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Chapter 1

Iwoke up the next morning with drool trickling down the corners of my lips. I was still holding Elyndra in my arms, her warm body pressed against mine. She stirred slightly, her eyes opening as she slowly woke up. I noticed the rest of the women were already awake, moving around our camp.

Natalia made her way over to us, a warm smile on her face. She was dressed in a loincloth and chestwrap. “How did you sleep?” she asked, kneeling beside me.

“Deeply,” I replied, wiping the drool from my chin with the back of my hand.

“We know … We didn’t want to disturb your sleep.”

“That’s kind,” I said, not mentioning that I’d woken up last night to comfort Elyndra. We’d recently met her at the green hill or Lysara’s birthplace. She was devastated, regretting her actions, but I’d promised her we’d get her daughter back.

I turned my attention to Elyndra, gently caressing her skin. Her golden hair was so long and lustrous, reaching down to her ankles. “How are you feeling?” I asked, remembering her tears.

“Wonderful,” she said, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. “I finally managed to sleep well.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” I told her sincerely.

“I’ve never felt so warm,” she admitted, her eyes meeting mine. “Your heat … it’s comforting.”

I smiled, continuing to stroke her arm. “You deserve that warmth. After everything you’ve been through.”

We all decided to get up and prepare for the day ahead. As Elyndra rose to her feet, I couldn’t help but admire the way her hair cascaded down her back, the golden strands glowing in the morning sun. She looked ethereal, her beauty truly befitting a goddess.

We gathered around to eat some fruits that Natalia and Teodora had collected. As we ate, we discussed our plans for the day.

“So what should we do today?” Natalia asked, looking around at our group.

I glanced around at all of them, taking in their beauty: the twins, Sabrina and Hailey, with their blonde hair, Luna’s and Teodora’s fiery red locks, Natalia’s mature beauty, and Elyndra’s goddess-like beauty. I felt grateful to have them all here with me, despite the strange circumstances that had brought us together, but it didn’t change the fact that they were all drawn to me, and I vowed to protect them all.

“I’m not sure,” I said, looking at the girls.

“We need coconuts,” Sabrina said, holding up a handful of flower petals which they’d picked earlier. “Hailey and I want to make a perfume, so we won’t become smelly savages.”

Hailey nodded enthusiastically. “If we mix them with coconut oil, we could make something special.”

“The beach would be the best place to find coconut trees,” Elyndra said, joining our conversation. “I love coconut water as well.”

We finished our breakfast and prepared to ride to the beach. We mounted our horses, pairing up as before. Natalia climbed up behind me, her arms wrapping around my waist. Hailey rode with Sabrina, while Luna joined Teodora on their horse. Elyndra mounted her golden stallion by herself, looking confident as she sat astride the magnificent animal.

We rode to the beach, with the morning sun warming our skin and a gentle breeze rustling through the trees. When we arrived, the sight was breathtaking as usual, and it never got old. The crystal-clear water lapped against the white sand, which was free from litter and tourists. Palm trees swayed in the breeze, and the sunlight shimmered off the water.

Elyndra drew in a deep breath as she dismounted, her eyes fixed on the horizon. “It feels good to be here again,” she said, her voice tinged with nostalgia. “I haven’t been here in years.”

“Enjoy yourself,” Natalia told her.

“I will … with a swim,” she said.

I wanted to go with her, swimming with her nude and free in the clear water, but before I could respond, Hailey, Sabrina, and Luna surrounded me, tugging at my arms.

“Dylan, we need your help with the coconuts,” Hailey said, pointing to a tall palm tree loaded with fruit.

I glanced back at Elyndra, who was already walking toward the water. Part of me desperately wanted to stay and swim with her, but the girls were insistent. “Right now?”

“Right now,” Hailey said with a giggle, trying to push me with her small hands.

“Come on,” Sabrina urged, pulling me toward the coconut trees.

I didn’t have much of a choice now. I followed them, looking back once more to see Elyndra stepping into the water, her golden hair flowing down her bare back.

“Look ahead before you stumble, clumsy guy,” Sabrina teased me.

At the coconut tree, the girls were already trying to figure out how to climb it. Luna attempted to shimmy up the trunk but slid back down after a few feet.

“Let me show you,” I said, approaching the tree. I wrapped my arms and legs around the trunk and began to climb.

Hailey tried to follow my example on another tree but froze about halfway up, her face pale with fear.

“I can’t do it,” she called out, clinging to the trunk. “It’s too high!”

I carefully made my way over to her tree. “It’s okay, Hailey. Just take it slow,” I said, showing her where to place her hands and feet.

As I was showing her, I happened to glance toward the water. Elyndra was swimming, her nude body visible beneath the clear surface. The sunlight danced on her wet skin. Her hair floated around her like golden seaweed, and her breasts moved with the gentle current.

The sight was so breathtaking that I lost all focus. My grip loosened, and before I knew what was happening, I slipped from the tree and fell to the sand below with a thud.

The girls immediately rushed to my side, their faces concerned.

“Dylan! Are you okay?” Sabrina asked, kneeling beside me.

“I’m fine,” I assured them, sitting up and brushing sand from my skin. “Just a bit embarrassed.”

“What happened?” Hailey asked, her brow furrowed with worry. “You were doing so well.”

I glanced toward the water again, watching Elyndra emerge like a goddess from the sea, water streaming down her body.

“Blinded by beauty,” I murmured, not elaborating further.

After making sure I was truly uninjured, we returned to the task. I climbed several trees, dropping coconuts down to the girls waiting below. After collecting about ten of them, I sat down on the sand and began cracking them open. Using a sharp rock, I carefully struck the coconuts until they split, revealing the sweet white meat inside.

“Here, let me take some to Mom and Teodora,” I said, gathering several of the cracked coconuts.

I walked up to where Natalia and Teodora were sitting under the shade of a palm tree, chatting quietly.

“Fresh coconuts, ladies,” I said, setting them down beside them.

“Thank you,” Natalia said with a smile, immediately picking one up and taking a sip.

I noticed Elyndra walking out of the water, droplets cascading down her. Her hair clung to her back in wet tendrils, and her breasts swayed gently with each step.

Taking a few more cracked coconuts, I walked over to meet her as she approached the shore. “Thought you might like some fresh coconut,” I said, offering her the fruits of my labor.

She accepted them with a smile, her eyes meeting mine. “Thank you,” she said demurely. “That’s very thoughtful of you.”

I couldn’t help but notice how the water droplets lingered on her skin, tracing paths down the curves of her breasts and stomach. I forced my eyes back to her face, not wanting to stare too obviously.

Behind us, the girls were gathering all the cracked coconuts I’d prepared. They brought out small stones they’d found and began to scrape the white meat from the shells, collecting it in large leaves. Working together, they mashed the coconut flesh with the stones, adding small amounts of fresh water.

“This is going to make the most amazing coconut oil,” Sabrina said, carefully mixing the mashed coconut with water.

“We’ll let it sit in the sun for a while,” Hailey said, arranging their mixture on flat rocks where the sunlight could reach it. “The heat helps separate the oil from the water.”

Luna took a deep breath over one of the mixtures and smiled broadly. “It smells good already,” she said, inhaling again. “So fresh and tropical.”

I turned back to Elyndra, who was nibbling delicately on a piece of coconut meat. “How was your swim?” I asked.

She paused, a serene expression crossing her face. “Refreshing and cleansing,” she said, gazing out at the water. “There’s something about the salt water that I find deeply healing. It washes away more than just the physical.”

I nodded in understanding. “I’m glad it helped you,” I said sincerely. “You seemed to enjoy yourself out there.”

“I did,” she admitted, a smile playing on her lips. “It’s been a long time since I’ve allowed myself such simple pleasures.”

Natalia approached us, and she looked at me with concern. “The girls told me you fell from the tree. Are you alright?”

“I’m fine,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “Just lost my grip for a second. No harm done.”

Natalia didn’t seem entirely convinced but nodded anyway. “Be more careful next time.”

“I promise,” I said. It warmed my heart whenever she checked in on me. It was a small gesture, but a reminder that she loved me.

As Natalia walked back to join Teodora, Elyndra finished drying herself and slipped her dress back on. The thin fabric clung to her still-damp skin, outlining her form.

“Would you like to go for a ride with me?” she asked, gesturing toward the horses grazing nearby. “I know a beautiful spot not far from here.”

“I’d like that,” I said, perhaps too eagerly. I grabbed the bow and arrows. “I might try to catch some grouse if we see any. Could be good for dinner.”

I told the rest of the women that I’d go for a ride. “Are you just going to leave us here?” Hailey said, pouting.

“I won’t go far,” I promised her. “I’ll be back quickly if you need anything.”

We mounted her golden horse, with Elyndra in front and me behind her. I was still wearing only the loincloth, my chest bare against her back. As the horse began to trot along the shoreline, her hair streamed behind her, occasionally brushing against my face. It smelled of salt water and exotic flowers. It was so long that it fluttered behind her. She emitted a sweet scent. It was unlike any other scent I’d felt. “Are you wearing perfume?”

“I naturally smell that way,” she said. “It’s a part of my magic.”

It drew me closer to her, making me hold her tighter.

“This way,” she said, guiding the horse toward a path that led away from the beach and into a meadow dotted with wildflowers.

The motion of the horse pressed our bodies together in a way that warmed me.

“Thank you for last night,” she said softly after we’d ridden in silence for a while. “I haven’t slept with someone that way in many years. Just sharing body heat, feeling another’s heartbeat. I loved having you close.”

“It feels way better than sleeping alone,” I said, daring to rest my chin lightly on her shoulder. “I’m glad I could help.”

She reached back and placed her hand on my thigh, a gentle touch that sent heat through my body. “My daughter used to love riding horses,” she said, her voice wistful. “She would race across these fields, laughing with such joy. Her favorite was a white mare with a black mane.”

I listened as she continued to talk about her daughter, noting how her voice became emotional with each memory she shared. “I’d love to ride with her one day.”

She chuckled. “I want to go first,” she said, glancing over her shoulder.

“Granted.”

“I think it’s sweet that your sisters are making perfume,” she added with a smile in her voice. “Lysara loved doing that too. She would collect flowers for days, experimenting with different combinations until she found the perfect scent … But her natural scent was the finest. She just loved variety.”

“I can imagine if she smells as good as you.”

“She smells even better,” she said, drawing in a deep breath as if it were her.

I realized then how deeply she missed her daughter. The pain was evident in every word, in the way her shoulders tensed slightly when speaking Lysara’s name. I felt a pang of sympathy for her.

“Those big birds we’ve seen before,” I said, changing the subject to something that had been on my mind. “I’ve never seen anything like them before. What are they?”

Elyndra turned her head slightly. “They’re not native to this island. They’re shy creatures, but if you know how to play a certain melody, they’ll come to you. Lysara knew how.”

“Cool … if this place is paradise,” I asked, “why are there predators like jaguars? Seems dangerous for a perfect world.”

She chuckled, the sound vibrating through her back and into my chest. “All animals can be tamed, Dylan. Even the fiercest predators. Lysara knew how to tame them. Sometimes she would cuddle with the jaguars as if they were house cats.”

I swallowed hard, trying to imagine cuddling with a jaguar.

“Don’t be afraid,” Elyndra said, sensing my tension. “You’re strong enough to protect all of us.”

Our horses slowed to a stop in a clearing surrounded by flowering trees. Elyndra turned to face me, our bodies close enough that I could feel her breath on my face. Her eyes, deep and ancient, studied mine with an intensity that made my heart race.

“You remind me of someone,” she whispered, reaching up to touch my cheek. “Someone from long ago.”

I couldn’t look away from her gaze, feeling drawn into those eyes that had seen centuries pass. My hand found its way to her waist, steadying her as she balanced on the horse.

“Who?”

“Someone who knew how to listen,” she replied cryptically. Her fingers traced the line of my jaw, sending shivers down my spine. “Someone who understood the language of this island.”

The horse shifted beneath us, bringing our faces even closer together. I could smell the coconut on her breath, see the flecks of gold in her eyes. Time seemed to slow as we hovered in that moment, balanced between possibility and restraint. “Where did you see him?” I asked.

“Maybe in my dreams,” she said. “I don’t remember exactly.”

“Interesting … At Lysara’s lake, in a grotto, we found her diary,” I said, before my cheeks turned red. “We weren’t snooping around if that’s what you think.”

She giggled. “I get you’re curious about this island. I won’t judge you.”

“And besides, in one of my dreams, I’m pretty sure she wanted me to.”

She put her hand on my chest. “Dylan, take a deep breath. It’s fine.”

I did just that. “Well, in that diary, I found a drawing of her dream man … He happened to look like me.”

She cocked her head to one side, clearly touched by it. “That makes me curious … We should go there sometime later. I haven’t been to her lake for a while.”

“Of course,” I said.

We smiled at each other for a moment, and Elyndra’s expression relaxed as she gazed at me. I wondered what she was thinking. She was still a bit mysterious to me, but I knew what she’d gone through.

“I’m curious,” she said, her voice gentle as she broke the silence. “What is it like to be romantically involved with your family and so many different lovers at once? Is it difficult to balance all those relationships?”

I thought about it for a moment, considering how to explain something that felt so natural to me. “It’s the best feeling in the world,” I said. “There’s nothing quite like knowing the people you love most are safe and happy. When I’m with them, there’s this sense of peace, like everything is exactly as it should be.”

Elyndra nodded thoughtfully. “But isn’t it overwhelming? So many women to care for, to satisfy and to protect?”

I shook my head. “No, not at all. It feels like I could take care of them for all eternity. Each relationship is different, special in its own way.” I paused. “They all fill different parts of my heart.”

“That’s beautiful,” she murmured, her eyes showing genuine appreciation.

A thought occurred to me. “Can I ask you something?”

“Of course,” she replied.

“I know you told me earlier that your magic has waned, but is there something left besides not aging? A miracle or something? I’ve seen what Lysara’s powers can do through me, but I’ve never seen a goddess’s magic directly.”

Elyndra’s lips curved into a mysterious smile. “Perhaps,” she said, her voice dropping lower. “When we go to bed tonight, if we sleep close together, I might be able to show you something special.”

“I can’t wait,” I said, excitement building in me.

I remembered the bow and arrows I’d brought along. “Do you like grouses?”

“I do enjoy them,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “My brother Arkatheon was an exceptional hunter. He could hit a bird in flight from impossible distances.” Her voice grew wistful. “He would bring home dozens of grouses after a day’s hunt, and we would feast together.”

I wanted to impress her. “Let me see if I can catch some for our dinner.”

We dismounted, and I readied my bow. In the distance, I spotted several grouses pecking at the ground. I nocked an arrow, drew back the string, and took aim. Focusing intently, I released the arrow and watched it fly true, striking the first bird. Quickly, I fired two more arrows in succession, bringing down two additional grouses.

Elyndra clapped her hands. “Impressive! Your aim is excellent.”

I grinned as I collected the birds. When I returned to her side, I couldn’t resist anymore. I leaned in and kissed her, my lips pressing against hers. Her mouth was soft, warm and heavenly. Her lips were as smooth as velvet, and her tongue as sweet as a fruit. As I kissed her, I felt a warmth being passed back and forth, from chest to chest. It warmed my core and spread throughout my body. At the same time, her hair started to wrap around me like an embrace, and she also cupped my neck to deepen the kiss. I lost myself in the moment, and it felt like everything just faded till it was just the two of us.

When I pulled back, her hair unwrapped as if by magic, but the warmth stayed within me. She raised an eyebrow. “My, you are bold,” she said, though her eyes sparkled with pleasure.

“I’m more than just bold,” I replied with a grin.

“And confident too,” she added, running her finger along my jawline. “I like that in a man.”

We mounted her horse again. As we rode back to camp, our conversation flowed easily, interrupted by flirtatious comments and occasional touches. The warmth of her body against mine was addictive, and I found myself looking forward to tonight more and more.

When we reached the beach, the girls rushed forward excitedly.

“We finished the perfume,” Sabrina said proudly, holding up several small leaf-wrapped packages. “Come smell!”

I hopped down from the horse, and they unwrapped their creations, revealing the coconut oil they’d infused with various flower petals. Each had a distinct scent, some sweet and floral, others more earthy and rich.

Hailey dipped her fingers into one mixture and applied it to her neck and wrists. All the women tried different blends, rubbing the fragrant oils onto their skin.

“You all smell amazing,” I said, inhaling deeply as I moved between them. The scents complemented each woman’s natural aroma perfectly.

Hailey approached Elyndra with her favorite blend. “Would you like to try some?” she asked, then added shyly, “Though you already smell incredible naturally … like a goddess should.”

Elyndra laughed. “It doesn’t hurt to try something new,” she said, accepting Hailey’s offer. She spread the fragrant oil across her collarbones and down her arms, the scent mingling with her natural perfume to create something even more enchanting.

Then we set about preparing the grouses for dinner. I cleaned and plucked them while Natalia and Teodora gathered herbs to season the meat. We roasted them over the fire, the aroma making my mouth water. The conversation flowed easily as we cooked, everyone sharing stories and laughing together.

The meal was delicious, the meat tender and flavorful. After we’d eaten our fill, Sabrina suggested a swim. We all agreed enthusiastically.

The water was warm and refreshing as I dove beneath the surface. We splashed and played, enjoying the freedom of being in the water. Finally, I got to see Elyndra again, this time without interruption. She was magnificent as she swam, her golden hair spreading out around her. She moved through the water, which reminded me that she was truly divine.

Time passed quickly when we were having fun, laughing and splashing until suddenly, I realized the sun had completely set. The stars were already twinkling above us as we reluctantly left the water.

“I didn’t realize how late it had gotten,” I said, shaking droplets from my hair.

“We were having too much fun,” Hailey said.

“There’s never too much fun,” Sabrina said, patting her sibling.

We gathered our things and mounted our horses, pairing up as before. The ride back to Lysara’s clearing was peaceful, with the moonlight illuminating our path through the jungle. Elyndra rode beside me, her golden hair streaming behind her.

When we reached the clearing, we dismounted and let the horses graze or relax. Sabrina and Hailey immediately began gathering wood for a fire, while Natalia and Teodora arranged our sleeping area with fresh leaves and moss. Luna helped by collecting some night-blooming flowers, their sweet scent filling the air.

I worked on starting the fire, extending my hands out and shooting out the flames. Soon, flames danced in the darkness, casting a warm glow over our camp. We gathered around it, our skin still damp from swimming, appreciating the warmth.

“I think I’ll turn in,” Natalia said after a while, stretching her arms above her head. “It’s been a long day.”

One by one, the others followed suit, finding comfortable spots around the fire. I noticed Elyndra lingering by the edge of the clearing, gazing up at the stars. I came up to her quietly.

“Beautiful night,” I said, standing beside her.

She nodded. “Yeah … I love stargazing.”

“We all do,” I told her, draping my arm around her, making her lean into me. “Ready to sleep?”

“Yes.”

We walked back to the fire together. As we settled down for the night, Elyndra positioned herself directly beside me, closer than she had been the night before. The others had already arranged themselves around the fire, leaving a space for us.

As we lay down together, I turned to face her, propping myself up on one elbow. “You mentioned showing me some magic tonight,” I whispered, not wanting to wake the others who were already drifting off to sleep.

Elyndra smiled, her face illuminated by the flickering firelight. She reached for my arm and gently guided it around her, nestling it comfortably under the warm weight of her breasts. The soft flesh pressed against my forearm sent a tingle of desire through my body.

“You’ll see when you dream,” she whispered, her breath warm against my face. “Just relax and let sleep take you. I’ll be there, waiting.”

“In my dreams?” I asked.

She nodded, her eyelids already growing heavy. “Just hold me close,” she murmured.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her warm body against mine. Her back pressed against my chest, and I felt her relax into my embrace. I focused on channeling warmth into her, something that had become almost second nature to me on this island. The heat flowed from my core through my arms and into her body.

“Hmm,” she sighed, a sound of pure relief and contentment. “That feels wonderful.”

Her hair tickled my chin, smelling of salt water and exotic flowers. I buried my face in it, inhaling deeply. The gentle rise and fall of her breathing gradually slowed, and I knew she was falling asleep. My own eyelids grew heavy, and I surrendered to sleep’s pull.


Chapter 2

As I drifted off, I became aware that I was dreaming, but not in the usual way. Everything felt incredibly vivid and real. I was standing in a meadow with Elyndra beside me, looking more glowing than ever. She wore nothing but flowers, a large tropical bloom covering her private area and two smaller ones adorning her breasts.

“Come,” she said, taking my hand. “Let me show you Paradise.”

We walked together through lush jungle and across golden beaches. The colors seemed more vibrant than in waking life and the scents more intense. At some point, two horses appeared before us, one golden for her and one chestnut for me.

“Shall we ride?” she asked, mounting her horse with ease.

I climbed onto mine, and we galloped across wide open fields, the wind in our hair. I felt free in a way I never had before, laughing with pure joy as our horses raced side by side.

“There’s more,” Elyndra called to me over the sound of hoofbeats. “Look at your back!”

I glanced over my shoulder and gasped. Magnificent wings had sprouted from my shoulder blades, powerful, feathered wings.

Elyndra already had hers spread wide, pearly white and enormous. With a laugh, she leapt from her horse and took to the sky.

I followed instinctively, my wings knowing what to do even if my mind didn’t. The sensation of lifting off the ground was terrifying and exciting all at once. Within moments, I was soaring alongside her.

“Isn’t it glorious?” she said, spinning in a loop.

We flew higher and higher, above the clouds. From this vantage point, I could see the entire island, its volcanic peak, mountains, dense jungles, beaches, and the vast ocean surrounding it. The world spread out beneath us in a breathtaking panorama.

As we flew, I found myself increasingly drawn to Elyndra. The wind occasionally shifted the flowers covering her body, revealing glimpses of what lay beneath. Desire built within me, and I flew closer, reaching for her.

With a playful laugh, she darted away. “Catch me if you can!” she called over her shoulder, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

I gave chase immediately, my wings beating powerfully as I pursued her through the clouds. She was always just out of reach, giggling as she performed elaborate aerial maneuvers to evade me. Her laughter was infectious, and I found myself laughing too as our game continued.

We danced through the sky, diving and climbing, spinning and gliding. Each time I nearly caught her, she’d slip away with a teasing smile. The chase was as exciting as the potential capture.

Then slowly, everything faded, and the dream slipped away. I woke to sunlight filtering through the trees and the sound of giggling beside me. Elyndra was already awake, watching me with bright, happy eyes. Her face looked younger and more carefree than I’d seen it before.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, stretching my arms above my head.

“You,” she replied, still giggling. “I haven’t been chased by a man in ages.”

I blinked, processing her words. “You mean … the dream? You were actually there?”

She nodded, her eyes sparkling. “Of course. I told you I’d show you some magic.”

“I thought you told me it was unusual to share a dream, when the same thing happened the other day.”

“Yes … because I didn’t invite you, if that makes sense.”

I couldn’t say it did, but not that it mattered. “Anyways, that was incredible,” I said, sitting up. “It all felt so real, the flying, the wings, the chase and everything else. Like I was actually soaring through the sky.”

“That’s what makes it a lucid dream,” she explained. “Your mind is aware that you’re dreaming, but you can still experience everything as if it were real.”

“I know what lucid dreaming is,” I replied. “But I’ve never had one that felt so vivid.”

She smiled mysteriously. “There are many kinds of magic in this world, Dylan. Some more ancient than others.”

Around us, the others were beginning to stir. Sabrina stretched like a cat while Hailey and Luna rubbed sleep from their eyes. Natalia and Teodora were already up, gathering fruits for breakfast.

We joined them, and after we’d eaten, I turned to Elyndra. “Would you like to go to the lake today? Lysara’s lake?”

Her eyes widened slightly, a mix of emotions crossing her face before she nodded. “Yes, I think I would.”

“We want to swim too,” Hailey said, overhearing our conversation. “I love Lysara’s lake.”

“It was a kind gift you decided to give her,” Natalia said, patting her shoulder.

Elyndra smiled. “My brother and I spent a lot of time on the design … we wanted the best for her.”

“Then it’s settled,” I said, standing up. “We’ll all go.”

We mounted the horses, Natalia sitting behind me. Hailey joined Sabrina on their horse, while Luna climbed up behind Teodora. Elyndra mounted her golden stallion alone. Our small caravan made its way through the jungle paths toward Lysara’s lake. The journey was peaceful, with birds singing in the trees and sunlight dappling the forest floor. We rode in silence, each lost in our own thoughts.

When we arrived at the lake, its beauty struck me anew. The water was crystal clear, reflecting the blue sky above. At the far end stood the statue of Elyndra.

Elyndra dismounted slowly, her eyes fixed on the statue. She walked toward it as if in a trance. When she reached it, her hand trembled as she traced the inscription carved into the base.

“My beloved daughter,” she said, her voice breaking. “May you find peace until we meet again.”

Her shoulders began to shake as tears flowed down her cheeks. Natalia and Teodora immediately went to her side, wrapping their arms around her in comfort.

“I’m sorry,” Elyndra said, wiping at her tears. “It’s just … I haven’t been here in a while …”

“Don’t apologize,” Natalia murmured, rubbing her back gently. “It’s natural to grieve.”

“I’m fine,” Elyndra insisted after a moment, straightening her shoulders. “Truly. Let’s go to the grotto. There’s something I want to see.”

We hopped into the water and swam toward the waterfall. We dove under and climbed onto the grotto.

A smile spread across her face as she found her daughter’s sex toys that she’d made for her. She picked up one of the ivory dildos, turning it over in her hands with a knowing smile.

“I made these for her,” she said, her voice fond with remembrance. “When she became an adult … I wanted her to feel as good as possible.”

“It’s a thoughtful gift,” I told her.

“I know … and she loved it, using it every day.”

She picked up one carved from smooth wood, running her fingers along its length. “I made each one with a specific purpose.”

She held up one with a curved tip. “This one was designed to reach that special spot inside, the one that brings intense pleasure.” She reached for another, thicker at its base. “And this one provides a feeling of fullness while still being comfortable.”

One by one, she showed me the collection, explaining the unique qualities of each toy and how they were meant to be used. She smiled as she spoke, passion replacing her earlier sadness.

“I looked forward to teaching her about sex and pleasure,” Elyndra said. “Not just the mechanics, but the emotions, the connections. I wanted her to understand that sex could be beautiful, fulfilling, and sacred.” She smiled sadly. “I wanted her to know how to please herself before she learned to please others.”

I placed my hand over hers, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath mine. “It’s not too late to relive those memories,” I said. “The lessons you wanted to teach her, they’re still valuable and they still matter.”

Her eyes met mine, and a smile spread across her face. “You’re right,” she said. “Thank you for that reminder.”

She moved to the diary, running her fingers along its spine. I watched her reconnect with these pieces of her daughter’s life, seeing the complex emotions play across her face: joy, sorrow, nostalgia, and love, all intermingled. Despite the pain, there was healing happening here too. I could see it in the way her posture relaxed, in the genuine smile that occasionally broke through her tears.

“There’s something I wanted to ask you about,” I said, reaching for the diary. “May I?”

Elyndra nodded, though I noticed a slight hesitation in her eyes.

I carefully opened the diary to the page I’d found earlier, the one with the drawing that had startled me so much. I turned it toward her, pointing to the sketch. “This man … he looks just like me. The same face, same build, even similar hair. It can’t be a coincidence.”

Elyndra stared at the drawing, her fingers trembling slightly as they hovered over the page. “How strange,” she whispered, her eyes narrowing. “I … I don’t have an explanation for this. Maybe Lysara knows.”

As she studied the image more closely, tears welled in her eyes. She blinked rapidly, trying to contain them.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded, then shook her head. “It’s just … seeing her private thoughts like this feels wrong. These were her innermost feelings.” She closed her eyes briefly. “I shouldn’t be reading her diary.”

Understanding her discomfort, I closed the book carefully and set it aside. “You’re right. I’m sorry if I upset you.”

“It’s fine.”

“Just so you know, I saw her in my dream, and she gave me permission. It was how we found her birthplace, the green hill, and how we found you as well.”

We sat in silence for a moment before I suggested, “Should we hop into the lake? A swim might be nice after all this emotion.”

“I’d like that,” she agreed.

We left the grotto, diving back through the waterfall and emerging into the sunlit lake. The warm water felt refreshing against my skin as we swam toward the shore where the others were playing.

Sabrina and Hailey spotted us immediately, waving enthusiastically. They waded toward me, their wet skin glistening in the sunlight.

“Dylan!” Sabrina called, her voice playful. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

As I reached shallower water, both sisters pressed against me, their hands wandering over my chest and shoulders. I noticed they were a bit more excited than usual. It wasn’t hard to tell when their hands competed for spots on my body, and as I ran my hand along their slits, I felt that warm wetness that was meant for my sex.

“We’ve been talking about you,” Hailey said.

Sabrina’s hand slid lower, beneath the water. “We want you again,” she said boldly. “Both of us.”

I glanced toward Elyndra, who had paused a short distance away. She smiled an encouraging smile before swimming toward Natalia and the others.

Sabrina tugged my hand. “Come on,” she said, as they pushed me toward a grassy area near the shore. “Over here.”

They barely gave me a chance to speak. All of a sudden, Sabrina pushed me down on the grass. The girls knelt beside me, their bodies dripping with water, blonde hair plastered to their shoulders. They took turns kissing me, their lips soft and eager. We did a three-way kiss since neither wanted to be left out. They were twins, and it was sometimes difficult to tell whose lips I kissed.

I hardened, and they noticed. Hailey trailed kisses down my chest, moving down to my hardon. Sabrina followed shortly after.

They sat on their hands and knees, side by side, their youthful bodies displayed before me. My eyes moved from Hailey’s D cup breasts to Sabrina’s C. Her beach-blonde hair fell in natural waves to the middle of her back, framing a face with high cheekbones and plump, bee-stung lips that were her trademark in the modeling world.

But Hailey was equally as pretty, curvier with dark blonde hair and breasts that would make any girl jealous. They took turns sucking me. But neither could leave my shaft alone for an extended period of time. While Sabrina sucked on the tip, Hailey ran her tongue along the shaft, and then they switched places.

I reached toward their slits, and they giggled as they understood I wanted to lick them. We switched places, and they lay down. I moved behind them, running my hands over their smooth skin. I lowered my head to Hailey first, running my tongue up and down her wet pussy. Then I shifted to Sabrina, giving her the same attention while I continued to rub Hailey.

I alternated between them till I’d gotten a mouthful of their juices. When they were both wet and ready, I positioned myself behind Hailey, pushing my cock into her pussy. She sighed with pleasure as I filled her, her fingers digging into the grass. After several deep thrusts, I withdrew and moved to Sabrina, who eagerly pushed back against me.

I moved between them, ensuring neither sister waited too long for attention. Their moans grew louder, less controlled, as pleasure built within them.

“Hmm,” Sabrina moaned when I was inside her. “Oh, it’s starting to feel really good.”

I reached around to stroke her as I thrust deeper, feeling her tighten around me. She moaned louder, her body shuddering with climax. I pulled out and immediately entered Hailey, who was already on the edge. A few firm strokes sent her over, her back arching as she called my name.

My own pleasure was building rapidly. I thrust into Sabrina one final time, burying myself deep as I came inside her, and then I quickly pulled out, shot my cum over her back and plunged into Hailey’s pussy. The intensity of it left me breathless, my heart pounding against my ribs.

As we lay recovering on the grass, cuddling together, I noticed movement at the edge of the water. Elyndra was standing waist-deep in the lake, watching us with shy curiosity. When our eyes met, she blushed slightly but raised her hand in a small wave, smiling warmly. There was no judgment in her expression, only happiness at witnessing our sibling love.

I waved back, feeling strangely proud that she had seen us. Something about her approval felt important.

