her skin. With each passing moment, I felt her melt further into me, her breathing becoming deeper and more even.

“Will you hold me while we sleep?” she asked, her voice so quiet I almost didn’t hear it.

“Of course,” I replied, wrapping my arm around her waist in a protective embrace.

Luna snuggled closer, fitting perfectly against me. I was acutely aware of her smooth skin, the way her body seemed to complement mine and her warmth. There was still such innocence in her eyes after everything she’d just watched, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she melted into my arms, seeking comfort.

As the others settled around us, I felt a strange sense of accomplishment. My family had grown, expanded to include these newcomers who had literally fallen from the sky into our lives. I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring, but for tonight, we were safe, we were together, and that was enough.

Luna’s breathing soon deepened into sleep, her body relaxed against mine. I listened to the gentle breathing around me, punctuated by the distant sound of waves lapping at the shore and the occasional rustle of leaves overhead.

Just before sleep claimed me, I caught a glimpse of movement at the edge of the jungle. A faint glow, like moonlight given form. Lysara. She stood watching us, her luminous figure barely visible among the trees. Our eyes met across the distance, and I saw her smile, a gesture of approval.

Then she was gone, melting back into the darkness of the jungle as my eyelids grew heavy. My last thought before drifting off was wondering what her plan was for us, for this strange new family forming on this mysterious Island. Whatever it was, I suspected we would find out soon enough.


Chapter 4

Iwas dreaming, and I was walking through a sunlit clearing, the jungle around me lush and vibrant with life. Ahead of me stood Luna and Teodora, their copper-red hair glowing like fire in the dappled light. They turned to me simultaneously.

“Dylan,” Luna said, her voice like honey. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

I approached them slowly, drawn by some invisible force I couldn’t resist. When I reached them, Teodora placed her hand on my chest, her touch burning through my shirt.

“We wanted to thank you,” she said, her voice deeper than her daughter’s. “For saving us. For healing my daughter.”

Before I could respond, Luna stepped closer, her body nearly touching mine. “You’ve been so kind to us,” she whispered.

They leaned in together, and suddenly I was kissing them both, our lips meeting in a three-way kiss that had me hard in an instant. Teodora’s experienced lips contrasted with Luna’s innocent ones, creating a perfect balance of love and tenderness.

I closed my eyes, losing myself in the sensation. When I opened them again, we were all naked, our clothes having vanished like morning mist. Their bodies gleamed in the sunlight, mother and daughter standing before me in all their natural beauty.

Teodora smiled, a knowing look in her eyes as she sank to her knees. Luna followed her mother’s example, kneeling beside her. I gasped as Teodora took me into her mouth, her lips sliding down my shaft.

“Like this, sweetheart,” she instructed, releasing me and guiding Luna forward. “Gently at first.”

Luna nodded, her eyes wide as she leaned forward, taking me between her lips. It felt so good, her inexperienced but eager mouth sucking my cock just to please me.

They took turns, mother teaching daughter, occasionally sharing me between them as they kissed my cock simultaneously. Teodora’s blow job was flawless, while Luna’s enthusiasm made up for what she lacked in skill. I loved seeing them together.

Teodora pulled back, her hand replacing her mouth as she turned to Luna. Her free hand reached between her daughter’s legs, fingers gently caressing her most intimate area.

“Are you ready to be fucked, darling?” she asked.

Luna nodded, her eyes never leaving mine as she lay back on the soft grass. Teodora guided me between her daughter’s legs, her hand wrapped firmly around my cock as she positioned me at Luna’s sex.

“Gentle now,” Teodora whispered in my ear. “It’s her first time.”

I lowered myself onto Luna’s soft body, feeling her tremble beneath me as Teodora’s hand guided me into her daughter’s tight, warm pussy …

* * *

I woke with a gasp, my body rigid with pleasure as an intense orgasm ripped through me. I was still spooned against Luna, my erection pressed firmly against her ass. To my horror, I felt the warm wetness spreading between us as I came hard, my seed seeping through the fabric of both our garments.

My heart pounded in my chest as the last waves of pleasure faded, replaced by immediate panic. I remained perfectly still, hoping against hope that Luna was still asleep, that she hadn’t felt what had just happened.

Then I felt her hand squeeze mine where it rested on her stomach. She was awake. Shame washed over me in a cold wave.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

She shifted slightly, turning her head to look at me. “For what?” she asked in her morning voice.

“The… mess,” I said, unable to meet her eyes.

A smile played across her lips. “It’s okay,” she whispered back. “It felt nice when your hard penis was twitching. Were you having a wet dream?”

I swallowed hard, nodding. “Yes.”

“I don’t mind,” she said, her expression innocent despite her words. “But … Could you help me clean it off my bottom? It’s starting to feel sticky.”

“Sure,” I replied, relief washing over me at her understanding. “Let’s go to the shore.”

We rose carefully, trying not to disturb the others who still slept peacefully around us. The sky was beginning to lighten with the first rays of dawn. Luna walked beside me as we made our way to the water’s edge, the beach empty and peaceful in the early morning light.

“My mother can be a bit overprotective sometimes,” Luna said suddenly as we reached the shoreline. “She means well, but she’s always worried about me.”

“She loves you,” I reminded her, wading into the gentle surf. “That’s why she worries.”

Luna nodded, stepping into the water beside me. She turned her back to me, the wet spot clearly visible on her bikini bottom. I knelt down in the shallow water, gently washing away the evidence of my dream, my fingers unavoidably brushing against the curve of her ass.

She smiled over her shoulder at me, not pulling away from my touch. “Thank you,” she said when I finished.

We stood in the water for a moment longer, watching as the sun crested the horizon, bathing the world in golden light. It was truly beautiful, the kind of sunrise you only see in untouched places far from civilization.

“We should head back,” I said, noticing movement at our campsite. “The others are waking up.”

When we returned, Natalia was stretching by the extinguished fire. Sabrina and Hailey were still curled together, just beginning to stir. Teodora sat up, immediately spotting Luna and me returning from the beach.

“How did everyone sleep?” I asked.

“Like a rock,” Sabrina mumbled, still half-asleep.

“Ditto that,” Hailey said.

“Wonderfully,” Natalia said with a stretch. “Something about this Island air makes me sleep better than I have in years.”

Teodora stood up, brushing sand from her clothes as she approached Luna. “How are you feeling this morning, sweetheart? Any lingering pain from the sunburn?”

Luna shook her head. “I’m fine. Dylan healed me completely.”

“That’s good,” Teodora said, relief evident in her voice.

Natalia had already started gathering fruits for breakfast, laying out several ripe papayas on a large leaf. She sliced them open for us.

“Breakfast is served,” she said, gesturing to the bright orange fruit.

We gathered around, scooping out the sweet flesh with our fingers. The papaya was perfectly ripe, juicy and refreshing in the already warming morning air.

“This is delicious,” Luna said between bites, papaya juice running down her chin.

As we ate, I watched the sun climbing higher in the sky, thinking about the unexplored areas of the Island we had yet to discover.

“I think we should explore more of the Island today,” I said, wiping my hands on my shorts.

“That sounds like a good idea,” Natalia agreed.

Sabrina and Hailey nodded their approval, and Teodora seemed interested as well.

“We should get ready then,” Teodora said, standing up and brushing off her hands.

Luna remained seated, still in her bikini from yesterday. She made no move to change as the rest of us began preparing for the hike. Teodora noticed this and frowned. “Luna, you should change into your purple dress before we go.”

“I’m fine like this,” Luna said, gesturing to her bikini. “It’s hot today.”

“You’ll get sunburned again,” Teodora said firmly. “And a bikini isn’t appropriate for hiking through a jungle.”

Luna rolled her eyes. “I’ll be fine. Dylan can just heal me again if I get burned.”

“That’s not the point,” Teodora’s voice took on an edge. “You can’t rely on Dylan to fix everything. And there are branches and thorns that could scratch you.”

“Mom, I’m not a child,” Luna said, her voice rising slightly. “I can decide what to wear.”

“Apparently not,” Teodora shot back. “Because you’re making a poor decision right now.”

I shifted uncomfortably, not wanting to be in the middle of their argument that came out of nowhere. Natalia caught my eye and gave me a sympathetic look.

“You got severely burned yesterday,” Teodora continued, her voice getting tighter. “I’m not going through that again. Put on your dress.”

“This is so stupid,” Luna said, throwing her hands up. “It’s just clothes!”

“Luna,” Teodora’s voice was now dangerously calm. “Put. On. Your. Dress.”

The tension hung in the air for several long seconds as mother and daughter stared each other down. Finally, Luna stood up with an exaggerated sigh.

“Fine,” she snapped, stomping over to where her purple dress was folded. She yanked it over her head, the material settling over her bikini. She turned to her mother with another dramatic eye roll. “Happy now?”

Teodora took a deep breath, clearly trying to calm herself. “Yes, thank you.”

Me, Hailey, Sabrina and Natalia didn’t say anything. It was a bit awkward, but we’d had similar fights of our own in the past. Thankfully, the tension slowly dissipated.

When we were ready to set off, Teodora approached Luna, her face relaxed.

“Do you want to walk with me?” she asked, extending her hand in a peace offering.

Luna glanced at me, then back at her mother. “No,” she said coolly. “I want to walk with Dylan.”

Teodora’s face fell slightly, but she nodded. “Alright.”

Natalia stepped up beside Teodora. “You can walk with me,” she said with a warm smile. “We can get to know each other better.”

“Sure,” Teodora replied, forcing a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. I could tell she was bothered by Luna’s rejection, but she was trying not to show it.

We set off into the jungle, with me taking the lead and Luna falling into step beside me. Hailey and Sabrina followed behind us, while Natalia and Teodora brought up the rear. The jungle path was narrow in places, forcing us to walk in single file, but whenever it widened, Luna stayed close to my side.

As we moved deeper into the jungle, the canopy thickened overhead. The air grew more humid, heavy with the scent of vegetation and exotic flowers.

“I think this place is amazing,” Luna said quietly as we walked a bit ahead of the others. “It’s like nowhere I’ve ever been before.”

“It grows on you,” I said, ducking under a low-hanging branch. “When we first arrived, I was desperate to get off this Island. Now… I’m not so sure.”

Luna looked at me curiously. “Why not? Don’t you miss home?”

I thought about it for a moment, pushing aside a curtain of vines to clear our path. “I miss certain things. Technology. Hot showers. But there’s something about this place that feels better, like we were meant to be here.”

“Because of Lysara?” Luna asked, her voice dropping to a whisper.

I nodded, carefully stepping over a fallen log and offering her my hand to help her across. “She brought us here for a reason. I just don’t know what it is yet.”

Luna’s hand lingered in mine even after she’d safely crossed. “You all seem so close,” she said, glancing back at my sisters and mom, who were chatting among themselves. “Your family, I mean.”

“We are. Especially since coming to the Island.”

She walked silently beside me for a moment, then spoke in a voice so quiet I almost didn’t hear her. “I saw you last night, with Hailey.”

“Oh.”

“I wasn’t spying,” she quickly added. “I just saw you two together.” Her cheeks flushed pink, but her eyes held no judgment. “I’ve never seen two relatives have sex before.”

I cleared my throat, unsure how to respond. “I’m sorry if that made you uncomfortable.”

“It didn’t,” she said, surprising me. “I was curious, actually. What’s it like? Being with your sister like that?”

“It feels good,” I admitted. “Different from what I expected. But when you love someone, being with them that way feels natural. And I love my family.”

Luna nodded thoughtfully. “I think that’s cute. The way you take care of each other.” Her eyes met mine, bright and sincere. “I like how considerate you are with your family, and how protective.”

“Thanks,” I said, genuinely touched by her understanding. “Most people wouldn’t see it that way.”

We walked in silence for a few minutes, pushing deeper into the jungle. The sounds of exotic birds and rustling leaves filled the air around us.

“Tell me about yourself,” I said, curious to learn more about this girl who had literally fallen from the sky. “What was your life like before all this?”

Luna’s face lit up. “I love horses. We have a stable back home. I used to ride every morning before school.” Her expression grew wistful. “And I played the flute for seven years. I was pretty good, too.”

“A musician, huh? That’s cool.”

“I actually know how to make one,” she said, perking up. “My music teacher showed us once. You need a hollow reed or bamboo stem and…” She gestured with her hands, miming the process. “I’ve been looking around the Island. If I find the right materials, I could make one.”

“Really?”

“Mmhm. I’d love to play for you sometime.”

“That would be amazing,” I said, genuinely intrigued by the idea of music on our little Island. “I’d like that a lot.”

We continued talking as we walked, learning about each other’s lives before the crashes. She told me about her school, her friends, and the books she loved to read. I shared stories about my photography career, the places I’d traveled, and the things I’d seen through my lens. It felt good to talk about normal things, to remember the world beyond this Island.

After a while, Luna glanced behind us again, making sure the others were still a distance away. She leaned closer to me, her voice dropping to a whisper.

“Dylan?”

“Yeah?”

“This morning…” she began, her cheeks coloring slightly. “When you had your wet dream. Who were you dreaming about?”

The question sent heat rushing to my face again. I looked at her, this beautiful, innocent girl with her red hair and curious green eyes, and found I couldn’t lie.

I smiled slowly, holding her gaze. “I think you know who.”

Her eyes widened slightly, and a smile spread across her face, transforming her features with a shy joy that made my heart beat faster.

Before she could respond, the sound of running water caught my attention. “Do you hear that?” I asked.

Luna nodded, and we pushed through a dense patch of vegetation, emerging into a small clearing cut through by a narrow stream. The water flowing through it was from Lysara’s sex. It was pink.

“Whoa,” Luna gasped, stopping in her tracks. “What is that?”

Behind us, the others caught up with us, Teodora’s reactions similar to Luna’s.

“Oh my God,” Teodora said, staring at the pink water. “What is this? Is it safe?”

“We’ve seen this before,” I explained, approaching the stream. “It’s a special kind of water that flows from deeper in the jungle.”

“From a statue of Lysara,” Hailey added, kneeling beside the stream and trailing her fingers through the pink liquid.

“The water comes from her… um…” I said, not sure how to phrase it delicately.

“It flows from her pussy,” Sabrina said bluntly, then giggled at Teodora’s shocked expression. “What? That’s where it comes from.”

“A statue of Lysara, to be precise,” Natalia said.

“Is it safe to drink?” Luna asked, kneeling beside me at the water’s edge.

“We’ve drunk it several times,” Natalia confirmed, joining us by the stream. “It’s perfectly safe, and very sweet.”

Teodora looked skeptical, but when she saw the rest of us cupping our hands to drink, she cautiously followed suit. Luna scooped up some of the pink water, examining it closely before taking a sip.

“Oh!” she said, her eyes widening. “It tastes like … like strawberries and honey.”

“It’s good, right?” Sabrina said, taking another handful.

We all drank from the stream, the sweet water refreshing after our hike through the humid jungle.

After we all drank our fill, Luna stood up and brushed off her dress.

“I have to pee,” she said, glancing around at the dense jungle surrounding us.

“Don’t go too far,” Teodora said immediately, her maternal instinct kicking in.

Luna rolled her eyes dramatically. “Mom, I’m not five years old.”

“Just stay within earshot,” Teodora insisted.

Luna sighed and headed into the bushes about twenty yards away. I turned back to the stream, taking another step.

A piercing scream suddenly cut through the jungle. Luna’s scream. I dropped everything and bolted toward the sound. Branches whipped across my face as I crashed through the underbrush, following the continued screams and a series of vicious snarls.

I burst into a small clearing and froze for half a second at the sight before me. A massive jaguar, its spotted coat gleaming in the dappled sunlight, had pinned Luna to the ground. Its powerful jaws were clamped around her forearm as she thrashed beneath it, her face contorted in agony.

I charged forward. The jaguar’s head snapped up at my approach, blood, Luna’s blood, dripping from its muzzle. I slammed into it with my full body weight, wrapping my arms around its muscular torso and yanking it off her.

The cat weighed like a little kitty to me, and I threw it several feet away. It landed on its feet, whirling to face me with a furious snarl, muscles bunching as it prepared to spring.

“Mom!” I shouted, positioning myself between the jaguar and Luna. “Bring the spear! Now!”

I heard crashing in the underbrush behind me as the others rushed to catch up. The jaguar’s ears flicked at the sound of more humans approaching, but its eyes remained fixed on me, tail lashing back and forth.

“Dylan!” Natalia’s voice called. I reached back without looking, my eyes never leaving the predator, and felt the smooth wooden shaft of the spear slap into my palm.

The jaguar launched itself at me. And I pointed the sharp end right at it, and used all my powers to drive it right into its flesh. I felt the sickening resistance as the spear tip punctured hide and muscle, then the warm splash of blood on my hands.

The jaguar’s weight drove me backward, but I held firm, pushing the spear deeper. The animal’s roar turned to a gurgling sound as blood filled its throat. Its powerful legs kicked and clawed at me, opening gashes on my thighs, but I kept pushing until its struggles weakened, then stopped altogether.

I shoved the heavy carcass aside, yanking the spear free, and rushed to Luna. She lay curled on her side, cradling her arm against her chest, her face pale with shock.

“Luna,” I knelt beside her, my hands hovering over her wound, unsure where to touch. Blood seeped through the purple fabric of her dress where the jaguar had bitten her arm. “I’m here. You’re going to be okay.”

Teodora crashed through the bushes, a strangled cry escaping her when she saw her daughter. “Luna! Oh God, Luna!”

She fell to her knees beside us, tears already streaming down her face. “My baby, my baby…”

“We need to get her somewhere safer,” I said, looking around the small clearing. “There’s a larger open space about fifty yards that way.” I pointed back toward the stream. “We can tend to her there.”

I gently lifted Luna into my arms, trying not to jostle her injured arm. She whimpered, her head rolling against my shoulder.

“Stay with me,” I whispered as I carried her. “Just stay with me.”

Back in the larger clearing by the stream, I lay Luna down on a bed of soft moss. Natalia was already there, her face composed.

“Hailey, Sabrina,” she said, “clean the wounds first. We need to see how bad they are.”

My sisters knelt beside Luna, using water from the stream to carefully wash away the blood. As the red stains cleared, we could see the extent of the damage. It wasn’t that deep, only a bite, but it was still unpleasant to look at. Luckily, we still had the first aid kit.

Teodora hovered nearby, her hands pressed against her mouth, silent tears tracking down her cheeks. “Is she going to be okay?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

“Yes,” Hailey said, her hands steady despite the grisly task, “I don’t think any major arteries were hit. We need to bandage this tight though.”

Sabrina grabbed the roll of clean gauze and the adhesive tape. “This is going to hurt,” she told Luna, who had regained some color but still looked dazed. “I’m sorry.”

Luna nodded weakly, then reached out with her good hand, searching. “Dylan,” she whispered.

I moved to her side, taking her hand in mine. “I’m right here.”

She squeezed my fingers tightly as Hailey held her injured arm still and Sabrina began pressing the thick pads over the wounds, wrapping layer after layer of bandage around them, pulling it snug to stop the bleeding. Luna whimpered with each tight pull of the gauze, but she didn’t scream again, her teeth clenched against the pain.

It took nearly twenty minutes to get it all secured. By the end, Luna was exhausted, her face pale and slick with sweat.

“It’s done,” Sabrina said, tearing the final piece of tape with her teeth.

Teodora immediately rushed forward, gathering Luna in her arms. “Oh, sweetheart,” she cried, rocking her daughter gently. “I was so scared. So scared.”

Luna leaned into her mother’s embrace for a moment, then her eyes sought mine over Teodora’s shoulder. “Dylan,” she said weakly, extending her uninjured arm toward me. “I want to thank you. You saved my life.”

Teodora reluctantly loosened her grip as Luna pulled away from her, reaching for me. I moved closer, and Luna wrapped her good arm around my neck, pulling me into a tight hug.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my ear. “I would’ve died if you hadn’t been there.”

I wrapped my arms around her carefully, mindful of her injuries. “You’re safe now,” I murmured. “That’s all that matters.”

Over Luna’s shoulder, I caught Teodora’s expression, a mixture of gratitude and grief. She looked almost lost, watching her daughter cling to me instead of her. She quickly composed her face, but I’d seen the flash of hurt in her eyes.

“We should make use of the jaguar,” Natalia said, breaking the moment. “The meat will feed us for a day or two, and we can use the hide for better clothing.”

“Good idea,” I said, gently pulling back from Luna’s embrace. “I’ll butcher it.”

“I’ll help with the hide,” Hailey offered.

“Me too,” Sabrina added.

Natalia turned to Teodora. “We should gather some dry wood to cook the meat. There’s plenty around the stream area.”

Teodora nodded, seemingly grateful for something to do. “Of course.”

I walked back to where the jaguar’s body lay and lifted it as if it weighed nothing. I grabbed a knife and started skinning and butchering the animal. To my surprise, Luna followed me, settling herself on a nearby rock.

“You don’t have to watch this,” I told her, cutting into the jaguar’s belly. “It’s not pretty.”

“I want to stay with you,” she said simply, her injured arm cradled against her chest.

I didn’t argue, focusing instead on my work. My sisters carefully removed the hide once I’d separated enough of it, taking it to clean by the stream. Natalia and Teodora disappeared into the jungle, returning periodically with armloads of dry wood.

Throughout the process, Luna never left my side. She watched with curious eyes as I carved the meat into manageable pieces, asking occasional questions about what I was doing.

“How did you learn to do this?” she asked as I separated a leg joint.

“My mother,” I admitted. “She used to take me out camping.”

“Nice,” she said, smiling.

By the time I finished, Natalia and Teodora had piled up a bunch of dry wood. I helped them with the fire, using my powers. I skewered chunks of jaguar meat on branches and set them over the flames. The rich aroma of cooking meat soon filled the air, making my mouth water.

We gathered around the fire as the meat cooked. Teodora sat down next to Luna, putting an arm around her shoulders. “How are you feeling, sweetheart? Do you need anything for the pain?”