Before I could think more about it, Natalia called from the shoreline. “Dylan, can you help me catch some fish? I’m growing hungry.”

“Coming,” I told her. I kissed both girls, helping them to their feet. “That was amazing,” I whispered, earning giggles and affectionate touches from both.

Natalia was waiting with spears. “Let’s find some fatty ones,” she said, handing me a spear.

We waded in together, moving slowly so as not to disturb the water too much. Natalia pointed to a shadowy area beneath some overhanging branches. “There. See them?”

I spotted several large fish swimming lazily in the clear water. Natalia and I exchanged glances, then readied our spears.

“I bet I can catch more than you,” she challenged with a playful smile.

“You’re on,” I replied, grinning back.

We spent the next hour hunting fish, sometimes competing, sometimes working together to corner the larger ones. Natalia’s aim was impressive. She would occasionally brush against me, bumping her hip into mine. I tried to stay focused, but it was a bit difficult when Natalia’s curves were so distracting. She wore a loincloth and a chestwrap, our traditional garments.

“We should have enough now,” she finally said, looking at our substantial catch.

We returned to shore with our bounty, finding that the others had gathered wood for a fire. Luna and Teodora were arranging stones in a circle while Sabrina and Hailey sorted through the kindling.

“Great catch,” Hailey said, admiring the fish we’d speared.

I looked around, suddenly realizing I hadn’t seen Elyndra since our moment of connection after being with the twins.

“Where’s Elyndra?” I asked, setting down the fish.

The women looked at each other, shrugging.

“I thought she was with you,” Teodora said.

“I haven’t seen her since she was watching from the lake,” I said, looking around.

I walked back to the grotto, thinking she might have returned there, but found it empty. The diary and toys remained untouched from where we’d left them.

Returning to the others, I felt the first stirrings of worry. “She’s not in the grotto either.”

“Elyndra!” Natalia called loudly. Her voice echoed through the clearing, but no response came.

“Maybe she went back to the horses,” Luna said, her voice tinged with concern.

I nodded. “Let’s check. I’ll go.”

“We’ll start preparing the fish in the meantime,” Natalia said.

I jogged to where we’d left our horses grazing near the edge of the clearing. Elyndra’s golden stallion was missing. A flicker of relief passed through me. At least she had her horse. But where had she gone?

I returned to the others, who were now scaling the fish.

“Her horse is gone too,” I said. “She must have ridden somewhere.”

Teodora looked up from her work, her brow furrowed. “Should we be worried?”

“I don’t think so,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. “She knows this island better than any of us. She’s probably just … exploring.”

But as we continued preparing our meal, cleaning the fish and arranging them on sticks to cook over the fire, my unease grew. The sun was beginning to lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the lake.

“The fish is almost ready,” Hailey said, turning the sticks to ensure even cooking.

Natalia came to stand beside me, her eyes scanning the tree line. “She should have been back by now,” she murmured.

I nodded, my stomach knotting with worry. “I’m going to look for her.”

“We’ll come with you,” Sabrina said immediately, rising to her feet.

“No,” I said. “Someone should stay here in case she returns. Mom, can you and Teodora stay with the food? The rest of us will search the surrounding area.”

Natalia nodded, though I could see she wanted to join the search.

I mounted my horse, while Hailey and Sabrina shared another, and Luna took the third. We split up, agreeing to meet back at the lake in an hour, regardless of what we found.

I rode along the edge of the clearing, then deeper into the jungle, calling Elyndra’s name. The dense foliage seemed to swallow my voice; the only response was the occasional cry of birds disturbed by my shouting. The further I went, the more worried I became. What if she’d been hurt? What if some predator had attacked her?

After nearly forty minutes of searching, I was about to turn back when I heard a sound, not Elyndra’s voice, but the distressed whinny of a horse. I urged my mount forward, following the noise through a particularly thick section of jungle.

I broke through into a small clearing and immediately spotted Elyndra’s golden stallion. The animal was pacing nervously, occasionally nudging at something on the ground. My heart sank when I realized what it was. Elyndra lay sprawled on the jungle floor, her golden hair spread out around her.

“Elyndra!” I cried out, leaping from my horse and rushing to her side. She was burning with fever, her skin flushed and slick with sweat. Her breathing came in short, ragged gasps, and her eyes darted rapidly beneath closed lids.

I gathered her into my arms, cradling her head against my chest. “Elyndra, can you hear me?”

Her lips moved, whispering words I couldn’t understand. Her body trembled violently against mine.

The golden stallion paced anxiously around us, occasionally nudging Elyndra’s shoulder with its nose. I needed to get her back to the others quickly.

“I’ve got to move you,” I told her, though I wasn’t sure she could hear me. “We need to cool you down.”

I lifted her into my arms, surprised by how light she felt despite her tall stature. Her head lolled against my shoulder, golden hair cascading down my back. I managed to mount my horse while still holding her, arranging her across my lap.

“Lead us back,” I said to her stallion, hoping the intelligent animal would understand. To my relief, it tossed its head and started moving through the jungle, choosing a path back toward the lake.

As we rode, Elyndra’s mumbling grew more frantic. Her hands clutched at my chest, nails digging into my skin. “The water rises,” she gasped suddenly, her voice clear and terrified. “They come through the mist. I see them … I see them all!”

“It’s okay,” I said, holding her tighter. “You’re safe with me.”

Her eyes flew open, but they weren’t focused on me or anything in this world. The usual golden flecks in her irises had spread, turning her eyes entirely gold and luminous. “Dylan,” she whispered, her voice not entirely her own. “The veil thins. They seek passage.”

A chill ran down my spine despite the jungle heat. Before I could respond, she fell back into her fevered trance, body convulsing against mine.

I urged my horse to move faster, following Elyndra’s stallion through the dense foliage. After what felt like an eternity, we broke through into the clearing around the lake. The others spotted us immediately, dropping what they were doing and running toward us.

“What happened?” Natalia cried, reaching us first.

“She’s burning with fever,” I said, carefully dismounting with Elyndra still in my arms. “She’s delirious, having some kind of visions.”

“Bring her to the water,” Teodora said, already wading into the lake. “We need to cool her down.”

I carried Elyndra to the edge of the lake, where the water lapped gently against the shore. Carefully, I waded in, still holding her. The water lapped around her fevered skin as I gently lowered her into the shallows. Her eyes remained closed, but her lips continued moving, whispering words.

“Hold her head above water,” Natalia said, kneeling beside us. She began scooping handfuls of cool water over Elyndra’s flushed face and neck.

Sabrina and Hailey arrived moments later, their faces etched with concern. “What’s happening to her?” Hailey asked, her voice trembling.

“I think she’s having some kind of vision,” I said, cradling Elyndra’s head carefully. “She was saying something about water rising and people coming through mist.”

Teodora frowned. “She’s too hot in the water. Let’s move her to the grass where there’s a breeze.”

Together, we carefully lifted Elyndra from the lake and carried her to a patch of grass near the shore. Her skin was still burning with fever, her breathing shallow and rapid.

“We need to keep her cool,” Teodora said, tearing strips from her dress to soak in the lake water. She placed the damp cloth on Elyndra’s forehead and chest.

I knelt beside her, taking her hand in mine. Her fingers were hot against my palm, almost scorching. Something told me that ordinary methods wouldn’t be enough. This wasn’t a normal fever.

“I think I can help her,” I said, remembering how I’d channeled healing energy before. “I need to try something.”

Natalia nodded, understanding immediately. “Do what you must.”

I placed one hand on Elyndra’s forehead and the other over her heart. Closing my eyes, I focused on drawing energy from deep within me, imagining it as a cool, golden light flowing from my core, through my arms, and into her burning body.

At first, nothing seemed to happen. Then slowly, I felt a connection forming between us, like a bridge spanning the gap between our spirits. The energy began to flow more freely, a steady stream of healing power passing from me to her.

Elyndra’s body arched slightly, her back lifting off the grass as the energy flowed into her. Her lips parted on a gasp, and the golden glow in her eyes intensified, shining through her closed eyelids.

The others watched in silent amazement as a visible aura of light surrounded us both. I could feel her fever burning against my palms, but instead of withdrawing, I pushed more healing energy into her, willing the heat to dissipate.

Minutes passed as I continued channeling my healing power into her. Sweat beaded on my forehead from the effort, but I refused to stop. Finally, I felt her temperature beginning to drop, her breathing becoming slower and more even.

“It’s working,” Sabrina whispered, watching intently.

Elyndra’s eyelids fluttered, then slowly opened. The golden glow had receded, leaving just the usual flecks in her irises. She blinked several times, focusing first on me, then on the others gathered around.

“Dylan,” she murmured, her voice hoarse. “You brought me back.”

“You had us worried,” I said, relief washing over me as I helped her sit up. “What happened?”

She accepted a drink of water from Luna before answering. “I had a vision.” She shuddered, the memory clearly disturbing her.

“What did you see?” Natalia asked gently.

Elyndra drew a deep breath. “I saw two women… sisters, I think. They grew up in terrible circumstances, raised by a mother addicted to drugs.” Her voice grew stronger as she continued, the details of her vision becoming clearer in her mind. “Despite everything, they remained sweet, kind souls. They were bullied mercilessly in school for their poverty and their mother’s reputation.”

“That’s awful,” Hailey murmured, her eyes filling with tears.

“They managed to escape eventually,” Elyndra said. “They fled their home, their town, everything they knew.” Her eyes met mine, intense and urgent. “Dylan, they need our help. They’ve somehow entered this parallel world, but they’re lost, confused. They don’t understand what’s happening to them.”

“How did they get here?” I asked, trying to make sense of her vision.

“The veil between worlds has thinned in certain places,” she explained. “They must have stumbled through one of these thresholds, perhaps without even realizing it.”

Teodora frowned. “But why would your vision be so intense? So physically debilitating?”

“Because they’re in immediate danger,” Elyndra replied, her voice dropping to a whisper. “And because they’re important. I don’t know why or how, but these women are significant … I believe my daughter cares about them too.”

Everyone turned to look at me, waiting for my decision. The fish we’d caught earlier still lay beside the fire, half-prepared for our dinner, but suddenly that seemed trivial compared to what Elyndra had shared.

“Food can wait,” I said firmly. “We need to find these women as quickly as possible.” I turned back to Elyndra, who was still leaning against me for support. “Do you have any clues about where they might be? Anything that could help us locate them?”

She closed her eyes, concentrating on recalling her vision. “I saw the sea,” she said slowly. “And a luxurious yacht… gleaming white against the blue water. They were aboard that vessel when they crossed over. The eastern shore … I feel they’re near there.”

All eyes turned to me, waiting for my decision. The weight of their gazes felt heavy, but my mind was already made up.

“Food has to wait,” I said firmly, rising to my feet. “These women need our help now. We have to find them as quickly as possible.”

Natalia nodded, already gathering her things. The others followed suit.

I helped Elyndra to her feet. “Can you ride?”

“Yes,” she assured me, her voice stronger now. “I’m well enough.”

We mounted our horses quickly, pairing up as before. Elyndra insisted on riding her golden stallion alone, though I could see she was still somewhat weakened from her vision. We set off at a gallop, pushing our mounts as fast as they could safely go through the jungle paths.

The journey to the eastern shore seemed to take forever, though in reality it couldn’t have been more than an hour. The sun was already beginning its descent toward the horizon when we emerged from the treeline onto a wide beach.

“Spread out,” I called to the others. “Look for any sign of them or the yacht.”

We dismounted and fanned out along the shoreline, scanning the water and beach for any clues. The waves lapped gently at the sand, and a warm breeze carried the scent of salt and seaweed. The sun hung low in the sky, casting long shadows and painting the water in shades of gold and crimson.

I scanned the shoreline intently, looking for any sign of the twins or their yacht. The white sand stretched for miles in both directions, pure and untouched. No footprints marred its surface, and no debris had washed ashore.

“Anything?” I called to Sabrina, who was checking the northern section of the beach.

She shook her head. “Nothing. Not even driftwood.”

Natalia and Luna returned from checking the tide pools near a rocky outcropping. “No sign of anyone passing through,” Natalia said.

We continued searching, combing every inch of the shoreline. The lack of evidence was becoming increasingly concerning. There were no footprints, no personal items, or no wreckage from a yacht. Nothing to indicate anyone had been here at all. I didn’t doubt Elyndra’s vision. She was a goddess after all, although I started to fear something had happened.

Hailey paced nervously along the water’s edge, occasionally calling out, “Hello?” Or “Anyone there?”

“Maybe we’re in the wrong place,” Teodora said.

Before I could respond, a sudden darkening caught my attention. Looking eastward over the ocean, I saw massive storm clouds forming on the horizon. They seemed to appear out of nowhere, rolling toward us.

“Great,” Natalia said, voicing what we all were thinking. “Exactly what we need.”

Within minutes, the previously calm sea began to churn. Waves that had gently lapped at the shore now crashed with increasing force. The wind picked up, whipping our hair and clothes, carrying the scent of rain and electricity.

Elyndra stood motionless, staring out at the churning waters. Her expression changed from confusion to sudden realization, her eyes widening.

“Elyndra?” I touched her arm gently. “What is it?”

She turned to me, her face pale. “I see more now. The twins, the sisters from my vision, they’re out there.” She pointed toward the turbulent sea. “They’re alive, but they’re confused and disoriented. They don’t know where they are heading or what’s happening.”

“Out there? In the ocean?” I stared in disbelief at the increasingly violent waves.

She nodded, her expression grim. “They’re on a yacht. I can feel their panic, which is fading … They’re very tired.”

The sky continued to darken as the storm clouds approached, casting an eerie greenish light over everything. Lightning flashed in the distance, followed by the low rumble of thunder.

“What will happen if the storm reaches them first?” I asked, already dreading the answer.

“I’m not sure,” Elyndra said. “As a mother, I feel so bad for them.”

The implications hit me immediately. “We need to get out there,” I said, scanning the shoreline for anything that might help us. “But how? We don’t have a boat.”

Elyndra’s eyes lit up suddenly. “Yes, we do,” she said, her voice urgent. “Lysara had a small rowboat. She used it sometimes to fish or just to be alone on the water. It should still be where she left it.”

“Where?” I asked. I couldn’t remember seeing a boat anywhere here.

“In a cove, not far from here,” she replied, already moving toward her horse. “Follow me, quickly!”

The rest of the women didn’t say much. We mounted our horses and galloped along the shoreline, following Elyndra as she led us southward. The storm continued to build behind us, the wind growing stronger with each passing minute, and rain began to fall.

After riding for about fifteen minutes, Elyndra veered toward a rocky formation that jutted out into the sea. Behind it lay a small, sheltered cove, hidden from the main beach.

“There!” she said, pointing toward the back of the cove.

Partially concealed by overhanging vegetation was a small wooden boat. It looked old and weathered, but as we approached, I could see it was still solid.

We dismounted quickly and hurried to uncover the boat. It was simple, just a basic rowing boat with two oars tucked inside, but it seemed seaworthy enough.

“This won’t stand up to that storm for long,” I said, glancing back at the approaching tempest.

“It doesn’t have to,” Elyndra said. “We just need to reach them and bring them back before the worst hits.”

I nodded, making a quick decision. “I’ll go. The rest of you should take shelter.”

“I’m coming with you,” Natalia said immediately, stepping forward.

“No,” I replied firmly. “It’s too dangerous. I need you here, keeping everyone safe.”

“But Dylan—” she began.

“Please, Mom,” I cut her off gently. “The others will need you. You’re the only one who knows how to hunt.” I reminded her of when Luna was attacked by that jaguar.

Her eyes filled with tears, but she nodded, understanding the logic in my words.

The fear in her eyes was mirrored in the faces of all the women. Hailey was trembling, her arms wrapped around herself as she stared at the darkening sky. Luna and Teodora huddled together, their expressions tense with worry. Even Natalia, usually so composed, looked terrified.

I pulled Sabrina into a quick embrace, then moved to each of them, offering reassurance through touch. When I reached Hailey, I cupped her face in my hands.

“I’ll be fine,” I promised. “This isn’t my first storm, and that boat is stronger than it looks.”

“But what if you can’t find them?” Hailey whispered, her voice breaking. “What if you get lost too?”

“I won’t,” I said with more confidence than I felt. “Elyndra will come with me.”

I moved to Natalia last, wrapping my arms around her. She clung to me fiercely, her body trembling with emotion she was trying to control.

“Come back to us,” she whispered against my chest. “Promise me.”

“I promise,” I said, kissing the top of her head.

Elyndra and I pushed the boat into the water together, the waves already growing stronger as they lapped against the shore. I helped Elyndra in before climbing in myself and grabbing the oars. The others watched from the beach, their faces tight with worry.

“We’ll be back soon,” I called to them, though my voice was nearly lost in the rising wind.

I began rowing with powerful strokes, pushing us through the increasingly choppy water. The rain started as a gentle patter against my skin, but within minutes it intensified, pelting down in heavy sheets that made it difficult to see. Salt water sprayed over the sides of our small craft as we rose and fell with each wave.

“There,” Elyndra pointed ahead, her golden hair now plastered to her face and neck. “I sense them in that direction.”

I adjusted our course, straining against the oars as the waves grew more violent. Our tiny boat felt like a leaf tossed in a whirlpool, rising precariously on massive swells before plunging down their opposite sides. Each time we crested a wave, I searched the horizon desperately for any sign of the yacht.

“Can you still feel them?” I shouted over the howling wind.

Elyndra had her eyes closed, her hands gripping the sides of the boat. “Yes,” she called back. “They’re alive, but they’re weak and frightened. We need to hurry.”

The visibility had dropped dramatically. Through the curtain of rain, I could barely see more than twenty feet in any direction. The sky had darkened to an ominous gray-green, and lightning flashed overhead, illuminating the churning sea in brief, stark bursts.

I rowed harder, my muscles burning with the effort. A particularly large wave lifted us high, and as we crested it, I caught a glimpse of something white in the distance.

“There!” I shouted, pointing. “I think I see it!”

As if in response to my words, lightning split the sky again, illuminating a sleek yacht pitching wildly in the waves about a hundred yards ahead. It was drifting sideways, completely at the mercy of the storm. No lights shone from its windows, and I could see no movement on its deck.

“That’s it,” Elyndra said, her voice strained. “That’s where they are. I can feel them inside.”

I rowed toward the vessel with everything I had. As we drew closer, I could see just how fancy the yacht was compared to our tiny rowboat. It rose and fell dramatically with each wave. It didn’t look any different from the yacht we’d been on … weeks or months ago? I wasn’t sure how long we’d been here.

“They’re below deck,” Elyndra said. “In what feels like a living area. They’re huddled together … they’ve been there for days.”

A massive wave slammed into us, nearly capsizing our boat. Water poured over the sides, soaking us further and filling the bottom of the craft.

“We’re going to need to time this perfectly,” I shouted to Elyndra. “When we get alongside, I’ll need to secure us to the yacht somehow.”

She nodded grimly, her eyes fixed on the vessel ahead of us.

As we approached, I could see just how dangerous this would be. The yacht was rocking violently, its hull sometimes lifting completely out of the water before crashing back down. Our timing would need to be perfect, or we risked being crushed between the yacht and the waves.

“There!” Elyndra pointed to what looked like a boarding ladder hanging from the side of the yacht. “If we can reach that, we might be able to climb aboard.”

I maneuvered our boat toward the ladder, fighting against the current that threatened to push us past the yacht entirely.

“Get ready,” I told Elyndra. “When I say now, grab that ladder and hold on with everything you’ve got.”

She positioned herself at the bow of our boat, her hands outstretched. I waited, watching the rhythm of the waves, trying to predict when the yacht would dip low enough for her to reach.

“Now!” I shouted as the yacht plunged downward.

Elyndra lunged forward, grabbing the ladder with both hands. The yacht immediately began to rise again, lifting her partially out of our boat. I quickly secured one of the oars and reached for a rope at the bottom of our craft, tying it to the ladder as fast as I could.

“Climb up,” I told her. “I’m right behind you.”

She pulled herself up the ladder with surprising strength, disappearing over the railing of the yacht. I followed quickly, my hands slipping on the wet rungs. Just as I reached the top, a massive wave slammed into both vessels. Our rowboat smashed against the side of the yacht, the impact nearly tearing the rope free.

I hauled myself over the railing, collapsing onto the deck beside Elyndra. The yacht felt strangely empty and unstable beneath us, rolling sickeningly with each wave.

“No one’s steering,” I said, glancing toward the bridge. “It’s just drifting.”

“They’re below,” Elyndra said, already moving toward a door that presumably led to the yacht’s interior. “I can feel them.”

We made our way across the deck, struggling to maintain our footing as the vessel pitched beneath us. The door to the interior was unlocked, swinging open to reveal a luxurious cabin. The interior was in disarray, furniture overturned, decorative items shattered on the floor. Following Elyndra’s lead, we descended a narrow staircase into the main living area.

The smell hit me first, a combination of fear, unwashed bodies, and tears. As my eyes adjusted to the dimmer light, I saw them huddled in a corner of what had once been a luxurious lounge. Two young women, so similar they could only be twins, were pressed together beneath what looked like curtains they’d torn down for warmth.

They both had hazel eyes, dark long hair and a slight tan from the sun. They looked slim as if they’d skipped a meal or two.

They were dry, having found shelter from the rain, but their condition was alarming. Their faces were gaunt, eyes sunken with exhaustion and hunger. The blanket clutched around their shoulders couldn’t hide how their clothes hung loosely on their frames. They must have been stranded for days.

As we approached, their heads lifted slowly, eyes widening in identical expressions of disbelief. The fear and confusion in their gaze was clear as day. They didn’t speak, just stared at us like we might be hallucinations their desperate minds had conjured.

I stopped a few feet away, not wanting to frighten them further. “My name is Dylan,” I said, keeping my voice calm and steady despite the rolling of the yacht. “This is Elyndra. We’re here to help you.”

The twins exchanged a quick glance. One opened her mouth as if to speak, but before any words came out, a massive wave slammed into the yacht. The impact sent us all sprawling. Glass shattered somewhere above us, and the entire vessel groaned as it might tear apart.

“We need to go now,” I said more urgently, extending my hand toward them. “We won’t last much longer in this storm.”

One of the twins nodded weakly, finally seeming to process what was happening. The other looked too exhausted to even comprehend our presence.

“I’m going to get us closer to shore,” I told Elyndra. “Can you help them up to the deck? Our rowboat is still attached to the ladder.”

She nodded, already moving toward the twins.

I raced back up to the bridge, grabbing the wheel just as another wave crashed over the bow. The controls were sophisticated but familiar from the other yacht. I started the engines, relieved when they roared to life. The navigation system was dead, but I could see the shoreline through the rain-streaked windows.

Turning the yacht toward land, I fought to maintain control as waves battered us from all sides. The vessel responded sluggishly, its systems clearly damaged. I felt Elyndra’s presence before I saw her, a calming energy that somehow cut through the chaos of the storm.

“The shoreline is coming into view,” Elyndra said, joining me at the helm. “But this path is treacherous. Let me guide you.”

I nodded, grateful for her help. She placed her hands beside mine on the wheel, her eyes scanning the churning waters ahead.

“There,” she pointed slightly to the left. “That channel between the rocks. The water runs deeper there, but it’s safer than the reef to our right.”

I steered according to her directions. Behind us, the storm was intensifying, dark clouds massing like an army preparing to charge. Lightning split the sky in jagged bursts, illuminating the angry sea.

“The twins?” I asked, not taking my eyes off our path.

“They’re conscious but extremely weak,” Elyndra replied. “I’ve told them what we’re doing.”

Following Elyndra’s guidance, I navigated the yacht closer to shore. The massive vessel groaned under the assault of the waves, but we were making progress. I could now see the beach clearly, and beyond it, the shadowy figures of my women watching anxiously from the treeline.

“We can’t get much closer,” I said, feeling the yacht shudder beneath us. “The water’s getting too shallow.”

Elyndra nodded. “This is as far as we can safely take it.”

I reached for the anchor controls, releasing the heavy chain. It splashed into the water with a satisfying plunge, and I felt the yacht lurch as the anchor caught and held. We were still being battered by waves, but the yacht no longer drifted aimlessly.

“That should hold it for now,” I said, wiping rain from my eyes. “Let’s get them into the rowboat.”

We hurried back to where the twins waited. They sat huddled together, their arms wrapped around each other for support.

“We’ve anchored near shore,” I said, kneeling before them. “Our rowboat is still attached to the side. It’s going to be rough, but it’s our only way to land.”

“Can you stand?” Elyndra asked gently.

One of the twins nodded weakly. “I think so,” she murmured.

“I’ll help you first,” I said, reaching out to support her as she struggled to her feet. She swayed dangerously, and I caught her before she could fall. “What’s your name?”

“Kimberly,” she answered, leaning heavily against me.

“And I’m Amy,” the other twin said, watching us with wary eyes.

“We’ll take it slow,” I assured them. “One step at a time.”

With Elyndra’s help, I guided Kimberly across the listing deck to where our rowboat waited. The yacht pitched violently beneath our feet, making every step treacherous. Waves crashed over the sides, soaking us in spray.

“The boat’s going to move a lot,” I told them as we reached the ladder. “I’ll go down first, then you follow. I’ll catch you.”

I descended quickly, steadying myself in the wildly rocking rowboat. Looking up, I saw one of them peering down, terror evident in her face.

“Trust me,” I called, extending my arms. “I won’t let you fall.”

With Elyndra supporting her from above, she slowly made her way down the ladder. When she was close enough, I reached up and lifted her the rest of the way, settling her carefully in the boat.

“Hold onto the sides,” I told her. “I’ll be right back with your sister.”

I climbed back up to the yacht, where Elyndra was already helping the girl toward the ladder. Amy seemed even weaker than the other girl, barely able to stand even with Elyndra’s support.

“I can’t,” she whimpered as we moved toward the ladder. “I’ll fall.”

“No, you won’t,” I said firmly. “I caught your sister, and I’ll catch you, too.”

Amy looked unconvinced, but she allowed us to guide her to the ladder. The yacht lurched suddenly, nearly sending us all sprawling. I grabbed her around the waist, steadying her against my chest.

“I’ve got you,” I said. “Elyndra will help you onto the ladder, and I’ll be waiting below.”

Once again, I descended to the rowboat, where the girl clung to the sides. Above us, the other girl began her slow descent, each rung clearly an ordeal for her weakened state.

“That’s it,” I told her. “You’re doing great.”

When she was within reach, I lifted her into the boat, settling her beside her sister. The twins immediately clung to each other, their bodies pressed together for warmth and reassurance.

Elyndra followed quickly. Once she was aboard, I untied the rope securing us to the yacht and grabbed the oars.

“Hold tight,” I said. “This is going to be rough.”

The moment we pulled away from the yacht, the full force of the storm hit us. Waves crashed over our small craft, threatening to capsize us with each impact. The twins clung to each other and the sides of the boat, their eyes wide with terror.

I rowed with all my strength, fighting to keep us pointed toward shore. Elyndra helped as best she could, using a small bucket to bail water from the bottom of our increasingly swamped rowing boat.

The shore was close now, but the last stretch proved the most dangerous. A massive wave lifted our tiny craft, propelling us forward with alarming speed. I dug the oars deep into the churning water, trying desperately to maintain control as we surfed the crest.

“Brace yourselves!” I shouted as the wave broke, sending us tumbling toward the shore.

We hit the shallows with bone-jarring force. The impact knocked the oars from my hands and nearly sent the twins flying. I lunged forward, wrapping my arms around them as the boat tipped sideways, dumping us unceremoniously into the surf.

The water was shallow enough to stand, but the twins had no strength left. I scooped one of them up while Elyndra took the other, and we fought our way through the breaking waves toward the shore where the others waited.

Natalia rushed forward, splashing into the surf to help us. Her eyes widened as she took in the twins’ condition.

“Get them onto dry land,” she said, taking some of the girl’s weight from me.

Together, we carried the sisters up onto the beach, laying them gently on the sand above the tideline. The others gathered around us, their faces masks of concern. The rain continued to pour down, soaking us all to the skin.

Natalia knelt beside the twins, her experienced hands quickly checking their vital signs. Her expression grew increasingly troubled as she examined them.

“They’re severely dehydrated,” she murmured, brushing wet hair from her forehead. Then she frowned, touching their clothes. “That’s odd.”

“What is it?” I asked, still catching my breath from the ordeal.

“They’re completely dry underneath,” she said, looking up at me in confusion. “Despite the storm, despite being in the water … their skin and clothes are bone dry.”

I looked more closely at the twins. Natalia was right. Though their outer layers were damp from our brief immersion in the surf, their skin and the clothes beneath were parched. Their lips were cracked and bleeding, their skin papery and pale.

“It’s like they haven’t had water in days,” Natalia said. But when she spoke again, her voice had softened with maternal concern. “What happened to you two?”

Kimberly tried to respond, her cracked lips parting painfully. “Our yacht … provisions … ran out.” Each word seemed to cost her tremendous effort, her voice barely a hoarse whisper. She paused between words, her dry tongue struggling to form the sounds.

“We … so thirsty …” she barely said before her voice gave out completely.

The severity of their situation hit me suddenly. “They need water immediately,” I said, turning to Elyndra. “Is there fresh water nearby? A stream or spring?”

She nodded without hesitation. “Yes, there’s a clear stream just beyond those trees,” she replied, pointing to a stand of palms about a quarter mile inland. “The water there is pure and safe to drink.”

I made the decision instantly. “We need to get them there now, before anything else. Water first, then food and rest.”

The others nodded in agreement, already moving to help. As we prepared to lift the twins again, Amy spoke for the first time, her voice so quiet I almost missed it. “Is there … food?” she asked, her eyes downcast, not meeting anyone’s gaze. The caution in her voice spoke of someone accustomed to disappointment.

Natalia moved to her side, touching her arm gently. “Yes, sweetheart,” she assured her, her tone warm and protective. “We have plenty of food waiting at our camp. We’ll make sure you both eat well once we’ve gotten some water into you.”

The change in the twins was subtle but unmistakable. Some of the tension left their bodies, their shoulders relaxing slightly at this simple promise of basic necessities.

Elyndra stepped forward, leading her golden stallion. “They can ride my horse,” she offered. “They’re too weak to walk.”

Carefully, we helped the twins onto Elyndra’s horse. They sat together, their arms wrapped around each other for support. Their fingers clutched weakly at the mane as they swayed slightly.

Elyndra kept a steadying hand on the horse, prepared to guide it carefully toward the stream. “I’ll walk beside them to make sure they don’t fall,” she said.

I nodded, then turned to Natalia. “Ride with me,” I said, helping her mount my horse before swinging up behind her.

The others quickly paired up as well. Hailey climbed onto Sabrina’s horse, while Luna joined Teodora. Within moments, we were ready to move.

“Stay close,” I said. “We’ll take it slow and steady.”

We set off toward the stream, moving carefully across the wet sand and into the shelter of the trees. The rain continued to fall, though less violently now that we were away from the shore. Above us, the storm clouds were beginning to break up, hints of dark blue sky peeking through.

As we rode, I couldn’t help but wonder about the strange dryness of the twins’ skin and clothes. How was it possible for them to be so severely dehydrated after being caught in a storm at sea? And what other mysteries might we discover about these sisters who had somehow crossed into our world?

The gurgle of flowing water reached my ears as we moved toward the stream. Through a break in the trees, I spotted the clear water rushing over smooth stones, glistening even in the dim light filtering through the storm clouds. I was grateful it wasn’t pink. I didn’t think we had time to explain to them what kind of island this was. They had to get water and food as soon as possible.

“Here we are,” I said, guiding my horse to a stop. “Let’s get them to the water.”

I dismounted quickly and moved to help Elyndra with the twins. They looked even more fragile now, their eyes glazed with exhaustion. I reached up carefully, placing my hands on Kimberly’s waist.

“I’m going to help you down now,” I told her. “Just let yourself fall into my arms. I won’t drop you.”

She nodded weakly and leaned toward me. I lifted her from the horse, surprised again by how little she weighed. Her body felt hollow, drained of all vitality. I carried her a few steps to the stream’s edge and gently set her down on a flat rock beside the water.

Elyndra helped Amy down with equal care, and together we settled both sisters at the water’s edge. Natalia knelt beside us, her face etched with concern as she examined them more closely.

I cupped my hands in the cool, clear stream, gathering water in my palms. Kneeling before Amy I brought my hands to her cracked lips.

“Drink slowly,” I said. “Just a little at first. Your body needs time to adjust.”

Her eyes were fixed on the water. The moment my hands reached her lips, she began gulping desperately, her parched throat working to swallow as much as possible.

“Easy,” I warned, but she continued drinking too quickly.

Suddenly, she doubled over, coughing weakly, water dribbling down her chin.

“That’s why I said slowly,” I said gently, rubbing her back as the spasm subsided. “Small sips.”

Meanwhile, Elyndra was offering water to Kimberly, who watched her sister’s reaction carefully. When her turn came, she drank slowly, taking tiny sips from Elyndra’s cupped hands. Her eyes never left her sister, as if seeking reassurance that they were truly being helped.

I continued offering small handfuls of water to her, who now drank more cautiously. After several minutes, I could see the change beginning in both of them. The desperate, animal thirst in their eyes gradually dulled, replaced by something more human. Their breathing, which had been rapid and shallow, began to slow and deepen.

“That’s better,” I said, watching as awareness sharpened in their gazes. Their shoulders, which had been hunched with tension, relaxed slightly. The transformation was subtle but clear, like watching flowers slowly unfurl after rain.

Natalia stayed close. She monitored their pulses, checking their skin tone and the clarity of their eyes. Her hands were gentle but thorough as she examined them for signs of shock or other complications.

“You’re doing well,” she murmured to them, her voice calm and reassuring. “Just keep taking small sips. There’s no rush. We have plenty of time.”

Sabrina and Hailey had gathered some broad leaves, forming them into cups that could hold more water than our hands. They filled these and brought them to the twins, who accepted gratefully.

After about twenty minutes, the improvement in the sisters was remarkable. Their eyes were clearer, more focused, and a hint of color had returned to their pale cheeks. They still looked exhausted, but the immediate crisis of dehydration was passing.

“I think we should get them back to camp now,” I said, looking at the dark sky. “They need food and proper rest.”

“Can you stand?” Natalia asked the twins gently.

They nodded, though neither seemed entirely confident. With our help, they rose shakily to their feet. They were still weak, but the water had revived them enough to function.

“We’ll take it slow,” I assured them as we helped them back to the horses. “There’s no need to rush.”

We arranged ourselves differently for the return journey.

The journey back to our camp was quick and careful. The storm had faded to a steady rain. The distant rumble of thunder marked its passage further inland.

“Almost there,” I said as our camp came into view through the trees. The fire we’d left burning was still alight with embers. The sight of its warm glow was welcoming after our ordeal in the storm.

We dismounted carefully, helping the twins down. Teodora immediately guided them to seats near the fire, where its warmth could begin to chase the chill from their bodies. We gathered more dry wood, blowing so the fire flickered brighter.

“Let’s get you into something dry,” Natalia said, retrieving some of our extra wraps that we’d made from hide.

Luna and Hailey helped the twins change out of their damp clothes, wrapping them in the warm hide. They seemed too exhausted to feel self-conscious, accepting the help with gratitude. Once they were settled by the fire, Natalia began preparing food.

“Just small portions,” she said, cutting pieces of fruit.

Natalia came over with a small selection of fruits she’d cut into manageable pieces, soft mangoes and tender papaya chunks. She knelt before the twins, offering the leaf plate to them.

“Start with these,” she said. “They’re easy on your stomachs. Take very small bites and chew thoroughly before swallowing.”

The sisters’ eyes widened at the sight of food, but they heeded Natalia’s warning. Kimberly reached out with trembling fingers and selected a piece of mango. She placed it in her mouth, chewing slowly, her eyes closing briefly as the sweet flavor registered. I could see her fighting the urge to devour everything at once.

Amy took a piece, examining it before placing it carefully between her lips. As she chewed, her eyes never stopped moving, watching each of us in turn, studying us while simultaneously monitoring her sister.

No one spoke as they ate. We all maintained a respectful distance, giving them space while remaining close enough to help if needed. I settled a few feet away, keeping my movements slow. The last thing I wanted was to startle them.

After several minutes of careful eating, I noticed subtle changes in their condition. The sickly gray pallor of their skin began to fade, replaced by a hint of natural color in their cheeks. Their hands, which had been shaking uncontrollably, steadied enough that they could feed themselves without assistance. Most noticeably, they no longer needed to lean against each other for support, each able to sit upright on her own.

The fire crackled, its warm light playing across their features. Nobody asked questions about where they’d come from or what had happened to them. Those could wait. For now, all that mattered was providing warmth, safety, and calm.

When they’d finished the fruit, Natalia offered them more water, which they drank with growing confidence. Their eyes seemed clearer now, more focused on their surroundings rather than fixed in the thousand-yard stare of extreme exhaustion.

“I think they’re ready for something more substantial,” Natalia said after a while. She moved to the fire where the fish we’d caught earlier was cooking on improvised spits. She carefully separated small portions, removing any bones before bringing the food to the twins.

“This will help restore your strength,” she told them. “Remember to eat slowly. Your bodies need time to adjust.”

The aroma of the cooked fish seemed to awaken something primal in both women. Their nostrils flared slightly, and I saw Kimberly swallow hard before accepting her portion. Despite their obvious hunger, both took small bites at a time.

Amy closed her eyes briefly as she chewed her first bite of fish, sighing in relief. The simple pleasure of warm food seemed to ground them both in the moment, pulling them further away from whatever ordeal they’d endured.

The night settled fully around us as they ate, the last traces of daylight fading from the sky. The storm had moved inland, its rumbling now distant and unthreatening. Our fire cast a circle of golden light that enclosed us all in its protective glow, creating an intimate space that felt separate from the dangers of the world outside.

The immediate crisis had passed, and for the first time since we’d found them, there was space for something beyond survival.

Natalia sensed the moment was right. She moved closer to the twins, settling on the ground before them at a respectful distance.

“I’m Natalia,” she said softly. “We’re very glad we found you in time.” Her voice carried the gentle authority that had comforted me throughout my childhood, warm, maternal and without a hint of threat.

“I’m Kimberly,” she introduced herself to Natalia, Teodora, Luna, Hailey and Sabrina. Her voice was hoarse but steadier than before, with a natural warmth beneath the roughness. “Thank you for saving us. I don’t think we would have…” She trailed off, unable to finish the thought.

The quieter sister hesitated, her eyes dropping to her hands for a moment before she spoke. “Amy,” she said softly, her voice barely audible above the crackling fire. “My name’s Amy … We’re twin sisters.”

One by one, the rest of us introduced ourselves. I noticed how everyone repeated their names, “Kimberly and Amy,” acknowledging them as individuals, as people with identities rather than just burdens we’d taken on.

As the introductions finished, I saw something shift in the sisters’ expressions. The wariness that had kept their bodies tense began to ease. Their shoulders lowered slightly, and Kimberly even smiled. The relief washing over them was clear, not just physical relief from hunger and thirst, but the deeper emotional relief of finding safety after prolonged danger.

The firelight danced across all our faces, creating a sense of closeness, of shared humanity despite our strange circumstances. Elyndra caught my eye from across the fire, her expression thoughtful. I wondered what her vision had shown her about these sisters, what significance they might hold for us all. But those questions could wait for morning. For now, it was enough that they were here, alive, and beginning to heal.

As the night deepened, the storm gradually retreated. I noticed the twins had shifted closer together near the fire, their shoulders touching as they shared warmth. Despite the food and water we’d given them, they still looked fragile, their bodies thin and faces drawn. But there was life in their eyes now, a marked improvement from the starving state we’d found them in.

“Uhm,” Hailey said a bit nervously, taking the initiative to speak to them. “What happened to you … if you mind answering.”

It was a question many of us wanted to know.

Natalia patted Kimberly’s and Amy’s backs. “Only answer if you want to, otherwise, resting is fine.”

Kimberly cleared her throat, drawing everyone’s attention. She stared into the fire for a long moment before speaking. “We … we ran out of food three days ago,” she began, her voice halting and uncertain. “The water lasted a little longer, but not much.”

She glanced briefly at her sister, who nodded almost imperceptibly.

“The yacht had supplies when we … when we took it,” Kimberly continued, “but we didn’t know how to ration properly, and we…” Her voice trailed off.

“We had no idea what we were doing,” she admitted after a pause. “Neither of us had ever been on a boat before, not really. We thought it would be simple enough. Just … point it where you want to go and push the throttle forward.” A humorless smile flickered across her face. “Turns out it’s not that easy.”

She described their increasingly desperate attempts to control the vessel as the weather worsened, how they’d frantically pushed buttons and pulled levers, how they’d tried to read the yacht’s manual by flashlight when the power systems started failing, and they started drifting farther and farther from civilization.

“We kept making things worse,” she said, shaking her head. “Every decision was wrong. We got more and more lost.”

Natalia, who had been listening intently, leaned forward slightly. Her face remained compassionate, but I recognized the subtle shift in her expression, the slight narrowing of her eyes that meant she was processing something that didn’t quite add up.

“I don’t mean to pry,” Natalia said gently, “but it seems strange that you would have access to a yacht if you didn’t know how to operate one. Was it a family boat, perhaps? Or a friend’s?”

The question hung in the air. I watched Kimberly’s face carefully. She looked embarrassed. She sighed deeply, her shoulders slumping further. When she looked up, her eyes were filled with a weary kind of honesty.

“We stole it,” she said quietly. She didn’t embellish or try to soften the admission with justifications.

Beside her, Amy’s reaction was immediate. Her head dropped, chin nearly touching her chest. Her fingers twisted together in her lap. I could feel the shame radiating from her.

Before the moment could stretch into uncomfortable territory, I leaned forward. “Hey,” I said, drawing their attention. “No one here is judging you. Whatever happened before, whatever choices you made, that’s not what matters right now. What matters is that you’re safe here with us.” I looked directly at Amy, whose eyes remained fixed on her hands. “We’ve all done things we’re not proud of,” I continued. “Especially when we’re desperate. You’re safe here. That’s all you need to worry about right now.”

My words seemed to penetrate the shell of shame they’d retreated into. Kimberly’s posture relaxed slightly, and even Amy lifted her head a fraction.

“Thank you,” Kimberly whispered.

The tension around the fire eased noticeably. Both sisters seemed to breathe a little easier, as if a weight had been partially lifted.

After a moment of silence, Kimberly continued, her voice stronger now. “We didn’t have many options left. Our upbringing wasn’t … it wasn’t good.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, a nervous gesture that made her seem younger. “We were just trying to escape.”

She glanced at Amy, who gave her a nod. I also remembered what Elyndra had told us, and I was surprised by how accurate her vision had been.

“We didn’t think it through,” Kimberly admitted. “We were desperate, not reckless. There’s a difference, I think. We didn’t want to hurt anyone. We just needed to get away.”

The story emerged gradually, pieces fitting together to form a picture of a life I could hardly imagine. They described years of bullying at school, targeted because of their clothes, their address, the way they sometimes came to school hungry or their poverty.

“Kids can tell when something’s wrong at home,” Kimberly said with a sigh. “They smell weakness like sharks smell blood. They’d call us trash twins’ because everyone knew about our mom.”

Amy nodded, finally finding her voice, though it was barely strong enough to be heard. “They treated us like we were already broken. Like we were garbage. Not worth saving.”

They took turns filling in details about their mother, a woman consumed by addiction, present in body but absent in every way that mattered. How she would disappear for days or sometimes weeks. How the electricity would get cut off. How they learned to forge her signature on school forms.

“She left for good,” Kimberly said. “Just … didn’t come home one day. Didn’t even call.”

“We waited,” Amy added, her voice cracking slightly. “We thought maybe this time she’d come back.”

Kimberly shook her head. “We ran out of money. The landlord was threatening eviction. We had nowhere to go, no relatives who cared. No future where we were.”

“And then we saw the yacht,” Amy whispered. “Just sitting there in the marina. And it looked … empty, like a way out.”

Suddenly, Amy’s composure crumbled. Her face contorted as silent tears began streaming down her cheeks. Her breathing became ragged, her thin shoulders shaking with the effort of containing sobs.

“I can’t believe we …” she choked out before words failed her entirely. Her hands came up to cover her face as she broke down completely.

Without hesitation, Kimberly wrapped her arms around her sister, pulling her close. I could see the effort it took for Kimberly to remain strong, the slight trembling of her lip, the brightness in her eyes as she fought back her own tears.

“It’s okay, sis,” she murmured, rocking her sister gently. “We’re okay now.”

But even as she comforted Amy, I could see that Kimberly was barely holding herself together. The burden of being the strong one, of making decisions for both of them, had clearly taken its toll.

Natalia moved closer, her motherly instincts taking over. She reached out, placing a gentle hand on Amy’s shoulder.

“You’re not alone anymore,” Natalia said, her voice carrying the warmth and security that had comforted me throughout my childhood.

Teodora shifted closer as well. “You’re among friends now,” she said, her voice low and steady. “We all look after each other here.”

I watched as Amy gradually calmed under their combined care, her sobs subsiding to occasional hiccups. Kimberly’s expression showed gratitude as she glanced at Natalia and Teodora, seemingly amazed that strangers would show such kindness.

The fire popped and sparked, sending a shower of embers upward into the night sky.

“You should rest now,” Natalia suggested gently. “You’re exhausted, and morning will come soon enough. We can talk more tomorrow.”

I nodded in agreement. “Mom’s right. We’ve all had a long day, and you two need to recover your strength.”

Kimberly glanced around our circle, her gaze lingering on the primitive shelters visible just beyond the fire’s glow.

“Where exactly is … home?” she asked carefully, gesturing vaguely at our surroundings. “For you all, I mean.”

I noticed Natalia’s cheeks flush slightly in the firelight. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, a gesture I recognized as her buying time to think.

“Well,” she said, pointing toward the larger shelter built against the natural rock formation behind our camp. “That’s where we sleep.”

Kimberly’s eyes followed Natalia’s gesture, taking in the primitive structure with its thatched roof and walls made from a combination of wood, animal hides and leaves.

“So you’re camping?” she asked, confusion evident in her tired voice.

Natalia laughed, the sound catching awkwardly in her throat. “Sort of,” she said, exchanging a quick glance with me. “It’s… complicated. We’ll explain everything tomorrow when you’re both stronger.” Her tone was gentle but clearly deflecting, though not unkindly.

I watched Kimberly process this non-answer. Her exhaustion was evident in the heavy droop of her eyelids and the way her shoulders slumped forward. Whatever curiosity she felt wasn’t enough to overcome her body’s desperate need for rest.

“Okay,” she murmured, nodding slowly. “Tomorrow’s fine.”

The fire had burned down to mostly embers now, casting a soft orange glow over our camp. The night around us was quiet except for the distant sound of waves and the occasional rustle of nocturnal creatures moving through the underbrush.

“We should all get some sleep,” I said, watching as Kimberly’s head nodded forward before she caught herself.

Everyone began settling in for the night. The twins, still sitting close together, looked uncertain about where they should go.

Natalia came with several large animal hides draped over her arm. “You two can use these for warmth.”

They nodded gratefully, and with our help, they lay down on the soft ground near the fire’s dying embers. Kimberly positioned herself protectively close to Amy, their bodies naturally curving together. They instinctively held onto one another, seeking warmth.

Natalia knelt beside them, gently draping the largest hide over both their bodies. The gesture was deeply maternal, her hands lingering a moment to tuck the edges around their shoulders. It reminded me of how she used to tuck me in when I was young. Despite having just met them, I could see she already felt protective toward these girls who had survived so much.

As the others settled into their own sleeping places, I noticed the twins were still shivering beneath the hide. The night had grown colder, and their bodies, weakened by days of hunger and thirst, struggled to generate enough heat.

Natalia noticed too. She moved closer to me, speaking quietly so only I could hear.

“Dylan,” she whispered, “they’re still cold. Could you use your warming abilities to help them?”

Kimberly’s head lifted slightly at this, her expression puzzled. “Warming abilities?” she said, clearly not understanding but too exhausted to question it fully.

“Dylan can generate heat,” Natalia said simply, not elaborating on the supernatural aspect of this skill. “It would help you both sleep more comfortably.”

Kimberly glanced at her sister, who was already half-asleep despite her shivering, then back at me. I could see the calculation in her eyes, weighing her wariness against their physical need.

“That would be … nice,” she finally said. “Anything that helps us feel warmer is fine.”

I nodded, and I settled myself behind Kimberly, maintaining a respectful distance at first.

“I’m going to move closer now,” I told her. “Just to share warmth.”

She nodded, her body tense but accepting. I shifted until I was lying just behind her, close enough that she could feel my presence without feeling trapped. I gently placed my hand on her upper arm, focusing on channeling warmth through my palm.

I concentrated on generating heat, feeling it build within my core and flow outward through my skin. I kept my touch light, making it clear this was about comfort, not intimacy.

Gradually, I felt Kimberly’s muscles relax as the warmth spread through her. The heat traveled from my body to hers, and through her to Amy. Their shivering began to subside, replaced by deeper, more even breathing.

“Oh,” Kimberly sighed, the sound filled with relief. “That feels wonderful.”

Beside her, Amy murmured in agreement, her eyes already closed. The tension that had kept their bodies rigid even in exhaustion melted away as the warmth enveloped them.

I maintained a steady flow of heat, careful not to make it too intense. Within minutes, both sisters had stopped trembling completely.

“Thank you,” Kimberly whispered, the words slurring as she drifted off. Her gratitude was the last conscious thing she expressed before succumbing to what was probably the first truly restful sleep she’d had in days, maybe longer.

I remained beside them, continuing to provide warmth even after they’d fallen asleep. Looking at their peaceful faces in the dying firelight, I was struck by how young they seemed. All the fear and wariness melted away in sleep, revealing the beauty beneath.

Eventually, their bodies grew warm enough that I could ease away without disturbing them. I moved carefully, shifting back until I was free of contact. They didn’t stir, lost in the deep healing sleep their bodies desperately needed. I settled nearby, close enough to provide warmth if they needed it again, but giving them space.

My own exhaustion caught up with me suddenly. The day’s events, the rescue, the struggle to get the twins to safety, the emotional weight of their story, had drained me more than I realized. I felt my eyelids growing heavy, my thoughts becoming less coherent as sleep approached.

I closed my eyes, letting my consciousness drift.


Chapter 3

Lysara appeared.

She stood in a misty space that wasn’t quite a place, her form more defined than in previous dreams. Her beauty struck me anew, the curve of her cheek, the luminous quality of her skin, the depth in her eyes and that bright, lustrous blonde hair. Her face was a bit foggy. I was still dreaming, and it all remained unclear.

She was watching me, but her attention seemed divided. Her gaze kept shifting to something just beyond my perception. When I followed the direction of her glance, I realized she was looking at an impression of the twins, their sleeping forms barely visible through the dream-mist.

A smile touched Lysara’s lips as she observed them, something tender and approving in her face. She seemed … touched by what I had done for them, the warmth I had provided, the care we had shown, these things pleased her.

I tried to speak to her about Elyndra, to see if there was any reaction to the mention of her mother. I formed the question carefully in my mind, projecting thoughts of the golden-haired goddess who had helped us rescue the twins. But Lysara’s expression remained unchanged. If she recognized that I was asking about her mother, she gave no sign.

Instead, she raised her hand to her lips, pressing a kiss against her palm. Then, with a fine movement, she extended her arm and blew the kiss toward me.

“Thank you, Dylan,” she whispered, her voice pure and clear, ringing like crystal in the dreamscape. “For your kindness. For your warmth.”

Before I could respond, before I could ask any of the questions burning in my mind, her form began to fade. The mist swirled around her, obscuring her features until only the impression of her smile remained, and then nothing at all.

* * *

I woke up with a start, the memory of Lysara’s voice still echoing in my mind. The sky above was just beginning to lighten with the first hints of dawn. The fire had burned out completely, leaving only cold ashes in its place. Everyone around me was still asleep, barely visible in the pre-dawn light.

Everyone except Elyndra.

I sat up slowly, careful not to make noise that might disturb the others. Looking around our camp, I spotted her moving among the trees at the edge of our clearing. She appeared to be gathering fruits as she reached up to pluck something from a low-hanging branch.

I rose quietly, stepping carefully around my sleeping family and the twins. As I drew nearer to Elyndra, I took in the sight of her more fully.

She had adorned herself differently this morning. Rather than her dress she usually wore, she had woven together tropical flowers, arranging them to cover her sex and tits like an artwork. Red and orange blooms went well with her golden hair, while white flowers traced patterns across her skin. The arrangement was clearly decorative rather than practical, transforming her body into something that belonged in a painting.

She turned as I approached, a smile lighting her face. “Good morning,” she greeted me.

“Good morning,” I said, taking in her floral attire more fully. “That’s … quite a change from yesterday. It looks really artistic.”

Her smile deepened, pleasure evident in her eyes at the compliment. “Thank you,” she said, running her fingers lightly over one of the flower patterns. “I felt inspired this morning. The island provides such beautiful materials to work with.”

She handed me one of the fruits she’d gathered, a ripe mango, its skin blushing orange and red. “Hungry?” she asked.

I accepted it gratefully, suddenly aware of how empty my stomach felt. “Thanks. I didn’t realize how hungry I was until just now.”

We walked a little further from camp, finding a fallen log that made a convenient place to sit. The forest around us was coming alive with morning sounds, birds calling to each other and the rustle of small creatures in the underbrush.

I sat on the log beside Elyndra, taking a bite of the sweet mango as I studied her flower-adorned body. The question that had been lingering in my mind since yesterday finally found its way to my lips.

“Your vision about Kimberly and Amy,” I said, “how does that work exactly? Do you often have visions like that?”

Elyndra looked at me. She seemed to consider her words carefully before responding. “Dylan,” she said, her voice taking on a slightly different tone, “I should remind you that I am still a goddess, despite my powers waning. My perception of reality differs significantly from yours.”

I nodded, feeling slightly embarrassed for asking what must seem like a simplistic question to her. “I know.”

“But the visions come to me from time to time,” she said, her face relaxing. “Sometimes they arrive as whispers, like ripples across still water. Other times, they crash into me with the force of a tidal wave, as you witnessed yesterday.”

“Can you control when they happen?” I asked, genuinely curious.

She shook her head, a rueful smile playing at her lips. “They are not always predictable. That’s the nature of glimpsing across the fabric of existence. Sometimes the veil thins without warning, and I see what needs to be seen.”

I thought about how violently the vision had affected her physically. “It looked painful,” I said quietly.

“Some visions demand more of me than others,” she admitted. “Especially those involving significant events or people who will shape the future of this world.”

“So Kimberly and Amy will shape our future?” I asked.

“You know they will,” she said. “Don’t forget, my beloved daughter wants you to have more lovers … a bigger family to be precise.”

We sat in silence for a moment as I processed her words. The morning breeze rustled the flowers adorning her body, and I found my eyes drawn to the intricate patterns she’d created.

“I saw something interesting yesterday,” Elyndra said suddenly, her tone shifting to something more playful. “Before my vision overtook me.”

“What was that?” I asked, though something in her expression made me suspect I already knew.

“You and your sisters,” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “By the lake. I must admit, I found it rather … touching.”

Heat rose to my cheeks. I remembered how she’d waved at us. It was the last I’d seen of her till she disappeared. “They have needs as well.”

“I know,” she said. “Though I must say, the relationship between you and your siblings reminds me of what I once had too.”

I knew now why she found it touchy. “Well, I love them,” I said simply. “All of them. What we share is special.”

Elyndra nodded thoughtfully. “Actions speak louder than words. And your actions with them spoke volumes.” A slight smile curved her lips. “I should also confess, watching you together was quite stimulating. In a way I haven’t felt before.”

“You were turned on?”

She laughed. “Beauty and passion can be arousing to witness.”

“You’re right,” I said.

There was a little silence as we kept eating.

“I was worried about you when you disappeared,” I said, changing the subject slightly. “We all were.”

Her expression sobered immediately. “I’m sorry about that. The vision was exceptionally powerful. I didn’t mean to cause concern.”

“You couldn’t help it,” I assured her. “We’re just glad you’re okay.”

Our conversation was interrupted by sounds of movement from the camp. Looking back, I saw that the others were beginning to stir. Natalia was already up, putting on her loincloth and chestwrap. Sabrina and Hailey were stretching, their blonde hair tangled from sleep. Luna and Teodora were helping each other with their primitive garments as well. The twins, Kimberly and Amy, were sitting up slowly, looking around with clearer eyes than the previous night. Natalia gave them their clothes from yesterday, letting them know that they’d dried, and they put them on, thanking her.

“We should join them,” I said, standing and offering my hand to Elyndra.

She accepted it, rising to her feet.

We walked back to camp together. As we got closer, I noticed the remarkable improvement in the twins’ appearance. Though still thin, their faces had lost the hollow, desperate look of the previous night.

I could see their dark hair a bit better, looking slightly thicker. They were slim and of average height, both their oval-shaped faces were cute looking with a button nose, small, rounded, slightly upturned tip. Their lips had healed slightly, formed into a heart. Their breasts looked similar to Sabrina’s, perky C cups, but they looked slightly more pronounced since they were a bit slimmer.

“Good morning,” Natalia greeted us warmly. “I’ve started breakfast. The fish from yesterday is still good.”

“That sounds great,” I told my mom before turning to the twins. “How are you feeling?”

“Better,” Kimberly answered, her voice stronger than before. “Much better, actually.”

Amy nodded in agreement, though she remained quieter than her sister. “Thank you,” she said. “For the warmth last night. It helped a lot.”

“You’re welcome,” I replied with a smile. “I’m glad it helped.”

I helped Natalia out with the fire, and we all gathered around it as Natalia distributed food. The twins ate with more restraint than yesterday, though their hunger was still evident in the way they enjoyed each bite.

As we ate, I could sense their growing curiosity about their surroundings. Kimberly’s eyes kept scanning the jungle edge, the primitive shelters and our simple clothing. Eventually, she could no longer contain her questions.

“So,” she began, “where exactly are we? And who are you people, really?”

I exchanged glances with Natalia and Elyndra, silently asking who should explain. When they both nodded to me, I took a deep breath.

“This might be hard to believe,” I started, setting down my food. “But we’re on an uncharted island in a parallel world.”

Kimberly blinked. “A what now?”

“A parallel world,” I repeated. “I know it sounds crazy, but it’s true.”

Kimberly laughed nervously, looking at her sister. “Like an alternate dimension? You’re joking, right?”

Amy remained silent, her eyes narrowing as she studied our faces one by one.

“I’m afraid not,” Natalia said gently. “We were on a yacht too, just like you were. There was a storm, and then… we ended up here.”

“It’s been weeks,” Hailey added. “Maybe months? It’s hard to keep track of time here.”

The twins exchanged glances, their expressions shifting from amusement to confusion to the first hints of belief. “That’s… that’s impossible,” Kimberly stammered, though her voice lacked conviction.

“Is it?” Elyndra asked. “I am not human. I am a goddess, and this island, this Paradise, I created for my daughter, Lysara.”

The twins stared at her, mouths agape. I watched their faces carefully, looking for signs of disbelief or fear. Instead, I saw a strange sort of acceptance beginning to form in their eyes.

“A goddess?” Kimberly repeated. “Like … an actual deity?”

Elyndra nodded. “Yes. Though not the kind from your human religions. My kind is older and more primal.”

“Your hair is really thick and long,” Amy whispered, more to herself than to us. “I thought I was imagining it.”

I was surprised by how quickly they seemed to be accepting this information. Perhaps after everything they’d endured, one more impossible thing wasn’t so hard to believe.

“But how did we get here?” Kimberly asked, looking between us. “If this is some parallel world or whatever, how did our yacht cross over?”

Elyndra sat beside them, arranging her floral garments. “There are places where the barriers between worlds grow thin,” she explained. “Gaps, if you will, where passage becomes possible under certain conditions. The area you humans call the Bermuda Triangle is one such place.”

“The Bermuda Triangle?” Kimberly’s eyes widened. “But that’s just a myth, isn’t it? A story to explain ships and planes disappearing?”

“Those disappearances were real,” Elyndra said. “Many of them found their way here, or to other realms beyond your own. Storms often act as gateways between worlds.”

Kimberly shrugged, her expression surprisingly casual given the weight of what she’d just learned. “It’s not like I miss the other world anyway. Nothing there for us but bad memories.”

“Yeah,” Amy agreed quietly. “Nothing worth going back for.”

The morning sun had fully risen now, bathing our camp in golden light. It was the twins’ first real look at the island in daylight, and I watched their faces as they took it all in.

Kimberly’s demeanor changed as she gazed around. Instead of hunching protectively as she had last night, she sat up straighter, her head turning openly to take in every detail. The fear that had kept her muscles tense was visibly melting away.

Her gaze moved to our shelter, then to the fire pit where breakfast was cooking. “This whole setup is actually nice … really nice.”

“There are amazing beaches and lakes here as well,” Natalia told her, smiling warmly. “Once you’re feeling stronger, we can show you around.”

Kimberly’s face brightened. The relief in her expression was unmistakable, like someone who had been holding their breath underwater and finally reached the surface. Her shoulders relaxed, and her posture loosened as she leaned back slightly on her hands.

“So no crazy landlords here?” she asked with a hint of her old humor returning. “No bills? No cops?”

“Just us,” I confirmed with a smile. “And the occasional jaguar, but they mostly leave us alone.”

Amy remained quieter than her sister, but her eyes were constantly moving. I noticed how she studied our camp, the careful arrangement of tools near the fire, the way our shelters were positioned to catch the breeze but avoid the afternoon sun.

She watched how Sabrina and Hailey moved around each other without speaking. Luna and Teodora were talking to each other like any mother and daughter. Everyone had their role, their place, and the harmony of it seemed to register with Amy.

I caught her studying me when she thought I wasn’t looking. Her eyes traced over my shoulders and chest, lingering on my arms before quickly darting away when our gazes met. A slight blush colored her cheeks, and I pretended not to notice.

Natalia reached for a small wooden bowl filled with sliced fruits. She offered it to them. “More breakfast?” she asked, setting the bowl between them. “You both need to keep your strength up.”

She reached out to adjust the hide wrapped around Amy’s shoulders, which had slipped down on one side. The motion was automatic, maternal, the same way she’d fix Luna’s hair or straighten Hailey’s garments. Amy tensed momentarily at the touch, then relaxed, allowing the small kindness.

“Yes,” Kimberly said, and they reached for the fruits, enjoying them as much as they’d enjoyed the fish.

“Did you sleep okay?” Natalia asked, her tone conversational rather than probing. “Sometimes the first night in a new place can be difficult.”

“Best sleep I’ve had in years,” Kimberly admitted. “Though I think that had something to do with being half-dead from exhaustion.”

Natalia laughed. “Well, hopefully tonight will be just as restful, minus the near-death experience beforehand.”

Hailey approached, settling cross-legged near Kimberly. “Are you still cold?” she asked. “I can get you another hide blanket if you need it.”

“I’m good now, thanks,” Kimberly replied. She seemed surprised by the genuine concern in Hailey’s voice, as if simple kindness was something unfamiliar.

“So,” I said, moving closer to join their circle, “there are some things about this island that might seem strange at first.” I held out my hand, palm up, and concentrated. A small flame appeared, dancing above my skin without burning me.