“I’m okay,” Luna said, but I noticed her leaning slightly away from her mother and closer to me, where I sat on her other side.

Teodora frowned slightly but didn’t comment.

When the meat was done, we ate hungrily. The jaguar tasted gamey but good, especially after days of nothing but fruit.

“This is pretty tasty,” Sabrina said between bites.

“I like the fish better,” Hailey said.

I noticed Teodora watching with concern as Luna struggled to eat with one hand. “Let me help you,” she offered, reaching for Luna’s portion.

“I’m fine, Mom,” Luna said, shifting closer to me until our thighs touched. “Dylan can help me if I need it.”

Teodora withdrew her hand and didn’t say anything.

After we’d eaten our fill, Luna turned to me. “Dylan, could we go find some fruit down the hill? I think I saw some banana trees when we were coming up.”

“Sure,” I said, standing and offering her my hand. “We could use something sweet after all that meat.”

“Luna, you should rest,” Teodora protested. “Your arm—”

“I feel better now,” Luna said. “The fresh air will do me good.”

Teodora looked like she wanted to argue further, but instead turned to me. “Keep her safe. Please.”

“Of course,” I promised. “We won’t go far.”

Luna took my hand with her good one, and we set off down the hill. She limped slightly but seemed determined to walk on her own.

“Your mom’s worried about you,” I said as we made our way through the jungle.

“She’s always worried about me,” Luna replied with a small sigh. “Sometimes it feels like she doesn’t think I can do anything on my own.”

We walked in companionable silence for a while, the jungle alive with sound around us.

“That was really brave,” Luna said suddenly, “what you did with the jaguar. You didn’t even hesitate.”

I shrugged, embarrassed by her admiration. “I just reacted. I couldn’t let it hurt you.”

“You could have been killed,” she pointed out.

“I’d do anything to keep you safe,” I told her, meaning every word. “You know that, right?”

She stopped walking, her eyes locked on mine with an intensity that made my heart race. Without warning, she threw her good arm around my neck, pressing her face against my chest, her body trembling slightly.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. She tilted her face up to mine, her eyes shining with tears and love. Without thinking, I lowered my head and kissed her. Her lips were soft and yielding under mine, tasting like youth and honey.

She kissed me back, her lips smooth as rose petals, her good arm sliding up to curl around my neck. I felt her smile against my lips before she pulled back, tugging at my hand.

“I want you,” she said simply.

“Your arm—”

“Is fine,” she said, stepping closer. “I almost died today and before that it was the plane crash. I don’t want to die a virgin.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, my cock twitching at her words.

She nodded, a small giggle escaping her lips as she pulled me down onto the grass beside her. “I’ve never done this before,” she said, her cheeks flushing. “But… I want it to be you.”

“I want you too,” I said, feeling my desire growing suddenly.

Luna smiled shyly, then began to undress with her good hand, wincing only slightly when she had to move her injured arm. I helped her, carefully pulling the purple dress over her head, then untying her bikini top so her tits spilled free.

I couldn’t help but stare, admiring the female body as if it were a work of art. Her skin was creamy white, unmarked except for a few freckles scattered across her shoulders. Her breasts were perfect, not too large or too small, slightly narrow at the top and full and bouncy at the bottom with rosy pink nipples and matching areolas. Her waist curved inward before flaring to shapely hips. Then she smiled, wanting to undress further. She bent over and slid down her bikini bottom till she was fully nude.

“Damn, you’re pretty.”

She blushed deeper, my compliment meaning a lot to her. “Can I see you too?”

I nodded, quickly removing my own clothes. Her eyes widened as she took in my naked body. She touched my chest, traced my abs and tried to wrap her hands around my shoulders, which she obviously couldn’t. Then her eyes travelled down, widening and lingering on my erection.

“Can I touch it?” she asked nervously as if it might bite her.

“Of course.”

She reached out, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. “It’s so hard,” she whispered in wonder, stroking me gently. “And it’s thicker than my mother’s dildo.”

I arched an eyebrow, and she blushed. “Forget I said that.”

I chuckled and waved my hand. “Don’t worry about that.”

She went back to touching me instead with her curious, smooth hands. I groaned, my eyes closing briefly at her touch. Then both of us lay down. I naturally came on top of her, her legs parting. I moved between them, leaning down to kiss her again as my hand explored her body, caressing her breasts and stomach before sliding lower.

She was already wet, her folds slick and swollen with arousal. I glanced down, mesmerized by the sight of her untouched pussy, fresh and pink like cotton candy, glistening with natural wetness. The labia were small and didn’t protrude much, with the inner lips tucked away. She had some stubbles on her mound, which would obviously grow into a bush soon. It looked so delicate and sweet like flower petals.

“Please,” she whispered, her hips lifting slightly so it made contact with the tip of my cock. “I’m ready.”

I rubbed the head around her pussy, brushing it against her folds till it slipped inside her hole. I planted my hands under hers and gently pushed forward, feeling the resistance of her hymen before it gave way. Luna gasped, her body tensing beneath me as I penetrated her.

“Are you okay?” I asked, my cock twitching inside her.

She nodded, her eyes closed tightly. “Yes … it feels nice. Different than I expected, but nice.”

I fucked her, slowly at first, watching her face for any signs of pain. After a few gentle thrusts, her expression relaxed, pleasure replacing discomfort.

“You can go quicker,” she told me, her good hand gripping my shoulder.

I increased my pace, sliding deeper into her tight heat till I stretched her, and when I pulled out, her pussy gripped me so I could see her lips holding onto my shaft for dear life. Luna moaned, the sound sending shivers down my spine. I cupped her breasts, feeling their soft weight in my palms as I thrust into her again and again, desperately wanting to fill her with my cum.

“Dylan,” she said, her back arching and pussy clenching. “Oh … that feels amazing.”

I felt my own pleasure building rapidly, the sight and feel of her pushing me toward the edge. As I approached climax, I focused on using my fertility ability, ensuring that no pregnancy would result from our mating. Then I continued to have my way with her, increasing the pace for every plunge till our flesh slapped. She threw her head back and moaned. A pinkish flush spread from her cheeks and down to her tits. She stopped talking, overwhelmed by intense pleasure. I could sense it with my heightened senses. I picked up the scent of her lust, pleasure and sweet body odor. And I felt something primal as I kept fucking her, taking her virginity as I stretched every inch of her pussy.

I couldn’t last for long. The way she squeezed me and that magical flush that spread over her neck pushed me further toward a climax. Then it was her tits that bounced and jiggled. I buried my face in her neck, my chest pressed against her tits, and I thrust into her five more times while kissing and licking her warm neck, and then I came hard, pleasure exploding through my body as her body heat radiated toward me. I slowed my thrusts, keeping my cock entrenched inside her, pulling back and looking down at Luna’s flushed face.

Her eyes met mine, and a smile spread on her rosy face. “That felt so good,” she whispered, her eyes crinkling in a smile. “To be loved like that.”

“For me too,” I said softly, leaning down to kiss her gently before slowly pulling my cock out from her pussy. Some of my seed spilled out, glistening on her pink folds.

We lay together for a moment, catching our breath and holding onto each other. I wanted to lie here for hours, but I knew the others would come looking for us. “Should we get up?”

She nodded, and we helped each other dress, stealing kisses as we did so. Once clothed, we collected some papayas from nearby trees, and she kept flirting with me, telling me to catch, tickling me and kissing my back. She couldn’t get her hands off me, and I didn’t want to push them away either.

As we crested the hill, heading back toward the others, I spotted Teodora walking toward us. Luna immediately tensed beside me, her expression turning guarded.

Teodora stopped a few feet away, her eyes moving between us. “Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked Luna.

Luna shrugged, shifting the fruit in her arms. “Like what?”

“Like that,” Teodora said, gesturing to Luna’s face. “What’s wrong?”

“What do you want?” Luna asked, ignoring the question.

Teodora sighed. “I just wanted to check on you, see how your arm was feeling.” She paused, then quickly added, “Did you use protection?”

Luna’s face turned bright red. “Mom,” she said, shooting her a mortified look.

“It’s a valid question,” Teodora defended, crossing her arms. “We’re on an uncharted Island with limited resources. We can’t exactly handle a pregnancy right now.”

“You’re being ridiculous,” Luna snapped, her face flushing with anger.

“I’m not,” she said firmly as it started getting heated between them.

“You’re just jealous because Dylan likes me better than you.”

The words hung in the air between them. Teodora’s face crumpled, her composed expression giving way to raw hurt. Her eyes immediately welled with tears, and she took a step back as if Luna had physically struck her.

“That’s not…” Teodora’s voice wavered. “That’s not what this is about at all.”

I stepped forward, wanting to defuse the situation. “Teodora, I should explain something. I have fertility powers. I can control whether Luna gets pregnant or not. There’s no risk—”

But Teodora had already turned away, her shoulders shaking slightly as she walked quickly back toward camp. She disappeared into the trees before I could finish my explanation.

Luna stood frozen, the fruit still clutched in her arms. The smugness on her face slowly faded as she watched her mother retreat.

“That was harsh,” I said quietly, picking a banana from a nearby tree.

Luna didn’t say anything as it dawned on her. Women were sensitive when it came to age and youthfulness, and anyone would’ve easily misunderstood what Luna said.

We gathered more fruits in uncomfortable silence. I kept glancing at Luna, noting how she avoided my eyes, her earlier happiness and youthfulness now clouded with something that looked like guilt.

After we’d collected enough fruit, I stopped and turned to face her.

“Luna, I need to talk to your mother.”

“Why?”

“This constant bickering between you two isn’t healthy,” I said firmly. “I understand you’re trying to assert your independence, and that you’re a grown lady, but she’s still your mother. She loves you.”

Luna didn’t meet my eyes. After a long moment, she sighed. “Fine. You’re right. I guess I was a bit too hard on her.”

“Thank you,” I said, relieved she understood. “Let’s head back.”

When we returned to camp, Hailey and Sabrina were tending the fire. Luna silently handed them the fruit we’d gathered, then sat down beside them, her expression subdued.

I looked around the clearing. “Where’s Mom and Teodora?”

Sabrina glanced up from the papaya she was slicing. “Teodora said she needed a moment to herself. She looked upset. Mom followed her down toward the stream.”

Luna lowered her head, her red hair falling forward to hide her face. I could see the shame in the slump of her shoulders.

“Stay here and call for me if you need help,” I told them, already heading in the direction Sabrina had indicated. “I’m going to check on them.”

“What about the jaguars?” Hailey said fearfully.

“I’ll kill anything that hurts you,” I said firmly, which comforted them.

I followed the path down toward the beach, listening for voices. The jungle gradually thinned, giving way to more open ground. After walking for a few minutes, I spotted them sitting by the pink stream. Natalia had her arm around Teodora’s shoulders as Teodora wiped tears from her face.

I approached slowly, not wanting to intrude. Natalia noticed me first, giving me a small nod that told me it was okay to join them. I sat down next to Teodora on her other side.

“Hey,” I said softly.

Teodora looked up at me, attempting a smile despite the tear tracks still visible on her cheeks. “Dylan, I’m sorry about all that drama back there. I shouldn’t have reacted that way.”

“It’s fine,” I assured her. “I understand your concern. Any mother would worry.” I paused, then added, “I should have explained earlier. I have an ability to control fertility. Luna isn’t pregnant, and she won’t be unless I want her to be.”

Teodora’s eyes widened slightly. “You can do that too? Just … control whether someone gets pregnant?”

I nodded. “It’s one of many gifts Lysara has given me.”

“Thank you for thinking of that,” she said quietly. “I’m still getting used to all this … magic. It’s a lot to take in.”

She gazed at the flowing water for a moment, then sighed. “It’s just that Luna’s grown up so quickly. Since she was my only child, I always kept her close. The thought of anything happening to her…” Her voice broke slightly. “It would break my heart.”

I listened as Teodora continued, her voice growing steadier as she spoke. “Time flies, you know? One minute she’s this tiny baby in my arms, and the next she’s a young woman. I always wanted more children, but after my husband died, it just wasn’t in the cards.” She looked down at her hands. “I know this sounds silly, but part of me is jealous. Not just that she’s growing up and pulling away, but that she’s … she’s more attractive than I am now.”

“That’s not true,” I said immediately. “You’re very attractive, Teodora.”

She gave a bitter laugh. “That’s hard to believe when you’re all over my daughter.”

“She came to me,” I explained gently. “If she hadn’t, I would have given you both attention. You’re both beautiful women.”

That seemed to relieve her a little. Her shoulders relaxed slightly. “She’s a teenager with raging hormones,” I continued. “But she loves you. That hasn’t changed.”

“I know I’ve been overprotective,” Teodora admitted. “But all I want is to keep her safe. The plane crash left deeper wounds than I realized. The thought of losing her…” She trailed off, shaking her head.

Natalia squeezed Teodora’s shoulder. “It’s completely natural to be protective of your children,” she said warmly. “I’ve been the same way with mine. Even now, I worry about them constantly, even if Dylan is overpowered.”

Teodora nodded slowly. “I guess I need to let go a little, don’t I? Let her make her own choices, even if I don’t always agree with them.”

“I’ll talk to Luna,” I promised. “You two need each other, especially here on this Island.”

Teodora wiped the last of her tears away. “Thank you. Both of you.”

I stood up and extended my hand to her. She took it, and I noticed how soft her skin was as I pulled her to her feet. Natalia stood as well, brushing sand from her clothes.

“Let’s go enjoy some of those fruits we gathered,” I said.

When we returned to camp, the others had laid out a feast of fresh fruits. We settled around the fire, and Natalia sliced a ripe papaya, handing a piece to Teodora with a warm smile.

I sat down next to Luna a short distance away. She leaned toward me, keeping her voice low. “What did you talk about?” she asked quietly.

I told her the gist of our conversation, watching her expression shift from curiosity to shame. “Luna, you need to talk to your mother,” I said gently. “She loves you more than anything in the world. You’re everything to her.”

Luna bit her lip, looking over at Teodora, who was talking with Hailey. “I was too harsh, wasn’t I?”

I nodded. “A little. She’s just worried about you.”

Luna sat quietly for a moment, then stood up. She walked over to her mother, who looked up in surprise.

“Mom,” Luna said, her voice hesitant. “Would you like to take a walk with me before it gets dark?”

Teodora’s face lit up with a genuine smile. “I’d love that. Just nearby, though.”

“I’m always on guard,” I reminded them.

“Okay then,” Teodora said.

They walked away together, Teodora carefully not touching Luna but staying close. I watched them go, hoping they’d find some understanding.

“That was well handled,” Natalia said, sliding over to sit beside me.

“Thanks,” I replied, feeling a weight lift from my shoulders.

I joined Natalia, Sabrina, and Hailey by the fire, grateful for the momentary peace. Sabrina handed me a piece of fruit, and we sat together in silence, watching the sun begin its descent toward the horizon.

“So,” Hailey said with a mischievous smile, “you and Luna, huh?”

I groaned, knowing my sisters wouldn’t let me hear the end of it.

“Was it good?” Sabrina asked bluntly.

“Don’t you have anything else to talk about?”

“That means it was,” Hailey said, exchanging a knowing look with Sabrina.

Natalia chuckled. “Leave your brother alone, girls.”

I was grateful for Natalia’s intervention, but I could tell from the twins’ expressions that this conversation was far from over.

“You’re so much more attractive now, Dylan,” Sabrina said, studying my face with her head tilted. “I can’t quite put my finger on why.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Hailey said, reaching for my arm and hugging it to her chest. She planted a kiss on my cheek, her lips lingering longer than necessary. I found myself leaning into her touch, enjoying the warmth of her body against mine.

Not wanting to be left alone, Sabrina grabbed my other arm, pressing herself against me and resting her head on my shoulder. “You’ve always been attractive,” Sabrina said. “But you’re more now, if that makes sense.”

Natalia caught my eye over the fire and gave me a knowing wink. “Maybe it has something to do with being a man who’s desired by many women,” she suggested with a smile. “There’s nothing more attractive than that.”

Hailey’s eyes widened slightly. “I never thought of it that way,” she said, glancing up at me. “But I think you might be right.”

“I’m sure I am,” Natalia replied confidently. “Women can sense these things.”

We sat like that for a while, the twins pressed against me on either side, watching the flames dance as twilight deepened around us. I wondered how long Luna and Teodora would be gone, hoping their conversation was going well.

As the sun began to sink below the horizon, I saw how they finally decided to come back instead of walking aimlessly in circles, chatting about life. Luna carried a long bamboo stick, and both of them looked happier; the tension between them visibly diminished.

“Look what I found,” Luna said, holding up the bamboo proudly.

“What did you find there?” I asked as they approached our circle.

“Bamboo,” she replied, sitting down next to me, opposite from the twins. “I want to make a flute out of it.”

I reached for my knife, pulling it from the sheath at my waist. “Are you sure you can play with your injured arm?” I asked, concerned.

“Yes,” she said, her eyes bright with excitement. “It doesn’t hurt much anymore.”

I helped her hold the bamboo steady as we began to cut it, carefully marking where the finger holes should go. Luna guided me, occasionally glancing up at Teodora.

“I’m being careful, Mom,” she said playfully when she caught Teodora watching her handle the knife.

Teodora just smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. The tension in her shoulders had eased, and she seemed more relaxed than I’d seen her since they arrived on the Island.

Working together, Luna and I shaped the bamboo into a simple flute. She directed me on where to cut the holes, explaining the process. When we finished, she held it up triumphantly.

“Done!” she said, examining our handiwork.

“So, will you play for us?” Teodora asked.

“If you want to listen?” Luna asked demurely. All of us nodded. In fact, we were excited to listen to some music. It was one of those things that had been lacking since we got here.

Luna blew gently, her fingers moving over the holes. A soft, sweet melody filled the air around our campfire, surprisingly clear and beautiful. She played for about a minute before lowering the flute, looking at us nervously.

Natalia loved it and moved her hands to her chest. “I loved that.”

“So do you want me to continue?”

All of us nodded eagerly, and she continued to play, and we lost ourselves in the heavenly sounds, making us all listen intently. It was something heavenly with sitting in a circle and listening together, without earpods or sitting alone. We shared this experience and the enjoyment, and it felt raw and magical.

Once she was done and lowered the flute, we applauded her, and her mother wiped a tear from her eye, proud of her darling. We all praised her.

“That’s so cool that you managed to make a flute like that,” Sabrina said, genuinely impressed.

“And you play beautifully,” Hailey added.

Luna smiled, glancing at her mother. “My mom taught me how to make them.”

Teodora beamed with pride. “Luna has always been musical. She picked up the flute faster than any of her classmates.”

“You have real talent,” Natalia agreed, passing around some of the fruit we’d gathered earlier.

We ate together as night fell completely, the stars appearing one by one in the clear sky above us. The atmosphere was comfortable, the earlier conflicts seemingly resolved. After we finished eating, Luna needed to pee and wanted me to come with her. I happily followed her, understanding that she was a bit traumatized from earlier.

Luna and I walked a short distance away, finding a fallen log near the edge of the jungle that offered some privacy while still keeping the campfire in sight. When she was done, she gave me a hug, and I held onto her.

“How did it go with your mom?” I asked brushing some hair that veiled her face.

“We talked about everything,” Luna said, her voice soft and relieved. “Really talked, you know? Not just arguing. I told her how I felt smothered sometimes, and she explained why she worries so much.” She looked up at the stars. “We love each other. That’s what matters most.”

I smiled, genuinely happy for her. “I’m proud of you. That couldn’t have been an easy conversation.”

Luna nodded, then added, “I also realized something else. My mom hasn’t been with a man since my dad died. That was five years ago.” She looked up to me, her eyes shining like emeralds. “I think she might be lonely. Not just for companionship but … you know.”

I understood what she was implying. “That’s a long time to be alone.”

“I suggested she sleep closer to me tonight,” Luna said. “Would you mind if she slept near us?”

“Of course not,” I replied.

We returned to the camp, where the others were already preparing for sleep. Natalia had laid out thick leaves in a rough circle around the dying embers of the fire.

When it was time to sleep, I settled down with Natalia behind me, her body curled protectively against my back as usual. Luna lay down in front of me, and then said, “Mom, why don’t you sleep behind me? It’ll be warmer that way.”

Teodora nodded with a grateful smile. She settled behind Luna, creating a chain of bodies with me at the front, Luna in front of me, and Teodora behind her. I could feel the warmth of Luna against my chest, and I knew Teodora was similarly positioned behind her daughter.

After a few minutes of silence, I heard Teodora shifting uncomfortably.

“Everything okay back there?” I whispered.

“Just… my bra strap is digging into my skin,” Teodora replied with a hint of frustration in her voice. I heard her adjusting, trying to fix it without disturbing us.

“Mom, why don’t you just take it off?” Luna suggested sleepily. “It’s not like there are any pervs around here.”

“Are you sure that would be appropriate?” Teodora whispered, her voice carrying a note of hesitation.

“It’s fine,” Luna assured her. “It’s not like I haven’t seen your boobs before.”

I heard soft rustling behind Luna as Teodora shifted in the dim glow of the dying embers. Already wearing only her bra for the night, she reached behind her back and unclasped it. The straps slid down her shoulders, and she eased the garment away, letting it fall gently to the side.

As she leaned forward slightly to set it aside, the moonlight streaming through the trees bathed her bare skin in a silver glow. Her full breasts came into view, rounder, heavier than Luna’s, and swaying naturally. Her nipples and areolas were just as rosy as her daughter’s, but her nipples were thicker and quite suckable.

“Much better,” she murmured, her voice low and satisfied as she settled back down, pressing close behind Luna again.

“Goodnight, Dylan,” she added softly.

“Goodnight, Teodora,” I said, meeting her gaze. I saw how she was smiling.

“Goodnight, Luna,” her mother said, pressing a kiss to her forehead.

“Night night, Mom,” Luna said before turning to me, catching me staring at her mother’s boobs.