Their eyes widened in perfect unison. “How are you doing that?” Kimberly gasped.

“It’s one of the abilities Lysara has given me,” I said, letting the flame grow slightly before extinguishing it. “I can generate heat, which you felt last night, and fire. I can also heal injuries.”

“He fixed my arm when I got bitten by some weird insect,” Hailey chimed in. “The whole thing was swollen and turning purple, and Dylan just caressed me and the pain stopped.”

“He healed my sunburn too,” Luna added. “I’m a natural redhead, so I’m sensitive. My skin was bright red. Dylan touched it, and within minutes it was back to normal.”

The twins exchanged glances, clearly trying to process this new information.

“That’s convenient,” Kimberly said finally. “We’ve been outside so much, we’ve gotten pretty used to the sun. But a healing touch would have been nice all those times we got hurt back home.”

“We had to steal antiseptic from the drugstore once,” Amy said quietly, surprising me by volunteering information. “When Kimberly cut her leg on a broken fence.”

I looked at Amy. It was the most she’d voluntarily said since we’d found them. “You had to steal medicine?” I asked, keeping my tone neutral, not wanting to spook her back into silence.

Kimberly nodded, placing a protective hand on her sister’s knee. “We didn’t have insurance, and the urgent care wanted three hundred dollars just to look at it. So yeah, we improvised.”

“You won’t need to worry about that here,” Natalia said gently. “We take care of each other.”

Kimberly watched with fascination, leaning forward slightly. “That’s cool,” she said, and I noticed her gaze lingering on my arms and chest before quickly returning to my face. “So you can just… heal people? And make fire whenever you want?”

I nodded. “Yup, pretty much.”

“We’ve been outside so much back home that we don’t really get sunburned,” Kimberly mentioned, gesturing to her and Amy’s tanned skin. “But I have to say, healing powers would have come in handy plenty of times.”

“Like when you twisted your ankle jumping off that fire escape,” Amy added quietly.

The sisters sat close together, their shoulders touching, but I noticed they weren’t clinging to each other as desperately as they had the night before. Their posture was more relaxed, though still wary.

“So what’s your story?” Kimberly asked, her eyes meeting mine with genuine curiosity. “Before you ended up on paradise island, I mean.”

“We were on a yacht trip, photographing my model sister, Sabrina,” I said, “when a storm hit. Next thing we knew, we washed up here.”

“So she’s your sister?” Kimberly asked.

“Yeah, she is, and so is Hailey,” I said, pointing at Sabrina and Hailey, and my mom. We’re pretty close.”

“I can see that,” she said. There was curiosity in her eyes.

Sabrina settled herself next to Hailey, offering the twins some water in coconut shells. “Are you feeling any better today?” she asked. “Those first few days here were rough for all of us.”

Kimberly accepted the coconut water gratefully. “Much better, thanks. It’s amazing what a good night’s sleep can do.”

“And food,” Amy added, her voice gaining a hint of strength. “Real food.”

They still maintained physical contact, a hand on an arm, shoulders touching, but there was a new ease to their interactions. Kimberly spoke more freely, answering questions without hesitation, while Amy, though still reserved, no longer withdrew completely into herself.

I watched as they gradually integrated into our morning routine. Kimberly helped Luna sort through some fruits, asking questions here and there. Amy observed as Natalia explained how we made tools from materials on the island, and how some were already there like the weapons.

“You’re all so… nice,” Kimberly said suddenly, her voice filled with genuine surprise. “I keep waiting for the catch, you know? People aren’t usually this kind without wanting something in return.”

Kimberly’s gaze lingered on me as she spoke, her eyes tracing the contours of my chest and arms before quickly darting away.

“No catch,” I assured her with a smile. “We’re just trying to survive here together.”

“And you’re good at it,” she said, returning my smile with one of her own. “We aren’t used to kindness exactly.”

“You’ll find plenty of it among us,” I promised her.

“I know.” It transformed her face, bringing warmth to her features that made her even prettier. “Not only are you kind, but you’ve built all this … created a home out of nothing. That’s really impressive.”

Her compliment caught me off guard, and I felt a slight warmth in my cheeks. “Thanks. It’s been a team effort.”

Amy shifted beside her sister, her posture more relaxed than before. “How long have you been here?” she asked, her voice quiet but clear.

“At least weeks,” I answered. “We’ve lost track of time, so we aren’t completely sure.”

Kimberly nodded thoughtfully, then looked around at our group. Her expression grew curious as her gaze settled on Elyndra. “You mentioned someone named Lysara earlier. Your daughter, right? Where is she? I don’t think I’ve seen her around.”

The question hung in the air for a moment. I glanced at Elyndra, who had gone very still, her eyes taking on that faraway look they often did when her daughter was mentioned.

“Lysara is…” Elyndra began, then paused, choosing her words carefully. “She is here, but not here. I had to seal her away, for her own protection and for the world’s.”

The twins exchanged confused glances.

“Seal her away?” Kimberly asked. “What does that mean?”

Elyndra’s expression grew somber, the flowers adorning her body seeming to droop slightly as if responding to her mood. “My daughter’s beauty is beyond description,” she said, her voice taking on a storytelling quality. “Far beyond even my own. It is the kind of beauty that drives men mad with lust, that makes them willing to destroy themselves and others just to possess her.”

She rose and moved closer to the fire. “In our world, there were wars fought over her hand. Kings and emperors sent armies to claim her. Gods and demigods challenged each other to duels for the mere chance to speak with her.”

I watched the twins’ faces as they listened, their expressions shifting from confusion to fascination.

“I feared her beauty would destroy the world,” Elyndra continued. “The fighting grew worse. The bloodshed increased. And Lysara…” her voice broke slightly, “my sweet daughter was suffering, watching what her existence was causing.”

“So you hid her away,” Amy said quietly. It wasn’t a question.

Elyndra nodded. “I did … I created this island as a gift, but I sealed her consciousness within the heart of the island itself.”

“That’s… that’s heartbreaking,” Kimberly said, genuine sympathy in her voice. “You were trying to do the right thing.”

“It was the hardest decision I’ve ever made,” Elyndra admitted. “To separate myself from my own child.”

Kimberly leaned forward, her eyes bright with curiosity. “Can she be woken up? I mean, is there a way to free her without all the bad stuff happening again?”

Elyndra’s gaze shifted to me, and I felt the familiar weight of destiny settling on my shoulders. “Yes,” she said. “She can be awakened, but only by someone worthy. A strong man who she truly loves and who truly loves her in return.”

I felt the twins’ eyes on me, and I knew they were putting the pieces together.

“Dylan has been communicating with Lysara through dreams,” Natalia explained. “They’ve formed a connection.”

Luna moved closer to the twins, settling beside them. “You both seem to be adapting really well,” she said. “When my mom and I first arrived after our plane crash, I was a mess. I cried constantly for the first few days.”

“You were in a plane crash?” Kimberly asked, her expression sympathetic.

Luna nodded. “It was terrifying. But Dylan and his family took us in, helped us adjust.”

“I’m sorry you went through that,” Kimberly said sincerely. Then she shrugged, a hint of old pain crossing her face. “As for us … we never really left anything behind at home. We just wanted to escape, and I guess we succeeded.”

“Escape?” Luna asked gently.

Kimberly exchanged a look with her sister before answering. “Yeah. As you probably know by now, life wasn’t great for us back there. People can be cruel when you don’t have money or parents around.”

Luna looked sympathetic to the point she could cry. “I’m really sorry you both were treated that way. That’s awful.” She reached out and lightly touched Kimberly’s hand. “I’d love to be your friend. If you want that, I mean.”

Kimberly seemed momentarily surprised by the offer, then her face brightened. “That’s sweet of you. Thanks … neither of us had many friends growing up.”

They talked for a little while, getting to know each other, but it didn’t take long before Kimberly’s gaze drifted back to me. She tilted her head, curious. “So, Dylan, are you the only man here?”

“Yes,” I answered simply.

Her eyes narrowed slightly, a hint of mischief appearing in them. “And are you with Luna, Teodora, and Elyndra? Since you grew up with Natalia, Sabrina, and Hailey.”

The directness of her question caught me off guard, but I found myself smiling. “I love them all,” I said honestly. “Including my family.”

Kimberly’s eyes widened. “Really?” There was no judgment in her voice, only surprise and a hint of fascination.

“Yes,” I said, meeting her gaze steadily.

She considered this for a moment, then nodded. “That’s sweet. I hope they don’t fight over you or anything.”

I chuckled. “There’s been some drama here and there,” I admitted. “But they always become friends in the end. We’re a family now, all of us.”

As we talked, I noticed that Amy had grown unusually quiet. She was sitting very still, her face flushed, and small beads of sweat had formed on her forehead.

“Amy, are you okay?” I asked, concerned. “You seem to be sweating a little.”

She startled slightly at being addressed directly, then nodded. “I’m fine,” she said quickly. “Just a little hot.” She glanced at her sister, then back to me. “I was wondering … do you think we could maybe see if the yacht is still there? Where we washed up, I mean.”

“Why not? It would be good for you both to get your bearings anyway.”

“I think that’s a great idea,” Natalia said. “The beach is beautiful this time of day.”

As everyone began preparing for the beach, I noticed Kimberly watching me again. This time she didn’t look away when our eyes met. Instead, she smiled, a genuine one that reached her eyes.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “For everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I replied, returning her smile. “I’m glad we found you.”

The morning sun had fully risen now, bathing the clearing in golden light as we gathered our things for the short journey. The twins stood close together, but their posture had changed since the previous night. The desperate clinging had been replaced by a more relaxed closeness, their shoulders touching companionably rather than defensively.

Elyndra let Kimberly and Amy ride on top of her horse. They were a bit nervous but enjoyed it enough that they laughed now and then. I rode with Natalia as usual, and she held onto me tightly.

When we emerged from the tree line onto the wide crescent beach, we all dismounted and stopped for a moment to take in the sight.

There, bobbing gently in the protected waters of the cove, was the yacht. Fancy and white against the turquoise water. Sunlight glinted off its chrome fixtures and glass windows, making it seem almost unreal, like a mirage that might vanish if we looked away.

“Nice, it’s still there,” Kimberly said, her eyes wide. A smile spread across her face. “We can still get our stuff back.”

Sighing in relief, Amy stared at the vessel, but then she wiped sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand.

“Are you okay?” I asked her quietly.

She nodded quickly without saying anything.

We made our way down to the water’s edge. Coconut palms swayed at the jungle’s edge, and small crabs scuttled away as we approached.

“It looks so weird,” Kimberly said, gesturing toward the yacht. “Like, this super fancy boat just sitting there in the middle of all this nature.”

“How did you run away with it?”

Kimberly turned to me with a mischievous grin. “It was just sitting there at this marina, keys in the ignition. We figured the owner was rich enough to have insurance.”

“We were desperate,” Amy added. Her fidgeting had increased, and she kept glancing at the boat with a mix of longing and anxiety.

Kimberly noticed her sister’s discomfort and her face relaxed. “Hey, what’s wrong? We’re safe now.”

Amy hesitated, then spoke so quietly I almost missed it. “My bear is still in there. I know it’s stupid, but… it’s the only thing I have from when we were little.”

“It’s not stupid at all.” She wrapped an arm around her sister’s shoulders. “Of course we’ll get your bear. And don’t forget, the album is there too. And those decent clothes we found in that donation bin.”

I looked out at the yacht. “The boat seems stable enough now, but I should go with you two to make sure it’s safe.”

“The rowing boat is still there,” Elyndra pointed out.

“Perfect,” I said, already moving to retrieve it.

“We’ll stay here,” Natalia said, looking at the others. “We can gather some fruits, maybe swim a bit.”

I dragged the small rowboat to the water’s edge. Kimberly and Amy followed me. “Wow,” Kimberly said. “You look really strong.”

“It’s because I am … Ready?” I asked as I steadied the boat.

They nodded, and I helped them climb in before pushing off and jumping in myself. I settled onto the middle bench and took up the oars, while Kimberly sat facing me on the forward bench. Amy perched beside her sister, hugging her knees to her chest.

As I began to row, Kimberly chatted lightly, her mood visibly lifting as we moved toward the yacht. “I’m pretty sure there’s a first aid kit somewhere. Oh, and some clothes that aren’t falling apart.” She glanced at her current outfit and laughed. “Though I have to say, your family’s fashion sense is growing on me. Very primal chic.”

I smiled, appreciating her attempt at humor. “It’s all the rage on deserted islands.”

“I bet,” she replied, then her expression grew more serious. “Honestly, though, there’s this photo album I really want to get. It’s got all our childhood pictures in it. I managed to grab it before we left our last place.”

I noticed Amy growing quieter beside her, occasionally wiping sweat from her forehead despite the cool breeze coming off the water.

“You okay?” Kimberly asked.

“Yeah,” Amy answered softly. “Just thinking about the starving day.”

Kimberly’s face relaxed with understanding. “That was tough, wasn’t it? But we got through it.” She flexed her arm, showing off what little muscle she had. “We’re strong girls, remember? We survived.”

The gesture made Amy laugh.

When we reached the yacht, I tied our small boat to the ladder hanging off the stern. The yacht rocked gently with the waves, and I climbed up first, testing each rung to ensure it was secure.

“I’ll go first,” I said, extending my hand back down once I’d reached the deck. “Let me help you up.”

Kimberly came next, her hand warm in mine as I pulled her aboard. Amy followed. The deck was a mess, cushions from the seating area were scattered about, some fishing equipment had come loose, and there were empty food containers blown into corners. Despite the disarray, the vessel’s structure seemed sound. Last time I was here, all I remembered were two frail girls sitting huddled up. It was a wretched sight, but they looked so much better now.

“Watch your step,” I said, staying close to the twins. The yacht swayed beneath us, and I placed a steadying hand on Amy’s shoulder when she wobbled slightly.

“This way,” Kimberly said, leading us toward a narrow staircase. “Our stuff is down below.”

We descended into a small cabin that clearly served as their living quarters during their drift. The space was compact with bunk beds and storage compartments tucked beneath them. The air was heavy with the scent of salt and the lingering presence of fear and desperation that had filled this space during their ordeal.

“There’s also a master bedroom,” Kimberly explained. “But we preferred bunk beds … we aren’t really used to luxury.”

Kimberly immediately went to work, pulling open drawers and rummaging through their contents.

“We actually have some decent clothes in here,” she said excitedly, holding up a t-shirt that looked relatively new. She continued searching until she let out a triumphant sound. “And look!”

She held up a small photo album with a worn cover, its edges frayed from handling. The way she cradled it told me it was precious, maybe one of the few tangible connections to their past.

Kimberly turned to me, her eyes bright with an emotion I hadn’t seen before. “Do you want to see what we looked like as kids? We weren’t always this messed up.”

“Sure, I’d love to,” I said, smiling as I sat beside her on the edge of the lower bunk.

She inched closer until our shoulders touched. The contact was brief but intimate. She opened the album carefully, as if handling something sacred.

“This was our sixth birthday,” she said, pointing to a photo of two gap-toothed little girls with matching party hats. “Mom actually remembered that year and got us a cake.”

She turned the page to reveal Halloween costumes, the twins dressed as superheroes, their capes made from what looked like old bedsheets.

“We made these ourselves,” she said, a note of pride in her voice. “Sis was really good at sewing, even back then.”

As she continued through the album, I noticed her voice changing, becoming more reflective. There was a photo of a rare beach day, their mother visible in the background, actually smiling. “That was a good day,” Kimberly murmured. “One of the last good ones before her addiction got really bad.”

“So she was on drugs when she raised you?” I asked, slightly concerned.

Kimberly nodded. “From what we know.”

I felt her relaxing against me as she talked, even if it was slightly dark. I was caught up in her stories, in her laughter when she showed me embarrassing photos, in the warmth of her arm pressed against mine, and in the way her hair fell across her face when she leaned in to show me a picture of them as toddlers in matching dresses.

“We were cute, right?” she asked.

“Adorable,” I confirmed, genuinely charmed by these glimpses into their past. I admired her for her positivity. I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to talk like that about a dark past.

Amy had been quietly going through another drawer, occasionally glancing over at us. She’d found her stuffed bear, a worn teddy with one ear slightly frayed, and was holding it close to her chest.

Kimberly was in the middle of telling me about a school play photo, the twins dressed as trees with construction paper leaves, when Amy suddenly stood up from the opposite bunk.

“I’m just going to the bathroom real quick,” she said quietly.

“You okay?” Kimberly asked, concern crossing her features.

“Yeah, fine,” Amy nodded, clutching her bear tighter. “Just need a minute.”

She slipped past us and up the stairs before either of us could say anything more. I watched her go, noting the tension in her movements and wondering if she was feeling seasick from the yacht’s gentle rocking.

“She gets like that sometimes,” Kimberly said, drawing my attention back to her. “Needs space. We’ve been stuck together so long, it can get overwhelming.”

I nodded, understanding. “It must have been hard, just the two of you against the world.”

“Yeah,” she admitted, her finger tracing the edge of a photo. “But we had each other. That’s more than a lot of people have.”

She turned another page in the album, showing me a picture of the twins at perhaps thirteen or fourteen, standing in front of what looked like an apartment building.

“This was our first place after we left the group home,” she explained. “Total dump, but it was ours, you know? We scraped together enough for the deposit by working at this sketchy car wash. The owner paid us under the table.”

I studied the photo, noting how young they looked to be on their own. “How old were you?”

“Fifteen,” she admitted. “We got emancipated. It wasn’t hard, our mom didn’t even show up to contest it.”

The matter-of-fact way she described their situation broke my heart a little, but I didn’t let it show on my face. Instead, I nodded, letting her know I was listening as she continued to share their story through photographs.

Kimberly kept turning pages, and I let myself get pulled back into her stories. There were images of them at various odd jobs, waiting tables, cleaning motel rooms and even painting houses. In each photo, they stood close together, shoulders touching, facing the world as a unit.

“This was when we tried to go back to school,” Kimberly said, pointing to a photo of them in front of a brick building. “It lasted about three weeks before we had to choose between paying rent and buying textbooks plus getting bullied.”

I listened, fascinated by these glimpses into their lives, struck by how much they’d endured and how strong they’d had to be.

The bathroom door opened, and Amy came back out. Sighing in relief, she looked calmer. Her shoulders weren’t as tense, and the flush in her cheeks had evened out. She sat back down, still hugging the bear, and watched us quietly.

Kimberly patted her back. “You okay now?”

Amy nodded, giving a smile. “Yeah, just needed a minute.”

Kimberly gently closed the album. “That’s all we have,” she said. “Not much to show for eighteen years, is it?”

“It’s enough,” I said. “It shows who you are and where you came from. That’s what matters.”

She smiled at that, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “Thanks. You’re pretty good at saying the right thing?”

“I try,” I said with a shrug. “So, should we grab anything else while we’re here?”

Kimberly nodded, standing up and stretching. “Definitely. There’s some stuff that might be useful.”

We moved around the cabin, collecting practical items. Kimberly found clean clothes, a few t-shirts, shorts, and underwear that had been stashed in one of the cabinets. I discovered a hairbrush and some basic toiletries in the bathroom. Amy quietly gathered a few personal items, including a small notebook and a pen, which she added to a canvas bag along with her bear.

“I think that’s everything important,” Kimberly said after we’d made a thorough search of the cabin.

“Ready to head back?” I asked, looking between them.

They nodded, and we made our way back up to the deck. I helped them back into the rowboat, steadying each as they climbed down the ladder. Amy moved more easily now, her earlier discomfort seemingly forgotten.

As I rowed us back to shore, Kimberly chatted about showing the album to everyone else. “Luna will probably get a kick out of our awful hairstyles,” she said with a laugh. “And your mom seems like she’d appreciate seeing us as kids.”

Amy sat quietly, a faint, dreamy smile on her face as she watched the water ripple past us. The sunlight danced on the waves, and the gentle motion of the boat seemed to lull her into a peaceful state.

“It’s beautiful here,” she said suddenly, her voice soft but clear. “The water, the sky … everything.”

I glanced at her, surprised by the unprompted observation. “It is,” I agreed. “The island has its dangers, but there’s something magical about it too.”

“I can feel it,” she murmured, trailing her fingers in the water beside the boat.

When we reached the shore, the rest of the group greeted us warmly. They’d been busy while we were gone, a small pile of coconuts and papaya sat near them, and Luna and Teodora were wringing out their wet hair, having clearly enjoyed a swim.

Natalia moved toward us first, her smile welcoming. “What did you find?” she asked, helping Kimberly out of the boat.

Kimberly proudly held up the album. “Our history,” she said with a grin. “And some clothes that don’t look like they’ve been through a hurricane.”

“And my bear,” Amy added, her voice stronger than it had been earlier.

“That’s wonderful,” Natalia said, genuinely pleased. “I’m glad you were able to retrieve your belongings.”

As we joined the others around the fire, I noticed how naturally the twins seemed to integrate with our group. Kimberly immediately sat beside Luna, opening the album to share stories about their childhood. Amy settled nearby, still quieter but visibly more comfortable than she’d been that morning.

I cracked some coconuts and offered some to the twins, who accepted them gratefully. Elyndra also kept them company, and I watched as she studied them, her goddess’s eyes seeing perhaps more than the rest of us could.

“You both seem more at ease,” she observed. “The island welcomes you.”

“It feels comfy being here,” Kimberly admitted, looking around at the beach and jungle beyond. “Which is weird, considering we nearly died getting here.”

“Sometimes the most difficult journeys lead us exactly where we need to be,” Elyndra said, her gaze shifting briefly to me before returning to the twins.

Kimberly leaned back on her elbows, letting the sun warm her face. “This is the most relaxed I’ve felt in… well, maybe ever.”

Luna, who had been flipping through the photo album, looked up with a smile. “So what did you guys do for fun back home? You know, when you weren’t…” she trailed off, seemingly unsure how to phrase it.

“When we weren’t struggling to survive?” Kimberly finished with a dry laugh. “Not much, honestly.”

Amy nodded, hugging her bear closer. “Survival was pretty much our hobby.”

“Though we did have dreams about things we wanted to do.” Kimberly’s gaze drifted to where Elyndra’s horse grazed nearby. “Like riding horses. We always thought that would be cool.”

“Really?” Luna asked, clearly interested.

Kimberly nodded enthusiastically. “Oh yeah. There was this stable near one of our foster homes when we were kids. We’d watch the rich girls taking lessons, looking all confident up there.” She glanced at Elyndra. “That’s why it was so awesome riding on yours. First time I’ve ever been on a horse.”

Amy’s face brightened. “It felt like flying.”

Luna exchanged a quick look with her mother. “You know, my mom ran a riding school back home.”

“No way,” Kimberly said, sitting up straight.

Teodora smiled warmly. “I did. I taught everyone from beginners to competitive riders.”

“She’s amazing with horses,” Luna added proudly. “And there are more horses in the clearing where we camp. Wild ones that have become friendly with us.”

Kimberly’s eyes widened. “Are you serious? There are more horses?”

Teodora nodded. “Several. And they’re quite gentle now that they’ve gotten used to us … I’d be happy to teach you both to ride, if you’d like.”

“Really?” Amy asked, as if it were too good to be true.

“Of course,” Teodora said with a hand over her heart. “It would be my pleasure.”

“We’d love that,” Kimberly said, excitement making her voice rise. “Wouldn’t we, sis?”

Amy nodded, a genuine smile spreading across her face. “Yes. We really would.”

“Then it’s settled,” Natalia said, standing up and brushing sand from her legs.

Everyone began gathering their things. The twins carefully packed their belongings, and Luna helped them, chatting easily about horses and riding techniques.

Yet again, Elyndra helped the girls on top of her stallion, and they were giggling and having fun as she helped them ride. Natalia rode with me, her hands wrapped around me. “The twins seem to be adjusting well,” she said quietly, close enough that her arm brushed against mine.

“They do,” I said. “It’s amazing how quickly they’ve opened up.”

Natalia’s hand found mine, her fingers intertwining with my own. “You were wonderful with them on the yacht. So patient and kind.” Her voice dropped lower, taking on a husky quality I recognized immediately. “It was very … attractive to watch.”

I glanced at her, noting the flush spreading across her cheeks. “Was it now?”

“Hmmm,” she confirmed, pressing her boobs closer to my back. “Very much so. I’ve been thinking about you all morning.”

The familiar heat of lust spread through me as I recognized what she was saying. “Have you now?”

“I have,” she murmured, her lips brushing my ear. “I’m actually quite needy at the moment.”

I squeezed her hand, letting her know I understood. “I’ll take care of you when we reach the clearing,” I promised, my voice low.

She bit her lip. “I’m counting on it.”

We reached the clearing a short time later, and we all dismounted. Teodora immediately took charge, calling to the wild horses that had become part of our extended family here. They approached cautiously at first, then with more confidence when they recognized us.

“They’re beautiful,” Kimberly said, watching as a dappled gray mare trotted toward Teodora.

“I call her Mist,” Teodora said, stroking the mare’s neck. “She’s very gentle, perfect for beginners.”

Luna led over a smaller chestnut horse. “And this is Amber. She’s a little more spirited, but still very sweet.”

The twins watched in awe as Teodora demonstrated how to approach the horses, how to speak to them soothingly and earn their trust. Amy, to everyone’s surprise, seemed to have a natural affinity for the animals. The normally shy girl stepped forward confidently when Teodora encouraged her, extending her hand to Mist with perfect calm.

“You’re doing well,” Teodora praised. “Let her get used to your scent.”

Mist nuzzled Amy’s palm, and the girl’s face lit up with pure joy. It transformed her completely, making her look younger and more carefree than I’d seen her yet.

While Teodora began teaching the basics of mounting and proper posture, Natalia caught my eye and tilted her head toward the far side of the clearing. I nodded subtly, and we both made our way in that direction.

Once we were partially hidden by the dense foliage at the edge of the clearing, Natalia turned to me. Without a word, she pulled aside the thin chestwrap covering her breasts, exposing them to my gaze.

“I’ve been fantasizing about your hands on me all morning,” she whispered, taking my hands and placing them on her bare skin.

I cupped her breasts, feeling their weight and warmth. They were bell-shaped with a natural cleavage, pairing perfectly with her dark blonde hair. I squeezed them more than once, and I felt relieved as I sank my fingers into them. “You’re so sexy,” I murmured, bending to take lick the bottom of her tit all the way to her peachy nipple, which I sucked hard on.

She gasped, holding onto my neck as I kept licking her boobs. “I’m so wet,” she said.

I kissed and sucked at her breast while my hand slid down her body, pushing aside her loincloth to find her wet and ready. She moaned as my fingers explored her, her hips moving against my hand.

Through my fertility powers, I could sense the depth of her arousal, the pulsing need that had been building in her all morning. In addition to physical desire, there was a complex mix of emotions triggered by seeing me care for others, by watching our family expand to include the twins.

“I love how much you want me,” I whispered against her skin as I moved to her other breast, squeezing and groping her tit.

“Always,” she said, one hand sliding down to stroke me through my loincloth. Her touch was loving and smooth, her fingers wrapping around my hardening length, circling the head.

She lightly tugged at me, signalling she wanted to get fucked. I kissed her boobs goodbye for now, and she lay back on the grass, her golden hair spreading around her head, her skin glowing in the filtered light.

“Finally,” she said as she reached for me, tugging me so I fell beside her. “Whoopsie … you aren’t hurt, right?”

“No, I’m fine,” I said, finding it cute that her maternal voice slipped in such a heated moment.

I settled beside her, kissing her deeply as my hands explored her tall curvy body, one that had given birth to a beautiful model, a cute girl and a strong man. The loincloth fell away easily, revealing her completely to me. As I trailed kisses down her neck and between her breasts, I noticed how her body had changed during our time on the island. Her skin had taken on a golden tan, and the hair between her legs had grown into a blonde, natural triangle.

“You’re so sexy like this,” I murmured, running my fingers through the curls. “So natural and wild.”

She smiled, a hint of shyness crossing her face. “It’s different from back home, isn’t it?”

“I love it,” I told her truthfully, moving down her body. “It’s real. Like you.”

I positioned myself between her thighs, breathing in her scent as I kissed along the inside of her leg. When my mouth finally found her center, she moaned, holding onto my head. I took my time, enjoying the taste of her, using my tongue to explore every fold, curve and bead of honey.

Her natural state aroused me even more. There was something primal and honest about it, something that reminded me of how far we’d come from our old lives, how much more authentic we were here.

“Dylan,” she moaned, her hips rising to meet my mouth. “That feels so good.”

I worked my tongue against her most sensitive spot, feeling her thighs tense on either side of my head. The sounds she made drove my cock rock hard, soft whimpers and gasps that grew deeper as I continued to taste her. Her pleasure was my pleasure, her need feeding my own.

When her breathing became ragged and she pulled my head closer against her sex, I slid two fingers inside her while continuing to use my mouth and tongue. She moaned, her back arching off the grass as she climbed toward release.

“Yes, right there, honey,” she said. “You’re making your mommy feel so good.”

I licked her in long, slow strokes while I kept fingering her, feeling her inner muscles clench around my fingers as she crested. Her entire body shuddered, her hands tightening in my hair as she called out my name.

As she came down from her high, I kissed my way back up her body, but before I could settle beside her, she pushed against my chest.

“My turn,” she said. Even if she’d climaxed, she looked equally as horny. “I want to suck you too.”

She guided me onto my back, and I lay there watching as she removed my loincloth, her fingers trailing over my skin with reverent touches. When she took me in her hand, I groaned, already achingly hard from pleasuring her.

“I love seeing how much you want me,” she whispered, lowering her head.

She started slowly, her tongue licking patterns along my length before taking me deeper. She knew exactly how to please me, varying between deep, wet strokes and gentle teasing with her tongue.

“God, I love that,” I said, watching as she plunged me into her mouth.

She hummed in satisfaction, her lips stretching like rubber bands as she slid past the thickest part of my girth. Her technique was so sensual and sexy. Sometimes she would use just her tongue, swirling it around the tip, other times she would take me as deep as she could, her hand working in tandem with her mouth as she gagged lightly.

When I felt myself getting too close, I gently pulled her away. “Come here,” I said, guiding her up my body. “I want to finish inside your sex.”

She straddled me, her eyes locked with mine as she rubbed my cock along her wet slit. Then she found the hole and slowly sank down. We both gasped as our bodies joined, the sensation overwhelming after the buildup of anticipation.

“I love you,” she whispered, beginning to move.

“I love you too,” I replied, my hands finding her hips to guide her fucking.

We moved together in perfect harmony, our bodies knowing each other so well. The dappled sunlight played across her skin as she rode me, her head thrown back in pleasure, her bell-shaped breasts swaying with each movement. I was captivated by the sight of her, so free, mature and uninhibited, so completely herself.

I sat up, needing to be closer to her, wrapping my arms around her as she continued to move. This change of position drew a deep moan from her, and she clung to me, our foreheads pressed together as we breathed the same air.

“You feel so good,” I told her, one hand tangling in her hair. “So perfect.” It was no exaggeration. Her pussy felt like it was made for me, so wet and comfy.

She rocked her hips quicker, and I knew she was close again. I slid a hand between us, finding her pearly clit, and was rewarded with her cry of pleasure. She tightened around me as she came, her nails digging into my shoulders, her body trembling against mine.

The intensity of her release made me come, and I held her tightly as I spilled inside her, the sensation almost overwhelming in its intensity. We stayed locked together as the waves of pleasure washed over us, our hearts pounding against each other, our skin slick with sweat.

Eventually we both came down from our shared climax, breathing heavily against each other. Natalia rested her forehead against mine, her eyes half-closed with satisfaction, a lazy smile playing on her lips. I held her close, enjoying the warmth of her body against mine, the gentle rise and fall of her boobs that were slick with sweat and my saliva.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, placing a kiss on my lips.

“It always is with you,” I said, stroking her back gently.

We stayed like that for a moment longer before reluctantly separating. I helped her stand, and we both looked toward the main clearing where Teodora was still teaching the twins to ride.

“We should join them,” Natalia said, adjusting her chestwrap back into place. “They look like they’re having fun.”

I nodded, tying my loincloth securely. “Let’s go.”

As we walked back, Natalia paused, glancing down at herself with a slightly self-conscious expression. “Does it bother you?” she asked quietly. “My … bush? It’s gotten so natural since we’ve been here.”

I smiled, pulling her close for another quick kiss. “It’s sexy,” I told her honestly. “Primal and natural. I love it.” I shrugged. “Besides, it’s not like we have many grooming options here anyway.”

She laughed, her confidence restored. “True enough.”

We rejoined the others just as Kimberly completed a full circle around the clearing on Amber’s back, her face alight with pride and joy. Teodora walked beside her, offering guidance, while Luna cheered encouragingly.

Amy sat atop Mist, her back straight, hands correctly positioned on the mane just as Teodora had shown her.

“They’re talented,” Teodora told us as we approached. “Especially Amy. She has excellent balance.”

“You’re doing great,” I said, clapping my hands together.

Amy turned at the sound of my voice, a smile breaking across her face. She waved enthusiastically in my direction, and that’s when it happened. Her shift in position unbalanced her slightly, and Mist, sensing the change, moved sideways. Amy’s eyes widened in surprise as she began to slip.

“Oh!” she shrieked, tumbling sideways off the horse.

I reacted instinctively, rushing forward and catching her before she hit the ground. She landed in my arms with a soft “oomph,” her body warm against mine, her arms automatically wrapping around my neck.

“I’ve got you,” I assured her, holding her securely.

She clung to me like a child with a teddy bear, her face pressed against my chest, fingers digging slightly into my shoulders. For a moment, she seemed unwilling to let go, her body trembling slightly.

“That was a great catch,” she murmured against my skin, her voice muffled.

“And that was great riding until the wave,” I said, gently setting her back on her feet. “You were doing really well up there.”

Though I’d set her down, she kept her hands on my arms, seemingly reluctant to break contact completely. Her hazel eyes met mine briefly before darting away, a blush coloring her cheeks.

“Thanks,” she whispered, finally stepping back.

“You want to try again?” I asked, gesturing toward Mist, who was standing patiently nearby.

She nodded, her determination returning. “Yes, I do.”

I turned to Teodora, who had come to check on Amy. “How are they doing overall?”

Teodora smiled warmly. “They’re learning quickly. Kimberly has natural confidence, and Amy has excellent technical form. They’re both picking it up faster than most students I’ve taught.” Her voice softened with genuine pleasure. “And they’re clearly enjoying themselves, which is the most important thing.”

“I won’t disturb further then,” I said and wished the girls good luck.

I glanced back at Natalia, who had settled on a fallen log to watch the riding lesson. She patted the space beside her, and I joined her, our shoulders touching.

“They’ve had such a tough life,” she said quietly, her eyes following the twins as they continued their lesson. “The things they’ve been through…” She shook her head, blinking rapidly. “I was almost in tears, Dylan. Children shouldn’t have to be that strong.”

I nodded, watching as Kimberly laughed at something Luna said. “No, they shouldn’t.”

“But they are strong,” Natalia said. “Remarkably so. To survive what they did, to stay together through everything…”

“I know,” I agreed, feeling protective as I watched them. “I’ll do anything to keep them safe here. They deserve that after everything they’ve been through.”

Natalia’s hand found mine, her fingers intertwining with my own. “Keep them loved as well,” she reminded me gently. “Safety without love isn’t enough. They need both.”

I squeezed her hand. “They’ll have both,” I promised. “From all of us.”

We sat together in silence, watching as the twins continued their lesson. Teodora was showing Amy how to direct Mist with gentle pressure from her knees rather than pulling on the mane. Kimberly was attempting a slightly faster trot with Luna walking alongside her.

Their laughter drifted across the clearing, the sound of it pure. It struck me how different they looked from the frightened, desperate girls we’d found on the yacht just a day ago. Here, surrounded by acceptance and care, they were beginning to unfold like flowers turning toward the sun.

The afternoon sun cast long shadows across the clearing as the riding lesson came to an end. Teodora helped Amy dismount from Mist one last time, praising her progress.

“You’ve both done remarkably well for your first lesson,” Teodora said. “You’re naturals.”

Kimberly slid off Amber’s back with confidence, her cheeks flushed with excitement. “That was amazing! I felt so free up there, like I could go anywhere.” She patted the horse’s neck affectionately. “Thanks for putting up with me, girl.”

Amy remained beside Mist, her fingers gently stroking the mare’s mane.

We gathered in the center of the clearing, the energy high despite hours of activity. Luna and Hailey flopped dramatically onto the grass, while Natalia started organizing the fruits we’d gathered earlier.

“I’m starving,” Sabrina said, clutching her stomach with theatrical flair. “All that cheering made me work up an appetite.”

Hailey nodded vigorously, pressing a hand to her own belly. “Me too. I don’t think fruit is going to cut it tonight.” She turned toward me, her eyes wide and pleading. “Please, Dylan? Can you hunt us some real meat?”

The twins’ attention immediately shifted at the mention of meat. Kimberly’s face lit up with enthusiasm.

“Meat sounds luxurious,” she said, her voice almost reverent. I noticed Amy nodding quietly beside her, a hopeful look in her eyes.

I considered our options, thinking about Elyndra’s brother’s hunting ground.

“We could head to a hunting ground we’d been at earlier,” I suggested. “There are bison herds there, plenty of big game, enough for a real feast.”

At the mention of the hunting ground, Elyndra froze. I watched as a complex wave of emotion crossed her face, nostalgia, sadness, and even a flash of pain.

“My brother’s hunting ground?” she asked me.

“Yes,” I said.

“I haven’t been there in a while,” she said quietly, her voice trailing off. “Since everything changed.”

Natalia stepped forward, placing a hand on Elyndra’s arm. “Are you sure you want to go back?” she asked, her voice tender with understanding. “We could find another place.”

Elyndra took a deep breath. “No, I’ll go,” she said. “I can’t hide from this island.”

“Then we’ll go together,” I said, nodding respectfully to her.

We gathered our stuff. “Same pairs as before?” Natalia asked, coming to stand beside me.

I nodded, helping her mount behind me. Her arms wrapped around my waist, her body pressed close against mine. The familiar weight and warmth of her triggered memories of our earlier intimacy, and I felt her lips brush briefly against my shoulder, as if she wanted more.

Elyndra mounted her golden stallion, the animal responding to her slightest touch. Luna helped Kimberly onto Amber, while Teodora assisted Amy with Mist. Hailey and Sabrina shared a horse.

“Follow me,” Elyndra said, nudging her stallion forward. “The path is still clear in my memory.”

We set off in single file, Elyndra leading with Natalia and me right behind her. The trail wound through the jungle first, dense foliage occasionally brushing against our legs as the horses navigated the familiar path. Birds called overhead, their songs mingling with the steady sound of hoofbeats.

As we rode, Natalia’s arms tightened around my waist, her cheek resting against my back. “This is nice,” she murmured, just loud enough for me to hear.

I covered one of her hands with mine, giving it a gentle squeeze. “It is,” I agreed.

Suddenly, we rode along a stream, which continued to widen until it became a proper river, flowing steadily through the increasingly open terrain. The jungle was giving way to something else entirely. We pushed through a final wall of vegetation and suddenly found ourselves staring at an open plain.

“Wow,” Kimberly said. “This is huge.”

Before us stretched a vast plain; the river we’d been following cut it neatly in half. Tall grass swayed in the gentle breeze, creating waves of gold and green that stretched toward the horizon. In the distance, mountains rose, their peaks disappearing into low-hanging clouds.

At the entrance to the plain stood a towering stone statue: a bare-chested man with a beard of curls and a massive bow slung across his back. It was Arkatheon, Lysara’s father.

Elyndra stopped her horse and looked at him. She smiled briefly before looking elsewhere.

“Who is he?” Kimberly asked.

“My brother,” Elyndra said. “He loved to hunt.”

“Cool,” Kimberly said.

I noticed herds of bison grazing in the distance, moving slowly across the golden landscape. My eyes tracked their movements, assessing which ones might make the best targets.

“We should dismount here,” I said, sliding off my horse and helping Natalia down after me. “We’ll continue on foot to get closer to the herd.”

Everyone dismounted, and Sabrina and Hailey immediately hurried over to me. They each wrapped their arms around my waist, pressing their faces against my chest.

“Be careful out there,” Sabrina said, her voice muffled against my skin.

“Don’t get trampled!” Hailey added, looking up at me with exaggerated worry before breaking into a grin. She planted a quick kiss on my cheek, followed immediately by Sabrina doing the same on my other cheek.

I laughed, ruffling their hair. “I’ll be fine. This isn’t my first hunt.”

“We know,” they said, finally releasing me with dramatic sighs.

Natalia was already retrieving our bows and quivers. We worked together, checking the bowstrings and sorting through arrows. I noticed how Natalia tested each arrowhead with her thumb, discarding any that weren’t sharp enough.

“I’ll take the first shot,” she said quietly, selecting several arrows and placing them in her quiver. “Wound it, slow it down. Then you can finish it cleanly.”

I nodded, appreciating her strategy.

“Stay here,” I told the others. “We’ll signal when it’s safe to approach.”

Natalia and I moved away from the group, heading toward the herd. We stayed low in the tall grass, our bodies bent at the waist as we crept forward. The wind blew toward us, carrying our scent away from the bison. It rustled through the grass, masking the soft sounds of our movement.

The grass tickled my face as we inched closer. I could feel my heart beating steadily in my chest, the familiar pre-hunt tension spreading through my limbs. Beside me, Natalia’s breathing was controlled and even, her eyes focused on the animals ahead.

We paused at the edge of a small rise, peering carefully over. A lone bull had separated slightly from the herd, grazing peacefully about fifty yards away. He was a beast, his muscular shoulders covered in thick dark fur, his horns curved and dangerous.

“That one,” Natalia whispered, so softly I barely heard her.

I nodded, watching as she nocked an arrow and slowly rose to a kneeling position. She drew the string back, her arms steady as stone, her breathing slowing even further. I held my own breath, not wanting to disturb her concentration.

The arrow flew, striking the bison in the flank. It bellowed in surprise and pain, lurching forward and then staggering slightly. The herd startled, moving away in a thunder of hooves, but our target was already struggling to keep up, the arrow protruding from its side.

“Now,” Natalia said, and I rose, drawing my own bow.

The bison had slowed, confused and weakened by Natalia’s shot. I took careful aim, focusing on the spot just behind its shoulder where I knew its heart would be. I released my arrow, feeling the satisfaction of a perfect shot as it struck true.

The great beast staggered a few more steps before its legs folded beneath it. It sank to the ground.

We approached cautiously, bows still ready in case it was only wounded, but the bison was still. Its eyes were already glazing over, its breathing stopped.

Natalia placed her hand on its massive shoulder. “Thank you,” she said to the fallen animal. “Your strength becomes ours.”

I knelt beside the bison, placing my own hand on its rough hide. “We honor your sacrifice,” I added, feeling the last warmth of life fading from its body.

Natalia turned to me, her eyes bright with the thrill of a successful hunt. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine, a quick but fierce kiss that tasted of sweat and triumph.

“Good shot,” she said, pulling back with a smile.

“Yours too,” I replied, returning her smile.

I waved to the others, signaling it was safe to come over. They came quickly, exclaiming over the size of our kill.

“That was amazing!” Kimberly said, her eyes wide as she looked at the fallen bison. “I’ve never seen anything like that before.”

Amy came over more cautiously, her eyes fixed on the animal with a mixture of awe and sadness. “It’s so big,” she whispered.

“It will feed us all for days,” Natalia said, already pulling a knife from her belt. “Teodora, will you help me butcher it?”

Teodora nodded. The rest of the group began collecting wood for a fire, piling it nearby.

“Stand back,” I told them once they’d gathered enough. I focused on the pile of wood, focusing on the fire ability. Heat built in my chest, flowing down my arm and into my hands. Then fire burst from my hands, striking the wood.

The twins gasped in unison, stepping back reflexively.

“Wow,” Kimberly said, her eyes wide. “That’s so cool.”

“That’s one of the abilities Lysara gave me,” I explained, watching their shocked expressions with amusement.

Natalia and Teodora were already working on the bison. Natalia’s knife slid along the animal’s hide, separating it from the meat beneath with minimal waste. Teodora worked from the opposite side.

“We’ll keep the hide,” Natalia said as she worked. “It’s perfect for blankets.”

I watched as they carved large cuts from the beast, their hands quickly becoming stained with blood. There was something primal and impressive about this, the way they transformed the fallen animal into sustenance for our family.

“Can I help?” Kimberly asked.

Natalia looked up with a smile. “Of course. Come here, I’ll show you how to separate the meat from the bone.”

As Natalia guided Kimberly’s hands, showing her how to angle the knife, I helped Teodora carry the first cuts to the fire. We set up a simple spit system, threading large chunks of meat onto branches that wouldn’t burn too quickly.

“This is going to be delicious,” Teodora said, positioning the meat over the flames.

Soon the clearing filled with the most mouthwatering aroma as the fat began to sizzle and drip into the fire. The smell of roasting bison meat made my stomach growl loudly, reminding me how long it had been since we’d eaten meat, not that I didn’t like fatty fish.

Amy approached the fire, drawn by the smell. “It smells amazing,” she said quietly, her eyes fixed on the cooking meat.

“Nothing like wild game cooked over an open flame,” I agreed. “Wait until you taste it.”

The sun began its descent toward the horizon as Natalia and Teodora finished butchering the bison. We’d taken what we needed, leaving the rest for the island’s predators.

By the time the meat was cooked, the sun was setting. We gathered around the fire, passing around chunks of the juicy meat wrapped in large leaves that served as natural plates.

“Oh my god,” Kimberly said after her first bite, juices running down her chin. “This is divine.”

Amy nodded in agreement, too busy chewing to speak. Her eyes were closed in bliss as she enjoyed the rich flavor. “We rarely ate meat since we couldn’t afford it.”

“Best meat I’ve ever had,” Luna said, already reaching for more.

The fire crackled as we ate. Stories and laughter flowed freely. Kimberly joined in with stories of her own, describing her first experience on horseback earlier that day.

“When Amber started going faster, I thought I was going to fall off for sure,” she said, gesturing wildly with her hands. “But then it was like … I don’t know, like we clicked or something. And suddenly we were galloping and it felt like flying!”

Her excitement was contagious, and I noticed even Amy was smiling freely as she listened to her sister. Occasionally, Amy would lean against Kimberly, their shoulders touching in that unconscious way of people who’d spent their lives in sync with each other.

As the meal progressed, I noticed Elyndra sitting slightly apart from the group, her gaze fixed on the plain stretching before us. I moved to sit beside her, offering another piece of meat.

“Thank you,” she said, accepting it with a small smile.

“You okay?” I asked quietly.

She nodded, her eyes still on the horizon. “I am. Better than I expected.” She turned to look at me. “Thank you for suggesting we come here. It feels like… closure, in a way. Like I’m saying goodbye properly to my brother … I never really had the chance.”

“I’m glad,” I said simply, understanding the weight behind her words.

We sat in silence for a moment before she spoke again. “He would have liked them,” she said, nodding toward the twins. “My brother. He always had a soft spot for strays and lost things.”

“They’re finding their place,” I agreed, watching as Luna tried to teach Kimberly and Amy to play the flute.

The sky continued to darken as we finished our meal, stars beginning to appear overhead.

Natalia came to sit beside me, wrapping a portion of bison hide around both our shoulders. She snuggled against my side, her hand finding my thigh beneath the hide.

“This was a good day,” she murmured, her fingers tracing light patterns on my leg.

I nodded, feeling the pleasant weight of her against me. “It was.”

Her touch was sensual, sending subtle waves of desire through me despite our recent encounter in the clearing. I placed my hand over hers, stilling her movement but maintaining the contact.

Around us, the group had fallen into that contented quiet that follows a good meal.

The twins sat together, their faces glowing in the firelight. For the first time since we’d found them, they looked truly relaxed, their shoulders loose, and their eyes bright with simple happiness rather than wariness or fear. Teodora had braided flowers into Amy’s hair, and Kimberly was laughing at something Luna had whispered to her.

As the golden sunset faded completely, stars began to appear overhead, countless pinpricks of light emerging against the deepening blue. The plain stretched around us, peaceful and vast under the emerging canopy of stars.

“We should head back before it gets too dark,” Natalia said, though her voice held reluctance. None of us wanted to break this perfect moment.

“Just a little longer,” Sabrina pleaded, lying back to stare up at the stars. “It’s so beautiful here.”

So we stayed, watching as more and more stars appeared until the heavens were a glittering blanket above us. The horses grazed nearby, occasionally nickering softly to each other.

“I’ve never seen so many stars,” Kimberly said, her voice hushed with wonder. “In the city, you can barely see any at all.”

“The island has the most beautiful night sky I’ve ever seen,” I told her. “No light pollution, no smog, just pure starlight.”

Finally, when the moon had risen fully, we packed up our things. We carefully wrapped the remaining meat and the bison hide, securing them to our horses.

“Ready for your first night ride?” I asked the twins as we mounted up.

Their eyes were wide with excitement as they nodded. With the moonlight illuminating our path, we set off across the plain, heading back toward our camp.

* * *

When we finally reached our clearing, everyone was tired but happy. We stored the meat and hung the hide. The twins helped, eager to learn everything about our island life.

As we settled around the fire, preparing for sleep, Kimberly suddenly sat up straighter, looking at me and Natalia.

“Can I ask you guys something?” she said, her voice hesitant. “Something personal?”

Natalia nodded encouragingly. “Of course, honey. Anything.”

“How does no one get jealous?” Kimberly asked, looking around at the others. “Your relationship is quite unconventional.”

Teodora moved closer to the twins. “You’re right,” she said gently. “But we all love Dylan, and we support each other. That’s what matters most.”

Kimberly nodded slowly, digesting this. “Amy and I, we’ve never… you know, had sex before.” She swallowed hard, her fingers finding Amy’s and gripping tight.

My stomach unclenched a little, no horror story, but I still felt protective of those two.

Amy nodded, squeezing back. “We’ve promised each other we’d wait until it felt right. Until it was with people we trust.”

Natalia moved immediately to their side, wrapping an arm around each girl. “I’m so glad you’re sharing that with us,” she said. “There’s no rush here. Ever.”

Teodora joined them, her face soft with understanding. “What we have is built on consent and love,” she explained gently. “Nothing happens unless everyone wants it. No pressure, no force … just care.”

“We understand if our family feels too different,” I added. “You don’t have to accept it, or be part of it. We’re just happy you’re here.”

Kimberly shook her head quickly. “That’s just it, it doesn’t make us uncomfortable. Not really. We were just curious because you all seem so happy and so at peace with each other.”

“We’ve found our balance here,” Natalia said, stroking Amy’s hair gently. “The island has a way of stripping away society’s rules, leaving only what truly matters.”

The conversation gradually shifted to lighter topics, but I noticed the twins seemed more relaxed afterward, as if sharing their story had lifted a weight from them. As the fire burned lower and the girls began preparing their sleeping areas, Natalia moved toward me.

“The nights are getting cooler,” she said, just loud enough for the twins to hear. “Kimberly, Amy, you might be more comfortable sleeping near Dylan. He radiates heat like a furnace.”

The twins exchanged a quick glance. “That would be nice,” Kimberly said, a slight blush coloring her cheeks. “If you don’t mind?”

“Not at all,” I said, taking off my loincloth.

The twins stood awkwardly for a moment before beginning to undress for sleep. They removed their clothes with shy giggles, occasionally glancing in my direction. Their bodies were illuminated by the dying firelight, slender and curved, marked here and there with small scars that spoke of their difficult past. But their breasts were young and perky, and their mounds had recently been shaved, leaving two pussies that were a bit hard to study in the dim light.

When they approached my sleeping area, they hesitated again. “How should we…” Amy asked, her voice trailing off as they both looked at me with uncertainty.

I patted the space on either side of me. “Why don’t we try this? Kimberly, you can lie here in front,” I suggested, indicating the space between me and the fire. “And Amy, you can be behind me.”

They giggled as they settled into position. Kimberly lay facing the fire, her back to my chest, while Amy positioned herself behind me.

“I’m not sure where to put my hands,” Kimberly admitted with another nervous laugh.

“Me neither,” Amy added from behind me.

“Here, let me help,” I said, gently guiding Kimberly’s arm to rest comfortably along her side. I reached back for Amy’s hand and showed her how to drape her arm over my waist. “Like this. Just relax into it.”

They adjusted themselves, gradually easing into the position. Their bodies were warm against mine, their skin soft where it touched my own. I could feel their heartbeats gradually slowing as they relaxed.

“We’ve never slept like this before,” Kimberly murmured, her voice already growing drowsy. She wiggled her hips slightly, settling her backside more firmly against my crotch. “But it’s really warm and comfy.”

I felt a stirring of arousal at the contact but kept myself in check. This wasn’t about that, not tonight. Tonight was about safety and comfort.

“Your body heat is amazing,” Amy whispered, her breasts pressing gently against my back as she inched closer. Her breath was warm against my neck, her arm now draped more confidently across my side.

“Glad I could be of service,” I said lightly, trying to keep my voice steady despite the pleasant sensations their bodies were creating. “The island nights can get cool.”

“Mmm,” Kimberly hummed in agreement, already half-asleep. “This is nice.”

I lay there between them, listening as their breathing gradually evened out into the rhythm of sleep. The fire crackled nearby. Around us, the rest of the family slowly descended into sleep.

I was aware of every point of contact between my body and theirs, Kimberly’s curves pressed against my front, Amy’s warmth along my back. Their trust in me was overwhelming, humbling even. After what they’d shared earlier about their past, the fact that they felt safe enough to sleep this close to me meant more than they could know.


Chapter 4

As I drifted into sleep, the warmth of the twins’ bodies against mine faded into a strange, hazy mist. My consciousness seemed to float until the mist began to part like curtains being drawn back. What emerged wasn’t the island, but glimpses of somewhere cold and bleak.

I found myself looking at a dingy apartment with peeling wallpaper and water stains spreading across the ceiling. The room was dimly lit by a single bare bulb that flickered occasionally, threatening to plunge everything into darkness.

Two little girls huddled on a threadbare couch with springs poking through the fabric. It took me a moment to recognize them as Kimberly and Amy, but much younger, maybe six or seven.

A woman I assumed was their mother rummaged through kitchen cupboards, slamming each one shut. “Nothing,” she muttered, her voice slurring slightly. “Nothing, nothing, nothing.”

She was disheveled, her hair unwashed and tangled, dark circles under her eyes. Her hands trembled as she moved to the next cupboard, though I knew she’d find it as empty as the others.

The girls watched her silently, their small bodies pressed together for warmth in the chilly apartment. I noticed they wore matching sweaters, both several sizes too small, the sleeves ending inches above their wrists. The fabric was worn thin at the elbows, with amateur patches covering holes.

“Mommy?” little Kimberly said. “We’re hungry.”

The woman turned, her expression flickering between irritation and guilt. “I know, baby. Better times are coming, I promise, just not today.”

I wanted to reach out, to offer them something, but I was just an observer in this dream, powerless to intervene.

The scene shifted, and now I saw the twins getting ready for bed. There was only one pair of socks between them, and Kimberly insisted Amy take them.

“Your feet get colder than mine,” she said with the authority of an older sister, though they were the same age. “You wear them tonight.”

They climbed onto a single mattress on the floor, pulling a thin blanket over themselves.

“Tell me a story,” Amy whispered, her teeth chattering slightly.

Kimberly pulled her sister closer, wrapping her arms around her. “Once upon a time, there were two princess sisters who lived in a magical castle…”

As Kimberly spun her improvised fairy tale, I noticed a pile of broken toys in the corner of the room. A doll with one arm, a headless action figure, the remnants of what might have once been cherished possessions.

“The princesses had beautiful dresses and all the food they could eat,” Kimberly said, her voice growing dreamy despite her empty stomach.

The scene shifted again. Their mother stumbled in, her pupils pinpoint small. She grabbed the few remaining toys from a shelf.

“Just borrowing these,” she mumbled, not meeting the girls’ eyes. “Gonna get some money, get us food tomorrow.”

But I knew, somehow, that the money would never go for food. The broken toys in the corner told that story clearly enough.

Back on the mattress, the girls huddled together again, this time in darkness.

“I’m scared,” Amy whispered.

“Don’t be,” Kimberly replied. “I’ll always protect you, always. We don’t need anyone else, sis. We have each other.”

The scene dissolved, reforming into a school playground. The twins were slightly older now, perhaps seven or eight. Their clothes were still too small, the fabrics faded and worn. Kimberly carried a paper bag with what looked like a single sandwich inside, torn in half to share. Amy had nothing.

Other children moved around them in colorful, well-fitting clothes, carrying lunch boxes decorated with cartoon characters. The contrast was stark and painful to witness.

“Look, it’s the trash twins,” a boy called out, pointing at Kimberly and Amy.

“Stink sisters!” another child added, pinching her nose dramatically.

I felt rage building inside me as I watched the cruelty unfold. A tall boy approached Kimberly as she unwrapped her pitiful lunch.

“That looks gross,” he said, then deliberately poured his milk carton over her shirt.

Milk soaked through the thin fabric, and laughter erupted around them. Kimberly stood frozen, her face a mask of humiliation.

Across the playground, Amy approached a group of girls playing jump rope. She hovered at the edge of their circle, watching longingly.

“Can I play?” she asked.

The tallest girl looked her up and down, taking in the patched dress and scuffed shoes. “We don’t play with poor kids,” she said loudly. “You might give us fleas.”

The other girls laughed, and one gave Amy a hard shove that sent her sprawling. Her knee scraped against the asphalt, blood welling up immediately. Not one child offered to help her up.

A teacher walked by, glancing at Amy on the ground, then continuing without stopping. I heard her mutter to another staff member, “Those two are from a troubled home. Always getting into something.”

After school, I watched in helpless fury as older kids cornered the twins, yanking their backpacks away and emptying the contents into a muddy puddle. Homework pages dissolved in the dirty water, pencils sank beneath the surface.

I saw the twins retreat to a massive oak tree at the edge of the playground. They huddled together beneath its branches, sharing their ruined sandwich in silence. Kimberly kept one arm protectively around Amy’s shoulders as they ate.

The next day, when the same boy knocked Amy’s books from her hands, Kimberly stepped forward.

“Leave her alone,” she said, her small voice surprisingly steady. “You’re just jealous because we’re smarter than you even without nice things.”

The boy’s face reddened. “You’re nothing but trash,” he spat. “Everyone knows your mom’s a junkie.”

Something snapped in Kimberly’s expression. “At least we take care of each other. Who takes care of you? Your nanny, because your parents can’t stand being around you?”

The boy shoved her hard, but Kimberly didn’t back down. A teacher appeared suddenly, grabbing Kimberly’s arm.

“Young lady, we do not speak to classmates that way,” the teacher said, ignoring the boy completely. “Principal’s office. Now.”

As Kimberly was led away, I saw Amy sink to the ground, silent tears streaming down her face. When Kimberly returned later, she found her sister in the same spot, still crying quietly.

“Hey,” Kimberly said, kneeling beside her. “Don’t cry. They’re not worth it.”

“Everyone hates us,” Amy whispered.

Kimberly pulled her into a fierce hug. “We don’t need them. We have each other. That’s all that matters.”

The scene blurred, time accelerating. When it cleared, the twins were teenagers, fourteen or fifteen. They looked more like the girls I knew, but thinner, with dark circles under their eyes and a wariness that seemed permanently etched into their expressions.

Their apartment was in chaos. Empty bottles littered every surface, and I spotted used needles on the coffee table. Their mother was nowhere to be seen.

Kimberly moved around the kitchen, searching through empty cupboards. She managed to find a few stale crackers and a nearly empty jar of peanut butter.

“Breakfast,” she said, trying to sound cheerful as she scraped the last bit of butter onto the crackers.

Amy was at the kitchen table, carefully forging a signature on a school absence note. “Think this looks like Mom’s?” she asked, holding up the paper.

Kimberly glanced at it. “Perfect. They’ll never know the difference.”

They ate their meager breakfast standing up, then gathered their backpacks. I noticed they were both wearing the same clothes as the day before.

“Mom didn’t come home again last night,” Amy said quietly.

Kimberly’s expression hardened slightly. “She will. She always does eventually.”

But as the scene shifted forward, I saw days passing where their mother didn’t return. The electricity was cut off, leaving them in darkness. Then the water.

I watched as they took turns washing in cold water collected from a neighbor’s outdoor spigot. They brushed their teeth using the last dregs of toothpaste, carefully rationing it to last.

“We can’t keep missing school,” Amy said one morning. “They’ll call social services.”

“We need money more than we need algebra,” Kimberly replied. “I found a lady who’ll pay us to clean her house. Twenty bucks for both of us.”

The cleaning job was backbreaking, a massive house belonging to a woman who criticized every spot they missed. After six hours of scrubbing, she handed them ten dollars instead of twenty.

“This isn’t what we agreed on,” Kimberly said.

The woman raised an eyebrow. “Take it or leave it. Plenty of other kids would be grateful for ten dollars.”

They took it, having no choice. Ten dollars for twelve hours of work between them.

Other jobs followed. Babysitting for a couple who returned hours later than promised. Washing cars in a parking lot until a security guard chased them away.

That night, I watched as the twins whispered together in their shared bed.

“We have to leave,” Kimberly said. “Tonight.”

“Where will we go?” Amy asked.

“Anywhere but here.”

They waited until the apartment was quiet, then packed what little they had into two small backpacks. They slipped out of the apartment. The night swallowed them as they ran, carrying nothing but their small backpacks and each other’s hands.

For weeks they moved between shelters, lying about their age. But one night, a social worker caught on.

“You girls are minors. I need to call this in,” she said, reaching for her phone.

They ran before she could dial, disappearing into the night. By morning, they were in the system, shipped off to a foster home in the suburbs.

I watched as they arrived at a large house with a manicured lawn. The foster mother, Mrs. Winters, greeted them with a tight smile that didn’t reach her eyes.

“Rules are simple,” she said, leading them through spotless rooms. “Chores first, everything else second. Bedroom doors stay open. No food outside mealtimes.”

That night, the twins discovered the kitchen had locks on the refrigerator and pantry. Their portions at dinner had been measly, leaving both still hungry.

“She’s starving us,” Amy whispered in their shared bedroom.

Days passed of backbreaking chores and verbal lashings. “Ungrateful,” Mrs. Winters called them when they asked for seconds. “Worthless,” when they couldn’t finish their endless list of tasks.

I saw Amy slip into a convenience store one afternoon, emerging with bulging pockets while Kimberly kept watch. Back in their room, they feasted on stolen candy bars and chips.

The pattern continued until one day, a clerk caught Amy’s wrist as she tried to pocket a sandwich.

“Got you, thief!” he snarled.

She twisted free and bolted, the man’s shouts fading behind her as she ran six blocks before collapsing against a wall, gasping for breath.

That night, Mrs. Winters discovered their stash.

“Thieves in my house!” she screamed.

They fled before dawn, leaving the suburbs for the anonymity of the city.

What followed were the darkest days I’d witnessed yet. They slept in abandoned buildings, huddled in doorways, or hid in parks. Luckily it was summer and they kept making their ways to Miami to escape the cool nights.

“We can’t keep doing this,” Kimberly said one night as they curled together in an alley. Her voice was ragged, hopeless.

Amy stared at the stars barely visible above the city lights. “What choice do we have?”

“We need to run away for real,” Amy whispered. “Not just from home or foster care but from everything. Somewhere no one can find us.”