I kissed her forehead. “Goodnight, Luna,” I said, making her smile and turn around, cuddling closer with her mother and me.

I closed my eyes, but sleep didn’t come. The image of her mother’s boobs stayed burned into my mind, those full, womanly breasts swaying freely, heavy and sculpted with maturity, her nipples I wanted to suck on.


Chapter 5

Iwoke to the sound of soft voices. The sun was just beginning to rise, casting a golden glow through the trees. My body felt heavy with sleep, but my mind was alert. I kept my eyes closed, listening.

“How are you feeling this morning, honey?” It was Teodora’s voice, quiet and concerned.

“I’m okay,” Luna replied. “My vagina is a bit sore, though.”

I felt my cheeks warming at her bluntness, but kept still, pretending to be asleep.

“That can happen during the first time,” Teodora said, her voice matter-of-fact but gentle. “It should feel better soon.”

“As long as he liked it,” Luna said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

There was a brief pause, and I sensed Teodora’s gaze on me. “I’m sure he did,” she said, a hint of amusement in her tone.

I decided it was time to “wake up” and opened my eyes. Luna turned around to face me, her cheeks flushing pink when our eyes met. Her hair was tousled from sleep, making her look even more beautiful in the morning light.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face.

“Fine,” she said, smiling shyly. “I just miss having a warm bath. I feel all sticky and gross.”

“Maybe there’s something like that nearby,” I said, sitting up and stretching my arms above my head.

Luna looked skeptical. “How can there be a bath in the wilderness?”

“There might be hot springs,” I said. “This Island was created by Lysara’s parents specifically for her. We found a warm lake filled with fish earlier when we were exploring.”

Luna’s eyes lit up. “I like fish.”

“Let’s see if we can find some later.”

We woke the others, and after a quick breakfast of leftover jaguar meat, we packed up our stuff and continued our journey. The terrain gradually changed as we walked, becoming rockier and more uneven. In the distance, I spotted wisps of steam rising into the morning air.

“What’s that?” Hailey asked, pointing toward the steam.

“I think they’re hot springs,” I said, leading the way over the rocky ground.

Teodora glanced at me curiously. “How did you know earlier? About the hot springs, I mean.”

“I didn’t know for sure,” I admitted. “But I assumed there might be some natural features like that. Lysara’s mother created a lake for her, after all. There’s also a hunting ground with bison not too far from here.”

“The more I hear about this Lysara, the more intrigued I am,” Teodora said thoughtfully.

“I agree,” I replied, helping Luna over a particularly large boulder. “There’s so much about her and this Island that I still don’t understand.”

We approached the largest pool, which was about twenty feet across and surrounded by smooth, flat rocks. The water was crystal clear and steaming invitingly.

“This is exactly what I need,” Natalia said, already slipping off her shoes. “We could all use a warm bath after everything that’s happened.”

We spread out around the pool and started shedding our clothes. Unlike earlier on the beach, none of us wanted to be clothed. I heard splashing as Hailey and Sabrina were the first to enter the water, their excited voices echoing off the rocks. Natalia followed soon after, calling for the others to join.

I saw Teodora standing at the edge of the pool. She stood completely naked, and there was more that caught my eye than her boobs. Her body had that hourglass shape with a porcelain color. Her breasts looked rounder now that she was standing. They were shaped into two bells and had a natural cleavage that could easily catch a pen. Her waist curved inward before flaring to generous hips, and her thighs were smooth and shapely. A small patch of neatly trimmed red hair covered her mound, a shade darker than the hair on her head.

“You look stunning,” I said honestly, unable to look away.

A flush spread across her cheeks and down her neck to her chest. “Thank you,” she whispered. Then her eyes roamed over my body, stopping at my shoulders, chest and then cock. Her eyes widened. “No wonder she felt sore.” She giggled, and I was glad she did since I was worried she wouldn’t like it.

“I went slow,” I told her.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said. As she took a step toward the water, I noticed her wince slightly.

“Are you hurt?” I asked, concerned.

She pressed a hand to her lower back. “It’s nothing serious. I’ve been having back pain for a while now. Started after I fell from a horse about a year ago. I usually manage it with stretches and hot baths.”

“I can help with that,” I said. “The water will be good for it, and I can give you a massage. As you already know, I have some healing abilities.”

She looked surprised but nodded gratefully. “That would be wonderful.”

I followed her into the water, feeling the pleasant heat envelop my body. The temperature was perfect, hot enough to soothe aching muscles but not scalding. Teodora moved to a natural ledge along one side of the pool where she could sit with the water reaching just below her shoulders.

“Where does it hurt most?” I asked, moving behind her.

“Lower back, right side,” she said, sweeping her wet hair over one shoulder to expose her neck and back to me.

I placed my hands gently on her skin, feeling the tight knots of muscle beneath my fingertips. “Try to relax,” I murmured, beginning to work my thumbs in small circles along her spine.

Teodora tensed at first, then gradually relaxed as I continued the massage. I focused on channeling my healing energy into her, visualizing the pain dissolving, the damaged tissues repairing themselves. My hands grew warm, almost hot, and I felt the power flowing from me into her.

She gasped softly. “Your hands… they’re so warm.”

“It’s part of the healing,” I said, pressing deeper into a particularly tight spot. I continued working my way across her back, paying special attention to the area she’d indicated. After several minutes, I felt the tension in her muscles melting away beneath my touch.

Teodora sighed deeply, her head falling forward in relief. “I haven’t let anyone touch me like this since…” she trailed off, her voice barely audible over the bubbling water.

I leaned forward, my lips brushing the curve of her neck as I whispered, “Then let me make up for every year you were alone.”

She shivered at the contact but didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned back slightly, pressing herself against me. My cock started rising, making contact with her inner thighs. It made her smile, and I continued massaging her shoulders, feeling her relax further into my touch.

I noticed her gaze kept drifting across the pool to where Luna sat on a rock, laughing with Hailey and Sabrina. Their voices carried across the water, but they were too engaged in their own conversation to pay attention to us.

“She’s safe here,” I told Teodora softly, following her line of sight. “You’re both safe.”

Teodora’s shoulders tensed slightly under my hands. “I can’t stop thinking about her,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Making sure she’s safe and protected. After everything that’s happened…” She turned in the water to face me, her green eyes shimmering with emotion. “Thank you for saving her. For saving us. It means the world to me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said simply, holding her gaze.

She studied my face for a moment, her expression unreadable. “Do you think she’s pretty? Luna, I mean.”

“Of course,” I answered honestly. “She’s beautiful, both inside and out.”

Teodora’s eyes flickered down when my cock twitched against her leg, then back up to mine. “How was it? The sex. Was she shy?”

I paused, surprised by her directness. “Are you angry? That I made her sore?”

She shook her head, water droplets catching the sunlight as they fell from her hair. “No. I was sore my first time too. I just … I want to know how she was loved.”

“We kissed first,” I said, watching her face carefully. “Slowly at first, then deeper. I laid her down on the grass, and then she spread her legs.”

Teodora’s lips parted slightly, her breath quickening. I caught a subtle change in her scent, the unmistakable aroma of arousal rising from the water between us. She was getting turned on hearing about her daughter and me.

“Go on,” she whispered.

“I kissed every inch of her,” I continued, recognizing what this was doing to her. She was longing for something. Hearing about Luna being loved reminded Teodora of what she’d been missing. “She trembled when I touched her. When I finally entered her, she gasped and held onto me like I was her anchor.”

Teodora’s eyes fluttered closed, her chest rising and falling more rapidly now.

“She was tight, wet,” I went on, my voice low and steady. “Each stroke made her moan. I went slow at first, then deeper, harder. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling me in.”

“How was her pussy?”

“Her pussy fluttered around my cock when she came,” I told Teodora. “It was like nothing I’ve ever felt before. So tight, grippy and pulsing.”

Teodora’s eyes were half-closed now, her breathing shallow. “Was she… was she moaning?” she asked, her voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” I said, moving slightly closer in the water. “She couldn’t stay quiet. She tried at first, but then she just let go. Every sound she made drove me wild.”

Teodora’s hand had slipped beneath the water’s surface. I could see the subtle movements of her arm, the way her shoulder tensed and relaxed rhythmically.

“I buried my face in her neck,” I continued, my voice dropping lower. “I kissed her there and tasted her skin. She smelled musky and sweet. I sucked gently at the spot where her pulse was racing, and she arched her back.”

A soft moan escaped Teodora’s lips. Her eyes closed completely now, her head tilting back slightly. She was trembling, her skin flushed despite the warm water surrounding us.

“When I knew I was close,” I whispered, “I looked into her eyes. I wanted to see her face when I filled her, and then I came inside her, feeling her body milk every drop from me …”

Without warning, Teodora’s body tensed. Her back arched slightly, a soft gasp escaping her lips as she shuddered. One hand flew to her heart, pressing against her chest as she rode through the unexpected wave of pleasure. Her eyes opened wide in shock.

“What… what was that?” she asked breathlessly.

“I think you just had an orgasm,” I said, my voice gentle with wonder.

She looked at me with disbelief. “That’s not possible. I didn’t even touch myself.”

“You know what an orgasm feels like,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

She nodded slowly, her cheeks flushing. “But I haven’t experienced one in a long time, and never in my life without getting touched.”

“You were touched,” I said. “By the words. By the images they created in your mind.”

Her eyes widened. “Is that part of your magic too?”

I shook my head. “I don’t think so. It can happen to anyone with enough imagination and … need.”

“Maybe you’re right.”

“How do you feel?” I asked, watching her face carefully.

Teodora’s lips curved into a small, surprised smile. “Great,” she admitted. “Really great.”

Before she could say anything else, Natalia swam over to us, her wet hair slicked back from her face.

“Teodora,” she said, “how’s your back feeling after my son’s treatment?”

Teodora straightened, moving her shoulders experimentally. Surprise flickered across her face. “It feels so much better,” she said. “As if the pain isn’t there at all.”

Natalia smiled. “I’m glad. Dylan has quite the healing touch.” She gave me a knowing look that made me wonder how much she’d observed.

As Natalia swam back to the others, Teodora turned to me, her expression serious.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I replied. “We should join the others.”

Teodora nodded and moved away, swimming toward Luna, who waved excitedly at her mother. I was glad I’d made Teodora feel good. She deserved it and way more as well.

We spent another half hour in the hot springs before reluctantly getting out. The air felt cool against our wet skin, but the morning sun was growing stronger, promising a warm day ahead.

We dressed quickly and continued on our path through the forest. Our bodies felt refreshed from the hot springs, and we were all glad that we were a bit cleaner.

We’d only been walking for a couple of minutes when I spotted something through the trees ahead. A tall, stone figure rose from the earth.

“Wait,” I said, narrowing my eyes. “I know what that is.”

As we drew closer, the statue came into full view. It was at least ten feet tall, carved from pale stone that seemed to shimmer in the dappled sunlight. The figure was of a naked, mature woman with her lustrous hair that reached her ankles, and her busty boobs that sat high and firm on her chest.

“It’s her,” I said softly. “Lysara’s mother.”

Natalia, Sabrina and Hailey recognized her. Teodora and Luna moved to stand beside me, their faces upturned in wonder.

“How do you know?” Luna asked.

“We saw a version of this statue at Lysara’s lake,” I said.

At the base of the statue was a stone tablet covered in strange symbols, the same ones as the other statues. I knelt before it, studying the unfamiliar alphabet.

“What does it say?” Teodora asked, crouching beside me.

“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “But I know how to translate it.” I reached out, placing my palm flat against the cool surface of the tablet. The moment my skin made contact, the symbols began to shift and transform, the lines rearranging themselves into Latin characters.

“Whoa,” Luna gasped. “How did you do that?”

“I don’t know,” I said honestly, but the words were now clear to me. “Let me read it to you.”

I cleared my throat and read out loud, “To my beloved daughter, born of forbidden desire, I give you this clearing, wild and sweet as your spirit, pure as the dreams you chase. May its flowers mirror the colors of your heart, and its gentle horses carry you on wings of wind when the world grows heavy. Let the petals caress your skin with fragrance, let the grass cradle your steps and nourish your soul when the gods turn their faces away. Let the sunlight weave crowns for your hair, and the breeze sing only your name. May no war trample this place, no throne claim its peace. It is yours alone, forever shaped by the love of your mother, Elyndra.”

As I finished reading, I noticed Teodora’s eyes were glistening with tears. “That’s beautiful,” she said softly. “She must have been a wonderful mother to care for her daughter so much.”

Luna nodded in agreement. “It’s really touching.”

“I wonder if they’re still alive somewhere,” I said, straightening up. “Lysara and Elyndra.”

Natalia patted my back. “One day, we’ll hopefully find out … Why don’t we explore this clearing? It looks stunning.”

Sabrina nodded enthusiastically. “Look at those flowers. They’re gorgeous. The scents alone are divine.”

“We could try making some beauty products,” Hailey suggested. “Natural oils, maybe even perfumes.”

Natalia’s eyes lit up. “I would love some beauty products. It will make us less like savages.”

Luna nudged my arm. “Look,” she whispered, pointing toward the far side of the clearing. Several horses grazed peacefully among the tall grasses, their coats gleaming in the sunlight. A chestnut mare raised her head to look in our direction, ears perked forward with curiosity.

“They’re beautiful,” I said.

Teodora’s face transformed at the sight of the horses. “They must be the ones mentioned in the inscription,” she said, her voice filled with wonder. “Horses that would carry Lysara on wings of wind.”

“Let’s go see them,” Luna suggested, already moving in their direction.

I hesitated. “Is that safe? They’re wild animals, right?”

Teodora turned to me with a reassuring smile. “Of course it’s safe. Just follow my lead.”

“What about us?” Sabrina said, tugging my arm.

Natalia patted Sabrina on the back. “Let him spend some time with them too,” she said. “I hardly think your brother is interested in makeup and perfumes.”

“We’ll make something for you,” Hailey said.

I kissed both my siblings. “I can’t wait.”

Natalia glanced over at us. “You three go ahead. We’ll gather some of these flowers and see what we can make.”

Teodora, Luna, and I crossed the clearing while Natalia, Sabrina, and Hailey began collecting blossoms.

As we approached, the chestnut mare watched us with round, curious eyes. Teodora slowed her pace.

“Always let them know you’re not a threat,” she explained quietly. She extended her palm, moving toward the horse with slow, confident steps. “Like this, let them come to you.”

The mare studied Teodora for a moment before stepping forward and stretching her neck to sniff at the offered hand. After a moment, she nuzzled Teodora’s palm. Teodora laughed, a sound so full of joy I realized I hadn’t heard her laugh like that before.

“She likes you,” I observed.

“Here,” Teodora said, taking my hand in hers. She placed my larger hand under hers on the mare’s warm neck. Our fingers intertwined naturally as we stroked the soft coat together. The horse remained calm, seemingly enjoying the attention.

“Feel that strength? That’s trust earned,” Teodora said, her voice low and intimate. The warmth of her hand over mine sent pleasant tingles up my arm.

I met her eyes, struck by the passion I saw there. “You’re amazing with them. It’s like watching poetry.”

She blushed, leaning closer to me. “Horses taught me patience… and how good it feels to be chosen.” Her voice was soft, intimate, making my skin tingle.

Luna had wandered to a nearby foal, her hands gently stroking its mane. She looked over at us with a proud smile. “Mom’s always been the horse whisperer! You should see her on a ranch.”

It wasn’t difficult to imagine her riding a horse, seeing her boobs bounce up and down. “Thankfully, I’ll get a chance to see you now.”

Teodora smiled. She ran her hand along the chestnut mare’s neck, making a decision. “Only if I get to teach you.”

I gave her a sheepish grin. “I’ve got no idea how to ride.”

Her smile turned tender and teasing, her eyes sparkling with new confidence I hadn’t seen before. “Perfect. Then you’ll have to hold on to me.”

I couldn’t help but notice how much happier she seemed after her experience in the hot spring.

She approached the mare’s side and mounted in one motion, swinging her leg over and settling into position. She extended her hand down to me. “Come on.”

With her help, I awkwardly climbed up behind her. My hands settled hesitantly on her waist, barely touching the fabric of her torn dress.

“Like this,” she said, reaching back to guide my hands into a firmer grip. “Don’t be shy.”

The mare began walking through the meadow, stepping carefully through the colorful flowers. With each step, petals brushed against our legs. The gentle swaying motion pressed my chest against Teodora’s back, creating a rhythm between us that felt surprisingly natural and somewhat sensual. Her red hair blew back in the breeze, whipping against my face. I inhaled deeply, catching her scent, which was similar to her daughter’s, mixed with the wild blooms surrounding us.

“Feel the rhythm,” she said softly, leaning back into me. “Move with me.”

My grip tightened instinctively as the horse picked up speed to a gentle trot. Flowers flew up around us like confetti, creating a surreal, magical atmosphere. Teodora glanced back over her shoulder, her hair wild in the wind, eyes alive with joy.

“See?” she said. “Natural.”

I laughed, feeling freer than I had in years. My arms wrapped higher around her waist, my hands resting just under the curve of her boobs. “Only because I’m holding a beautiful woman.”

She covered my hands with hers, slowing the horse to a walk again. We moved through a particularly dense patch of flowers.

“This place,” she said, “riding free like this… it reminds me of dreams I thought were gone forever.” I heard the catch in her voice, felt the slight tremor in her body.

I couldn’t resist pressing my lips against the side of her neck, just below her ear. “Then let’s make new ones. Every day.”

She leaned her head back against my shoulder, a smile playing on her lips. After a moment, she turned to look at me with a playful gleam in her eyes. “Want to try riding on your own?” she asked.

My heart skipped a beat. This was my chance to show her I could do this. To impress both her and Luna, who was watching us from across the field.

“Absolutely,” I replied, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

Teodora dismounted, her feet landing on the flower-covered ground. She stood right next to the horse, holding the mare in place while I adjusted my position.

“Remember what I showed you,” she said, stepping back but still keeping close. “Gentle with your hips. Move with her, not against her.”

From the edge of the clearing, I heard Natalia’s voice ring out. “Be careful, darling!”

I gave her a reassuring wave before turning my attention back to the horse beneath me. The mare shifted slightly, sensing a new rider, and I tightened my grip on the mane, trying to remember everything Teodora had just taught me.

“That’s it,” Teodora encouraged, walking alongside us as I guided the horse into a slow walk. “You’re a natural.”

“I have a good teacher,” I replied, feeling proud as I successfully steered us in a wide circle.

Teodora’s smile widened. “The best relationships are like this, you know. Trust, patience and mutual respect.”

“Is that what we have?” I asked, feeling bold. “A relationship?”

She looked up at me. “We have something,” she admitted. “Something I haven’t felt in a very long time.”

“I feel it too,” I said, my voice lower. “Since the moment I saw you.”

She blushed, her fingers brushing against my leg as she adjusted my posture. “Keep your back straight. Strong but flexible.”

“Like love should be?” I suggested.

Her laugh was musical. “Exactly like love should be.”

As we moved across the clearing, I noticed a line of rocks arranged in a low barrier. They seemed deliberately placed, too uniform to be natural. Something Elyndra had created, perhaps, as a training obstacle for her daughter.

“I want to try jumping that,” I said, nodding toward the rocks.

Teodora’s expression turned serious. “Dylan, no. That’s for experienced riders. You just started a minute ago.”

“I can do it,” I said, already guiding the horse in that direction. “I’m a quick learner.”

She frowned, concern etched across her face. “It’s too risky. You could get hurt.”

“Just guide me through it,” I said, giving her my most persuasive smile. “I trust you.”

She yielded. “Fine. But we do it my way.”

Teodora jogged alongside us, giving instructions as we approached the obstacle. “Sit deep. Lean forward slightly when she jumps. Don’t pull on her mane.”

I nodded, focusing on the rocks ahead. My heart pounded in my chest, but I was determined to prove to her that I could do this.

“Now!” Teodora called as we reached the right distance.

I leaned forward, gripping with my knees as the mare gathered herself and leapt. For a moment, I was flying, suspended in the air as we sailed over the rocks. We landed with a jolt on the other side, and I managed to stay seated, a victorious grin spreading across my face.

Teodora clapped her hands together, relief and pride mingling on her face. She blew me a kiss, her eyes shining.

I took one hand off her mane to return the gesture. In that moment of distraction, I failed to notice the low-hanging branch directly in my path. The mare continued forward, but I didn’t duck in time.

The branch caught me square in the chest, knocking me backward. I felt myself sliding off the horse, arms flailing uselessly as I fell. My back hit the ground with a sickening thud that knocked the wind from my lungs.

“Dylan!” Natalia’s scream pierced the air. I heard footsteps rushing toward me from all directions.

Natalia reached me first, dropping to her knees beside me and gently turning me onto my side. “Are you alright? Did you hit your head?”

I tried to catch my breath, feeling a sharp pain radiate through my back and a dull throbbing in my forehead. “I’m okay,” I managed to wheeze out.

Natalia’s fingers probed my hairline, stopping when I winced. “Jesus Christ,” she muttered, examining what must have been a nasty bump forming.

“I’m fine, really,” I said, trying to sit up despite the pain.

“You don’t look fine to me,” Natalia said firmly, keeping me still.

Teodora hovered nearby, her face pale with guilt. “I’m so sorry,” she said, her voice trembling. “I shouldn’t have encouraged him to ride. This is all my fault.”

“It was an accident,” Natalia said, her tone softening. “Calm down, Teodora. These things happen.”

Luna, Sabrina, and Hailey gathered around us, their faces concerned. Natalia turned back to me, her expression thoughtful.

“Can you use your healing powers on yourself?” she asked.

I considered this for a moment. “I haven’t tried before,” I admitted. “But it’s just a mild headache. It didn’t hurt me that much.”

Natalia frowned, her fingers gently touching the swelling on my forehead. “This looks painful, honey. My heart aches when you’re in pain.”

I closed my eyes, trying to summon the warm energy I’d felt when healing others. But something was missing; the connection wasn’t there.

“I can’t seem to focus the energy properly,” I said, wincing as Natalia’s fingers brushed the tender bump again.

“Why not?” Natalia asked, concern etched on her face.

I hesitated, suddenly aware of everyone watching us. “I need … connection,” I said quietly. “I need to be touched and loved to use it on myself.”

Natalia’s expression shifted as understanding dawned. She nodded once, made a decision, and turned to the others. “Girls, I need you to give us some privacy. Dylan needs my help with his healing.”

Teodora looked uncertain, glancing between Natalia and me. “Is there anything I can do?”

“Not right now,” Natalia said firmly but kindly. “Just leave us for a moment. We’ll join you soon.”

The girls moved away reluctantly, heading back toward the flower field. Luna cast one last worried look over her shoulder before following the others.

When they were out of earshot, Natalia helped me sit up against a nearby tree. The movement sent sharp pain through my back, making me wince.

“Your back is hurting too?” she asked, her eyes scanning my body with motherly concern.

I nodded, trying not to show how much it actually hurt. “The fall was harder than I let on.”

Natalia knelt beside me, her expression tender. “How do you want me? On top or should I lie down because of your back?”

The directness of her question made heat rise to my face, but I appreciated her pragmatism. “Start with your mouth,” I suggested. “That should be enough to trigger the healing process.”

She nodded and started pulling down the loincloth.

“I’ll give you a really good one,” she assured me, her voice soft but matter-of-fact. “We need to get you healed properly.”

I smiled, grateful to have her as a mother. “Thank you. I’m lucky to have such a caring mother.”

As she freed my cock from the cloth, her eyes met mine with surprising intensity. “I love you, Dylan,” she said, looking me directly in the eyes.

“I love you too, Mom,” I replied, meaning it with every fiber of my being.

She lowered her head and took me into her mouth, her eyes never leaving mine. The warm, wet sensation of her lips around me sent waves of pleasure through my body. I felt the first stirrings of the healing energy, but it wasn’t quite connecting yet.

Natalia pulled back suddenly, shaking her head. “Sorry, darling,” she said, “I forgot something important.” She quickly untied her chest wrap, letting it fall away to reveal her breasts. They were still firm, round and full despite her age, with small, peachy nipples. It was always a blessing to see them, but this time I hadn’t asked. She just knew I loved the sight of her boobs.

“Thank you,” I whispered, appreciating her understanding of what I needed.

She smiled and returned to her task, plunging me deep into her mouth once more. She slobbered over my cock, taking me deep down her throat, so I released my first moan. For every throat plunge, she kept looking up to me, checking my reaction so she knew which buttons to push. Whenever she came off for a breath, she still kept my cock pressed to her wet mouth, either kissing it or rubbing it against her lips. Then she gobbled up the shaft, looking at me with her blue, beautiful eyes, and her dark blonde hair curtained her gorgeous face.

“Oh, Mom,” I said, thrusting my hips lightly as it started getting hot.

After a few moments, she paused. “How’s your head feeling now? Any better?”

I reached up to touch the bump. “It’s starting to feel better,” I said, noticing the throbbing had diminished slightly.

“Good,” she murmured. “Concentrate on your healing powers while I love you. Channel that energy back into yourself.”

I closed my eyes and focused, feeling the familiar warmth building inside me as Natalia continued to suck me, alternating between deep suction and gentle licks that made it difficult to maintain concentration. But gradually, I felt the healing energy spreading through me, warm and golden, soothing the pain in my head and back.

After several minutes, I opened my eyes again. “Can you ride me? I think I need more … love … to complete the healing.”

Without hesitation, Natalia pulled away and stood up to remove her loincloth. She spat into her palm and rubbed it over my cock, ensuring I was slick enough for her. Then she straddled me carefully, mindful of my injured back.

“Tell me if your back hurts,” she said as she took my cock and rubbed it back and forth over her slit.

“It’s fine,” I assured her, though in truth there was still some discomfort.

She pushed the crown inside and then sank down till her pussy touched my groin. She sighed in relief, looking me in the eyes. But as she began to move, up and down, and rocking back and forth, that discomfort became increasingly irrelevant.

I concentrated harder on the healing power, channeling it inward as Natalia rode me with slow, loving movements. It was working, the headache gradually faded, and the sharp pain in my back dulled to a mere memory.

Natalia fucked me with increasing confidence as she saw the pain leaving my expression. Her breasts swayed hypnotically with each rise and fall, her face flushed with pleasure, and I felt her pussy growing wetter and wetter. All I could see was my loving mother, riding me, focused entirely on my healing and pleasure.

Looking up at her beautiful face framed by her flowing hair, watching her breasts move with each thrust, I felt a powerful climax building. The healing energy peaked simultaneously, creating a perfect storm of physical sensation. She slammed down on me, causing the most delicious friction, and then I came hard inside her, my entire body shuddering as waves of relief washed over me, pain replaced by pure pleasure. I jolted and shivered, writhing beneath her as she slowly milked my orgasm by rocking back and forth.

When I opened my eyes again, Natalia was smiling down at me, her face radiant with love and satisfaction, and her pussy was still pressed against my groin.

“Am I better?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

She caressed my forehead gently, her fingers finding no trace of the bump that had been there minutes before. And while she leaned forward, she pushed her entire rack against my face, my nose and cheeks sinking into her soft boobs and cleavage. “It’s completely gone,” she confirmed. “How do you feel?”

“A thousand times better,” I said truthfully. The pain had vanished entirely, replaced by a warm, pleasant tingling throughout my body.

Natalia smiled and leaned down to hug me, keeping me still inside her. “I love you so much,” she whispered against my ear, holding me tightly. “Promise me you’ll be more careful, okay? You’re not a god yet.”

“I promise,” I said, squeezing her hand. “I love you too, Mom.”

She smiled warmly before lifting herself off me. Without hesitation, she bent down and took me in her mouth again, gently cleaning her pussy juice with her tongue. The sensation was both tender and arousing, making me sigh with contentment.

She came off with a kiss right on the crown, and she extended her hand to me and helped me to my feet.

We had just finished dressing when I heard Sabrina and Hailey calling my name. They hurried toward us, their faces anxious.

“Are you okay?” Sabrina asked, skidding to a halt beside us.

I stood up straight, stretching my arms overhead to demonstrate my recovery. “I’m completely fine now. Better than ever, actually.”

Luna and Teodora appeared behind them, both looking equally concerned. Teodora’s face was particularly stricken with guilt.

“I’m so sorry,” Teodora said immediately, addressing my mother rather than me. “I should never have let him try jumping. It was irresponsible of me.”

Natalia stepped forward and pulled Teodora into a warm embrace. “It’s fine. These things happen. I know you wouldn’t wish any harm on him.”

“But the fall was so hard,” Luna said, her brow furrowed as she studied my forehead. “The swelling is completely gone. How is that possible?”

Teodora stepped back from Natalia’s hug, her eyes widening as she examined my face. “It’s true. There’s not even a mark.”

I smiled, touching the spot where the painful bump had been just minutes ago. “It’s the magic I told you about. The same I used when I healed Luna’s sunburn.”

“That’s amazing,” Teodora whispered, reaching out to touch my forehead.

I rose to my full height, feeling stronger than before, and pulled Teodora into a hug. “So,” I asked playfully against her ear, “did I pass the horseback riding test?”

Teodora chuckled, her body relaxing against mine. “You were doing wonderfully until that branch attacked you.”

I pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, then leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. When we separated, I smiled and said, “There’s that kiss I wanted to give you earlier.”

Her cheeks flushed pink. “Aren’t you charming,” she murmured.

We went back to the camp, but it took only a second before my siblings tugged at my arms.

“We want to show you what we’ve been doing!” Sabrina said excitedly.

“Yes, come see!” Hailey added, already pulling me toward the flower field.

They led us to a spot where they’d arranged various flower petals by color and type. Small piles of crushed petals released sweet, complex fragrances.

“These are for our perfume,” Hailey said proudly.

“We just need some coconut oil to finish it,” Sabrina added. “But we did make these in the meantime.”

They held up several woven flower chains and wreaths.

“These are beautiful,” I said, genuinely impressed by them.

Sabrina approached me with one of the chains, a mixture of white and blue flowers that seemed to shimmer in the sunlight. “This one’s for you,” she said, draping it around my neck.

Luna stepped closer, her eyes drawn to another necklace I wore, the heart-shaped one my siblings had made for me. “Where did you get that?” she asked, touching it gently with one finger. “The shell necklace, I mean.”

I looked down at it, my fingers reaching to touch the smooth surface of the shell. “It was a gift,” I said, feeling a rush of warm memories. “From Sabrina and Hailey.”

“It sounds like it has some history,” Luna pointed out.

“It does … Earlier, they both wanted to give me a shell, and they started fighting over it. Eventually, they became friends and made this together.”

Luna’s cheeks turned rosy. “That’s so touching,” she said, looking between Sabrina and Hailey.

The twins exchanged glances before embracing each other in a tight hug.

“We’ve had our fair share of quarrels over the years,” Sabrina admitted.

“But they always end in hugs and kisses,” Hailey finished, resting her head on her sister’s shoulder.

We spent the next few hours enjoying the clearing, helping the girls gather more flowers for their perfume project, and taking turns riding the horses under Teodora’s watchful guidance. As the afternoon waned, we returned to our camp to eat the remainder of the jaguar meat.

Around the fire, our conversation flowed easily, touching on everything from our lives before the Island to our theories about Lysara and her mysterious parents. As darkness fell, Natalia suggested we return to the hot springs to relax before sleep.

“That’s a wonderful idea,” Teodora said. “The warm water would be perfect under the stars.”

We gathered our things and headed back toward the springs. As we walked, Luna fell into step beside me, slightly behind the others.

“I talked to my mom earlier,” she said, her voice just loud enough for me to hear. “About your mother.”

“Oh?” I kept my tone neutral, unsure where this was heading.

Luna nodded. “I was touched by how passionately she loves you. The way she cares for you is beautiful.”

I smiled at her honesty. “She’s a good mom. She cares about me more than anything.”

“I can tell,” Luna said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I wanted to say… I’m still embarrassed about that comment I made to my mother. About her being jealous. I regret it.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said, reaching for her hand. “Your mother loves you. She understands.”

Luna shook her head, her red hair catching the moonlight. “You don’t get it. It stung because my mom has been lonely for so many years. Ever since my dad left … she closed herself off. I shouldn’t have thrown that in her face.”

“But she has you,” I pointed out.

“It’s not the same,” Luna said, looking up at me with those bright green eyes. “I understand that now. After losing my virginity to you, I realize there are different kinds of love, different kinds of need. She’s been missing something important.”

We walked in silence for a few steps before she stopped, pulling me to face her.

“Dylan,” she said. “Will you sleep with my mother tonight? Make love to her the same way you loved me before?”

I studied her face in the moonlight. “I would have eventually.”

Her eyes widened. “Really?”

I nodded, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “It’s not difficult to see the direction of this relationship.”

Her face lit up with joy, and she threw her arms around me. “You’re the best,” she whispered against my neck. “I love you, Dylan.”

“I love you too,” I said, holding her close.

We caught up with the others at the hot springs. The steam rose into the cool night air as we stripped off our clothes and slipped into the warm water. The night sky stretched above us, stars blinking into existence.

We sat together, talking about everything and nothing, our lives before the Island, whether we’d be rescued or not and the strange mysteries we’d encountered. Natalia was telling a story about a fashion shoot gone wrong when I noticed Teodora moving toward a quieter corner of the pool.

I waited a few minutes before joining her, sliding through the water until I was beside her. She looked up at me, her wet hair slicked back from her face, making her eyes seem larger and more luminous.

“You have a wonderful mother,” she said quietly. “She cares so much about you.”

“I know,” I replied. “But you’re similar in many ways, protective and loving with Luna.”

“I never think about it in that way. I just want to be there for her.”

“It’s true,” I said. “You’re both passionate about protecting your child.”

She studied me for a moment, then asked, “What were you and Luna talking about earlier? You two seemed deep in conversation.”

“I can tell you later,” I said, reaching out to cup her breasts under the water. They were full and heavy in my hands, her nipples hardening against my palms.

Teodora’s breath deepened, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she slowly yielded to my touch, her body relaxing as I gently caressed her. I could see excitement building in her eyes, but she glanced worriedly toward where Luna sat laughing with Sabrina and Hailey.

“I’m not sure if I should be doing this,” she whispered.

“Why not?” I asked, continuing to massage her breasts.

“You just… you just loved her,” she said, her voice strained. “And now I’m cutting in.”

I shook my head. “No, you’re not. She’s fine with it. You’re all sharing me if you haven’t noticed.”

Her eyes widened slightly, and after a moment’s hesitation, her hand reached beneath the water, finding my cock and beginning to stroke it slowly.

“I haven’t done this for a long time,” she admitted, her fingers exploring my length, wrapping around it and slowly stroking it.

“I’ll be gentle,” I promised.

We moved through the water toward the edge of the pool. I turned back to the others. “We’ll be back,” I called out casually.

I led her to a private patch of grass not far from the springs. The moonlight bathed her body in silver as she lay back, her pale skin looking as fine as her daughter’s. I knelt beside her, kissing her breasts, taking each nipple into my mouth and sucking gently until she moaned.

I worked my way down her body, trailing kisses across her stomach until I reached between her legs. Teodora’s pussy was fuller and more pronounced than Luna’s, with soft, plump outer lips that framed deeper pink inner folds. A neat patch of darker red hair sat above her mound, trimmed short. Her clit was slightly larger, peeking from its hood, and everything glistened naturally when she was aroused, warm, slick, and inviting in a straightforward, womanly way.

Her scent hit me first: warm, musky and aroused, with that same sweet undertone I’d caught on Luna but richer.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly from bottom to top, tasting her fully. She was salty-sweet, thicker on my tongue than her daughter, and the flavor spread instantly, making my cock throb against the ground. Her folds parted easily under the flat of my tongue, soft and plush, and I felt her shiver when I passed over her clit.

I circled it slowly, then flicked the tip, and Teodora’s hips lifted off the grass with a gasp. Her hands found my hair, fingers threading through it, not pulling hard, just holding and guiding me. I licked again, longer this time, pressing harder so her lips spread around my tongue. She was wetter, coating my chin, and every time I sucked gently on her clit, she let out a low moan that went straight to my groin.

I slid lower, pushing my tongue inside her, feeling the velvet pussy clench around it. She was snug and wet. I fucked her slowly with my tongue, tasting deeper, until her thighs started trembling against my shoulders. “Oh, Dylan, just fuck me … Fuck me the way you fucked my daughter.”

Coming off with a kiss, I positioned myself between her legs, the head of my cock pressing against her well-licked vagina. Her white skin glowed in the moonlight, making her look like a goddess. I pushed forward slowly, feeling her mature pussy grip me tightly. She pulled me in till there was nothing left to push. She’d taken my entire shaft with a moan.

“Fuck,” she whispered, eyes locked on mine. “You’re so thick … feels like you’re splitting me open.”

“In a good way?” I just had to make sure.

She nodded with a giggle. “In the best way possible … Oh, that stretch feels good.”

I held still for a moment, letting her adjust, feeling her pulse around my cock. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my back, urging me closer. I started fucking, slow, deep strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. Each thrust made her breasts sway, heavy and full.

“You feel amazing,” I whispered as I sank fully into her.

“So do you,” she said before a loud moan.

Her pussy was like a velvet glove, hugging every inch of me as I pushed in and out. I found myself comparing the sensation to Luna, where her daughter had been tight and new, Teodora took it with confidence, her body responding to mine with perfect timing.

Her breasts swayed with each thrust. She arched up to meet me, hips rolling in perfect rhythm, like she knew exactly how to take me. “Harder,” she said, nails raking down my back. “I want to feel like she did.”

“I didn’t fuck her this hard though,” I said with a chuckle.

She giggled too. “Just give it to me hard.”

I picked up the pace, driving into her with more force, the slap of our bodies echoing in the night. Her pussy tightened every time I bottomed out, wetter now and coating me completely. I leaned down, latching my mouth on her thick nipple, sucking hard while I fucked her steadily and deep. She moaned louder, head thrown back, red hair spread across the grass like fire.

Her thighs started trembling again, the same way they had when I was eating her out.

“Dylan,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Kiss me.”

Coming off her tit, I pressed my lips to hers, our tongues meeting and twirling as I continued to have my way with her. Her legs wrapped tighter around my waist, drawing me deeper with each thrust. The wet sounds of our bodies joining filled the night air, mixing with our heavy breathing and soft moans.

I licked down her neck again, sucking gently at her pulse point. She shuddered beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock in response. I could feel myself getting closer to the edge, my movements becoming more urgent and primal.

“I’m close,” I murmured against her skin.

“Me too,” she said, her fingers tangling in my hair. “Don’t stop.”

I drove into her harder and faster, feeling her body responding to mine. Her breathing quickened, her back arching off the grass as she approached her climax. With a final, deep thrust, I buried myself completely inside her and came, filling her with hot, creamy pulses as her own orgasm washed over her. Her pussy contracted rhythmically around me, milking every drop as she moaned out loud.

We stayed joined together, our bodies trembling with aftershocks, our breathing gradually slowing. Teodora’s face was flushed, her eyes half-closed in satisfaction, her lips parted slightly as she caught her breath. I remained inside her, feeling the occasional flutter of her inner muscles around my softening cock. Her cheeks and neck were painted pink, a beautiful flush from her climax.

After several minutes of silence, she finally spoke, her voice soft and dreamy.

“That was… amazing,” she said, running her fingers through my hair. “I haven’t felt like that in a very long time.”

“I’m glad,” I replied, kissing her forehead gently. “You deserved it.”

She smiled up at me, her eyes shining in the moonlight. “Thank you.”

We lay together on the soft grass, our bodies cooling in the night air. Teodora’s head rested on my chest, her red hair spread across my skin. I stroked her back absently, enjoying the peaceful moment.

After a while, she propped herself up on one elbow, studying my face curiously. “Can I ask you something?”

“Of course,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

“What did Luna tell you earlier? When you were walking together?”

I suddenly remembered that I’d promised to tell her. “She told me she wanted me to make love to you.”

Teodora’s eyes widened. “What?”

“She said she felt bad about what she’d said earlier. She wanted me to be with you … To make you happy.”

A complex mix of emotions played across Teodora’s face: surprise, confusion, and finally, a tender smile. “She said that?”

I nodded. “She cares about you very much.”

Teodora’s eyes glistened. “I’ve never felt happier to have her,” she whispered. “My beautiful, thoughtful daughter.”

We lay together a while longer, enjoying the quiet intimacy, until we heard footsteps approaching. I looked up to see Luna standing a few feet away. She was naked, her red hair tumbling over her shoulders.

“I don’t mean to disturb you,” she said softly, her eyes taking in our naked forms with a small smile. “But I was wondering if you’d both come back and sleep with us? It’s getting late.”

Teodora sat up, her face lighting up at the sight of her daughter. “Of course, honey. We’ll be right there.”

Luna grinned, then asked in a shy voice, “Was it … was it good?”

Teodora rose to her feet and pulled Luna into a tight embrace. “It was wonderful,” she whispered, pressing a tender kiss to her daughter’s forehead as their tits mashed together. “Thank you for being such a wonderful girl.”

Luna’s face brightened with joy as she returned her mother’s hug. “I’m glad,” she said simply.

We quickly gathered our clothes and followed Luna back to the others. The rest of the family had already prepared a comfortable sleeping area near the hot springs, using large leaves and grass to create makeshift bedding.

“There you are,” Natalia said, looking up as we approached. “We were starting to wonder if you’d gotten lost.”

“Just enjoying the moonlight,” I replied, catching her knowing smile.

We settled down for the night, arranging ourselves comfortably on the natural bedding. I found myself in the middle, with Teodora on one side and Luna on the other. Their warm bodies pressed against mine as we all sought comfortable positions.

Teodora’s arm draped across my chest, her fingers intertwining with Luna’s on my other side. The physical connection between mother and daughter, with me as the bridge between them, felt perfect.

“Goodnight,” Luna murmured, snuggling closer to my side.

“Goodnight,” Teodora and I replied in unison.

As I drifted toward sleep, sandwiched between these two beautiful women, I felt a sense of peace wash over me. The mysteries of the Island, the danger we’d faced, the uncertain future, all of it seemed less threatening in this moment of connection and belonging.

The last thing I heard before sleep claimed me was Teodora’s whisper to her daughter, “I love you more than anything.”

Luna’s sleepy reply came moments later, “I love you too, Mom.”

I fell asleep with a smile on my face.


Chapter 6

Iwoke to whispers nearby. The sun was steadily rising, prying my eyes open. I listened to Luna and Teodora talking quietly, thinking I was still asleep.

“Are you sore, Mom?” Luna asked in a lowered voice.

“No, honey. I feel wonderful,” Teodora replied, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

“How did it feel? With Dylan, I mean.” Luna’s tone was curious, not jealous.

Teodora sighed contentedly. “It felt unbelievably good. He was so gentle at first, but then went harder. The way he touched me made me feel loved again.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” Luna said eagerly. “It was the same for me. And when he came inside me? That was my favorite part.”

“Oh yes,” Teodora agreed, her voice dropping even lower. “That’s the best part. That moment of complete connection.”

There was a brief pause before Luna asked, “Are there other positions I could try? I only know one.”

“Of course there are, sweetheart,” Teodora said. “Many different ways. Maybe … maybe I could show you sometime.”

“That would be nice,” Luna replied, sounding genuinely interested.

I stirred then, deciding it was time to “wake up.” I stretched and opened my eyes to find both women looking at me, their cheeks slightly flushed as if caught in a private conversation.

“Good morning,” Luna said, smiling brightly. “Did you sleep well?”

“Better than I have in a long time,” I replied truthfully, sitting up and yawning.

“And you, Teodora?” I asked, turning to meet her gaze.