“Where would we even go?” Kimberly asked, her teeth chattering.

“Anywhere but here.”

Days later, desperate and starving, they wandered near the marina. Rows of gleaming boats bobbed in the water, symbols of a life so far removed from theirs it might as well have been another planet.

Kimberly stopped suddenly, her eyes fixed on a luxury yacht. “This is our chance,” she said, a strange light in her eyes.

That night, they crept aboard the vessel. I held my breath as they fumbled with controls, hearts pounding when the engine roared to life. Somehow, they managed to steer away from the dock, out into open water.

“We’re free!” Amy cried, laughing as wind whipped her hair. For the first time, their faces showed pure joy as they raided the yacht’s kitchen, eating cookies, lobsters and chips by the handful, drinking soda straight from the bottle.

The sisters sprawled on the deck under the stars, making plans for their new life, unaware of the dangers ahead.

Reality crashed down days later when a storm hit. They had no idea how to navigate, no way to call for help. The yacht rocked violently, tossing them against walls and furniture.

When the storm finally passed, they were lost and provisions dwindled. Their bodies began to fail as starvation took hold. Dizziness came first, then constant, gnawing pain that eventually faded to a numb emptiness.

Hallucinations followed. Amy saw their mother calling from the waves. Kimberly thought she smelled their childhood apartment.

In the final days, too weak to move, they clung to each other in the cabin below deck. Their skin stretched over bones, eyes sunken, lips cracked and bleeding.

“I love you,” they whispered to each other, their voices faint as breaths.

“Always have,” Kimberly murmured.

“Always will,” Amy finished.

* * *

I jolted awake, heart hammering in my chest. My shirt was damp with sweat, and my throat felt tight with emotions I couldn’t fully process. The vivid images of the twins’ past lingered like ghosts.

Kimberly was still curled up nearby, her breathing deep and even. Her face looked peaceful in sleep, years younger without the guarded expression she typically wore. For a moment, I could see the child she once was, before life had forced her to become so strong.

The space where Amy had been sleeping was empty. I ran my hand over the spot where she’d lain beside me. There was no warmth and no presence, as if she’d been gone for some time.

I sat up quietly, careful not to disturb the others. My eyes adjusted to the dim light as I scanned our camp. The fire had burned down to embers. My family lay under animal hide blankets, their breathing deep.

Then I spotted her, a stone’s throw away from our shelter. Amy sat alone on a fallen log, silhouetted against the dying firelight. Her knees were drawn up to her chest, her shoulders shaking with what I knew was from crying. She clutched her teddy bear tightly, rocking slightly back and forth. The moonlight caught the tears streaming down her cheeks, making them shine like silver trails.

My heart ached instantly. Without hesitation, I rose to my feet, picking my way carefully between the sleeping bodies. I got closer, trying to make enough noise that I wouldn’t startle her.

When Amy heard my footsteps, she quickly wiped her face with the back of her hand. I caught a subtle movement as she tried to hide something.

She forced a watery smile when I reached her, but her eyes were red-rimmed and puffy. I sat down beside her without asking permission, close enough that our shoulders almost touched, but not crowding her.

“Hey,” I said. “Couldn’t sleep?”

Amy shrugged, her voice thick when she answered. “Just a nightmare. I’m fine.” She clutched the bear tighter against her chest like it was a lifeline.

“I had a dream about you and Kimberly tonight too,” I said carefully. “About everything you went through.”

Her eyes widened slightly, surprise evident in her expression. She searched my face, perhaps looking for judgment or pity, but found only understanding. I watched as she relaxed a fraction, the tension in her shoulders easing slightly.

“How much did you see?” she whispered.

“Enough,” I answered. “The apartment, your mother, the schools, the foster home, the yacht and so on.”

I shifted closer, wrapping an arm around her shoulders gently. She stiffened for a second, then leaned into me heavily, her head coming to rest against my chest. I held her securely, one hand moving to stroke her hair soothingly. Without conscious effort, warmth flowed from my touch into her chilled body, it seemed to happen naturally now. She sighed as the heat spread through her, melting more of her rigid posture.

“You and your family,” Amy whispered against my shirt, “you’re the nicest people I’ve ever met. No one’s ever been this kind to us without wanting something.” Her voice cracked on the last word.

“We don’t want anything from you,” I assured her, continuing to stroke her hair. “That’s not how family works.”

“Family,” she repeated, the word sounding foreign on her tongue. “I’ve only ever had Kimberly.”

“You have more now,” I said. “If you want us.”

She pulled back slightly to look at my face, searching for any sign of deception. Finding none, she settled back against me.

“In my dream,” I said, “I saw how you protected each other. How strong you both had to be.”

Amy’s fingers nervously played with the ear of her teddy bear. “We didn’t have a choice.”

“That doesn’t make it any less brave,” I told her. “Most people would have broken under what you went through.”

The night air was cool around us, but the bubble of warmth I created kept the chill at bay. Stars wheeled overhead, very bright away from city lights. For several minutes, we just sat in silence.

“What was the nightmare about?” I asked gently. “The one that woke you up?”

Amy was quiet for so long I thought she might not answer. “I dreamed we were back on the yacht,” she finally said. “But this time, no island appeared. We just drifted. Until there was nothing left. No food and no water.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “No hope.”

I ran my hand down her arm soothingly. “But that’s not what happened. You made it. You’re here now.”

“Sometimes I wonder if this is real,” she admitted. “If I’m still on that yacht, hallucinating all of this before I die.”

“It’s real,” I promised her. “I’m real.”

To prove it, I took her free hand in mine, pressing it against my chest where she could feel my heartbeat. Steady and strong under her palm.

After she felt my heartbeat, Amy’s breathing steadied. She wiped her eyes with her sleeve and looked up at me.

“Do you have dreams?” I asked gently. “Things you’ve always wanted?”

She thought about this, her gaze drifting toward the stars. “I just wanted stability. A place where we didn’t have to worry about where the next meal was coming from, or if we’d have a roof tomorrow.” She paused, her fingers nervously fidgeting with her bear’s worn ear. “I never thought it could actually happen.”

I pulled her closer, feeling a fierce protectiveness rise in my chest. “I’ll do everything I can to give you that. Here, with us, you have it, for as long as you want.”

Amy looked up at me, and I saw hope in her eyes. She nodded slowly, and I could tell she was starting to believe me, even if just a little. “Really?” she whispered.

“Really,” I confirmed. “My family isn’t perfect, but we take care of our own. And you and Kimberly, you’re part of that now.”

She didn’t respond with words, but I felt her body relax further against mine. We sat in silence for a few minutes, watching the stars.

“Come on,” I said finally, noticing how her eyelids were growing heavy. “Let’s get you back under the hides. It’s warmer there, and you need rest.”

I stood and offered my hand. She took it with her free hand, still clutching her bear tightly in the other arm. As we walked back toward the shelter, I kept my arm around her waist for support. She leaned into me the whole way, her steps slow and tired.

When we reached the sleeping area, I helped her settle down. I lay down first behind Kimberly, and Amy lay down behind me. I took her arm and draped it over my chest, holding onto her hand and feeling her smile behind me.

“Thank you,” she murmured.

I kissed her hand. “Sweet dreams.”

As I closed my eyes, I made a silent promise to myself that these two would never have to run again. Whatever it took, I would make sure of it.

I drifted off to sleep thinking of ways to help them feel more secure here with us, planning small gestures that might gradually convince them this wasn’t just another temporary shelter, but a real home.


Chapter 5

Iwoke to the sound of birds singing overhead, sunlight filtering through the fronds of our shelter. I felt genuinely rested. Amy had stayed close through the night after our talk, her presence comforting despite everything.

Around me, the camp was coming to life. Natalia and Hailey were already up, sorting through fruits we’d gathered the previous day. Sabrina stretched near the rekindled fire, her hair wild from sleep. Kimberly was sitting up, rubbing her eyes.

“Morning,” I said, carefully extricating myself from where Amy still slept.

“You slept well,” Natalia said, handing me a piece of mango. “Both of you did.”

I nodded, not wanting to explain about the middle-of-the-night conversation. “The hunt yesterday wore me out.”

Amy stirred not long after, joining us for breakfast with a mumbled greeting. As we sat around eating fresh fruit, the conversation flowed easily between my family members. Natalia was discussing plans for improving the shelter, while Hailey chimed in with ideas about primitive makeup and perfumes.

I watched Amy carefully. Despite our talk last night, something wasn’t right. She barely touched her food, taking only a single bite of papaya before setting it aside. Her fingers kept rubbing at her forearms, and a light sheen of sweat had broken out on her forehead despite the morning being pleasantly cool.

“Are you feeling okay?” I asked.

She nodded too quickly. “Just … not very hungry.” Her eyes darted around, never settling on any of us for more than a second.

Kimberly reached over to feel her sister’s forehead. “You’re sweating. Are you getting sick?”

“I’m fine,” Amy said, pulling away from her sister’s touch. “I think I’m going for a quick walk to stretch my legs.”

Before anyone could respond, she was on her feet, grabbing her teddy bear and heading toward the tree line. I noticed how tightly she clutched the stuffed animal.

“She’s been doing that a lot lately,” Kimberly said, frowning as she watched her sister disappear into the jungle.

Something clicked in my mind. The pattern was suddenly clear: tense and fidgety in the mornings, relaxed and almost serene by afternoon. The way she always kept that bear close. The “hot flashes” seemed to come and go on a schedule.

“I’m going to check on her,” I said, standing up.

“Want company?” Kimberly offered.

“No, let me talk to her first. I think she might open up more one-on-one.”

I followed Amy’s path into the jungle, careful to move quietly. It wasn’t hard to track her; she hadn’t gone far, just enough to be out of sight from camp. I spotted her through the foliage, sitting on the ground behind a large bush. I hung back, staying hidden behind a broad tree trunk. Something about her movements made me hesitate to announce my presence.

I watched as she settled herself, looking around nervously before pulling the teddy bear onto her lap. She turned the bear over and located a small seam along its back. She pulled at the stitching until it opened enough to reveal something hidden inside.

I arched an eyebrow as she withdrew a small plastic bag containing what looked like prescription pills. She shook two white tablets into her palm, then quickly replaced the bag inside the bear’s stuffing.

The pieces clicked together instantly. My heart sank as I stepped out from my hiding place. “Amy… what are you doing?”

She startled violently, dropping the bear and the pills to the ground. Her face went pale, eyes wide with panic as she scrambled to pick up the stuffed animal.

“I … it’s nothing,” she stammered, clutching the bear to her chest. “Just some medicine for headaches. I get them sometimes.”

I knelt in front of her, keeping my voice gentle. “Those aren’t headache pills, are they?”

“They are,” she said, but her voice cracked. “I just … I need them sometimes.”

“Amy,” I said softly, reaching out to touch her arm. “You can tell me the truth. I want to help you.”

Her facade crumbled. Tears welled in her eyes and spilled down her cheeks. “Please don’t tell Kimberly,” she whispered, her body beginning to shake. “Please.”

I moved to sit beside her, wrapping my arm around her shoulders. “What are they really?”

“Opioids … Oxycodone,” she admitted, lowering her eyes. “I started taking them after…” She swallowed hard. “After this group of girls at school cornered me in the bathroom. They’d been bullying me for weeks, and I couldn’t take it anymore. Mom always had pills around. They made everything feel distant.”

I held her closer. “Does Kimberly know?”

“I never told Kimberly. She was already protecting me from so much. And I didn’t want to be like our mother,” Amy whispered. “Kimberly’s always been the strong one. I didn’t want to burden her with one more thing to worry about … her junkie sister.”

“Don’t call yourself that,” I told her.

“But it’s true. I’m a junkie,” she said, sniffling.

“No, you’re a beautiful girl,” I said, patting her back. The comment made her only feel a little bit better, but at least it was a start. “How long?”

“Almost two years now,” she admitted. “I thought being stuck on the yacht would force me to quit. But I brought enough to last me for months, thinking I’d ration them until we reached our destination. But then the storm hit, and we ended up here, and the withdrawal symptoms started…” She shuddered against me. “The sweating, the aches, and the nausea. I couldn’t handle it.”

I felt a deep ache for what she’d been enduring alone. “These are strong opioids, Amy. You shouldn’t have to deal with this by yourself.”

“I know,” she said, with her head lowered. “I’ve tried to stop so many times.”

I channeled warmth through my arm around her shoulders, feeling it spread through her trembling body. “You’re not alone anymore. We’ll help you through this.”

She looked up at me, hope and fear battling in her eyes. “How? I tried, but I felt terrible.”

“We’ll figure it out together,” I promised. “One day at a time. But Kimberly needs to know.”

Amy’s face crumpled. “She’ll hate me.”

“She loves you,” I said. “She deserves to know what you’re going through.”

Amy finally nodded. “Okay,” she whispered. “I’ll tell her.”

We walked back to camp together, my arm still around her shoulders. As we stepped out from the jungle, Kimberly immediately stood up, her eyes fixing on Amy’s tear-streaked face.

“What happened?” she asked, rushing over to us when noticing something was wrong.

Amy looked up at me, panic in her eyes. I smiled at her reassuringly and nudged her forward.

“Uhm, I have something to tell you,” Amy said, her voice shaking. She clutched her bear tighter. “Something I’ve been hiding.”

Amy opened the seam in her bear and pulled out the small bag of pills. “I’ve been taking these. For almost two years now.”

Kimberly stared at the bag, uncomprehending at first. Then her eyes widened. “What’s that?”

“Oxycodone …”

“Oxycodone,” Kimberly mumbled. “But those are hard drugs … the ones Mom used to take before she started doing heroin.”

Amy just nodded.

“You’ve been using? All this time?” Kimberly asked her.

Amy nodded again, tears streaming down her face.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” Kimberly’s voice cracked with hurt. “I’m your sister … we share everything!”

“I couldn’t,” Amy whispered. “I was ashamed.”

“I don’t understand,” Kimberly said. “I thought I was protecting you. I took all the hits so you wouldn’t have to, and you were doing this behind my back?”

Amy flinched at her sister’s tone. “I didn’t want you to see me like Mom. You were always the strong one, and I didn’t want to drag you down.”

“You think hiding it helped?” Kimberly shot back, tears now falling from her eyes too. “I feel like an idiot now! How long have you been lying to me?” Kimberly’s voice trembled with betrayal. Her hands were shaking as she stared at the small bag of pills.

Amy’s shoulders hunched defensively. “I wasn’t lying, I was trying to fix it myself! You don’t understand how bad it got in my head!” Her voice rose with desperation. “The thoughts wouldn’t stop, Kimberly. The memories and the fear. These made it quiet for a while.”

“Two years … Two years!” Kimberly stood up, pacing in tight circles. “All those times you said you were fine, all those ‘headaches’ and ‘stomach bugs’ … it was this? Opioids.”

The rest of my family had gone utterly silent. Natalia’s face was a mask of concern, while Sabrina and Hailey exchanged uncomfortable glances.

“I was handling it!” Amy shot back, her voice cracking. “I had a plan to taper off!”

“Like Mom had a plan?” Kimberly’s words landed like a slap. “She always had a plan too, remember? Right before she’d disappear for days?”

Amy flinched as if physically struck. “That’s not fair. I’m nothing like her.”

“Then why hide it? Why stuff pills in a teddy bear like some kind of—”

“Because I knew you’d look at me exactly like you’re looking at me now!” Amy screamed, tears streaming down her face. She stood up, facing her sister. Both twins were mirror images of pain, tears tracking identical paths down their cheeks.

The camp had fallen into an awful silence. Even the jungle seemed to quiet around us as the sisters faced off.

“I can’t even look at you right now,” Kimberly finally said, her voice gone cold and distant. She turned away, heading toward the edge of the jungle.

Amy collapsed to the ground as if her strings had been cut, clutching her bear to her chest. “I knew she’d hate me,” she cried, curling into herself. “I knew it.”

I knelt beside her immediately, reaching out to touch her shoulder. “Amy—”

She jerked away from my touch, her breathing ragged between sobs. The rejection stung, but I understood. She was overwhelmed, drowning in emotions too complex to process.

“Give her space,” Natalia said quietly, moving to my side. Her hand rested on my arm. “Dylan, can I speak with you?”

I nodded, reluctantly leaving Amy. Hailey had already moved closer to her, offering silent support without crowding her. My mother led me away from the group, her face serious.

“What’s going on?” she asked once we were out of earshot.

I drew in a deep breath, gathering my thoughts. “Amy’s been struggling with an addiction to Oxycodone. She’s been hiding it from Kimberly for almost two years.”

Natalia nodded, her expression compassionate but unsurprised. “I suspected something. The way she’d randomly sweat and be so quiet at times.”

“You knew?”

“I recognized the signs,” she said simply. “Addiction leaves similar marks, regardless of the substance.” She looked toward where Kimberly had disappeared. “This is between sisters. Kimberly’s hurt, but she loves Amy more than anything. She just needs perspective.” She touched my arm. “Come with me. I think they both need help right now.”

Together we followed Kimberly’s trail into the jungle. It wasn’t hard to find her; she hadn’t gone far. She sat on a fallen log beside the small stream we used for freshwater, her knees pulled up to her chest, crying quietly with her face hidden in her arms.

Natalia stepped up to her first, her footsteps deliberately audible on the forest floor. “Sweetheart, can we talk?”

Kimberly looked up, hastily wiping her tears. She nodded reluctantly, making room on the log.

Natalia sat beside her, not rushing to speak. The stream bubbled peacefully beside them as I hung back slightly, letting Natalia take the lead.

“I know you’re angry and hurt,” Natalia said finally, her voice gentle. “But don’t judge her. Addiction isn’t weakness or betrayal. It’s pain she carried alone because she thought she had to.”

Kimberly stared at the ground. “She should have told me.”

“Maybe,” Natalia said. “But shame is powerful. I’ve seen good people struggle with things they’re ashamed of. Blame doesn’t help … healing does.” She turned more fully toward Kimberly, her expression earnest. “You’ve been her protector forever. That’s beautiful. But even protectors miss things. This isn’t your fault, and it isn’t hers. Talk to her like the sister who loves her, not like someone disappointed.”

I stepped closer. “Amy’s terrified you’ll see her like your mom,” I said. “She needs to hear you still love her.”

Kimberly’s shoulders slumped. Fresh tears welled in her eyes. “I was so scared for her,” she admitted in a lowered voice. “And mad she didn’t trust me.”

Natalia placed a hand on her knee. “She trusted you to be strong. Now show her you’re strong enough to forgive and help.”

Kimberly wiped her face with the back of her hand. She looked between us, something resolving in her expression. “I do love her. More than anything.”

“Then tell her that,” Natalia said. “Before anything else, make sure she knows that hasn’t changed.”

Kimberly nodded, taking a deep breath to steady herself. We helped her up to her feet.

When Natalia and I got back to camp with Kimberly, Amy was exactly where we’d left her. She sat hunched over, head bowed, clutching her teddy bear tightly. She looked little and vulnerable, nothing like the fierce girl who’d survived so much.

Natalia gave Kimberly a gentle nudge forward. I hung back, watching as Kimberly approached her sister. When she reached Amy, she immediately dropped to her knees in front of her.

“I’m sorry I yelled,” Kimberly said. “I was hurt, but I get it now. You were trying to protect me too.”

Amy’s head jerked up, her eyes wide with disbelief. For a moment, she just stared at her sister, as if waiting for the other shoe to drop. Then her face crumpled, and she launched herself into Kimberly’s arms.

They clung to each other, fresh tears flowing, but these felt different, cleansing rather than destructive. Their bodies shook with emotion as years of secrets dissolved between them.

“We’re in this together,” Kimberly whispered fiercely, stroking Amy’s hair. “No more secrets.”

“I’m so sorry,” Amy said, her words muffled against her sister’s shoulder. “I love you. I never wanted to hurt you.”

I glanced around at my family. Natalia stood beside me, relief evident in her posture. Hailey and Sabrina had backed away slightly, giving the twins privacy while still offering silent support. No one intruded on the moment, and we all understood this was sacred ground between sisters.

After several minutes, the twins pulled apart, wiping tears from each other’s faces. They helped each other stand, and Amy looked at all of us with red-rimmed eyes.

“I want to get better,” she said, her voice hoarse but determined. “I don’t want to be controlled by these anymore.”

Kimberly squeezed her hand. “What do you need from us?”

Amy took a deep breath, then looked directly at me. “Help me get rid of them? All of them?”

I nodded, stepping forward. “Whenever you’re ready.”

“Now,” she said firmly. “Before I change my mind.”

The decision seemed to give her strength. We decided to ride to the beach, and Kimberly and Amy sat behind me. The others followed at a respectful distance as we made our way through the jungle path that opened onto the shoreline.

The ocean stretched before us, endless blue-green waves shimmering in the sunlight. We dismounted, and Amy paused at the water’s edge, the gentle surf lapping at her feet. She reached into her bear and pulled out the bag of pills.

“I don’t have many left,” she admitted quietly. “Maybe a month’s worth. I was already rationing them.”

“That’s good,” I said. “It means there’s less in your system already.”

She stared at the pills in her palm, years of dependence contained in that small plastic bag. I could see the battle playing out on her face, the need fighting against her resolve.

“You can do this,” Kimberly whispered, squeezing her hand.

Amy nodded, took three steps into the shallow surf, and with a swift motion, threw the bag as far as she could. It arced through the air before disappearing into the waves with barely a splash.

We stood in silence, watching the spot where the pills had vanished. It seemed anticlimactic somehow, such a momentous decision marked by nothing more than ripples that quickly faded. But I could feel the significance of the moment in the way Amy’s shoulders straightened slightly, as if shedding a weight.

“It’s done,” she said, her voice small but steady.

I placed my hand on her back, channeling warmth into her body. “The hard part comes next, but we’re all here.”

She leaned into my touch, drawing strength from the connection. “How bad will it get?”

“I won’t lie to you,” Natalia said, stepping forward. “The next few days won’t be easy. But withdrawal from opioids isn’t usually dangerous, just uncomfortable.”

“Really uncomfortable,” Teodora added, but her voice was kind. “But it passes. And we’ll help you through every minute.”

The morning passed quietly after that. We returned to the clearing and focused on normal tasks, cooking meat, improving the shelter, and relaxing. But I kept a close eye on Amy, noting how her hands began to tremble slightly by midday. She grew restless, pacing the perimeter of our camp, her arms wrapped around herself.

By late afternoon, the first real symptoms hit. I found her sitting against a tree, her face pale and sweaty, her body wracked with chills despite the tropical heat.

“It’s starting,” she whispered when I crouched beside her. “I feel like my skin’s crawling.”

I sat beside her, pulling her against me. Immediately, I focused on generating warmth, letting it flow from my body into hers. She sighed with relief as the heat eased some of her discomfort.

“This helps,” she murmured, pressing closer.

“Good,” I said. “I’m not going anywhere.”

As the sun began to set, Amy’s condition deteriorated rapidly. Muscle cramps seized her legs and back, making her cry out in pain. I held her through each spasm, my hands moving over her contracted muscles, warmth flowing steadily from my palms.

Kimberly brought water, helping her sister drink when the nausea permitted. Elyndra prepared a tea from some local leaves, telling us it had a soothing effect.

As night fell, Amy’s withdrawal symptoms intensified. She trembled against me, sweat soaking through her clothes despite the cooling evening air. Each wave of pain seemed worse than the last, causing her to curl tighter against me, seeking the warmth that flowed from my touch.

“I’m so cold,” she whimpered, her teeth chattering. “Then burning hot. Make it stop.”

I pulled her closer, focusing my energy on maintaining a steady flow of heat through my hands as I rubbed her back. Her skin felt clammy beneath my palms, but I could sense my warmth penetrating deeper, temporarily easing the worst of her discomfort.

“Lean into me,” I whispered. “There you go.”

She pressed her face against my chest, her breathing ragged. Kimberly sat on her other side, holding her sister’s hand and occasionally wiping tears from Amy’s face.

“You’re doing so well,” Kimberly murmured, squeezing her hand. “I’m so proud of you.”

Amy shuddered through another cramp, her body tensing painfully. I increased the heat flowing through my touch, feeling her muscles gradually relax as the warmth spread.

“Try to sleep,” I suggested. “Rest will help.”

“I want to,” Amy whispered, her voice cracking. “God, I want to, but everything hurts too much.”

As the night deepened around us, her symptoms worsened. The rest of my family had retreated to give us privacy, though I could see Natalia checking on us periodically from across the camp. Amy alternated between violent shivering and sweating buckets, her body unable to regulate its temperature. Her muscles spasmed randomly, each contraction drawing a pained gasp from her lips.

“I can’t do this,” she cried after a particularly bad wave. “I can’t.”

I held her tighter, channeling more heat into her trembling form. “You can. You’re stronger than you know.”

She looked up at me, her eyes glazed with exhaustion and pain. “Your warmth is the only thing that helps,” she whispered. “When you touch me … it’s the only time I don’t feel like I’m dying.”

“Dylan,” Natalia said quietly, “I think you should use your healing gift fully. Help her however you can.”

I understood what she meant immediately. The healing power worked best with intimacy, and even more powerfully when emotions were involved.

I looked at Amy brushing her hair away from her cute face. She looked desperate for help, and I knew I had the power to do something more. “I can try using my healing powers to the fullest, but they require intimacy.”

Amy nodded weakly. “Please. I’ll try anything.”

Kimberly squeezed her sister’s hand once more before standing. “Take care of her,” she said and then looked at her sister. “I’ll be nearby if you need me.”

As Kimberly walked away, I helped Amy to her feet. She swayed unsteadily, leaning heavily against me as we moved to a more secluded area on the opposite side of the fire. The flames lit up the grass, providing privacy while still offering enough light to see.

I spread out a hide on the ground and helped her lie down. Her body continued to tremble, whimpers escaping her lips.

“I’m going to love you,” I said, kneeling beside her. “But you need to tell me if anything doesn’t feel right.”

She nodded, reaching for my hand. “Just don’t stop touching me, please.”

I stretched out beside her, gathering her into my arms. Focusing intently, I channeled warmth through my entire body, creating a cocoon of heat around us. Amy sighed as the warmth enveloped her, some of the tension leaving her muscles.

“Better?” I asked.

“Yes,” she whispered. “But I need more.”

Her hand found mine, guiding it beneath her top to rest against her bare stomach. The contact sent energy through me, and I felt my power intensify. Warmth radiated from my palm into her core, spreading outward through her body.

Amy’s eyes widened slightly. “That’s … that feels different.”

I nodded, understanding that my healing gift was activating. This deeper healing energy seemed to flow naturally now, responding to her need. I slid my hand higher, tracing patterns across her skin.

“Is this okay?” I asked.

In response, she pulled me closer, pressing her lips to mine in a desperate kiss. I felt her need, her pain, and her gratitude all mingled together in that contact. When we broke apart, her breathing had steadied somewhat.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered.

And I kissed her again, deep, wet tongue kisses while my hands continued their body exploration. I tugged her top upward, and she raised her arms to help me remove it, breaking the kiss for a second. In the firelight, her skin looked golden, marred only by the goosebumps that still pebbled her arms.

My fingers found her perky breasts, narrow at the top and full at the bottom, and she gasped as warmth flowed directly into the sensitive flesh. I cupped her gently, feeling her nipple harden against my palm, sinking my fingers into her youthful boobs.

“That helps,” she said. “Everything hurts less when you touch me like that.”

Encouraged, I lowered my head to replace my hand with my mouth, drawing her nipple between my lips. The effect was immediate, her back arched, and she moaned. I could feel my energy flowing more intensely, as if the connection between us had deepened.

“More,” she urged, her hands cupping my neck.

I kissed my way down her body, pausing to remove her shorts. Beneath them, she wore simple cotton panties, threadbare in places. I slid them down her legs, revealing her sex.

She blushed faintly but didn’t try to cover herself. “I feel less pain already.”

I settled between her legs, my hands gently spreading them. She tensed briefly, then relaxed as I pressed kisses along her inner thigh. When my mouth finally found her sex, her whole body shuddered, thankfully, not with pain this time, but pleasure.

My tongue moved slowly, exploring her pussy gently. I could taste her honey flowing as I ran my tongue over her wet flesh. Her fingers gripped my shoulders, her breathing deepening.

“Dylan,” she said. “That’s … I feel so much better.”

I continued, feeling her grow wetter beneath my tongue. Her body responded eagerly, her hips rising to meet my mouth. The connection between us strengthened with each intimate moment, my healing energy flowing freely into her.

After several minutes, I rose up to kiss her lips again. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me close.

“I want all of you,” she whispered against my mouth. “Please.”

I nodded, quickly removing my own primitive clothes. As I positioned myself above her, my erection poised at her entrance, lightly pushing against her lips, I paused.

“This is your first time,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

She nodded, her eyes clear and certain. “I want it to be you.”

“It might hurt at first,” I told her.

“Nothing could hurt worse than what I’ve already felt tonight,” she replied with a smile.

I let my cock lower to her hole then slowly pressed forward. She winced slightly at the initial pressure, her fingers digging into my shoulders. When the crown was inside, I paused, giving her time to adjust, channeling soothing warmth through every point where our bodies connected.

“Keep going,” she said.

I pushed forward again, feeling the moment of resistance before I slid fully inside her. She gasped at the stretch, her eyes widening. I remained still, letting her adjust to the sensation of being full while focusing on sending waves of healing deep into her core.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded, her face relaxing. “The pain … it’s gone, completely gone.”

I began to move slowly, maintaining the flow of energy between us. Her body responded eagerly, matching my rhythm. With each gentle thrust, I felt her relaxing more fully, her focus shifting from withdrawal to pleasure.

“This is … I never knew it could feel like this,” she murmured.

I was careful about fucking her too hard. The sounds of our bodies colliding were a gentle slap, not a rough one, and her mouth slowly parted as a pinkish flush spread from her neck to cheeks.

I wanted her to feel everything. I shifted our position, rolling onto my back while keeping us joined. She settled atop me, her hands braced on my chest. In this position, she could control the depth and pace, and I could see her face clearly in the firelight.

I watched her above me, her face bathed in the golden glow of firelight, her eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure rather than pain. She rocked her hips back and forth, finding a natural rhythm as her pussy squeezed against my erection. The connection between us felt almost magical, my healing warmth flowing into her with each touch and thrust.

“That feels amazing,” she whispered, her head falling back as she rolled her hips. “I can feel your heat everywhere inside me.”

I guided her with my hands on her waist, channeling more energy through my fingertips. Her skin flushed beneath my touch, a healthy glow replacing the sickly pallor of withdrawal. As she leaned forward, her hair fell around us, creating our own private world.

“Turn over,” I murmured, helping her shift positions.

She moved onto her hands and knees, looking back at me with trust in her eyes. I positioned myself behind her, one hand sliding up her spine as I entered her again. She gasped, pushing back against me as I fucked her.

“Deeper,” she begged me.

I complied, holding her hips steady as I pressed deeper into her. With each thrust, I concentrated on sending healing warmth through our connection. I could feel her body responding, her muscles relaxing, her breathing growing more steady and less labored.

While making sure she felt better, I caressed her cheeks, my hands spreading over the curves of her ass. It was round and firm, yet yielding under my palms, like ripe fruit warmed by the sun, smooth skin flushed pink from arousal and the island heat. Each time I thrust deeper, those cheeks flexed and rippled gently, a little bounce that was insanely hot to watch. The way they filled my grip was also sexy, plush enough to sink my fingers into, yet toned from all the walking and surviving, creating that heart-shaped perfection that begged to be worshiped.

I gave one cheek a light, possessive squeeze, watching the flesh mold to my hand before springing back. As she pushed back to meet me, her ass pressed against my hips with each slow stroke.

I leaned forward slightly, letting my thumbs trace the dimples at the base of her spine, then spreading her wider so I could watch myself disappear into her again and again, framed by that gorgeous, trembling backside.