“Heavenly,” she answered, her green eyes sparkling in the morning light.

Natalia, Sabrina, and Hailey were already up and moving around the camp, gathering fruits for breakfast. We joined them, and over our morning meal, we discussed our next steps.

“I think we should consider building something more permanent,” Natalia suggested. “We’ve been here long enough to know this isn’t just a quick stay.”

“The clearing with the horses would be perfect,” Teodora said. “It’s near the hot springs and not too far from the beach where we first arrived.”

Everyone agreed, and after breakfast, we gathered our few belongings and headed back to the horse clearing.

When we arrived, Sabrina and Hailey pulled Teodora and Luna aside.

“We have something for you two,” Sabrina said excitedly.

Hailey held up bundles of primitive clothing similar to what we were all wearing. “We finished these last night. Now you can be dressed like the rest of us.”

Teodora and Luna accepted the gifts gratefully. Without hesitation, they both slipped off their tattered modern clothes and began trying on their new savage clothing. Neither showed any shyness about being naked in front of us all. They were all getting used to primitive life.

The chest wraps Sabrina and Hailey had created were skillfully made but deliberately revealing, showing cleavage and the upper and lower parts of their breasts. The loincloths hung low on their hips, exposing long stretches of smooth thigh.

“How do I look?” Luna asked, turning in a slow circle.

“Beautiful,” I replied honestly, but also very sexy. The primitive clothing suited her wild red hair and fair skin perfectly.

Teodora adjusted her chest wrap, which could barely contain her fuller breasts. “It’s surprisingly comfortable,” she said. “And cooler than what we were wearing before.”

They both hugged my siblings, and our mother also gave the girls a proud hug. We spent the morning clearing an area for our shelter. The work was hard but satisfying, and by midday, we had the beginnings of a structure taking shape. The sun was high overhead, beating down mercilessly as we worked.

I noticed Teodora wincing slightly as she helped gather long palm fronds for the roof.

“Are you okay?” I asked, approaching her.

She touched her shoulder gingerly. “Just a bit of sunburn. I’m not used to being outside this much.”

“Let me help,” I offered. “I can heal that for you.”

Teodora smiled gratefully. “Would you? It’s starting to sting.”

I led her to a shady spot beneath a large tree, away from the others who were still working on the shelter. “Sit down,” I said, gesturing to a flat rock.

She sat with her back to me and swept her red hair over one shoulder, exposing her neck and upper back. The sunburn wasn’t severe, but it had left her fair skin pink and tender-looking.

I placed my hands gently on her shoulders, feeling her warmth beneath my palms. Closing my eyes, I concentrated on channeling healing energy into her, visualizing the inflammation receding, the damaged skin repairing itself.

Teodora sighed as my hands moved slowly across her back and up to her neck, my touch both therapeutic and intimate. “That feels amazing,” she murmured.

“The sunburn should be gone soon,” I said, continuing to massage her skin. I could feel the healing power flowing from my hands into her, soothing and restoring.

After a few minutes of massaging her, Teodora spoke again. “Dylan, there’s something else I wanted to talk to you about.”

“What is it?” I asked, still focused on healing her sunburned skin.

“It’s about Luna,” she said, her voice dropping lower. “She… she wants to try something new … in bed.”

My hands paused briefly before continuing their movement. “What does she have in mind?”

Teodora turned slightly, looking back at me over her shoulder. “She’s a bit insecure about her sexual skills,” she said quietly. “She wants to please you as much as possible.”

I felt my heart beat faster at her words. I clearly remembered their morning conversation. “She has nothing to worry about.”

Teodora turned fully now, her green eyes searching mine. “I was thinking… Maybe I could give her a helping hand. Guide her. Show her some things.”

The image of mother and daughter together aroused me greatly. I leaned forward and kissed Teodora’s neck gently. “I’d love that,” I whispered against her skin.

She smiled, reaching up to touch my face. “It will be another appreciation of what you’ve done for us,” she said kindly. “Saving our lives, healing us, making us feel wanted again and taking care of us.”

“We’ll take care of that tonight,” I promised with a kiss on her neck. “So, how’s your skin feeling?”

“It feels wonderful … the itch and stinging are gone. Thank you,” she said with a heartfelt smile.

I helped her to her feet, and as we walked back to join the others, Teodora’s stomach growled loudly enough for me to hear. She laughed, pressing a hand to her belly. “I guess we need to find something to eat first.”

I looked around at our group, all working hard on the shelter. Everyone appeared hungry and tired. “You’re right. We should find food before continuing with the shelter,” I said.

While searching the perimeter of the clearing, I noticed the narrow path cutting through the dense jungle foliage. The vegetation had been cleared deliberately, creating a trail just wide enough for people to walk single file. I’d seen similar trails before by the statue of Lysara. I suspected it was some kind of road system that led to major points on this Island.

“There’s a trail here.”

The others gathered around me, peering down the path that disappeared into the jungle.

“Should we check it out?” Hailey asked, brushing sweat-dampened hair from her forehead.

“Why not,” I said, already taking a step toward the trail.

Natalia put a hand on my arm, stopping me. “Wait, I have a better idea. Why don’t we take the horses to explore? I’d love to ride with you.”

Luna’s face brightened immediately. “That will be so much fun!”

“That sounds perfect,” Teodora agreed.

“I’ll ride with Dylan,” Natalia said, her tone casual but her eyes holding mine meaningfully.

Teodora nodded. “Luna can ride with me.”

Sabrina and Hailey looked at each other. “Do you know how to ride?” Sabrina asked Hailey, who unsurely nodded.

“I tried it a couple of times at Aunt’s ranch,” Hailey said. “But there was a saddle and reins.”

“I can give you a quick tutorial,” Teodora said. “Your brother learned quickly after all.”

Hailey chuckled. “But I’m not as strong and smart as him.”

“Of course, you are, sweetheart,” Natalia said, patting her back.

Teodora happily gave Hailey a quick tutorial, teaching her how to handle the horse. Hailey caught on quickly, and she laughed and giggled with Sabrina behind her back as they rode. “Mom, how do we look?” Sabrina shouted.

“You look fabulous!” Natalia shouted back.

“This is so much fun!” Hailey said as Sabrina held onto her dearly, trotting lightly.

Then Teodora helped Luna mount one of the mares before climbing up behind her. Natalia approached the chestnut mare I’d ridden recently, waiting for me to help her up. I mounted first, then extended my hand down to her. She swung up behind me, her arms wrapping around my waist.

“Remember,” she whispered in my ear, “I’m still your mom.”

I felt her press closer, her breasts pushing firmly against my back through the thin fabric of her chest wrap. Her fingers traced small circles on my abdomen, dipping occasionally toward the top of my loincloth.

“I know,” I replied. “You’ll always be my mom.”

She chuckled, her breath warm against my neck. “Good. Then you won’t mind if I do this.” Her hands slid higher, brushing over my chest before returning to their position around my waist.

I guided our horse to the front of our small procession, leading the way through the clearing and into the forest. The trail was wide enough for the horses to walk comfortably, and the canopy overhead provided welcome shade from the midday sun.

As we rode, Natalia continued her subtle teasing, pressing her breasts more firmly against my back whenever the horse’s movement provided an excuse. Her lips occasionally brushed my shoulder or the back of my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

“You’re driving me crazy,” I murmured, keeping my voice low so the others wouldn’t hear.

“That’s the idea,” she replied, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

After about twenty minutes of riding, the forest began to thin, and through the trees, I caught glimpses of sparkling water. The familiar sight made my eyes widen.

“There’s a lake there,” I called back to the others.

Natalia looked over my shoulder, her body still pressed firmly against mine. “I see it,” she said. “It’s Lysara’s lake.”

As we emerged from the trees, the full beauty of the lake spread before us. The crystal-clear water shimmered in the sunlight, surrounded by lush vegetation and colorful flowers. Fish could be seen darting beneath the surface, their scales flashing silver and gold.

“It’s beautiful,” Luna gasped from behind us.

“It’s breathtaking,” Teodora agreed, dismounting from her horse.

I helped Natalia down from our mare, then turned to the others. “We’ve been here before,” I explained, gesturing toward the lake. “Natalia, Sabrina, Hailey, and I discovered it many weeks ago … I’ve kinda lost my sense of time, but you get it.”

“It’s not far from one of the best hunting grounds on the Island,” Natalia added, stretching her arms above her head. “Which belonged to Lysara’s father.”

Sabrina nodded enthusiastically. “The fish here is delicious too. We caught some last time.”

“And there’s something else you should see,” I said, leading them along the shoreline. “Something unbelievable.”

We walked around the perimeter of the lake, the horses following behind us without needing to be led. The water was crystal clear, revealing schools of colorful fish darting beneath the surface. As we rounded a bend, I pointed ahead to where a massive figure dominated the landscape.

At the far side of the lake stood a statue, twice the height of a man. She stood proud and tall, like a goddess carved from white stone. She was more mature but powerful, her face turned down toward the lake in serene thought.

Her full, curvy hips flared outward in a perfect maternal shape, suggesting fertility and abundance. She had to be at least ten feet tall, towering over any human woman I’d ever seen. Her stone hair cascaded down her back in waves, so long that it actually touched the grass beneath her feet. My eyes couldn’t help but travel to her full, heavy breasts that jutted proudly from her chest, each one perfectly shaped with detailed nipples that seemed almost alive despite being stone.

Between her legs, the sculptor had carved a triangle of pubic hair, framing her sex with such precision it made my cheeks flush.

“She’s beautiful,” Luna whispered, staring up at the statue with wide eyes.

Teodora approached slowly, her hand reaching out but stopping just short of touching the stone. “The craftsmanship is extraordinary. Who made this?”

“We don’t know,” I said, moving closer to stand beside her. “But there’s more.”

In front of the statue, etched into a stone tablet, were lines of a foreign script, the same alphabet we’d seen before.

I turned to Luna and Teodora. “Prepare for something magical.”

I reached out and pressed my hand to the inscription. It responded. The stone warmed beneath my palm, and the foreign script began to glow with a blue light. The light spread, following each curve and line of the strange alphabet.

The glowing lines shimmered, and words, in English now, formed along the stone’s surface like mist across glass. It had been fully translated.

“Wow,” Luna said, leaning forward. “What does it say?”

“To my daughter, born of forbidden lust,” I read aloud, “I give you this lake, sweet as you and pure as your dream. May it reflect your heart always, and feed your soul when the gods forget your name. Let this water remember love. Let the fish kiss your skin and feed you with nutrients that will keep you healthy and glowing. Let the light dance for you. May no war take this from you, no throne claim it. It is yours alone, forever made by your mother, Elyndra.”

Teodora’s eyes glistened with emotion as she listened. When I finished, she placed her hand over her heart. “Elyndra must have been a fantastic mother,” she said in a low voice. “To create something so beautiful for her child.”

Natalia nodded, stepping forward to stand beside Teodora. “I was thinking the same thing. I wish we could meet her.”

Hailey tugged at Natalia’s arm, her expression curious. “Do you think she still lives?”

Natalia looked thoughtful, her eyes scanning the statue once more. “I don’t know,” she replied, “but I wouldn’t be surprised if we find out. This Island seems to hold many secrets.”

We all stood in silence for a moment, absorbing the beauty and mystery of the statue and its message. The tranquility of the scene, combined with the heat of the day, made the lake look even more inviting.

Sabrina suddenly broke the silence with an excited suggestion. “Let’s take a nude swim!”

No one objected. We had all grown comfortable with our bodies and with each other. One by one, we removed our primitive garments, laying them carefully on the grass. The sunlight caressed our bare skin as we stood at the edge of the clear water.

Luna and Teodora seemed completely at ease, showing no self-consciousness as they undressed. Teodora’s body was a mature version of her daughter’s, with fuller breasts and hips, but the same smooth, pale skin and freckles.

Without further discussion, we dove into the cool, refreshing water. I felt the lake welcome us, embracing our bodies as we swam.

“This feels amazing,” Teodora said, floating on her back, her red hair spreading around her head.

Luna swam close to me, her green eyes sparkling with joy. “It’s not as hot as the hot springs, but it’s not cool either. Like the perfect bathing temperature.”

“I feel it too,” I replied, enjoying the water.

Natalia and my sisters were splashing and laughing nearby, their bodies glistening in the sunlight. The scene was one of pure, innocent joy, a family finding happiness in this paradise.

“Look at the fish,” Hailey called out, pointing beneath the surface.

Colorful fish were swimming around our legs, some even brushing against our skin in what felt like deliberate touches. They weren’t afraid of us at all; instead, they seemed to welcome our presence, dancing around us in colorful patterns.

“They’re kissing my skin,” Luna giggled, reaching down to touch the shimmering creatures. “It’s like they know we’re friendly.”

I swam closer to my siblings, who were playfully splashing water at each other. Natalia’s laughter rang out as Sabrina sent a wave of water toward her face, soaking her blonde hair. I joined in, splashing Luna, who squealed and immediately retaliated, sending water cascading over my head.

“This is the nicest, calmest lake ever,” Luna said, pushing her wet red hair back from her face. Her pale skin glistened with droplets that caught the sunlight, making her look like she was covered in tiny diamonds.

“It truly is,” Natalia said, floating on her back. The water lapped gently at her full breasts, her nipples peeking above the surface like small Islands. Her blonde hair spread out around her head like a golden crown.

Everyone nodded in agreement as we continued our water play. I couldn’t help but feel aroused watching all of them, their nude bodies moving through the crystal water and their joy evident in every laugh and splash. Sabrina’s perfect breasts bounced, while Hailey’s more subtle curves looked mesmerising under the water.

My eyes traveled from one to another, taking in the sight of all these beautiful women, my family and our new companions who had quickly become like family too. There was something primal and pure about seeing them like this, enjoying life in its most basic form, uninhibited and free. My body responded naturally to their beauty, but I felt no shame in my lust, only gratitude for being surrounded by such stunning women who accepted me completely.

“Dylan!” Sabrina’s voice suddenly called out, breaking my daydream. She was near the far end of the lake where a small waterfall cascaded down moss-covered rocks. “Everyone, come quick!”

We all swam toward her, curious about what had caught her attention. Sabrina was treading water in front of the waterfall, her eyes wide with excitement.

“What is it?” Hailey asked, reaching her twin first.

“There’s something behind the waterfall,” Sabrina said, pointing. “Look, you can see an opening, an alcove or something.”

I squinted through the falling water and could just make out a dark space beyond. “You’re right,” I said. “Let’s check it out.”

One by one, we dove under the cascading water, emerging on the other side into a hidden grotto. The space was larger than it had appeared from outside, a natural cave that extended back into the rock face. Sunlight filtered through the waterfall, casting dancing patterns of light across the stone walls.

As my eyes adjusted to the dimmer light, I noticed something unusual. At the back of the alcove, raised slightly above the water on a natural stone shelf, was what looked like a piece of furniture, a chaise lounge of sorts, covered in soft pink material that appeared to be fur.

We climbed up onto the stone ledge, water streaming from our naked bodies as we approached the strange furniture.

“What is this?” Hailey asked, running her hand over the plush surface.

“It seems to be her personal resting place,” I said, recognizing that this had to be another of Lysara’s special spots. “A private retreat.”

Sabrina leaned down and sniffed at the pink fur. “It smells really musky,” she said.

Luna, who had been exploring the walls of the alcove, suddenly giggled. “See what I found,” she called, holding up an object she’d retrieved from a small niche carved into the rock wall.

We gathered around her, and I felt my eyes widen as I realized what she was holding. It was a dildo, thick and white, appearing to be carved from ivory. The craftsmanship was impressive, with detailed veins running along its length and a perfectly shaped head.

“Wow,” Teodora said, leaning in for a closer look.

Natalia took it from Luna’s hands, turning it over as she examined it. “Not bad,” she muttered, studying the shape appreciatively.

Sabrina looked up at Natalia with a mischievous grin. “Do you want to try it out?” she asked boldly.

Natalia chuckled, handing the dildo back to Luna. “I prefer my Noah’s cock,” she said matter-of-factly, giving me a wink that made my cock twitch.

“Look, there are more,” Hailey said, reaching into the niche and pulling out several more dildos of varying shapes and sizes. Some were slender and curved, others thick and straight. They were made from different materials, ivory, polished wood, and even what appeared to be smooth stone.

“Lysara must have been really horny,” Teodora said with a laugh, picking up one of the curved pieces.

“Can you blame her?” Sabrina replied. “Living alone on this Island with no Dylan around.”

Natalia ran her fingers over the smooth surface of one of the larger dildos. “This is actually the perfect place to masturbate,” she observed, looking around the secluded alcove. “Hidden, peaceful, and with the sound of the waterfall for privacy.”

Without hesitation, Sabrina settled herself on the pink fur chaise, spreading her legs wide. She took one of the smaller dildos from Hailey’s hands and slowly eased it between her legs, sliding it into her pussy with a soft giggle. “It feels good,” she said, her eyes fluttering closed as she began to move it in and out.

Hailey watched her twin for a moment before sitting down beside her. “I want to try too,” she said, selecting a curved dildo from the collection. She positioned herself next to Sabrina, their thighs touching as she spread her legs and slid it inside herself with a soft moan, her eyes closing momentarily as she adjusted to the sensation.

“This feels really good,” Hailey murmured, beginning to move the dildo in and out.

The twins giggled together as they masturbated side by side. It was strange yet beautiful to watch my sisters explore their sexuality so openly.

While they pleasured themselves, Natalia wandered deeper into the alcove, examining the stone walls. She ran her fingers along a small crevice and suddenly pulled out what looked like a leather-bound book.

“Look what I found,” she said, holding up the object. “I think it’s some kind of diary.”

We gathered around her as she opened it carefully. The pages were filled with strange symbols, the same alphabet we’d seen on the statue inscription.

“I can’t make sense of this,” Natalia said, frowning at the unfamiliar script.

“Let me see,” I said, reaching for the book. The moment my fingers touched the pages, something extraordinary happened. The symbols began to shift and change before our eyes, rearranging themselves into recognizable English letters.

“How do you keep doing that?” Teodora asked, leaning closer.

“I’m not sure,” I admitted, staring at the transformed text. “It just happens.”

Natalia took the book back, her eyes widening as she began to read aloud. “My childhood was filled with love. My parents cherished me, taught me the ways of our people, showed me how to respect the Island they’d given me…”

The first few pages described Lysara’s early life, painting a picture of a happy child adored by her parents. But as Natalia turned the pages, the tone of the entries changed.

“When I reached womanhood, everything changed,” Natalia read. “My body developed, and I became beautiful. The men, kings and gods looked at me differently. The women grew jealous. My parents tried to protect me, but they could not shield me from desire, both others’ and my own.”

The next pages contained detailed descriptions of Lysara’s sexual awakening and her fantasies. Natalia paused as she turned to a page containing a detailed drawing.

“Oh my,” she whispered, her eyes flickering to me.

I leaned over to see what had caused her reaction and felt my heart skip. On the page was an expertly rendered sketch of a man … a man who looked exactly like me. The same jaw, the same eyes, even the same slight asymmetry to my smile.

“That’s… that’s you,” Luna said, pointing at the drawing. “How is that possible?”

Natalia continued reading, her voice slightly unsteady now. “He comes to me in dreams, my perfect lover. Sometimes I think the gods created him just for me, shaped from my deepest desires. I’ve never met him. I just know how he looks, or how I want him to look.”

The following pages detailed Lysara’s intimate fantasies about this dream man, how she imagined him touching her, and the things she wanted him to do to her body. With each word Natalia read, I felt increasingly uncomfortable yet strangely flattered.

“Listen to this,” Natalia said, her finger tracing a paragraph. “What arouses me most are stories of families who love each other completely, mothers, brothers, sisters united in pleasure as well as blood. There is something pure in their love that transcends ordinary boundaries.”

Teodora and Luna exchanged glances as Natalia continued reading.

“When I pleasure myself, I imagine my dream lover taking me while my mother watches, guiding us both with her experienced hands. Sometimes she joins us, showing me how to please him, how to take him deeper. I know for a fact that my dear mother knows the arts of love better than anyone.”

The diary went on to describe in explicit detail Lysara’s favorite type of cock, thick at the base, slightly curved, with a pronounced, spongy, purple head. Natalia and I exchanged glances as we both recognized the description matched my own erection perfectly.

After several pages of sexual fantasies, the tone of the diary shifted dramatically.

“The fighting began today,” Natalia read. “Two kings came to blows over who would court me. Blood was spilled on sacred ground. The elders say I am cursed, that my beauty brings only discord. But all I ever wanted was to be loved, not fought over like a prize.”

The final pages detailed escalating conflict, king against kings, and then the gods intervened, which quickly turned into war as well. The wars I’d dreamed of earlier. All apparently fighting for Lysara’s hand. The last entry was particularly haunting, “So much blood, so much chaos. And for what? I never wanted any of this. I only wanted a family who would love me completely, accept me fully. Is that too much to ask for?”

When Natalia finished reading, we all sat in silence for a long moment, absorbing what we’d heard.

“That’s … incredibly sad,” Teodora finally said, her voice filled with emotion.

I nodded, feeling both sympathy and discomfort. “We shouldn’t be snooping through her private thoughts like this. We should put it back where we found it.”

“You’re right,” Natalia said, carefully returning the diary to its hiding place. “Girls, wash those toys and put them back too.”

Sabrina and Hailey, who had finished pleasuring themselves, nodded and began cleaning the dildos in the clear water.

“Your cock is better anyway,” Sabrina said with a grin, placing the toys back in the stone niche.

“Much better,” Hailey agreed.

We swam back through the waterfall and found a comfortable spot on the shore where we could sit together in the warm sunshine. Everyone seemed lost in thought, processing what we’d discovered about Lysara.

“I feel bad for her,” Hailey said finally, hugging her knees to her chest. “It sounds like she just wanted to be loved, not fought over.”

“Yeah,” Sabrina nodded. “And that mother-daughter threesome she wanted is actually kind of sweet. If her mother’s still alive somewhere on this Island, maybe her fantasy could come true.”

“There’s a lot we need to figure out first,” I said, contemplating.

Luna looked up at me curiously. “Why do you think she’s so fixated on family love? All those fantasies about her mother joining in, about brothers and sisters being together?”

“Well,” I said carefully, “we know that her parents were siblings, so that might have a finger in it.”

“That’s actually really sweet,” Luna said with a smile. “To love someone so much, even if they’re your sibling.”

We sat in silence for a moment, the implications of everything we’d discovered weighing on us. The sun was high overhead now, warming our damp skin.

“We should get some food,” I suggested, standing up and looking toward the lake. “I’m starving after all that swimming.”

“Me too,” Hailey agreed, getting to her feet.

Natalia stood as well, stretching her arms above her head. “Dylan, let’s get the spears.”

We retrieved the spears we’d brought with us and waded into the clear water. The fish, fat and silvery, darted around our legs as if inviting us to catch them. Natalia and I took aim. Within minutes, we’d speared several large, meaty fish.

“These look delicious,” Teodora commented as we brought our catch back to shore.

“Let’s head back to camp,” I said, looking at the position of the sun. “It’ll be getting dark in a few hours, and we should cook these over a proper fire.”

Everyone agreed, and we dressed quickly, securing our catch for the journey back. The ride back to camp was pleasant, the horses seeming to know the way without much guidance.

By the time we reached our clearing, the sun was beginning its descent toward the horizon. We built a fire in the center of our newly constructed shelter area and prepared the fish, skewering them on green branches to roast over the flames.

The aroma of cooking fish filled the air as we sat around the fire, dressed in our primitive clothing. The warm glow of the flames highlighted everyone’s features, creating a cozy, intimate atmosphere.

“This is delicious,” Luna exclaimed as she bit into her portion of fish. “I’ve always loved seafood.”

“The fish here seems especially tasty,” Teodora agreed, licking her fingers. “Maybe it’s because they’re from Lysara’s lake.”

“Speaking of Lysara,” Natalia said, turning to me, “have you dreamed of her recently, as you did earlier?”

“Not since I rescued Luna and Teodora.”

“I think it’s romantic,” Luna said, her eyes wide with fascination. “Maybe she’s been waiting for you all this time.”

My cheeks became a bit rosy. “Yeah, I agree.”

“I also think it’s sweet how she wanted her mother to teach her about sex,” Luna added, a slight blush coloring her cheeks. She glanced shyly at Teodora. “To guide her, show her how to please a man.”

Teodora smiled back at her daughter, then looked at me with a meaningful gaze. “It’s a beautiful thought. A mother passing knowledge to her daughter, sharing intimacy rather than competing.”

We finished our fish and moved on to some sweet fruits we’d gathered earlier. As I ate, I imagined what it would be like to have both Teodora and Luna at once. The thought made my body respond instantly, my cock hardening.

I noticed both women watching me, their eyes occasionally dropping to my lap, where my bulge was becoming increasingly difficult to conceal.

After we finished eating, Luna asked if I wanted to take a walk with her. We strolled away from the camp, just far enough that the others couldn’t overhear our conversation.

“I’m turned on again,” she admitted, her hand finding mine. “Being in that alcove, reading Lysara’s diary, thinking about all those fantasies…”

“Are you still sore from last time?” I asked, concerned about her comfort.

“Not at all,” she replied with a smile. “Actually, I’m really wet right now. Just thinking about everything makes me this way.”

I looked around, suddenly aware of someone missing. “Where’s your mother?”

“Talking to Natalia,” Luna said, using my mother’s name. “Why?”

“Do you want her to be with us?” I asked directly, watching her reaction carefully.

Luna nodded eagerly, her eyes bright with excitement. “Yes, I’d love that. Would you?”

Without another word, I took Luna’s hand and led her back toward the camp. Teodora was sitting beside my mother, deep in conversation. When she saw us approach, she immediately noticed the flush on her daughter’s cheeks and the obvious bulge beneath my loincloth.

Teodora immediately looked up at me with interest. “Is everything alright?” she asked, her voice gentle.

I shifted my weight, the erection straining against my loincloth becoming more obvious. “Luna and I were wondering if you’d like to join us,” I said.

Teodora’s eyes widened slightly, then relaxed with understanding. “Yes,” she said simply, standing up.

My mother smiled knowingly at me. “Go enjoy yourself,” she said, giving my shoulder a gentle squeeze. “You three deserve some private time together.”

“Thank you,” I said, being grateful for how thoughtful she was.

I led Luna and Teodora away from camp, finding a secluded clearing bathed in moonlight. The night air was warm as we came to a stop beneath the spreading branches of a large tree.

“This seems perfect,” I said, turning to face them both.

We began to undress. I removed my loincloth while they untied their primitive garments, letting them fall to the ground. As they stood before me, completely nude, I couldn’t help but notice how similar their inner thighs were, glistening with wetness. They were both horny, and both wanted to get down.

Teodora moved closer to her daughter, placing a hand on her shoulder. “How would you like your first sex lesson to be, sweetheart?” she asked, her voice tender yet sensual.

Luna giggled shyly, her eyes darting between her mother and me. “I don’t know,” she admitted, tucking a strand of red hair behind her ear. “But I think it would be sweet if we could both suck him together.”

“That sounds perfect,” I agreed, my cock twitching at the thought.

I reclined on the soft grass, positioning myself so the moonlight illuminated my body. The two women knelt beside me, their naked forms glowing ethereally in the silver light. I took a moment to study them side by side, mother and daughter, so similar yet each unique in their beauty.

Luna glanced shyly at Teodora. “Who starts?” she asked.

Teodora smiled reassuringly, wrapping her fingers around my cock and pointing it toward Luna’s lips. “You do, sweetie,” she said encouragingly.

Luna leaned forward hesitantly, taking me into her mouth. She sucked shyly, managing only a couple of uncertain head bobs before pausing, clearly unsure what to do next. I raked my fingers through her red hair, encouraging her.

“That feels good,” I murmured, watching her beautiful face as she concentrated on pleasing me.

She bobbed her head a little, her teeth getting in the way, and then she coughed as she plunged it a bit too deep. It didn’t take her long before she had to come up for a breath, and when she pulled back, a thin strand of saliva connecting her lips to the head of my cock. She looked questioningly at her mother and then back at me.

“It wasn’t bad,” I told her, not wanting to hurt her feelings.

“So there’s room for improvement?” she asked.

“Let me show you,” Teodora said, leaning in to take her daughter’s place.

She began by licking along my shaft, her tongue warm and wet against my skin. Then she took me into her mouth, sliding me in with no teeth and squeezing perfectly around the head. I groaned as she took me deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length. My hips lifted involuntarily as she continued her skillful blowjob. She didn’t gag. She only made these obscene sucking and slobbering sounds, her throat contracting perfectly. She looked me in the eyes as she sucked me, and that intense eye contact made me shiver in pleasure. It felt so damn good, especially as her mouth tightened. She came up, focusing on sucking and squeezing the sensitive head. Then she pulled her head back, coming off my cock with an exaggerated smack. My erection was drenched, and Luna had studied her mother with wide eyes.

“That was way better than what I did,” Luna said, sounding impressed.

“Let me teach you,” Teodora replied, her voice patient and instructive. “First, lick him like this.” She demonstrated, running her tongue from the base of my shaft to the tip.

Luna followed her example, her tongue tentatively tracing the same path. I moaned, encouraging her. Then they licked me simultaneously, their tongues less than an inch apart, briefly touching.

“That’s it,” Teodora said. “Now, when you take him in your mouth, slide him over your tongue instead of your teeth.”

Luna tried again, taking me into her mouth and following her mother’s instructions. Her cock sucking improved immediately. I felt no teeth, only her rosy tongue massaging the underside of my cock and her cheeks squeezing the rest.

“You’re doing a fantastic job,” I told her, my breathing becoming heavier as pleasure built within me.

She came off my rod, beaming.

“Now watch how I take him deeper,” Teodora said, demonstrating how to relax her throat to take more of me in. “This is called deepthroating.”

Luna’s eyes widened as she watched her mother take my entire length into her throat. Then she pushed in the last inches till her lips stretched like rubber bands and there was not a single inch left to swallow. She kept me there for a couple of seconds, making me moan and sigh in relief. Then she came up for air. When it was her daughter’s turn to try, she managed to take me deeper than before, though not as deep as her mother.

“Keep going,” I told her, feeling my climax approaching. “Don’t stop.”

Luna continued, her confidence growing with each inch. I tangled my fingers in her hair, guiding her gently as the pressure built. I cupped her neck, gently guiding her. And then her lips stretched as well, and my cock bulged against her throat. She gagged and coughed a little, but she kept me there, squeezing her throat muscles. It was such a pleasurable friction, and it felt so good, I suddenly climaxed. With a groan, I came, filling her mouth with my cum, and her eyes widened in surprise.

She pulled back, opening her mouth to show the pool of cum on her tongue, looking to her mother for guidance.

“Be a good girl and swallow,” Teodora said with a pat on her back.

Luna closed her mouth and swallowed. She smiled afterward, looking pleased with herself. “I can’t believe I made you come with just my mouth.”

“Because you did one hell of a job,” I told her, still numb from that climax.

Teodora leaned in and took my still-sensitive cock into her mouth, sucking away the last drops of cum. The sight of her cleaning me was incredibly erotic, and she used her lips and kisses all over me till my sex glistened.

“That was nice and filling,” Luna said, watching us. Then she looked at my softened cock with curiosity. “How long until you’ll get a boner again?”

I focused, calling upon the fertility powers. To both women’s surprise, my cock hardened again within seconds, standing fully erect once more like a sword.

“Oh!” Luna exclaimed, her eyes wide.

“Geez … Was that one of your powers?” Teodora asked, awe fading to lust.

I nodded. “Are you both ready for sex?” I asked, looking from one to the other.

They nodded, their eyes dark with desire in the moonlight.

“Start with my daughter,” Teodora said, moving to position Luna on her back.

I moved between Luna’s legs in the missionary position, while Teodora knelt beside us. She reached between her daughter’s legs, her fingers gently exploring her folds.

“She’s nice and wet for you,” Teodora confirmed, her fingers glistening with her honey.

I positioned myself at Luna’s entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her wet pussy. Teodora guided me with her hand, helping me align perfectly. With gentle pressure, I pushed forward, entering Luna slowly, her lips parting like a flower blooming.

Her face contorted in a mix of pleasure and discomfort. Her brow furrowed, and her lips parted in a silent gasp as I stretched her, and at the same time, a beautiful, rosy color spread along her cheeks, looking like nature’s makeup.

“Relax, sweetheart,” Teodora whispered, stroking her daughter’s hair. “Take a deep breath and let your vagina accept him.”

“I am relaxed,” Luna insisted, though her muscles remained tense around me. She giggled nervously. “It’s just… he’s really big.”

“I know he is, sweetheart.”

I leaned down to kiss her softly, feeling her body gradually yield to mine. “You’re doing great,” I murmured against her lips.

After a few gentle thrusts, I noticed Teodora watching us intently. Her nipples had hardened to stiff peaks, and her breathing had quickened. I fucked her daughter while she was watching, being gentle and loving. I listened to Luna. She let me know when she wanted it harder, a bit deeper and a few more kisses. And I listened, earning her mother’s trust as well. I could tell how she liked the way I loved her daughter, and I could also tell she also wanted to get down.

“Would you like a turn?” I asked, slowing my movements inside Luna’s snug pussy.

“Yes,” Teodora admitted, her voice husky with desire. “How do you feel?”

“I feel full,” Luna said with a giggle. “But it’s better than the first time.”

“That’s what I’d like to hear,” Teodora said.

“I want to watch you too, Mom.”

I carefully withdrew from Luna, her pussy opening before closing. I moved toward Teodora, who had already positioned herself on her back beside her daughter. As I entered her with a single smooth thrust, she moaned deeply, accepting me fully.

While I began to slowly fuck Teodora, she turned her head toward Luna. “Watch how I take him,” she said, her voice steady despite her pleasure. “The key is to relax your pussy completely. Don’t fight against the size, welcome it.”

Luna nodded, watching closely as her mother demonstrated, her hips rising to meet each of my thrusts. And true to her words, she let me push all the way in with no resistance, fucking her so our flesh slapped together.

“Oh, Dylan, yeah, yes, right there,” she said, closing her eyes and biting her lip as I kept having my way with her. She enjoyed every fuck and kiss, especially as I lay down on her, her boobs softening the impact. I kissed her neck, nibbled on her ear and squeezed her tit, all the while my cock rapidly slid in and out of her wet slit.

“You can slow down a bit,” she said, and I listened to her. “I want to show my daughter some more positions.”

“That’s thoughtful of you,” I said, knowing how much she enjoyed the sex.

She guided me to lie on my back, then straddled me, sinking down onto my cock till I was fully entrenched inside her. “This way, you control the depth and speed,” she explained to Luna.

Luna got excited, and once it was her turn, her mother happily guided my cock into her pussy, and she started riding me, her boobs bouncing and jiggling. “It feels like I’m riding a horse,” she said happily.

I alternated between them, experiencing their different yet equally pleasurable pussies. When Luna’s turn came again, she mimicked her mother perfectly, riding me with confidence while I reached up to caress her perky breasts.

We did doggy, which made Luna moan out loud, and I also fucked her from the side. And we also took a break from the fucking, doing a sixty-nine.

Eventually, I found myself in a position I’d dreamed about, Luna riding my cock while Teodora straddled my face. I lapped eagerly at Teodora’s pussy while her daughter bounced enthusiastically on my shaft. The dual sensation of pleasuring mother and daughter simultaneously was overwhelming.

“I’m going to orgasm,” Luna said suddenly, her pussy becoming tight as hell. Her inner walls clenched around me as she shuddered through her orgasm, all the while moaning deeply.

Almost simultaneously, Teodora ground herself harder against my mouth, her thighs trembling as she reached her peak. Then it was my turn as Luna’s pussy kept squeezing my cock. I emptied myself deep inside Luna with a muffled groan while Teodora’s pussy pressed against my mouth.

Teodora swung her legs from my face, and she kissed me. “Oh, I loved that.”

“So did I,” I said, my eyes landing on her daughter who lightly rode me.

Luna lifted herself off my cock while cum trickled down her lips and along her inner thighs. Teodora stroked Luna’s cheek tenderly. “Are you feeling sore, sweetheart?”

Luna shook her head, smiling contentedly. “Not at all. I feel great.”

They both turned to me, their faces glowing in the moonlight. “And you, Dylan?” Teodora asked. “How do you feel?”

“Like I’m in heaven,” I said truthfully. “That was amazing.”

“Let’s go join the rest of our tribe,” Teodora said. “I think they’re waiting for us.”

We dressed unhurriedly, exchanging touches and gentle kisses as we prepared to return to camp.

The others were waiting for us, gathered around the fire in our newly built shelter. Sabrina looked up as we approached, a playful smile curving her lips.

“How did it go?” she asked, her tone suggesting she already knew the answer.

“Perfect,” I replied, settling down beside her.

We arranged ourselves comfortably in the shelter, our bodies close in the limited space. The warmth of the fire and the exhaustion from the day’s activities soon lulled everyone toward sleep. I found myself between Natalia and Sabrina, with Luna and Teodora nearby.

As I drifted toward sleep, I felt a profound contentment wash over me. Despite the strangeness of our situation, stranded on this mysterious Island with its ancient statues and supernatural phenomena, I had found a deep connection with these women. My family, both old and new.

The last thing I remembered before sleep claimed me was the soft sound of breathing all around me, the occasional crackle of the fire, and the distant call of some unknown nightbird in the jungle beyond our shelter.


Chapter 7

Ifell into a deep sleep quickly, my body relaxed from our lovemaking, and my mind was content with our growing family bonds. Soon, my consciousness drifted into a vivid dream.

I watched a young girl with flowing blonde hair playing in a meadow. She couldn’t have been more than six or seven; her laughter was sweet and young as she chased butterflies. Somehow, I knew this was Lysara as a child.

The scene shifted, and I saw her growing older, her body developing into that of a teenager. She played in the same fields, but now animals followed her, deer, birds, and even the great cats of the jungle seemed tamed by her presence. It was cute seeing her cuddle with the jaguars, licking her face as if they were her protectors. She spent time in the meadow, riding horses and making flower wreaths, and finishing her day either by the lake or the hot springs.

Then she matured further as she was no longer a teen but a young woman. At the peak of her beauty. She was breathtaking, divine in a way that transcended normal human beauty. Her lightish dark blonde hair flowed all the way to her ankles, moving like silk. Her sapphire eyes held wisdom beyond mortal years, yet maintained a youthful innocence.

She walked completely nude through her Island. Her breasts were full and perky, defying gravity as if blessed by the gods themselves. Her hips swayed with each step, wide and inviting, promising both pleasure and comfort. Her skin was porcelain despite the sunlight. Her sex was a divine pink color, and it always glistened as if she were constantly wet. Everything about her radiated pure, divine femininity.

Wherever she went in my dream, I noticed others watching her, men and women alike. Even as a young woman, fights broke out among those who sought her attention. I saw two young men come to blows over who would present her with a flower. Then there were kingdoms from Islands far away that declared war because of her, reminding me of the Iliad, and how they’d fought over Helen.

The dream shifted again, and I saw her bathing in her lake. She sank beneath the crystal water, then emerged with droplets cascading down her gorgeous body. After her bath, she stretched out on a rock, letting the sun dry her skin as her hands began to explore her own flesh. Her fingers trailed between her legs as she pleasured herself, slipping in one finger after another. She closed her eyes in pleasure as she continued to masturbate.

Later, she rode horseback through the clearing, her hair streaming behind her like a golden banner. She dismounted to feed the enormous birds that we’d seen a couple of times.

Then I saw an older woman, clearly her mother, working at carving objects from ivory and wood. With loving care, she shaped them into phallic forms, testing their smoothness before presenting them to her daughter. Lysara accepted them with a shy smile, later using them to pleasure herself in private moments.

Suddenly, the dream darkened. Powerful beings that could only be gods appeared, arguing violently over Lysara. Lightning crashed, and mountains shook as they fought. Then mortal kings with armies clashed on bloodied fields, all for her hand.

I watched as Lysara fled from the conflict, hiding on her Island, her face marked by tears.

Then she turned, looking directly at me, as if suddenly aware of my presence in her memories.

“You,” she said, her voice like honey and starlight. “You’ve come at last.”

She approached me, her eyes searching mine. “I need you to understand,” she said, holding out a leather-bound book, the same diary we’d found in the alcove.

“Read it all,” she told me in a pleading voice. “There’s so much more you need to know.”

I reached for the book, but before I could take it, she set it aside. Her hands moved to her waist, where a dress I hadn’t noticed before clung to her curves. She began to lift the hem slowly, while reaching for one of her ivory dildos with her other hand.

* * *

I jerked awake, gasping. The shelter was filled with the gray light of early dawn. My heart pounded as the vivid images from the dream lingered in my mind, but quickly, they faded. I didn’t remember much, even if I tried. I decided to give it time. Something told me that the dream had been important.

I glanced around, seeing everyone still asleep except for my sisters. Sabrina and Hailey sat a few feet away at the entrance of our shelter, weaving something with colorful flower petals. They hadn’t noticed I was awake yet, and I heard them talking quietly.

“He spends so much time with Luna and Teodora now,” Sabrina murmured, her fingers nimbly threading petals together.

“I know,” Hailey said. “I miss how it was before, when it was just us.”

“We’re still his sisters,” Sabrina said. “We shouldn’t have to compete for his attention.”

Their words stung. I hadn’t realized they felt neglected. I sat up quietly, then made my way over to where they sat.

“Good morning,” I said.

They both looked up, startled, then smiled.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” Sabrina said, patting the ground beside her.

I sat between them, putting an arm around each sister. “I couldn’t help overhearing. Do you really think I’ve been ignoring you two?”

Hailey leaned her head against my shoulder. “Not ignoring exactly. But you’ve been spending a lot of time with the new women.”

“I haven’t forgotten about you,” I assured them, kissing the top of Hailey’s head. “You’re my sisters. Nothing changes that.”

“We just miss being with you,” Sabrina said, her hand resting on my thigh. “All three of us together.”

I looked at both of them, knowing how much I loved them. “I promise we’ll spend more time together, just us. In fact, how about later today, we find somewhere private? Just the three of us?”

Their faces lit up with matching smiles.

“Really?” Hailey asked, her eyes hopeful.

“Yes,” I said. “I want both of you. Together.”

Sabrina’s hand slid higher on my thigh, her touch igniting an immediate response. My cock reacted instantly to both my sisters’ proximity, my lust obvious beneath my loincloth.

“We don’t have to wait until later,” Hailey whispered, grinning as she noticed my growing hardness.

I glanced back at the shelter where the others still slept. “Right here?”

“Why not?” Sabrina’s fingers were already untying my loincloth. “Everyone’s asleep. We’ll be quick … Just a BJ and then we can have a threesome later.”

I couldn’t resist. It had been too long since they’d sucked me off. As Sabrina freed my erection, Hailey leaned in and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine. I returned the kiss eagerly, tangling my fingers in her hair.

Sabrina wasted no time, lowering her head to plunge me into her wet mouth. The warm wetness covered my most intimate part, sending waves of pleasure up my spine. I moaned against Hailey’s lips.

“I’ve missed you,” Hailey whispered, breaking our kiss to look into my eyes.

“I’ve missed you both,” I replied truthfully, tasting my sister’s forbidden sweetness.

Sabrina came up for air, her lips glistening. “Your turn,” she told Hailey with a mischievous smile.

They switched positions, Hailey taking my cock into her mouth while Sabrina moved up to kiss me. Hailey sucked me long and slow, and Sabrina kissed me eagerly, opening her mouth to caress my tongue with hers. She giggled between the kisses, happy to be with me. And I was also happy to have her in my hands.