After a while, I gently turned her onto her side, lifting one of her legs to maintain our connection. This new angle allowed me to hold her close while still moving deep inside her. I pressed my chest against her back, my arm wrapped around her to cup her breast, and I felt her shiver with pleasure rather than chills.

“The pain is completely gone,” she murmured in wonder. “I can’t feel anything but you.”

I smiled against her skin, continuing to fuck her. Her body had stopped trembling, the withdrawal symptoms temporarily banished by the healing energy flowing between us. I felt a deep satisfaction knowing I was helping her through this difficult night.

Eventually, I turned her onto her back again, settling between her thighs. I wanted to see her face, to make sure she was truly okay. Her eyes met mine, clear and present in a way they hadn’t been all evening.

“Thank you,” she whispered, reaching up to touch my face.

I kissed her again, as I began to slide in and out of her. I found a perfect rhythm, slow and sensual, building gradually toward orgasm. The heat between us intensified with each light slap, my gift working at its fullest potential.

As our pace quickened, I felt her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper. I maintained our kiss, swallowing her moans as she trembled beneath me, this time with pleasure.

My own orgasm was a couple of thrusts away, and when I couldn’t hold back any longer, I pressed as deep as possible, holding her tightly as I spilled my healing essence inside her. The connection between us felt strong, my healing energy surging through both our bodies at the moment of climax.

When the waves subsided, I remained inside her, reluctant to pull out. She clung to me, her arms wrapped tightly around my neck, her face buried against my shoulder.

“That was…” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. “I’ve never felt anything like that. Better than any pill, any high … so much better.”

I rolled to my side, keeping her in my arms. Her body was relaxed now, the constant tension of withdrawal temporarily banished. I stroked her hair, continuing to channel warmth into her through every point where our skin touched.

“Rest now,” I murmured against her temple. “Try to sleep while you’re comfortable.”

She nodded, her eyes already growing heavy. “Will you stay with me?”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I promised.

As Amy drifted toward sleep, I became aware of movement nearby. Glancing up, I spotted Kimberly lying with the rest of my women about twenty feet away. Even in the dim light, I could see the flush on her cheeks.

Our eyes met across the distance, and I felt a sudden awareness pass between us. She had been watching, and I could sense her arousal even from this distance.

She didn’t look away or appear embarrassed at being caught. Instead, she nodded, as if confirming that she understood this had been necessary for her sister’s healing. But beneath that understanding, I detected a hunger that mirrored what I’d seen in Amy’s eyes earlier.

Amy stirred in my arms, mumbling something incoherent as she settled more comfortably against my chest. I returned my attention to her, pulling a soft hide over our naked bodies to keep her warm.

I lay awake for some time, holding Amy as she slept peacefully for the first time since throwing away her pills. My mind wandered to Kimberly and the look we’d shared. There was something unresolved there, something that would need to be addressed eventually. But for now, Amy’s healing was the priority.


Chapter 6

For the next few days, I spent nearly every waking hour with Amy. The withdrawal symptoms came in waves, sometimes mild enough that she could sit by the fire and talk, other times so intense that she could barely move. During those worst moments, I held her close, channeling my healing warmth through intimate touches and lovemaking that seemed to be the only thing that truly eased her pain.

The rest of my women constantly checked in on her, which made her smile wider. It wasn’t only the deed itself but the thought that mattered. We all cared for her, and she admitted that belonging to a family was a novel experience for her.

By the third day, the physical symptoms had begun to subside. Her body no longer shook with violent tremors, and the cold sweats happened less frequently. The healing gift worked wonders in combination with sex. Each time I bedded her, I could feel my energy flowing into her, repairing something broken inside.

On the evening of the fourth day, Amy was finally resting comfortably as the sun began its descent. We lay together, her body curled against mine, her breathing deep and even. Her skin had lost the sickly pallor of withdrawal, returning to its natural golden tone.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

She smiled up at me, her eyes clear for the first time in days. “Better than I have in years.”

I pulled her closer, kissing her forehead. “I’m glad.”

“Dylan?” she said after a moment of silence. “I need to tell you something.”

“Anything.”

She propped herself up on one elbow, looking directly into my eyes. “What we’ve been doing … I never knew intimacy could feel like that. The heat, the way you touch me…” She paused, searching for words. “It’s better than any drug I’ve ever taken. I’ve never felt so loved in my life.”

The raw honesty in her voice warmed my heart. “That’s because you are loved,” I told her. “By me, by your sister and by my family. You’re not alone anymore.”

She lay her head on my chest. “I know that now,” she whispered. “Thank you for showing me.”

As we talked, I was aware of Kimberly sitting nearby, watching us with grateful eyes. She had been unusually quiet these past days, helping care for Amy but keeping some distance during our intimate moments. I could tell she was processing everything, her sister’s recovery, our growing relationship, and her own feelings.

It didn’t take her long to come over. “How are you feeling now?”

Amy sat up, a smile spreading across her face that reached all the way to her eyes. “Better than I’ve felt in years,” she said, reaching for her sister’s hand. “I can’t remember the last time my head was this clear.”

“Really?” Kimberly said.

“Really,” Amy confirmed. “No more fog, no more numbness, and I feel present.”

Without another word, Kimberly pulled her sister into a warm, sibling hug. I shifted back slightly, giving them space as they clung to each other. Amy’s arms wrapped around Kimberly’s shoulders, her face buried in her sister’s neck.

“Remember that time we snuck into the movies?” Kimberly said, settling more comfortably beside her sister. “Three films back-to-back.”

“The manager thought we were so cute he gave us free popcorn,” Amy recalled, her eyes sparkling with the memory.

“That was one of the good days,” Kimberly said.

“We had more good days than I remembered,” Amy replied. “I think the pills made me forget them.”

Kimberly squeezed her hand. “Well, now we can make new memories, better ones.”

I watched them reminisce, trading stories I’d never heard before, small moments of joy they’d managed to create despite everything. Hidden birthday celebrations with stolen cupcakes. Christmas decorations crafted from discarded tinsel, and the time they’d found twenty dollars on the sidewalk and splurged on a fancy dinner at a diner.

* * *

After dinner that night, as everyone settled around the fire, Kimberly approached me. She asked if I wanted to take a walk with her. I nodded and followed her aimlessly around the clearing.

We walked in silence for a while, just far enough from camp to have privacy but still within sight of the firelight. When she finally stopped and turned to face me, she smiled widely.

“What you did for my sister these past days…” she said. “Staying with her, helping her feel good instead of hurting … I’ve never seen anyone love someone like that.”

Her words warmed me more than I expected. “I care about her, about both of you.”

Kimberly stepped closer. “You have no idea what it means to me, seeing someone be so gentle with her. She’s always been the more brittle one of us, you know? The one who felt everything too deeply.” She paused, drawing in a deep breath. “I’ve spent my whole life trying to protect her, and for the first time, I feel like we’re both safe.”

“You are,” I told her, reaching out to touch her arm gently.

She didn’t pull away from my touch. Instead, she moved closer, her hand coming to rest on my arm. The contact sent a current between us, different from what I felt with Amy but no less powerful.

“I want that too,” she said, looking me in the eyes. “I want to feel you … you know, the way she did.”

I searched her face, looking for any sign of hesitation or doubt. “Are you sure about this? I don’t want you to feel like you have to—”

“I’ve wanted you since you rescued us,” she said, clinging to me. “Seeing you with her just made it impossible to wait.” She moved even closer, her body nearly pressed against mine. “I’m really wet.”

The blunt admission sent heat rushing through me. I cupped her face gently, giving her one last chance to reconsider. “You’re absolutely sure?”

In response, she rose on her tiptoes and pressed her lips to mine. They were as soft as her sister’s and equally as sweet. When we broke apart, she looked a bit more excited.

“I’m sure,” she said.

Taking her hand, I led her to a patch of pink flowers. The moon hung full and bright overhead, bathing the clearing in silver light that made Kimberly’s skin glow.

We sat close together on the grass, our shoulders touching and holding each other’s hands. It was warm outside, a lot warmer compared to when Amy had been sick.

I squeezed her hand. “I care about you both.”

She looked down at our joined hands, suddenly shy. “There’s something I want to tell you. Something personal.”

“I’m listening.”

Kimberly took a deep breath, her voice dropping to a near-whisper. “Back home … When things got really bad, sis and I only had each other. We’d … touch ourselves together sometimes. To feel good when everything else hurts. It was our secret way of staying close.”

“That’s sweet,” I said. “Finding comfort in each other when there was none anywhere else.”

“I know … I thought you wouldn’t judge us since you’re loving your family too.”

“I wouldn’t judge you either way.”

“Hmm,” she thought out loud. “Can I get my sister? I want her as well.”

“A threesome?”

“Yeah,” she said with a giggle. “It would feel sweeter to have her with me. We’ve shared so many memories after all.”

“Sure,” I said. “I do that all the time with the rest of my women.”

She pressed her lips to my cheeks and rose to her feet. It didn’t take her long. She returned shortly after, holding Amy’s hand.

“Come here. I was just telling Dylan about how we used to comfort each other.”

Amy took her sister’s hand and settled beside us on the grass. She smiled shyly. “It’s true. When we had nothing else, we had each other. It was the only time either of us felt good.”

“That sounds really sweet,” I told them, gravitating closer to Kimberly. She noticed, and I started kissing her, her tongue sliding against mine and then we twirled them together. I could taste the salt of her arousal on her fingers as they cupped my face. She’d been touching herself earlier. When we broke apart, her eyes swam with lust and love.

“I want your cock inside me,” she said.

“You’ll have it,” I said and went back to taste her tongue and lips again.

Amy moved closer. She knelt beside us, watching with parted lips as her sister kissed me again. I felt her hand on my shoulder, a gentle touch that sent warmth cascading through me.

These beautiful, broken girls who had survived so much were offering themselves to me with complete trust.

Kimberly smiled at her sister, then turned back to me. Her hands moved to my clothes, helping me remove the last barriers between us. When I was finally naked, she pushed gently against my chest until I lay back on the grass. She straddled me, her wet pussy hovering just above my erection, a string of her honey landing right on the purple tip.

“I want to see your face,” she said. She grabbed my erection, struggling to wrap her fingers around it. “It’s hard and thick. Was it painful?”

Amy shook her head. “Maybe at the first penetration, but then it felt unbelievably good.”

“Okay … here goes,” she said, aiming me directly at her hole and slowly sinking down.

We both gasped as I entered her, breaking her hymen and filling her. She was tight and wet, her body gripping mine like she never wanted to let go. Her eyes locked with mine as she sighed in relief. She held it, getting used to the sensation before rocking back and forth.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her hips rolling against mine. “For saving us, for loving her and for being here now.”

Each word was punctuated by a movement of her body, her inner muscles squeezing me in a way that made my cock twitch. I reached up to cup her breasts. They were narrow at the top and full at the bottom, exactly as her sister’s.

Amy moved closer, her hand resting on her sister’s back. She watched us with fascination, her pussy becoming wet as well. After a moment’s hesitation, she leaned down to kiss me over her sister’s shoulder.

I reached up with one hand to cup the back of her head, keeping our lips connected while Kimberly continued to ride me.

When Amy pulled back from the kiss, she focused on her sister. Her hands moved around Kimberly’s body, cupping her breasts from behind. Kimberly moaned at her sister’s touch.

“She likes it when you touch her there,” Amy whispered to me, guiding my hand to a spot just above where Kimberly and I were joined. “Right here.”

I followed her guidance, pressing my thumb against Kimberly’s clit in circles. Kimberly gasped, her inner muscles clenching around me.

“Yes,” Kimberly said with her eyes closed. “Just like that.”

Amy’s hands continued to roam her sister’s body, touching her intimately. They moved together in perfect harmony, Kimberly riding me while Amy caressed her from behind.

“I can feel your heat spreading inside me,” Kimberly moaned, her pace quickening. “It feels so good.”

She didn’t ride me as slowly as her sister had done. She started riding me harder, bouncing on top of my lap, so her tits jiggled like mad. “Sis, can you hold my tits?”

Amy giggled and held onto them so they wouldn’t slap her face. But Kimberly was so excited. She then planted her hands on my chest, squeezing her breasts together with her elbows. Her pussy kept tightening, and I was certain she was about to climax.

When she came, her entire body shuddered. She moaned, her back arching as she experienced intense sexual pleasure. I held her hips steady, helping her ride out the orgasm that seemed to go on and on.

As she collapsed against my chest, breathing hard, I felt Amy’s hand on her sister’s arm. “How was it?”

“So nice,” Kimberly said. “I can do this all day.”

I stroked her back, holding onto her while my cock still twitched inside her. Kimberly then turned to her sister. “Do you also want to go?”

Amy nodded eagerly. “My turn?”

Kimberly smiled, kissing me once more before sliding off to lie beside us. “He feels amazing,” she said, her voice still breathless. “So warm and hard inside.”

I turned to Amy, pulling her into my arms. I rolled us so she lay on her side, my chest pressed to her back.

“Is this position comfortable for you?” I asked.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Your warmth helps so much.”

I entered her from behind, one arm wrapped around her waist to hold her close. She gasped as I filled her, her body still sensitive from our earlier lovemaking. I fucked her slowly, letting her adjust to the girth and length.

Kimberly shifted position to face her sister. She reached out to brush hair from Amy’s face, then leaned in to kiss her forehead tenderly.

“Feel good?” she asked.

Amy nodded, unable to speak as I began to thrust deeper. Her pussy moistened, and she pressed back against me to take me further inside.

With each thrust, I felt her muscles relaxing, any remaining tension from her earlier pain melting away. My hand moved up to cup her breasts.

Kimberly watched us for a moment, then leaned closer to kiss her sister on the lips. I continued fucking her, feeling Amy growing wetter around me.

When they broke apart, Kimberly’s hand replaced mine on her sister’s breast. Amy moaned, caught between my thrusts and her sister’s caresses.

“You’re both so beautiful,” I whispered, overwhelmed by the sight of them together.

Amy reached back to grasp my hip, urging me deeper as she pressed against her sister.

“I want to try something,” Kimberly whispered, her eyes meeting mine over her sister’s shoulder. “I want to suck your cock.”

I slowed my movements, intrigued. “Alright then.”

My cock slipped out of her pussy, coming out drenched and rock hard. Kimberly guided me to lie back on the grass. She turned to her sister with a conspiratorial smile. “Together?”

Amy nodded, understanding immediately what Kimberly meant. They moved as one between my legs, their faces level with my erection. It glistened with Amy’s wetness, hard and pulsing in the moonlight.

“Look how wet you made him,” Kimberly murmured to her sister, reaching out to wrap her fingers around my shaft. “I want to taste your honey on him.”

The twins leaned forward simultaneously, their tongues meeting at the base of my cock before sliding upward in perfect unison. I groaned at the sensation of two identical tongues tracing either side of my shaft, meeting again at the tip.

Kimberly took the lead, her lips wrapping around the head while Amy’s tongue circled the base. Then they switched. Their mouths were warm, wet and eager, licking and sucking as if my cock was a privileged treat.

“You taste so good together,” Kimberly said. Her hand stroked my shaft while Amy’s tongue swirled around the crown.

Amy looked up at me through her lashes. “Is this good?” she asked, before plunging me deep into her mouth.

“Perfect,” I said, my hands gently stroking their hair as they worked together.

They took turns taking me deeper, each trying to outdo the other as they gagged and slobbered. When Kimberly hollowed her cheeks and sucked hard, Amy would immediately follow with her own sensual technique. Their hands worked in tandem, stroking what their mouths couldn’t swallow, occasionally dipping lower to cup my balls.

The pleasure was building too quickly. I needed to slow things down or this would end far sooner than I wanted. I gently guided them up, kissing each in turn.

“I want to taste you now,” I told them. “Both of you.”

I repositioned myself, lying back on the grass and guiding Amy to straddle my face. She lowered herself hesitantly, her thighs trembling slightly as my tongue found her pussy. At the same time, I gestured for Kimberly to mount me. She straddled my hips, lowering herself onto my cock with a satisfied sigh.

The position was perfect, Amy facing her sister, their hands able to reach each other while I pleasured them both. My tongue worked against Amy’s sweet folds while Kimberly rode me, setting a steady pace. I could hear them kissing above me, their moans mingling in the night air.

“He feels so good inside,” Kimberly whispered to her sister. “And his tongue…”

“I know,” Amy gasped as I slid my tongue inside her.

I focused my attention on Amy’s pleasure, circling her clit with my tongue while occasionally dipping lower to taste her honey hole. Meanwhile, Kimberly controlled our rhythm, her hips rising and falling in a dance that had my cock throbbing inside her tight heat.

The twins leaned forward, their foreheads touching as they moved together. I could feel them both approaching their peaks. Amy growing wetter against my tongue, Kimberly’s inner muscles beginning to flutter around my shaft.

“I’m close,” Amy whispered.

“Me too,” Kimberly responded, her pace quickening.

My tongue worked faster against Amy while my hips thrust upward to meet Kimberly’s downward movements. The pressure was building inside me too, a tightening in my core and hardening my manhood.

When Amy came, her thighs clenched around my head, her wetness flooding my tongue as she moaned. Her orgasm triggered Kimberly’s, and I felt her pussy contract around my cock in the most delicious embrace. The sensation nearly made me explode, but I held back, wanting to last longer.

As the twins recovered, panting and trembling, I gently guided them to change positions. I helped Kimberly onto her hands and knees, positioning myself behind her. Amy knelt beside us, her hand stroking Kimberly’s back as I entered her sister from behind.

“Oh,” Kimberly moaned as I filled her completely. “Deeper.”

I complied, gripping her hips as I fucked her hard. Amy watched with heavy-lidded eyes, occasionally leaning down to kiss her sister or stroke her hair. There wasn’t much left of me now, and I fucked her ten more times before I came hard. I buried myself deep inside Kimberly, feeling her pussy clench around me as I pulsed inside her. She arched her back, moaning.

I quickly pulled out, watching as my seed spilled from her, trailing down over the curves of her ass. Then I pushed inside Amy, giving her the last drops of my cum.

When we finally collapsed together on the grass, we sighed in relief. I lay on my back with a twin on either side of me, their heads resting on my chest, their legs intertwined with mine.

“That felt so nice,” Kimberly began, her voice trailing off as words failed her.

“It did,” Amy said, nuzzling closer to me.

I wrapped my arms around them both, holding them tight against me.

“Thank you,” Kimberly whispered after a long, peaceful silence. “For everything.”

“For helping me get clean,” Amy added. “For making us feel safe.”

I kissed the top of each twin’s head. “You don’t need to thank me.”

“This feels like family,” Kimberly murmured. “A real family.”

“Real family,” Amy echoed. “I never knew it could feel like this.”

We lay there for a long time, watching the stars wheel overhead, content in our shared warmth. Eventually, I noticed both twins fighting to keep their eyes open, exhausted from the intensity of our lovemaking.

“Let’s go back to camp,” I said, sitting up carefully.

They nodded sleepily, making no move to stand. I smiled, then gathered Amy into my arms first, lifting her as if she weighed nothing. She nestled against my chest, her arms wrapping around my neck as I carried her back toward the camp.

The fire was still burning low, and the rest of my women slept close to it. I gently laid Amy down on the hides near the fire, then returned for Kimberly, who was waiting with outstretched arms.

“My turn,” she said with a drowsy smile.

I scooped her up, cradling her against my chest as I had her sister. She pressed a kiss to my neck as I carried her back to camp, setting her down beside Amy.

The twins immediately curled toward each other, a habit formed over a lifetime of sharing beds and seeking comfort in each other’s presence. I settled beside them, drawing a larger hide over all three of us.

As I lay between them, both twins shifted to accommodate me, their bodies instinctively seeking my warmth. Amy’s head came to rest on my shoulder, while Kimberly draped her arm across my chest, her fingers finding her sister’s hand.

“Sleep now,” I murmured, pressing kisses to their foreheads. “I’ll be right here when you wake up.”

They drifted off quickly, their breathing deepening. I stayed awake a while longer, watching the firelight play across their peaceful faces, marveling at how far we’d all come in such a short time.

These girls who had endured so much hardship, who had learned to trust no one but each other, were now sleeping safely in my arms. The responsibility of that trust weighed on me, but it was a weight I welcomed, a burden that felt like a gift.

As sleep finally claimed me, my last thoughts were of protection and belonging. Whatever the future held for us on this strange island, I knew one thing for certain: the twins were now part of my family, and I would do whatever it took to keep them safe and loved.


Chapter 7

Idrifted to sleep with the twins nestled against me. The warmth of our love lingered as consciousness slipped away. Instead of darkness, a golden light surrounded me, enveloping everything in its glow.

I found myself watching a scene unfold, as if viewing it from outside my body, like in third person. There stood a version of me, bathed in that same golden light, but a bit blurry. This dream Dylan was as strong as me.

As I watched, images began to flow around him. I saw my mother embracing him, her love pouring into him like visible energy. The golden light brightened. Then came Sabrina and Hailey, their passion and protection merging with him. With each memory, his form grew more powerful, the aura surrounding him intensifying.

Luna and Teodora appeared next, their arrival adding new layers of strength. The twins followed, their healing and our threesome making his muscles more defined, veins standing out on his forearms. Finally, Elyndra’s mysterious bond completed the transformation, his entire body now radiating power.

I was mesmerized by this version of myself, this culmination of love and protection. Then the golden light parted, and a woman stepped through.

My eyes widened. She was stunning, more beautiful than anyone I’d ever seen. Long blonde hair cascaded down her back like molten gold. Her skin glowed from within. But it was her sky blue eyes that held me. They were deep, god-like and filled with such longing it made my heart ache.

It was Lysara, and she reached toward dream-Dylan, tears streaming down her flawless face. “I feel your love,” she said, her voice sonorous and sweet. “Every woman you hold brings me closer.” She reached me with her hand. “Please, come save me. I’ve waited so long.”

The ache in her voice carried centuries of isolation and waiting. Dream-Dylan moved immediately, determination etched across his face.

I watched as he began to climb, scaling a mountain so sheer it seemed impossible. His fingers found invisible holds, muscles straining as he pulled himself higher. Lysara watched from above, her hands pressed to her heart.

When he reached a plateau, raging waters blocked his path. Without hesitation, he thrust his hands forward, and the water parted before him, creating a dry path. He strode through confidently, the waters trembling on either side as if barely contained by his will.

Shadows rose next, formless creatures with grasping tendrils. They surrounded him, whispering doubts and fears. Dream-Dylan’s light flared brighter, burning them away as he pressed forward.

Finally, he reached a massive crystalline barrier, glowing with ancient power. Lysara stood just beyond it, her hands pressed against the transparent surface, her face a mixture of hope and despair.

Dream-Dylan approached the seal, placing his palms against it. Their hands aligned, separated only by the barrier. He closed his eyes, drawing on all the strength he’d gained. His muscles tensed, the golden aura pulsing around him.

With a roar that seemed to shake the dream itself, he struck the barrier with both fists. It shattered dramatically, exploding into fragments of light that rained down around them.

Lysara materialized fully, no longer just an image but warm, real and shaking as she collapsed into his arms. She clung to him, her face buried against his chest.

“You came,” she whispered, her voice breaking with emotion. “After all this time, you found me.”

“I’ll always find you,” dream-Dylan promised, lifting her effortlessly into his arms.

He carried her gently down mountain paths, her body curled trustingly against his chest. At the base of the mountain stood a woman I recognized immediately. It was Elyndra, waiting with arms outstretched.

As dream-Dylan approached her with Lysara, tears of joy streamed down Lysara’s face. She reached toward Elyndra even as she clung to him.

“Mother,” she called, her voice filled with longing.

* * *

I jolted awake with a gasp, my body twisting violently. Sweat soaked my skin despite the cool night air. My heart hammered against my ribs, and I couldn’t catch my breath.

“Dylan?” Amy’s worried voice came first, her hand clutching my arm. “What’s wrong?”

I blinked, trying to orient myself. I was awake at the clearing and concerned faces appeared one by one.

Kimberly gripped my other arm, her expression mirroring her sister’s worry. My family was there, Natalia, Sabrina, and Hailey. Luna and Teodora were behind them, hair tousled from sleep. Elyndra approached more slowly, her golden eyes fixed on my face, as if she knew what I’d been dreaming.

“Dylan?” Sabrina knelt beside me, stroking my hair back from my forehead. “Are you okay?”

Hailey joined her. “You were thrashing around. Was it a nightmare? Or one of those intense dreams you had earlier?”

I couldn’t answer immediately. My lungs still fought for air, my body tense as if I’d actually climbed that mountain, fought those shadows.

“Give him space,” Natalia said. She moved through the circle of worried women to place a cool hand on my forehead. “He’s had intense dreams before, let him breathe.”

Her motherly tone seemed to reassure the others. They backed up slightly, though no one moved away completely.

I sat up, my breathing gradually slowing. Unlike some of my previous dreams that faded quickly upon waking, this one remained crystal clear in my mind, every detail sharp and vivid.

“I saw her,” I said, my voice hoarse. “Lysara.”

Elyndra froze, her golden eyes widening. The others exchanged confused glances, but she moved forward, kneeling beside me. “Tell me,” she said in a lowered voice. “Tell me everything you saw.”

The group gathered closer, forming a tight circle around me. The twins pressed against either side of me, their warmth grounding me as I collected my thoughts.

“I saw myself,” I said, “there was this golden light all around me, and it grew brighter with each loving I made.” I looked around the circle, meeting each woman’s eyes.

I described the mountain, the sheer cliff face I’d climbed, the waters I’d parted, and the shadows I’d dispelled. As I spoke, Elyndra listened intently.

“Then I reached this massive crystal barrier,” I said. “Lysara was behind it, her hands pressed against the surface. She was…” I paused, struggling to find words adequate to describe her. “She was breathtaking. Long blonde hair like molten gold, skin that glowed from within. But her eyes… they held so much longing, centuries of waiting.”

Elyndra’s hand moved to her mouth, tears welling in her eyes.

“I broke the seal,” I said. “I shattered it with my bare hands, and she fell into my arms. She was so relieved and grateful. I carried her down the mountain to you,” I said, looking directly at Elyndra. “She reached for you and called you ‘Mother.’”

A single tear trickled down Elyndra’s cheek. “That was no ordinary dream,” she said, her voice breaking. “It was a true vision.”

She reached out, her hands tracing my arms and chest. “I can feel it, your strength has grown. As a goddess, I sense the power in you now … Each woman you’ve loved deeply… it’s fed the bond with my daughter.”

The twins exchanged glances, seeming to realize they were part of something far bigger than themselves.

Elyndra’s hands continued their exploration, tracing the muscles of my shoulders and arms. “The transformation is nearly complete,” she murmured. “You’re ready.” Her eyes met mine, golden and determined. “It’s time to break the seal for real.”

A silence fell over the group. “Let’s eat first,” I said, rubbing my eyes. “I need strength.”

Natalia smiled. “I’ll prepare some of the bison meat.”

While she prepared something to eat, the others peppered me with questions about the dream. I answered as best I could, but my mind was already turning to what lay ahead. When Natalia returned with strips of roasted bison, we ate hungrily.

“Where exactly is Lysara?” I asked Elyndra between bites.

She gestured toward the distant peak visible beyond the treetops. “At the summit of the sacred mountain, the island’s heart. But the path is perilous: steep climbs and dense jungle.”

“Only you and I will go, Elyndra. The rest will stay behind,” I said firmly.

“No way,” Hailey protested immediately. “We should all go.”

I shook my head firmly. “I can’t protect everyone while climbing a mountain and breaking magical seals. The fewer people at risk, the better.”

“How long will you be gone?” Hailey asked, worry creasing her brow.

Elyndra considered this. “Half a day to reach close to the summit, perhaps another to get up there and then return.”

The news hit the group hard. Sabrina’s face fell, and Hailey bit her lip. The twins immediately moved closer, pressing against me from both sides.

“Two days without you?” Amy whispered, her fingers digging into my arm. “We just found you.”

Kimberly nodded, equally distressed. “Don’t be gone too long.”

“I’ll be back,” I said, wrapping an arm around each twin. “You’ll be safe here with the rest of the girls.”

After we’d eaten, we spent the morning preparing. Natalia and Hailey packed dried bison and fruits into bags made from hides. The twins were always close to me, reluctant to let me out of their sight after everything we’d shared.

By midday, we were ready.

“We should all move closer to the mountain base,” Elyndra said on top of her golden stallion. “There’s a sheltered clearing with fresh water, defensible and closer to our path.”

We mounted our horses and started riding. Elyndra led us through the jungle and we rode for many hours. We spoke about various topics and there were also extended periods of silence.

Eventually, we rode into a beautiful clearing beside a clear stream. Hills rose on three sides, offering natural protection, and the base of the sacred mountain loomed nearby.

“Here we are,” Elyndra said. “There shouldn’t be many predators here.”

“This is perfect,” Natalia said, surveying the area with approval. “We’ll be safe here until you return.”

Everyone worked together to make a temporary camp. The twins helped where they could, though they rarely strayed from my side.

As the sun began its descent toward the horizon, Elyndra placed her hand on my shoulder. “We should leave soon,” she said quietly. “We need to make good progress before nightfall.”

I nodded. The moment for goodbyes had arrived. My family gathered around me, their faces reflecting varying degrees of worry and love. Natalia embraced me first, her arms strong and reassuring, and her breasts soft and warm against my chest.

“Be careful,” she whispered. “Trust your instincts.”

After breaking the hug, she kissed me on the lips.

Sabrina and Hailey hugged me next, fiercely protective even in farewell.

“If you’re not back in three days, we’re coming after you,” Sabrina said, only half joking.

Luna and Teodora each kissed me deeply. “Return to us,” Luna murmured.

“Of course, I will,’ I said.

Finally, it was the twins’ turn, tears trickling down their cheeks. They clung to me in a three-way hug. “Come back safe,” Amy whispered.

“We’ll be waiting,” Kimberly added, pressing her lips to my cheek.

I held them both tightly, memorizing the feel of them in my arms. “I promise,” I said. “Take care of each other until I return.”

As I stepped away from the twins, I noticed Natalia watching Elyndra with concern in her eyes. While the rest of my family busied themselves with last-minute preparations, Elyndra stood slightly apart, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her dress. Her golden eyes had a distant, unfocused quality that I hadn’t seen before.

Natalia and Teodora went over to Elyndra. “You’re scared to face her, aren’t you?” Natalia asked gently, her voice low enough that only the three of them could hear.

Elyndra’s head snapped up, surprise flickering across her face before her shoulders slumped. “Is it that obvious?” she whispered.

“To another mother, yes,” Teodora said, placing a comforting hand on Elyndra’s arm.

Elyndra drew in a deep breath. “It’s been centuries,” she admitted quietly. “All this time, all this separation … the weight of it crushes me. What kind of mother leaves her child sealed away for so long?” Her voice cracked on the last word, golden eyes swimming with tears she refused to let fall.

Natalia stepped closer, taking Elyndra’s trembling hands in hers. “We know that fear,” she said. “That terrible certainty that you’ve failed them somehow.”

“The nights spent wondering if you made the right choices,” Teodora said.

“But love like yours doesn’t break,” Natalia said. “It endures. She’ll feel it the moment she sees you.”

“How can you be sure?” Elyndra asked, desperate to know.

“Because we’re mothers,” Teodora said simply. “We know.”

Natalia pulled Elyndra into an embrace, and after a moment’s hesitation, Elyndra relaxed into it, allowing herself to be comforted. Teodora joined them, wrapping her arms around both women.

“Your daughter has waited for you as long as you’ve waited to see her,” Natalia murmured. “Hold onto that.”

I turned away, giving them privacy in their shared moment of maternal understanding. As I finished securing my supplies, Natalia approached me alone.