They continued taking turns, alternating between kissing me and sucking my cock until I felt my climax approaching rapidly.

“I’m almost there,” I said, my breath coming in short gasps.

They exchanged glances before positioning themselves side by side, their faces close together below my throbbing erection. Then they sucked me simultaneously, my cock wedged between both their lips.

Then Sabrina took the head between her soft lips, sucking gently while Hailey ran her tongue along the underside of the shaft, slow and deliberate. Then they pressed closer, lips meeting around me, sliding up and down together in perfect rhythm. My cock was trapped in the wet heat between them, their mouths kissing each other with me in the middle, tongues flicking and swirling against my skin and each other’s.

Knowing I’d soon come, they didn’t slow down. They moved faster, lips sealed tight around me, tongues lapping hungrily. The wet sounds filled the air: slurps and sighs, the occasional moan from one of them as they enjoyed my erection.

Pressure built fast, coiling tight at the base of my spine. “Geeze,” I said through gritted teeth.

Neither pulled away. Instead, they pressed even closer, taking turns sucking the head while the other licked and kissed along the shaft. Sabrina’s tongue swirled around the tip just as Hailey sucked hard at the base, and that was it.

I came with a choked groan, hips bucking as the first hot spurt shot into Sabrina’s mouth. Then Hailey quickly looked up at my cock, and my semen splashed across both their waiting mouths. They caught most of it on their lips and tongues, some dripping down their chins.

“That was intense,” I said, still breathing heavily.

They giggled together, wiping their mouths with the backs of their hands.

“We’re glad you enjoyed our bj,” Sabrina admitted with a wink.

I was about to pull them both into my arms when I heard movement from the shelter. We glanced over our shoulders. Natalia rose from the shelter completely naked, stretching her arms above her head. Her eyes landed on us, and a grin spread across her face. She clearly knew what we’d been up to.

“Good morning,” she said cheerfully, reaching for her loincloth and chest wrap. As she dressed, she asked, “What are you three up to so early?”

Hailey held up the half-finished flower chains they’d been working on. “Just collecting flowers,” she said. “Sabrina and I were making these when Dylan woke up.”

Natalia nodded. “Sure thing … Make sure you clean the cum off your breasts.”

Sabrina and Hailey giggled before they helped each other clean their tits.

“Would you like some breakfast?” Natalia asked. “I could cook those fish we caught yesterday.”

“That sounds great,” I replied, grateful for the change of subject.

As Natalia busied herself preparing the morning meal, Teodora and Luna emerged from the shelter. They both looked refreshed and happy as they dressed in their loincloths and chest wraps.

“Good morning, everyone,” Teodora said, running her fingers through her red hair to untangle it.

Luna smiled shyly at me before joining her mother. I watched them move around our camp, now looking completely at ease in their primitive garments.

The scent of roasting fish soon filled the air as Natalia cooked our breakfast over the fire. We gathered around, accepting portions of the delicious meal with grateful thanks.

As we ate, my mind kept returning to the vivid dream I’d had. I slowly started to remember it, scene by scene. The images of Lysara were so clear, so real, that they felt more like memories than dreams.

“You’re quiet this morning,” Natalia said, studying my face. “Did your siblings give you such a good orgasm that they numbed you, or is it something else?”

“It sure was an intense orgasm.” I chuckled before turning serious. “But I had another dream about Lysara.”

Everyone stopped eating; their attention immediately focused on me.

“What kind of dream?” Sabrina asked, leaning forward with interest.

“It was like I was watching her life,” I explained, setting aside my half-eaten fish. “I saw her as a child, then growing up. Her mother made those dildos we found for her.”

“You saw her mother?” Natalia asked, her expression intrigued.

“Yes. She looked exactly like the statues we’ve seen of her earlier. They seemed very close.” I paused, then continued. “I saw how the conflicts started too. Gods and kings fighting over her, just like in her diary.”

“Did she speak to you?” Luna asked, her eyes wide.

I nodded. “She recognized me. She tried to show me something in her diary. She said there was more I needed to know.”

“More about what?” Teodora wondered aloud.

“I don’t know. I woke up before she could tell me.” I deliberately omitted the part where she’d started to undress. Some details felt too private to share, and just like in any dreams, it didn’t all make sense.

“Maybe we should go back to the lake,” Hailey suggested. “You know, check the diary again. If she specifically showed it to you in your dream, there must be something important we missed.”

“I think you’re right,” I said, nodding slowly. “In the dream, Lysara seemed desperate for me to understand something.”

Natalia finished the last bite of her fish and wiped her hands on a broad leaf. “Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s head back after breakfast.”

“I’m definitely curious to see what else is in there,” Teodora added, her green eyes bright with interest.

We quickly finished our meal and prepared for the journey. Within the hour, we were mounted on our horses, heading back toward Lysara’s lake. The ride was pleasant with little to no talking. Natalia rode with me, holding onto me tightly as I felt her chest wrap against my back.

Then we reached Lysara’s lake. Immediately, we all began to undress. I watched as each woman removed her primitive garments, revealing their beautiful bodies to the sunlight.

“Race you to the waterfall!” Sabrina called out, already running toward the lake. Hailey followed close behind, both of them diving into the crystal-clear water.

We all swam across the lake, heading for the cascading waterfall that concealed the hidden alcove. One by one, we dove beneath the falling water, emerging into the secret grotto beyond.

As we climbed onto the stone ledge, water streaming from our naked bodies, Hailey immediately headed for the niche in the wall. She giggled as she pulled out one of the carved dildos.

“I can’t believe Lysara’s mother made these for her,” she said, examining the smooth ivory phallus. “That’s actually really sweet when you think about it.”

Sabrina joined her sister, reaching for another of the sex toys. “I wonder if she taught her how to use them, too,” she said, running her fingers along the polished surface.

Natalia cleared her throat, giving them both a pointed look. “Girls, we’re here for the diary, not for more orgasms. Let’s focus.”

“Oh come on, Mom,” Sabrina protested with a playful pout. “We can do both.” Without waiting for a response, she settled herself on the pink fur chaise lounge, spreading her legs.

Hailey shrugged and joined her twin on the plush surface. “No reason we can’t multitask,” she agreed, positioning herself beside Sabrina.

Natalia sighed but didn’t argue further. She turned away from my sisters and moved toward the niche where we’d found the diary before. “Here it is,” she said, reaching for the leather-bound book.

She opened it, frowning at the strange symbols that filled the pages. “I still can’t read any of this,” she said, holding it out to me.

I took the diary, touched the script, and just as before, the symbols immediately began to shift and change, transforming into English letters and words. “There you go,” I said, watching the transformation spread across the pages.

We gathered around, trying to decide which part to read. The diary was extensive, containing what must have been years of Lysara’s thoughts and experiences.

“I’m not sure where to start,” I said, flipping through the pages. “But I feel certain there’s something specific Lysara wants me to find.”

As if in response to my words, several pages near the end of the book began to emit a golden glow. The light pulsed gently, drawing our attention.

“Look at that,” Natalia said in awe, pointing at the glowing pages.

“I think we found what we’re looking for,” I said, carefully turning to the illuminated section.

Even Sabrina and Hailey, who had been pleasuring themselves with the dildos, stopped and came over to see what was happening. They crowded around me, their curiosity overcoming their desire for climax.

I began to read aloud from the glowing pages, “The war of the gods has ended. So much destruction, so many lives lost, all because of me. My parents have made their decision. Today, they told me what must be done. I am to be sealed away, hidden from the world that has torn itself apart over my existence.

“Mother, my beautiful mother, has cried for months. She visits my birthplace in the green hills every day, sitting among the flowers where she first held me in her arms. Her grief is twofold: for me, her beloved daughter, and for what she must do to me. I have watched her weeping there, her tears watering the wildflowers that bloom across those rolling slopes.

“Our family is fractured and broken. Father barely speaks to Mother anymore. The chaos that erupted after I flowered and bloomed has damaged everything we once held dear. The pain of knowing I will never get to truly enjoy life, never experience the fullness of womanhood, burns inside me like a smoldering coal.

“As they prepare the ritual that will seal me away, I pray to whatever gods might still listen that one day, a strong man will come to claim me. Someone who can end these fights once and for all. Someone worthy of the gift of my love.

“Perhaps I’ll find comfort in the next realm,” I read, feeling a strange tightness in my throat as I continued. “Or perhaps I’ll simply sleep until he comes. I have hidden clues for him to find, breadcrumbs that might lead him to the truth of what happened here. And if he is the one I’ve dreamed of, he will understand. I’m terrified of what’s to come, but I cling to hope, hope that someone will free me from this prison of isolation. And though my heart breaks at what my parents have done, I understand their impossible choice. They believe they’re saving the world from destruction. And I hope one day I’ll be able to forgive my parents.”

I stopped reading, looking up from the diary. The golden glow from the pages had faded, leaving behind ordinary ink on yellowed parchment.

“That’s just… so sad,” Natalia said, her voice barely above a whisper. She wiped a tear from her cheek.

“I know,” Teodora agreed, her hand reaching out to touch the diary’s edge. “To be hidden away because of who you are, because men couldn’t stop fighting over you.”

Luna was openly crying now, tears streaming down her face. “She didn’t do anything wrong,” she said between sobs. “She just existed, and they punished her for it.”

I looked down at the diary again, flipping back through the pages. Something caught my eye, a particular passage where Lysara mentioned her birthplace. The words “green hills” seemed to stand out from the rest of the text, appearing slightly darker and bolder than the surrounding words.

“Look at this,” I said, pointing to the highlighted phrase. “The green hills where she was born. It’s emphasized somehow.”

Natalia leaned in closer, examining the text. “You’re right. It almost looks like it was written with a different ink.”

“I wonder if it’s a sign,” I said, my mind racing with possibilities. “Like she wants us to go there.”

“You might be onto something,” Natalia said thoughtfully. “If she left clues for someone to find her, that might be one of them.”

“The green hills could be anywhere on the Island, though,” Teodora pointed out. “How would we know which ones?”

“I guess we have to go look,” I said.

Sabrina and Hailey returned the ivory dildos to their place in the wall niche, their earlier playfulness completely gone.

“We should go look for these hills,” Hailey said quietly, her voice uncharacteristically serious.

Sabrina nodded in agreement. “I just want this to have a happy ending somehow. After everything she went through, Lysara deserves that much.”

“We should go tomorrow,” I said, closing the diary carefully. “Early in the morning. We don’t want to be searching unfamiliar terrain in the dark. Besides, I have a feeling there’ll be more clues once we find these hills.”

Natalia nodded. “That’s probably wise.”

“What should we do for the rest of the day?” Luna asked, looking around the grotto.

I glanced at the water just outside the waterfall. “We could relax here for a while … Take a day off.”

Everyone seemed to like this idea. Teodora and Luna followed Natalia back through the waterfall, eager to swim in the warm, clear water. I hung back, carefully returning Lysara’s diary to its hiding place.

When I turned around, I realized Sabrina and Hailey hadn’t left with the others. They stood watching me, their naked bodies glistening with droplets of water.

“Dylan,” Sabrina said, her voice low and sultry as she approached me. “Remember what you promised this morning?”

Hailey moved to my other side, her fingers trailing up my arm. “About spending time with just us.”

I felt my cock twitch immediately to their touch. “I remember,” I said, growing horny.

“The others will be busy swimming,” Hailey whispered, pressing her breasts against my arm.

Sabrina’s hand slid down to my growing erection. “We could stay here for a while.”

I looked at my sisters, both of them gazing at me with naked need in their eyes. I’d been neglecting them lately, and I was eager to make it up to them.

“Are you sure?” I asked, already knowing the answer. “We could just go outside to the grass.”

“Why not here?” Sabrina said, pouting.

“Lysara loves family sex after all. I think she’ll appreciate it,” Hailey said.

“You have a point,” I said. They each took one of my hands and tugged me toward the fur-covered chaise lounge.

I let them guide me to the plush surface. As I lay back, they positioned themselves on either side of me, their hands exploring my chest, my thighs, and everything in between.

“I’ve missed this,” I admitted, reaching out to caress their bodies. “Both of you.”

“Show us how much,” Sabrina said, waggling her eyebrows.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I shifted my position, moving down until I was facing their spread legs. They lay side by side, their bodies open and inviting. I started with Sabrina, licking along her inner thigh before moving to her pink center. She gasped as my tongue ran up and down her slit. She grew wetter for every lick till I could see her nectar trickle out from her swollen pussy hole. She looked so sweet and smelled so musky. I gave her a couple of more licks till I wanted to taste my other twin sister.

I moved to Hailey, spreading her legs, pushing her curls aside, and giving her the same attention. kissing, licking, and sucking on her flesh. Back and forth I went, pleasuring them equally, enjoying the different sounds they made. Hailey moaned silently while Sabrina didn’t hold anything in.

“God, Dylan,” Hailey moaned, her hips rising to meet my mouth as I continued to eat her delicious pussy.

“Oh, stick your tongue inside,” Sabrina begged when I returned to her.

I continued licking them till they nearly climaxed. And then I wanted to fuck them too.

“Turn over,” I said gently, giving their hips a little spank. “Both of you. On your hands and knees.”

They complied eagerly, presenting themselves to me in a way that made my cock throb with anticipation. Side by side, their perfect asses raised in the air, they looked back at me expectantly. There was not a wrinkle in sight, just young, smooth, and healthy skin.

I positioned myself behind Sabrina first, running my hands over her smooth back before gripping her hips. I took my cock, aimed it at her slit, and then with one smooth thrust, I plunged inside her, groaning at the wet pussy engulfing my cock.

“Yes,” she hissed, pushing back against me.

While I fucked Sabrina, I reached over to slide my fingers into Hailey, making sure she wasn’t left out. After a few minutes, I withdrew from Sabrina, my cock dripping, and moved to Hailey, diving into her with the same enthusiasm and lust.

Back and forth I went, fucking one sister while fingering the other, driving us all toward climax. Their moans echoed off the stone walls of the grotto. If Lysara saw this, then I hoped she approved of my sibling love.

I fucked them harder and harder. Just when I was about to climax, I pulled out and plunged into the other pussy. In the end, the friction became too sweet. I focused on Sabrina, driving deeper until I felt the familiar tightening in my balls. With a groan, I came inside her, my entire body shuddering with the sweet orgasm. As I pulled out, spurts of my seed landed across her lower back and ass. Then I plunged it into Hailey, letting her pussy milk my orgasm and squeeze out the last drops of cum.

Spent and satisfied, I collapsed between them on the chaise. They curled against me, their bodies warm, a little bit sweaty and soft against mine.

“That was amazing,” Hailey sighed, nuzzling her face against my chest.

“Worth the wait,” Sabrina agreed, her fingers tracing patterns on my stomach.

We lay there for a while, just enjoying the closeness. I stroked their hair, feeling deeply content.

“I’m glad we have you,” Hailey said finally, breaking the silence.

Sabrina nodded against my shoulder. “I love you.”

“I also love you,” Hailey said.

“And I love both of you,” I said, kissing each of their foreheads.

We enjoyed the closeness till Hailey said, “I still feel bad for Lysara.”

“I can’t believe that men became so obsessed with her that they were willing to kill each other for her hand,” Sabrina said.

“I know,” I said.

“It’s terrifying,” Hailey whispered. “To be so beautiful that people would murder each other just to possess you.”

“It’s not just terrifying,” I replied. “It’s tragic. She didn’t ask for any of it.”

“You know what’s really sad? Hailey said. “They gave her this Island, this paradise, so she could enjoy it, have some happiness despite being hidden away. Then it all went south. Her own parents locked her away from the world instead of protecting her. They punished her for something that wasn’t her fault.”

Her words hung in the air. I reached out to stroke her back, feeling the smooth skin beneath my fingertips.

“We don’t know the whole story yet,” I said. “Maybe her parents thought they were doing the right thing. Maybe they were trying to protect her.”

“By imprisoning her?” Sabrina said. “That’s not protection. That’s punishment.”

I sighed, unable to disagree. “Tomorrow, we’ll find out more. We’ll look for the green hills, and hopefully sort everything out.”

They both pressed their lips to my cheeks simultaneously. Sabrina reached for my cock. “Wanna go again?”

“For sure,” I said, hardening once more.

Chapter 8


Chapter 8

Iwoke up the next morning to the sound of birds chirping and the rustling of leaves. The sun was already filtering through the branches above our shelter. Beside me, I could feel the warmth of Sabrina’s body, her arm draped across my chest. The memories of our intimate time together at the grotto brought a smile to my face.

One by one, everyone began to stir. Natalia woke up as well, stretching her arms above her head as she rose from her sleeping spot. Her naked body caught the morning light, highlighting the curves that had made her famous in her modeling days.

“Good morning, everyone,” she said, reaching for her loincloth and chest wrap. “Let’s get an early start today.”

Teodora and Luna woke up next, followed by Hailey who mumbled something about needing more sleep. Sabrina was the last to open her eyes, blinking sleepily before pressing a quick kiss to my chest.

“I’m hungry,” she said, sitting up and running her fingers through her tangled blonde hair.

Natalia had gathered some fruits from the trees nearby, laying them out on broad leaves. “Breakfast is served,” she said, gesturing to the colorful tropical fruits.

We gathered around, eating the sweet, juicy fruits with our fingers. The mangoes were particularly delicious, and I enjoyed the taste as juice ran down my chin.

“So, we’re looking for green hills today?” Teodora asked between bites of papaya.

“That’s the plan,” I said, wiping my hands on a leaf. “According to Lysara’s diary, her birthplace is in the green hills. It might be where we can find more answers.”

Once we’d finished eating, we dressed in our primitive garments and headed to where we’d left the horses. The animals seemed happy to see us, nickering as we approached.

Without hesitation, Natalia walked up to me, placing her hand on my arm. “I’ll ride with Dylan,” she said, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Sabrina pouted momentarily but then brightened. “I’ll go with Hailey,” she said, linking arms with her twin.

“And I’ll ride with Mom,” Luna said shyly, glancing at her who nodded in agreement.

I helped Natalia onto our horse before mounting in front of her. Her body pressed against mine as I reached the mane. She leaned forward slightly, her tits pressed against my back in a way that made me bite my lip to maintain control.

Once everyone was mounted, we set off along a trail that led away from our camp. The jungle was alive with sounds and colors, birds calling to each other in the canopy above, flowers blooming in vivid colors along the path.

“Which way do you think?” I asked, scanning the horizon for any sign of hills.

Natalia pointed to the east. “That direction looks promising.”

We rode for about an hour, the horses moving at a steady pace through the jungle. Eventually, the dense vegetation began to thin, and we found ourselves approaching a clear stream that cut across our path.

“Let’s stop for a moment,” I suggested, bringing our horse to a halt. “The horses could use a drink.”

We dismounted, letting the animals approach the stream. The water looked crystal clear and refreshing.

“I’m thirsty too,” Sabrina said, kneeling by the stream. She cupped her hands and brought the water to her lips.

Almost immediately, she spat it out, her face contorting in disgust. “Ugh, it’s salty!”

Curious, I knelt down and took a small sip myself, only to spit it out just as quickly. The water was indeed salty, as if we were drinking from the ocean rather than a freshwater stream.

“That’s strange,” Natalia said, frowning as she wiped her mouth. “A saltwater stream? In the middle of the Island?”

“Maybe it connects to the ocean somehow?” Hailey said, though she didn’t sound convinced.

Teodora shook her head. “We’re too far inland for that. And look how clear it is, not murky like seawater.”

I stood up, scanning our surroundings more carefully. In the distance, I could see a range of lush, green hills rising against the sky. The stream seemed to be flowing from that direction.

“Look,” I said, pointing toward the hills. “The stream is coming from those hills in the background. And they’re all green.”

“Do you think those are the hills Lysara mentioned?” Luna asked, her eyes wide with excitement.

“I hope so,” I replied, already moving back toward our horse. “Let’s follow the stream and find out.”

We mounted again and continued our journey, now following the salt stream toward the green hills. As we drew closer, I noticed something odd about the landscape. While there were several hills clustered together, one stood out in the middle, taller and more perfectly formed than the others.

“Look at that one,” I said, pointing to the central hill. “It’s different from the rest.”

“And the stream seems to be coming directly from it,” Natalia observed, leaning forward to get a better look. “That doesn’t make any sense. How could saltwater be flowing from a hill in the middle of the Island?”

“Only one way to find out,” I said, urging our horse forward.

As we approached the base of the central hill, we dismounted and let the horses graze. The climb looked steep but manageable.

“Ready?” I asked, looking at my family.

They nodded. We began to ascend the hill, following the narrow path that wound its way around the slopes. The stream ran alongside the path, its salty water shimmering.

The climb took longer than expected. By the time we reached the top, we were all breathing heavily. The view was worth it though. We could see almost the entire Island from our vantage point, the ocean glittering on the horizon.

“Look,” I said, pointing ahead.

At the center of the hilltop was a small lake, its waters unnaturally still and glistening with an odd silvery sheen. Between two tall palm trees hung a hammock, swaying gently in the breeze. To one side, I spotted the entrance to what looked like a grotto, partially hidden by flowering vines.

We approached cautiously. As we drew closer, I noticed torchlight flickering from inside the grotto despite the bright sunshine overhead.

“There’s someone here,” Natalia whispered, gripping my arm.

That’s when I saw her: a woman sitting at the edge of the lake, her back to us. She was completely nude, her golden hair cascading down her back and pooling around her on the ground. She was bent forward, her shoulders shaking slightly.

“Is she … crying?” Hailey whispered.

I took a step forward, and that’s when I realized something strange: the salty stream we’d followed up the hill was flowing directly from the lake. But as I looked closer, I saw that the lake itself was being filled by the woman’s tears, which fell in a steady stream into the water.

“She’s been crying so much that she’s created a lake,” I said, astonished. “That’s where the saltwater stream comes from.” I started to suspect that she wasn’t fully human, but maybe god-like.

We approached her slowly, unsure of what to say. She must have heard our footsteps because suddenly she went still. Then, slowly, she turned to face us.

I froze. The woman was breathtaking. She was mature, with the kind of beauty that made it impossible to guess her age. Her face was perfectly proportioned, with high cheekbones, full lips, and eyes that shimmered like the lake itself.

But it was her body that made me stiff. Her breasts were magnificent, large, full, and heavy, yet somehow defying gravity. They sat high on her chest with that perfect combination of firmness and natural weight that made them sway slightly with her movement. Her skin was pale and smooth, with just a hint of flush across the tops of her breasts. Her nipples were thick and pink, surrounded by wide areolas. As she shifted to face us fully, her breasts settled into a deep cleavage that could easily catch a pen.

The woman’s eyes widened as she saw us, her hand quickly moving to wipe away her tears. She stared at me with utter disbelief, then her gaze moved to the women behind me.

“Are you okay?” I asked, feeling foolish the moment the words left my mouth. She was clearly not okay.

She shook her head slowly, her voice when she finally spoke was deep and sonorous, yet very feminine. “I haven’t been okay in years,” she said. “My heart has never healed.”

Something clicked in my mind as I looked at her: the golden hair, the otherworldly beauty, and the overwhelming sorrow. This had to be Elyndra, Lysara’s mother.

“I’m Dylan,” I said, gesturing to my family behind me. “These are my sisters, Sabrina and Hailey, our mother, and our friends Luna and Teodora.”

The woman rose to her full height, and I was surprised to find she was as tall as I was, towering over the other women. I noticed her mound had a neatly trimmed triangle of blonde hair that concealed her most intimate place. Although I could see glimpses of her pink flesh.

“I am Elyndra,” she confirmed my suspicion. “Mother of Lysara.”

“I’ve heard about you,” I said. “In inscriptions, and in your daughter’s diary.”

Her eyes widened. “How did you come to be here?” she asked. “How did you find this place?”

I explained briefly about our yacht trip off the coast of southern Florida, the sudden storm, and how we’d washed up on the shores of this Island.

“Have you seen anyone else here?” Elyndra asked, her voice tight with emotion.

“Not directly,” I replied. “But I’ve seen flashes of your daughter. In dreams and visions.”

Elyndra’s mouth fell open in shock. “That’s impossible,” she whispered. “There is no way to arrive here without taking a specific direction, a specific path. And my daughter…” Her voice trailed off.

There was a moment of silence, and then I decided to ask her something. “What kind of place is this?” I asked, gesturing around us. “This Island?”

Elyndra took a deep breath. “This Island is called Paradise, or a gift my brother and I decided to create for our daughter,” she said, her voice steadying. “It exists in a parallel world, hidden from your own. There are other Islands nearby where rival kingdoms flourish.”

“I see … And what kind of direction were you talking about?” I said. “How does someone usually get here?”

“The place you humans call the Bermuda Triangle,” she said, her eyes serious. “It is a gateway between worlds, a thin place where the barriers can be crossed under specific conditions. Ships and aircraft have been disappearing there for centuries because occasionally the gateway opens unpredictably.”

She paused, looking at Luna and Teodora with new interest. “And you two,” she said, pointing at them. “How did you arrive here? You were not with them on their vessel, were you?”

Teodora stepped forward. “Nope. Instead, we were on a small plane,” she said. “It went down in a storm just like their yacht. We somehow survived the crash, but we were about to drown when Dylan swam out to rescue us. The waves were terrifying, but he managed to pull us both to shore.” Teodora looked at me with admiration. “He’s the reason we’re alive. He didn’t even know us, but he risked his life to save us.”

A small smile curved Elyndra’s full lips as she turned her gaze to me. “Brave and strong,” she murmured. “I’m sorry about the crash. The gateway can be unpredictable. I’m glad you survived.” Her eyes studied me with new interest, her gaze lingering on my face and my body. “Tell me, Dylan,” she said, her voice dropping lower. “Have you been in contact with my daughter? Besides finding her diary?”

I nodded, feeling a strange flutter in my chest at the mention of Lysara. “Only through dreams,” I admitted. “She’s spoken to me several times now. She’s even… given me certain abilities. I can heal wounds. I have some kind of fire, heating power too … fertility power as well. And strength I never had before, and she also enhanced my body.”

Elyndra’s eyes widened. “That’s… promising,” she whispered. “Very promising indeed. My daughter cannot connect with just anyone. She can only reach out to those she deems worthy or attractive.” Her eyes trailed down my body again. “I can certainly understand her interest. You’re quite appealing.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling my cheeks flush slightly.

“It means her spirit remains,” Elyndra continued, a hint of hope lighting her eyes. “Sealed away but not destroyed. Still conscious and still aware.”

“She told me that,” I said quietly. “In one of the dreams, and also in her diary.”

Elyndra’s face crumpled, her eyes dropping to the ground. For a moment, she seemed to freeze, then her shoulders began to shake. “You know,” she whispered. “You know what I did to her.”

Tears began to stream down her cheeks, falling into the lake at her feet. The water rippled as each teardrop hit its surface.

“I’m sorry,” she sobbed, her voice breaking. “I’m so, so sorry.”

Natalia moved forward instinctively, putting an arm around Elyndra’s shoulders despite the goddess’s height. Teodora joined her, offering comfort from the other side.

“There could have been other solutions,” Elyndra wept, her magnificent breasts heaving with each sob. “I could have shielded her, hidden her away somewhere safe. But I was afraid, so afraid of what was happening.”

She looked up at me, her eyes swimming with tears. “You can’t imagine how beautiful she was, how innocent and joyful. Even as a child, she radiated a light that drew everyone to her. As she grew, that light only intensified. She was the goddess of passion, fertility, and love that defies all rules, so stunning that men and gods alike were willing to tear the world apart just to possess her.”

Elyndra’s voice grew stronger as she continued, though tears still streamed down her face. “The wars began when she refused to marry any of the gods who sought her hand. They became enraged, fighting amongst themselves for the right to claim her. Their battles created waves the size of tsunamis. Volcanoes erupted, turning the skies black with ash. Storms raged across the heavens, threatening to destroy everything.”

She pulled away from Natalia and Teodora, walking to the edge of the lake. “I acted on impulse, out of fear,” she said, her voice hollow. “My brother and I … we sealed her away. My own daughter, my beautiful, innocent child. We trapped her essence, hiding her from the world to stop the destruction.”

Fresh tears spilled down her cheeks. “I miss her so much,” she whispered. “Every day, every moment, I miss her. There has never been anyone like her, never will be again.” She turned back to us, her eyes distant with memory. We just let her talk, letting her let it out. “She loved riding horses across the meadows. She would spend hours by her lake, swimming and playing in the water. She was so beautiful, so naturally sensual. She discovered her own body’s pleasures, finding joy in her sexuality without shame.”

Natalia reached out again, putting a comforting hand on Elyndra’s arm. Teodora did the same, both of them murmuring soothing words.

I stepped forward, looking directly into Elyndra’s tear-stained face. “Is there a way to free her?” I asked. “To break the seal?”

Elyndra studied me for a long moment. “It would take a man of extraordinary qualities,” she said finally. “Someone attractive enough to catch her interest, strong enough to endure the challenges ahead. Lysara has always been drawn to men who can navigate complex relationships.”

I thought about everything that had happened since we’d arrived on the Island. “I think Lysara brought us here,” I said slowly. “All of us. My family, and even Teodora and Luna. I think she arranged for us to be shipwrecked on her Island.”

Elyndra nodded, wiping away her tears. “That’s likely correct since she has the power to do so,” she agreed. “If she’s reached out to you in dreams and granted you powers, she’s testing you. She’s seeing if you’re able to navigate the complexities of these relationships well.” Her eyes moved over our group, taking in each woman. “And from what I can see, you’ve done well so far, but the journey is far from complete.”

The realization hit me then, the importance of what I’d been doing with my family, with Teodora and Luna. It wasn’t just about physical pleasure or even love. It was about proving myself worthy of Lysara by being a good lover to them all.

Elyndra’s eyes lingered on my sisters for a moment before she added, “The fact that you share an unconventional relationship with your family is actually quite appealing to Lysara. She’s always believed that love between family members is the purest and most powerful form.”

Sabrina nodded enthusiastically. “We feel the same way,” she admitted. “There’s nothing better than being with people who truly know and love you.”

I watched as Elyndra’s tears gradually subsided, a fragile hope replacing the grief in her eyes. “Perhaps there is a chance,” she whispered. “Maybe I will see her again after all this time.”

She turned to face us fully, her magnificent breasts gleaming. “I used to make sex toys for her,” she continued, her voice growing stronger. “Beautiful pieces carved from ivory and rare woods. I’d show them to her, teaching her which buttons to push, and how to achieve orgasm.”

Elyndra’s gaze turned distant with memory. “I taught her how to kiss, too. We would practice for hours.” A small smile played on her lips. “She kept talking about wanting me to teach her about sex, to be involved as well. She trusted me most of all.”

Her voice broke slightly. “When I told her about our decision to seal her away, she couldn’t stop crying. I’ve never seen such heartbreak.”

Natalia put an arm around her shoulders. “I can’t imagine how difficult that must have been,” she said.

Teodora took one of Elyndra’s hands in hers. “You were trying to protect her, to save everyone,” she said. “That takes incredible strength.”

I couldn’t bear to see her suffering anymore. I stepped forward, meeting Elyndra’s gaze. “You can’t just keep crying here forever,” I said firmly. “And I’m certain Lysara will forgive you when she understands everything that happened.”

Elyndra nodded slowly, hope flickering in her eyes. “I hope so,” she whispered. “More than anything, I hope so.”

Hailey moved to stand beside me. “Why don’t you come with us to the clearing?” she suggested. “It must be lonely staying here by yourself.”

“Wouldn’t you rather have some company?” I added.

Elyndra seemed to consider this for a moment, then nodded. “Yes, I think I would prefer that,” she said, straightening her shoulders. “I’d rather have company and go with you.”

“You can ride behind me and Natalia,” I offered, gesturing toward our horse.

Elyndra shook her head. “I have a horse of my own,” she said. She put two fingers to her lips and released a clear, melodious whistle.

Within moments, a golden horse trotted into the clearing. The animal approached Elyndra, nuzzling her hand affectionately.

She mounted the golden steed. Her nude body looked sexy atop the horse, her long golden hair cascading down her back. As the horse shifted beneath her, her breasts swayed and jiggled beautifully.

We headed down the hill and mounted our own horses and set off together, heading back toward the clearing. As we rode, Elyndra’s golden hair streamed behind her like a banner. I couldn’t help but glance over occasionally, admiring how her breasts bounced with each of the horse’s strides.

“I haven’t been to the clearing in quite some time,” Elyndra admitted as we rode. “It brings back so many memories of watching Lysara spend time there. She loved to gather flowers and make wreaths for her hair.”

“There’ll be plenty of time to make new memories once Lysara is awake again,” I promised her, feeling a strange certainty that somehow, we would succeed in freeing her daughter.

Elyndra turned to me with a genuine smile, the first I’d seen from her. “That’s sweet of you to say,” she replied, her eyes meeting mine.

Something sparked between us at that moment. I wondered how long it had been since she’d been touched, since she’d felt desired. The goddess radiated a powerful sensuality that was impossible to ignore, and I felt myself responding to it.

* * *

By the time we reached the clearing, the sun was beginning to lower in the sky. Natalia immediately set about preparing a meal, roasting some fish we’d caught earlier over a small fire. While the others helped with the food, I sat beside Elyndra, keeping her company.

“Tell me about your family,” she said, her voice warm with curiosity. “What is it like to love them the way you do? To be with them intimately?”

I thought for a moment, trying to find the right words. “It’s the best feeling in the world,” I answered honestly. “There’s love and a bond that goes beyond ordinary relationships. It’s like our bodies already know each other, like we’re meant to fit together.”

Elyndra nodded in understanding. “Yes, exactly,” she agreed. “That’s how it was with my brother, Arkatheon. Lysara was born out of our love for each other.”

“Is he still alive?” I asked gently.

She shook her head, sorrow clouding her features again. “No. He ended his life after we sealed Lysara away. The regret was too much for him to bear.”

My heart ached for her. “I’m sorry,” I said, reaching out to touch her hand. “That’s a lot to process, to carry with you.”

“Thank you for your kindness,” she said, turning her hand to grasp mine. “It means more than you know.”

We continued talking as the sun sank lower, our conversation growing more intimate with each passing minute. I found myself drawn to her wisdom, her strength, and, of course, her beauty.

“You’re truly beautiful,” I said, looking into her eyes. “Not just attractive, you have this god-like beauty that’s almost overwhelming.”

A gentle smile touched Elyndra’s lips. “That’s very kind of you to say,” she replied, her voice like warm honey. “I find you quite appealing as well. There’s something about your eyes … They remind me of the ocean on a calm day.”

Our gazes held for a long moment, and I felt something electric pass between us. Her fingers brushed against mine, sending a pleasant shiver up my arm. I was about to say something more when Natalia called out that dinner was ready.

“Come eat,” Natalia said, gesturing us over to where she’d laid out the food on large leaves.

We joined the others around the small fire. Natalia made sure to sit beside Elyndra, offering her the choicest pieces of fish and the ripest fruits. It was touching to see how Natalia tried to comfort her, asking questions about her favorite foods and sharing stories about her own modeling days.

“The lake you made for Lysara is truly magical,” Teodora said, leaning forward with genuine interest. “I’ve never seen water so clear and beautiful.”

“And those sex toys you made for her,” Sabrina chimed in with her typical lack of filter. “That was really nice of you. Most moms wouldn’t be so cool about that stuff.”

I rolled my eyes at my sister’s comment, but Elyndra just laughed. “Everything I created for her was made with care and love,” she said, her voice tender with memory. “The toys, the lake, her clothing… I poured my heart into each gift.”

“Are you a goddess?” Luna asked, cocking her head to the side.

“I am indeed,” Elyndra said. “But my powers have waned since my depression. The only thing that’s left of me is that I don’t age.”

“That’s still cool,” Luna said. “I can’t imagine how that would be.”

After we finished eating, Luna surprised us by pulling out her flute. “Dylan and I made this earlier,” she said, running her fingers over the polished surface. “Would you mind if I played something?”

“I love music,” Elyndra said, the smile reaching her eyes.

We all encouraged her, and soon the clearing filled with a beautiful melody. Luna played with her eyes closed, her fingers dancing over the holes of the flute as if she’d been born to make music.

When she finished, Elyndra applauded enthusiastically. “You have remarkable talent,” she said, genuine admiration in her voice. “Music like that is rare.”

Luna blushed at the praise, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Thank you,” she replied shyly.

The sky had darkened considerably by now, stars beginning to appear overhead. Natalia suggested we get some sleep, and we all agreed, feeling the exhaustion of the day settling into our bones.

As we prepared our sleeping area with soft leaves and moss, Sabrina and Hailey exchanged glances before Sabrina spoke up. “Elyndra, why don’t you sleep next to Dylan?” she suggested. “We know he’d make you comfortable.”

“That’s thoughtful of you,” Elyndra said, looking genuinely touched by the offer. “I would appreciate that.”

We settled down for the night, with Elyndra lying beside me. As the others drifted off to sleep, I noticed her shivering slightly. Without thinking, I focused on the heating power that Lysara had given me, channeling warmth into my hands as I gently placed an arm around Elyndra.

She sighed in relief, her body relaxing against mine. “That feels wonderful,” she whispered. “Thank you, Dylan. You’ve been such a kind man to your family and me. It’s been so long since anyone showed me such consideration.”

I leaned forward and pressed a kiss to her neck, surprised by the sweet, honeyed taste of her skin.

“Rest now,” I whispered, continuing to channel warmth into her. “Tomorrow we’ll figure out how to free Lysara.”

Elyndra turned slightly to look at me over her shoulder, her eyes shining in the moonlight. “You truly believe it’s possible, don’t you?”

“I do,” I replied with conviction. “Lysara wouldn’t have brought us here if there wasn’t hope.”

She smiled and settled back against me, her breathing gradually deepening as she fell asleep. I stayed awake a while longer, watching the stars through gaps in the trees above us. For the first time since we’d crashed on this Island, I felt a real sense of purpose. We were here for a reason, and somehow, I was going to help free Lysara from her prison.

With that thought comforting me, I finally closed my eyes and drifted into sleep, my arm still protectively around the goddess beside me.

* * *

I dreamt that night, but it wasn’t like any dream I’d had before. I saw Elyndra, her body swollen with child, caressing the swell and looking forward to motherhood. The scene was vivid, almost as if I was watching a memory rather than dreaming. Then she gave birth on the green hill. Her face contorted with pain transformed into pure joy as she held her newborn daughter for the first time. Lysara. The baby had a glow about her, something otherworldly and beautiful.

The dream shifted, and I watched Elyndra nursing her infant daughter, her face serene as Lysara suckled at her breast. Time seemed to accelerate. Suddenly Lysara was a toddler, her small hand clutched in her mother’s as they walked through meadows of wildflowers. Elyndra was happy, her eyes never leaving her daughter.

I saw Elyndra sewing fabrics, fashioning them into beautiful clothes for Lysara. The girl grew before my eyes, becoming a teen, then a young woman. They sat together by a lake, talking intimately, Lysara’s head resting on her mother’s shoulder as they discussed matters of the heart, of desire and of love.

Then Lysara stood before her mother as a fully grown woman, breathtakingly beautiful. Elyndra’s face shone with pride as she admired her daughter, gently cupping Lysara’s breasts and commenting on their perfect shape. She brushed Lysara’s golden hair, the strands glimmering in the sunlight as mother and daughter laughed together.

But the sky behind them suddenly darkened. Storm clouds gathered, and I heard the thunder of warfare. Gods fought in the heavens, their battles raging over land and sea. Lysara’s face crumpled in devastation as she watched the destruction unfold.

The scene changed again. Elyndra and a man who must have been her brother stood before Lysara on a mountaintop. Lysara was weeping, begging her mother not to do what she was about to do. But Elyndra’s face was set with determination, though tears streamed down her cheeks. Together with her brother, she performed a ritual, sealing her daughter.

The final image was of Elyndra alone on top of the green hill, the same one we’d found her beside. She wept uncontrollably, her tears falling into the water, creating ripples that seemed to go on forever. Her grief was overwhelming, crushing, and somehow I could feel it all, the weight of her regret, her self-loathing, and her desperate longing for her daughter.

* * *

I woke up, my heart pounding. The feeling of Elyndra’s grief lingered, heavy in my chest. I noticed immediately that she was no longer beside me. The clearing was quiet, everyone else still asleep in the predawn darkness. I sat up, scanning our surroundings, and spotted her sitting alone near a patch of moonflowers that glowed in the darkness.

Quietly, I rose and made my way over to her. Elyndra sat with her knees pulled to her chest, her shoulders shaking as she wept. Her lightish dark blonde hair pooled around her on the ground, shimmering slightly even in the dim light.

“Elyndra?” I whispered, not wanting to startle her.

She looked up, her face wet with tears, her eyes red and puffy. “Dylan,” she said. “I’m sorry if I woke you.”

I sat down beside her, placing a hand on her back. “Are you okay?”

She shook her head. “I had a nightmare. About Lysara, about what I did to her.” She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “I have them sometimes. Not every night, but often enough.”

“I think I saw it too,” I admitted. “I dreamed about you giving birth to her, raising her, and then…” I trailed off, not wanting to make her relive the painful memory.

Elyndra looked at me in surprise. “You shared my dream? That’s unusual.”

“It felt so real,” I said. “Like I was there, watching it all happen.”

“It was real,” she replied, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks. “Every moment. She was the light of my life, Dylan. From the moment she was born, she brought me nothing but joy. Until…”

“Until the wars started,” I finished for her.

She nodded. “The gods fighting over her nearly destroyed everything. I couldn’t see another way.” Her voice broke. “But I’ve regretted it every day since. Every. Single. Day.”

I moved closer, putting my arm around her shoulders. She leaned into me, her body trembling with emotion.

“I understand why you did it,” I said. “You were trying to protect everyone, including her.”

“But I took away her freedom and her life,” Elyndra whispered. “My own daughter.”

We sat in silence for a while, her tears gradually subsiding as I held her.

“You know,” I said finally, “Lysara doesn’t seem angry with you in my dreams. Sad, yes. But not angry.”

Elyndra looked up at me, hope flickering in her eyes. “Really?”

I nodded. “She seems to understand that you had no choice.”

“I’ve spent centuries trying to find a way to free her,” Elyndra said. “But I need a hero. Someone worthy of her love. Someone who can navigate complex relationships with wisdom and compassion.” Her eyes met mine. “Someone like you.”

“I’ll do whatever it takes to free her.”

Elyndra studied my face. “You mean that, don’t you?”

“I do.” I took her hands in mine, squeezing them gently. “I promise you, Elyndra. I will do everything in my power to bring Lysara back.”

Tears welled in her eyes again … tears of gratitude rather than sorrow. “Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you from the bottom of my heart.”

She leaned forward and pressed her forehead against mine. I could feel her warmth and smell the sweet scent of her hair.

“It’s getting cold,” I said after a moment. “Do you want to go back to sleep?”

She nodded. “Yes, I think I’d like that.”

I helped her to her feet, and we walked hand in hand back to our sleeping spot. As we lay down together, Elyndra turned her back to me, and I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close. Her ass pressed against my crotch, and I felt a stirring of desire, but pushed it aside. This wasn’t the time.

Instead, I focused on channeling warmth into her body, using the power Lysara had given me. Elyndra sighed contentedly, her body relaxing against mine.

“You’re a wonderful man, Dylan,” she murmured. “Truly wonderful.”

I kissed the back of her head gently. “Sleep now,” I told her. “We’ll figure everything out in the coming days.”

She nodded slightly, her breathing already deepening as exhaustion overtook her. I held her protectively as I drifted back to sleep, still holding the goddess in my arms.
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