“We’re ready,” she said, but I caught the worry in her eyes.

I glanced around to make sure no one else was within earshot. “Guard them while I’m gone,” I said in a low voice. “Keep an eye on the girls, especially the twins.”

Natalia’s expression grew serious. “You sense something?”

“Just a feeling,” I said. “They’ve been through so much, and they’re still fragile. I don’t want them feeling abandoned again.”

“I understand,” Natalia said, nodding. “I’ll watch over them as if they were my own.”

“They are yours now,” I told her. “They’re part of our family.”

She smiled, pride and love shining in her eyes. I pulled her close and kissed her deeply, pouring all my love and promise into it. When we broke apart, I rested my forehead against hers.

“I’ll come back,” I said. “No matter what.”

“You better,” she whispered, squeezing my hand once before stepping back.

Elyndra nodded to me, signaling she was ready.

With a final round of embraces and kisses, I turned toward Elyndra. She nodded to me, and together we turned toward the mountain path.

As we walked away, I looked back once. My women and family stood together, watching us leave. The twins held hands, leaning against each other for support. Natalia had her arms around Sabrina and Hailey, while Luna and Teodora stood slightly apart, their postures mirroring each other.

They were beautiful together, my wonderful family. I would return to them, no matter what obstacles the mountain held.

I faced forward, fixing my gaze on the path ahead. The sacred mountain loomed before us, mysterious and challenging. Somewhere at its peak, Lysara waited, trapped behind a crystal seal for countless years.

The path started gently enough, a dirt trail winding through tropical vegetation. Birds sang and circled overhead, and insects hummed in the undergrowth.

Elyndra went ahead of me, her golden hair streaming behind her. She walked smoothly, but I noticed tension in her shoulders. For nearly an hour, we journeyed in silence, the only sounds were our footsteps and the jungle around us.

As the trail began to steepen, winding upward in increasingly challenging switchbacks, the character of the forest changed. The lush tropical plants gave way to hardier vegetation, and the air grew noticeably cooler. Vines draped across our path, requiring careful navigation.

“Watch your step here,” Elyndra warned as we entered a section where the trail narrowed beside a steep drop. I noticed she’d barely spoken since we left camp.

“You’re quiet,” I said, carefully placing my feet on the rocky path.

She didn’t respond immediately, focusing on navigating a particularly tricky section. When the trail widened again, she slowed her pace to walk beside me.

“What if she blames me? What if she’s angry?” she finally said, her voice vulnerable in a way I hadn’t heard before.

The fear in her voice stung. I reached for her hand, squeezing it. “She might be at first,” I said. “But she’ll understand once you explain.”

Elyndra’s eyes met mine, vulnerability plain in their golden depths. She squeezed my hand back, her fingers trembling slightly.

“I abandoned her,” she whispered. “I left her alone for so long. What kind of mother does that?”

The path grew steeper as we climbed, forcing us to focus on our footing. A section of loose rocks made Elyndra slip, and I caught her arm, steadying her against my chest. Our faces were suddenly close, her breath warm against my skin.

“You did what you had to,” I told her, keeping my grip firm until she found her balance. “Sometimes protecting someone means making painful choices.”

She didn’t pull away immediately. “I’ve replayed that moment in my mind for centuries. Her face when I activated the seal … the betrayal in her eyes.”

We continued upward, the jungle thinning as we gained elevation. When we reached a particularly difficult section, a near-vertical climb over jagged rocks, I went first, then reached down to help her up. Our hands clasped tight, and I pulled her to safety beside me.

“She’s waiting for you,” I said, keeping her hand in mine even after she was secure. “As much as you’ve missed her.”

“Do you truly believe that?”

“I do.”

The climb grew more challenging. Several times I had to boost her up over tall outcroppings, my hands at her waist, her body pressed briefly against mine. I used my enhanced strength, which I knew turned her on. When she helped me navigate a narrow ledge, her arm wrapped around my shoulders, her hip making contact with mine as we sidled along the cliff face.

When she stumbled on loose gravel, I caught her against me, one arm around her waist, the other bracing against the mountain. Her golden hair brushed my face, carrying the scent of sunshine and wild flowers.

“Thank you,” she murmured, making no move to step away.

“You’re welcome.”

Eventually, we reached a small plateau that jutted from the mountainside. The view was breathtaking, the entire valley spread below us, the jungle a green carpet, clouds swirling around the peaks above. A natural stone formation created a perfect resting spot.

“We should take a break,” I said. “Catch our breath before the next section.”

Elyndra nodded but seemed unable to sit still. She paced the small ledge, her golden hair whipping around her face in the mountain breeze. Her eyes kept darting toward the summit, then away again, as if she couldn’t bear to look at it for long.

“What if I can’t face her pain?” she blurted out, stopping her pacing to look at me. “What if I’m not strong enough?”

I crossed to her, taking both her hands in mine. “You don’t have to be,” I said. “We’ll face it together.”

Her eyes searched mine, desperate for reassurance. Without thinking, I leaned forward and pressed my lips gently against hers. Her lips were soft and god-like, but when she responded, pressing herself closer to me, it deepened.

Her arms wound around my neck as my hands found her waist. When we finally broke apart, her cheeks were flushed, her golden eyes wide.

“No one has loved me in so long,” she whispered, her fingers tracing my jawline. “So many years alone with my guilt … Do you love me?”

“Of course I do. You’re beautiful, thoughtful … a goddess in every sense.”

Her smile was glowing, though tinged with lingering sadness. She kissed me again, and even slipped her tongue inside my mouth, which tasted sweet and honeyed.

We sank down together onto a bed of soft moss that grew along the rock face. My hands explored her body as she trembled beneath my touch. Her golden hair spread around us, seeming to glow with an inner light of its own, individual strands wrapping around my wrists and arms as if with a will of their own.

Her hands went to my loincloth, undressing me. Then she slid down my body, her golden hair trailing across my chest as she moved. When she freed my hardened length, her golden eyes locked with mine, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

“I want to suck you so badly,” she whispered. “I haven’t gone down on a man in years.”

“Go ahead,” I said, giving her a little nudge.

She studied it, holding it close to her face so it threw a shadow over her. She kept running her hands up and down it, as if worshipping it. I felt her breath, then her lips and then her tongue. When I opened my eyes, I looked right into hers while her tongue ran up and down my length, coating me in saliva. Then she came to the top, and she closed her lips around me, sucking lightly at the head, enjoying the taste and sensation.

Her mouth was warm, wet and smooth like an oral pussy. Slowly, she slid me in, inch after inch. She took her time, and I only felt her inner cheeks, tongue, lips, saliva and her eyes on me. There was something otherworldly about her skill, a rhythm and pressure that seemed to anticipate exactly what I needed, knowing where to suck and when to look me in the eyes.

“Gods,” I groaned, reaching her neck. Her hair spilled over my hands, warming them like a blanket while her mouth warmed my cock.

She hummed with satisfaction as she sucked and swallowed, sending vibrations through my entire body. Her tongue swirled and danced, finding sensitive spots I didn’t even know that I had. My hips bucked involuntarily, shoving my cock deeper into her tightening throat, but she adjusted effortlessly, never breaking her rhythm and letting me lightly fuck her mouth.

When she finally pulled back, licking her lips, her eyes glowed with satisfaction. “It feels wonderful to bring a man pleasure again,” she said, her voice husky rather than nervous. “It’s been so long since I’ve experienced intimacy.”

I was breathless, overwhelmed by the intensity of what I’d just experienced. But what I wanted more was to taste her in return. “Let me,” I said, gently guiding her to lie back on the moss. “Go down on you.”

She smiled and reclined, her golden hair fanning out beneath her. I removed her clothing, revealing her perfect body inch by inch.

First, it was her face. 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 sun itself.

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, her breasts settled into a deep cleavage that could easily catch a pen.

Her mound had an inch of blonde hair trimmed into a triangle that hid her sex. Although I could see glimpses of her pink flesh.

I moved the hair aside, admiring her pinkish cotton candy color of her symmetric pussy. It was puffy with honey and emitted a sweet scent that drew me closer and closer till my mouth was an inch away from her. I stuck my tongue out and tasted her honeyed pussy, groaning at the flavor that exploded across my tongue. It was like honey and sunlight, like the sweetest summer. Her essence was divine, making my head swim as I explored her with my tongue.

“Dylan,” she said, her back arching as I found her sensitive spots.

I lost myself in pleasing her, drinking in her sweetness as she writhed beneath me. “Your cock … please,” she begged me.

I came off her with a kiss, a strand of saliva stretching from my lips to hers. I moved up her body, positioning myself between her thighs, my cock as hard as steel and pointing directly at her hole. Our eyes met as I slowly pushed inside her. It must’ve been the best pussy I’d ever felt. She was perfectly wet, warm and snug. There was no roughness or fierce clenching at the very entrance. It was just a smooth, wet journey all the way inside.

I made love to her with slow, deep strokes, pouring all the emotion and love I’d felt with my other women into this moment.

“You feel like home,” I whispered against her lips.

Instead of replying, her body began to glow beneath me, a soft golden light emanating from her skin. It grew brighter with each thrust, pulsing in time with our movements. Her inner walls gripped me with perfection, a divine sensation that pushed me toward climax far sooner than I expected. And then it was her breasts, bouncing up and down in perfect symmetry. It didn’t look human at all, and it only turned me on more. I fucked her a bit harder, our flesh slapping loudly together. Then I lowered further down, sliding my arms under hers so we were as close as possible. Then I let my hips do all the work while her pussy squeezed me perfectly. She wrapped her arms and hair around me, the world outside fading as I just felt the two of us. Her breath was warm against my neck, and I poured as much love and intimacy into this moment, feeling the shared warmth that brought us to a climax.

When I came, it was with such intensity that I saw stars. But instead of softening, I remained hard inside her, ready for more. She smiled knowingly, her hands guiding my hips back into motion.

“Again,” she whispered. “Fill me again.”

The light surrounding us grew stronger as we moved together. Then I reached my second climax, even more powerful than the first. Still, I remained hard, my body responding to her in ways that defied human limits.

A third time I came inside her, and then incredibly, a fourth. Each time, the golden light intensified until we were bathed in it, the entire plateau illuminated by our joining. My strength seemed inexhaustible, my body capable of pleasures I’d never imagined possible.

At the fifth time, I sighed in relief. I’d never creampied a woman so thoroughly, and judging by the glowing smile of hers, she’d enjoyed it just as much. I caught my breath and then pulled out, dragging a river of cum with me that spilled over her hair and inner thighs.

I collapsed beside her, breathing heavily. The golden glow slowly faded from her skin, though a faint luminescence remained.

“What was that?” I asked, my voice hoarse. “I just kept going.”

Elyndra turned to face me. “Our energies merging,” she explained. “What you felt … that’s the divine union. It happens rarely, even among gods.”

“I came so many times,” I said, still amazed. “I didn’t think that was possible.”

She smiled. “With me, many impossible things become possible.” Her expression grew more serious. “You’ve connected with so many women who love you deeply. Each connection has strengthened and prepared you.” She pressed her palm against my chest. “I can feel their love inside you, a reservoir of power.”

I covered her hand with mine. “Is that what my dream meant? That loving them was making me stronger?”

“Yes. Human love is powerful. When it’s true and deep, it creates energy that transcends ordinary existence.” She sat up, looking toward the summit that loomed above us. “You’ll need that strength tomorrow.”

“So … how are you feeling? Are you still nervous?”

She let the question sink in before answering. “I feel better, more optimistic. A man’s essence does that to a woman … You’ve probably noticed yourself from bedding all your women.”

“Now that you say so,” I said. “But it wasn’t obvious then.”

“My daughter … when she’s awake,” Elyndra murmured, “when she feels better … I want us to love her together. All three of us.” Her voice was shy but yearning as she looked up at me with those golden eyes.

I stroked her cheek, understanding what she meant. “We will,” I agreed, kissing her forehead. “Whatever she needs, whatever you both need.”

Elyndra sighed contentedly and rested her head on my chest. Her golden hair spilled across my skin like silk. We lay tangled together in the afterglow, my arms wrapped around her. She traced patterns over my muscles with her fingertips, her touch feather-light yet sending sparks through me.

“I’ve lived for so long,” she said. “Loved many in my youth … but no one has ever made me feel so seen and so safe.”

I stroked her back, feeling the smooth skin beneath my palm. Warmth radiated gently from my touch, flowing into her. “You deserve to feel that,” I told her. I tilted her chin up and kissed her lips, slow, lingering kisses that reignited embers without rushing toward more.

She melted against me, her body molding perfectly to mine. When we finally broke apart, her eyes were shining with love and optimism. “I remember when Lysara was little,” she said. “She would gather wildflowers and braid them into my hair. We would laugh together for hours … I hope we get to relive some of those memories.”

“You will, and you will also make many new ones.”

We remained entwined, content to simply be together. Her leg draped over mine, her hand exploring gently, caressing my face, neck, and chest. I marveled at how her golden hair seemed to move with a life of its own, curling around us both like a living blanket. It glowed faintly in the mountain light, individual strands wrapping protectively around my arms.

“This is beautiful,” I whispered, watching the shimmer ripple through her hair as it moved.

She smiled. “It’s responding to you and to us.”

Time seemed to slow as we lay together. Eventually, Elyndra looked deeply into my eyes, her expression open and vulnerable. “Whatever happens at the summit,” she said, “I’m grateful the island brought you to me first.”

I took her hand. “And I’ll be there when you hold her again. We’ll face it together.”

Our lips met in a deep tongue kiss. When we finally pulled apart, I noticed it was completely dark outside. “Should we try to get some sleep?” I asked her.

She nodded. “Cuddle?”

“Of course,” I said.

She backed her ass against my crotch, and I snaked my arm under her boobs. She was so warm and smooth, and it didn’t take us long to fall asleep.


Chapter 8

After we woke up, we dressed slowly, sharing smiles and touches. I helped her with the dress, and she put on my loincloth. When we were ready, she stood taller than before, her nervousness visibly eased by our love and deep sleep.

“I’m ready now,” she said, her voice steady and determined.

I took her hand in mine, our fingers intertwining naturally. “Let’s go find your daughter.”

Hand-in-hand, we resumed our climb. Our bond felt visibly stronger now. Elyndra’s earlier anxiety was replaced by optimism.

“Let’s finish this,” she said, her golden eyes fixed on the path ahead.

The climb grew steeper, the air thinner as we ascended. We encountered a section of loose rocks that shifted treacherously underfoot. I went first, testing each step before offering my hand to help her across. When we reached a particularly narrow ledge, I pressed my back to the mountain face and held her steady as she inched past the dangerous drop.

“Almost there,” I said as we navigated each obstacle.

The vegetation had thinned completely now, leaving only barren rock and the occasional hardy mountain plant. The wind whipped around us, carrying the scent of something ancient and powerful. With each step higher, I could feel a strange energy building in the air, making the hair on my arms stand on end.

As the sun rose, we finally crested the last steep section. Before us stretched a vast plateau, unnaturally flat compared to the jagged mountain we’d climbed. At its center stood an ancient stone circle, massive pillars arranged in a perfect ring around what appeared to be a glowing seal embedded in the ground.

The mist that had obscured the summit cleared dramatically as we approached, as if responding to our presence. I felt Elyndra’s hand tighten in mine.

“She’s here,” she whispered, her voice breaking with emotion.

I felt it too, a palpable presence emanating from the seal. A golden light pulsed from within the ancient structure, growing brighter with each of our steps. It was the same color as Elyndra’s eyes, the same shade as the woman from my dream.

We approached the seal together, our footsteps echoing across the stone plateau. The circle of standing stones loomed over us, carved with symbols I couldn’t understand.

When we reached the edge of the seal, we stopped. Elyndra and I stood hand-in-hand before it, both of us breathing heavily, not just from the climb but from the weight of the moment. The seal itself was a complex pattern etched into the stone, glowing with inner light.

I looked at the intricate seal, studying its complex patterns. After a moment, I turned to Elyndra and asked, “How does it work?”

Elyndra explained, “You place your hand on the seal. You channel everything you’ve gained, the strength, the love, and the power from every woman who has bound herself to you. You pour it all into the seal. If your will is strong enough, you’ll enter a dream state. Inside that dream, you’ll find Lysara asleep in her dream seal. Break it, and she’ll be freed. If you succeed … you’ll wake with Lysara in your arms.”

I nodded, accepting the explanation. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what was coming.

I noticed Elyndra’s eyes welling with tears. Her lips trembled slightly; she looked centuries younger, raw and vulnerable.

She blinked rapidly, fighting the tears. One slipped down her cheek, but she took a deep breath and straightened her shoulders, overcoming the emotion with effort.

“I’m fine,” she said softly but firmly. “This is the moment I’ve waited for a very long time.” She looked at me with gratitude shining in her golden eyes. “Thank you, Dylan, for becoming what she needs, and for doing this … for me.”

I stepped close, my thumbs brushing away the lingering tear. I told her, “I won’t fail. Be here for her when I return.”

Elyndra’s lips curved into a smile at my confidence. She nodded, eyes shining with hope and trust.

We shared one last look, and then I turned back to the seal, taking one final steadying breath. I knelt and placed my palm flat against the glowing seal.

Golden light exploded around me, blinding in its intensity. There was no transition; one moment, I was on the mountain summit, the next, I stood in a vast chamber of liquid gold light.

I felt stronger. My body radiated energy from every connection I’d formed. Images flashed through my mind: making love to my mother, her tender guidance and fierce protection flowing into me; my twin sisters, Sabrina and Hailey, their passion and love strengthening my core; Luna and Teodora, their sensuality and wisdom enhancing my resolve; Kimberly and Amy, their healing trust adding to my purpose; and finally Elyndra, our divine sex completing my transformation.

The golden light intensified around me, thickening until it formed walls and passages. I was in a dream-chamber now, a place between worlds where time stood suspended.

And then I saw her.

Lysara stood frozen behind a final crystalline barrier, her palms pressed against it from the other side. She was even more beautiful than in my vision, her golden hair cascading like sunshine, her face a perfect blend of Elyndra’s features, but way more youthful.

I moved immediately, drawn to her by a force beyond explanation. My feet carried me forward without conscious thought. Each step felt both weightless and grounded, as if I walked between realities.

I reached the final crystalline barrier, its surface glimmering with trapped magic. Up close, I could see her more clearly, her eyes wide with hope and fear, her lips parted in silent plea. She was nude, but I didn’t study her beauty yet.

I placed my palms against the seal, aligning them perfectly with hers through the barrier. Our hands matched as if made to fit together, separated only by the ancient magic.

I closed my eyes and channeled everything I had gained, every memory of love, protection, strength, and intimacy. Each memory flowed through me, gathering power in my chest before streaming down my arms into my palms.

Light surged wildly around us, the golden glow turning blinding. The barrier between us grew hot, vibrating under my touch. Lysara’s eyes widened as she felt the change, her lips moving.

The seal cracked suddenly, a single fracture appearing between our aligned hands. More fractures spiderwebbed outward from that first break, racing across the crystalline surface with increasing speed. The light grew bright, forcing me to squint against its intensity.

Then, I pushed all my remaining strength into the barrier. My muscles tensed, veins standing out on my forearms as I poured everything I had into this moment.

The seal shattered in a blinding explosion of golden light. The sound was deafening, like a thousand crystal glasses breaking at once. I instinctively raised my arms to shield my face from the fragments, but they dissolved into sparkling dust before they could touch me.

When I lowered my arms, Lysara stood before me, no longer an image but fully materialized, warm, real, and gorgeous. Her sky-blue eyes locked with mine for one breathtaking moment before she collapsed forward.

I caught her easily, my arms wrapping around her as if they’d always been meant to hold her. Her body was light, radiating warmth against my chest. She trembled, overwhelmed by sudden freedom after centuries of confinement.

I adjusted my hold, cradling her gently with one arm under her knees and the other supporting her back. Her body curved naturally against mine, her face tucking into my neck as if seeking shelter there. Her golden hair spilled over my shoulder, individual strands seeming to curl around my arm with a will of their own.

I looked down at her face, struck by the perfection of her features. She sensed my gaze and lifted her eyes to meet mine. Those sky-blue eyes were wide and vulnerable, a stark contrast to the golden eyes of her mother but no less mesmerizing. Her cheeks pinked as she blushed under my intense study.

She was tall and perfectly proportioned, and completely nude. Her bright blonde hair fell straight and heavy down her back, reaching all the way to her ankles. Her skin was smooth, flawless, and carried a natural glow that made her look lit from within. Her breasts were full, high, symmetrical, with light pink nipples. Between her thighs was a small, neat triangle of the same bright blonde hair.

Her face was perfectly symmetrical with high cheekbones. Her nose was small, straight, delicate, and her full lips, naturally rose-pink, parted slightly. Long, thick lashes framed those blue eyes. Her jawline was clearly defined, flowing into a chin that completed the heart-shaped structure of her face.

Something powerful and irrevocable happened in my heart at that moment. I fell in love instantly, completely and overwhelmingly. It was heart-stopping in its intensity, unlike anything I’d felt before.

“You found me…” she whispered, her voice sweet and feminine. Her fingers clutched at my arm, gripping me as if afraid I might disappear. She clung tighter, pressing herself against my chest.

“I did,” I answered.

I carried her out of the dream-chamber, walking steadily through dissolving mist and golden light. The dreamscape around us began to fade, reality seeping back in at the edges of my vision. With each step, the solid world reformed around us.

We emerged back on the summit plateau, the stone circle stark against the evening sky. Elyndra waited exactly where I’d left her, frozen in place, hands covering her mouth in shock.

Elyndra’s eyes widened as she took in the sight of us, me standing tall with her daughter in my arms. Tears flooded her eyes instantly, spilling freely down her cheeks.

I took a few careful steps forward, my arms still cradling Lysara. Her eyes never left her mother’s face, drinking in every detail as if memorizing it after their long separation. I could feel her heart racing against my chest, her breathing quick and shallow.

“Let me help you stand,” I murmured to her.

She nodded, and I gently lowered her feet to the ground, keeping my arms around her waist for support. Her legs trembled with the effort, but she stayed upright, leaning heavily against me. The determination in her face was beautiful to witness. She wanted to meet her mother on her own feet, not carried like a child.

I steadied her as she found her balance. The air between mother and daughter began to shimmer, but neither spoke. They simply stared at each other, centuries of separation hanging between them.

Elyndra was the first to move. She reached out one trembling hand, palm upward in a gesture that was both offering and request.

Lysara extended her own hand in response. When their palms met, golden light flared between them so bright I had to squint. Their hair, Elyndra’s golden strands and Lysara’s light blonde locks, began to move, individual strands reaching toward each other like living threads seeking reunion.

“Mother…” Lysara’s voice broke on the word, barely more than a whisper.

“My girl…” Elyndra replied, her upper lip quivering.

They embraced. Lysara’s arms wrapped around her mother’s neck as Elyndra’s encircled her daughter’s waist. They clung to each other, and no words were needed for several long seconds, just the sound of their mingled tears and ragged breathing.

I stepped back slightly, giving them space for this sacred moment, though I remained close enough to catch Lysara if her strength failed. I saw her nude backside. Her narrow waist flared out into wide, rounded hips. Her ass was round, firm, and perfectly lifted, with smooth, symmetrical cheeks that formed a gentle heart shape from behind, flowing cleanly into long, shapely legs. She was stunning, just like her mother.

Lysara pulled back just enough to see her mother’s face, her hands still gripping Elyndra’s shoulders. “I understood,” she said, her voice stronger now. “I always understood.”

Tears streamed down Elyndra’s face. “I’m so sorry … I love you.”

“I love you too,” Lysara whispered.

They embraced again, slower this time, enjoying the contact. Lysara whispered against her mother’s ear, “I felt your love through every dream.”

Elyndra wept openly now. “I never stopped loving you, not for a single moment.”

I watched them, my heart full. In that moment, under the golden sunset, the family that had waited centuries was finally whole.

The journey down the mountain was slow but peaceful. I carried Lysara most of the way, her body light in my arms despite her divine nature. She leaned against me trustingly, her head resting on my shoulder. I thanked her for all the gifts, and she giggled, saying he was handsome from the start, but enhancements wouldn’t hurt. Elyndra walked close beside us, one hand resting on her daughter’s back, the other holding mine.

Occasionally, Lysara would ask to try walking on her own, wanting to regain her strength. During these attempts, she would hold onto her mother, their arms linked, heads bent close together as they talked about everything imaginable.

As we approached the foot of the mountain, I could see our camp by the hills in the distance, with figures moving about, my family waiting anxiously for our return.

“They’re just beyond that rise,” I told Lysara, pointing toward where the rest of my women had made camp.

She nodded, a hint of nervousness crossing her face. “Your family … They’re so sweet. Will they like me?”

“They already do,” I assured her. “They’ve been waiting to meet you.”

Elyndra squeezed her daughter’s hand. “They’re good people, all of them unique and memorable.”

When we crested the final hill overlooking the camp, everyone spotted us simultaneously. For one heartbeat, they all froze, then they came running, one by one.

Natalia was first, her face alight with joy as she rushed forward. She embraced both Elyndra and Lysara together, encompassing them in her motherly warmth.

“She’s here … she’s really here,” Natalia said as she pulled back to look at Lysara properly.

Lysara smiled shyly, then hugged Natalia again. “Thank you for raising such a strong son,” she said. “You must be an incredible role model.”

Natalia beamed with pride, patting Lysara’s cheek affectionately before stepping back to let the others greet our new arrival.

Hailey and Sabrina came together, and they welcomed Lysara with warm embraces.

“You two are very cute together,” Lysara said with a knowing smile. “It’s wonderful that you’ve left your differences aside and become friends after your fight.”

The twins exchanged surprised glances, wondering how she could know about their past conflicts, but Lysara only winked at them.

Teodora and Luna came next with respectful smiles. Luna hugged Lysara warmly while Teodora followed with a warm embrace. As they stepped back, Lysara studied Teodora’s face.

“You have a daughter’s heart,” she said softly to Teodora. “I can see it in your eyes.”

Teodora smiled, clearly touched by her words.

“Sometimes a daughter needs to be free to bloom in her own way,” Lysara continued. “But you held the mix of love and freedom perfectly. Luna flourished because of you.”

Teodora’s eyes welled with tears as Luna squeezed her hand. I noticed the twins hanging back, partially hidden behind Hailey. Lysara saw them too. Her face relaxed as she looked at Kimberly and Amy, and she extended her hand toward them.

“You’re the ones who had it so tough,” she said, her voice filled with compassion and sympathy.

The twins exchanged glances before stepping forward. Lysara opened her arms, and after a moment’s pause, they moved into her embrace. Amy was the first to break, tears streaming down her face as she clung to Lysara.

“I want to be your friend,” Lysara whispered, holding them both. “You’ve carried so much pain for so long.”

Kimberly pulled back slightly, wiping tears from her cheeks. “We’re doing fine now. Dylan took care of us.”

Amy nodded in agreement. “He helped us heal. We belong here now.”

Lysara looked up at me then. “Yes, he’s taken care of you,” she said. “Finally, a man who’s strong and worthy.”

As night fell, we gathered around the fire. Natalia prepared a special meal, cooking thick cuts of bison meat over the flames. Everyone was talking at once, asking questions, sharing stories, and eager to know everything about our journey up the mountain.

I watched as Natalia presented Lysara with the choicest cut of meat. “You need to regain your strength,” she said with that maternal authority I’d come to rely on.

Lysara accepted the food gratefully, her eyes wide at the simple kindness. As she ate, the others gradually gave her and Elyndra space, sensing their need for time together. They moved to the opposite side of the fire, still watching with curious eyes but respecting the reunion.

I sat nearby, close enough to hear as mother and daughter began to reminisce. Their voices were low and intimate, meant only for each other.

“Do you remember the lake I made for you?” Elyndra asked.

Lysara nodded eagerly. “And the grotto with the toys.”

“You would write in your diary every day,” Elyndra said, smiling at the memory.

They continued like this for hours, trading stories, and as the night deepened, the conversation around the fire died down as everyone grew tired. Natalia approached Lysara, who was still nude. She handed her a soft hide. “Here,” she said. “So you won’t be cold at night.”

Lysara accepted it with a grateful smile, wrapping it around her shoulders. “Thank you for your kindness.”

As everyone prepared for sleep, Hailey, Sabrina, Luna, Kimberly, and Amy clustered around me, eager for more details about our journey, even if I’d already told them most of it.

“Was it scary?” Sabrina asked, her eyes wide.

“What was the seal like?” Hailey wanted to know.

I described the climb, the plateau at the summit, and the ancient stone circle. I told them about the seal and how it had shattered, carefully omitting the more intimate details of my time with Elyndra. They listened until I noticed their eyelids growing heavy.

“Give him some rest,” Natalia said finally, shooing them away. “He’s descended a mountain today.”

They reluctantly moved away, finding their sleeping places around the fire. I settled down, keeping Kimberly and Amy close to me, exhaustion suddenly washing over me. Across the fire, I could see Lysara and Elyndra still talking quietly, their heads close together, golden hair mingling in the firelight.

I must have dozed off because I woke to the feeling of someone approaching. Opening my eyes, I saw Elyndra standing over me. Lysara was asleep, curled up with the hide wrapped around her.

Elyndra knelt beside me. Without a word, she leaned down and pressed her lips to mine in a kiss. When she pulled back, her eyes were shining with love and gratitude.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “From the bottom of my heart.”

I took her hand and brought it to my lips, kissing it gently. “You’re welcome,” I said.

She smiled, her face peaceful in a way I hadn’t seen before. With a final squeeze of my hand, she returned to her daughter’s side, settling down beside her protectively.

I watched them for a moment, mother and daughter reunited after centuries apart, before sleep claimed me once more.


Chapter 9

Iwoke up to the sound of birdsong, and when I rose, I found everyone already stirring around the campfire, with Natalia preparing breakfast, and Sabrina and Hailey helping. Lysara was with Elyndra, and they both waved at me when they saw that I was awake. Lysara moved steadily now despite having spent centuries sealed away, as if her body remembered what her mind might have forgotten.

I checked in on Lysara. “How’s your sleep?”

“Deep and peaceful,” she said. She was still nude, and the golden glow radiated from her. “And yours?”

“Sweet and deep.”

After breakfast, we prepared to leave. “Ride with me,” Natalia said, touching my arm. “I want to hear everything.”

I nodded, helping her onto one of the horses before mounting behind her. Across from us, Elyndra lifted Lysara onto her golden stallion, then climbed up behind her daughter. Lysara leaned back against her mother, a smile of pure contentment on her face.

The journey was peaceful. Natalia leaned against my chest as we rode, asking questions about the seal and how it felt to free Lysara. I told her everything, feeling her warmth against me as the horse carried us steadily through the morning light.

“You did well,” she said, squeezing my hand. “I’m proud of you.”

By midday, we reached Lysara’s clearing. Sunlight streamed through the trees, illuminating the wildflowers that carpeted the ground. Lysara’s face lit up at the sight. She dismounted quickly, her bare feet touching the grass.

“Wow … I can’t believe I’m back here again,” she said, spinning in a circle with her arms outstretched. She ran to Elyndra, who had just dismounted, and threw her arms around her mother. “Thank you for bringing me here.”

Elyndra returned the embrace, stroking her daughter’s hair. “You’re welcome, sweetheart.”

Lysara pulled away suddenly, her attention caught by the flowers. She knelt among them, inhaling deeply. “These smell wonderful,” she said, gathering several blooms in her hands. She looked up, her gaze finding Kimberly and Amy, who stood nearby, watching her with curious expressions.

“Would you like to help me make perfume?” she asked them, her voice friendly and inviting. “It’s fun, and we can all smell nice!”

Kimberly stepped forward first, always the more adventurous of the twins. “I’d like that,” she said.

Amy hesitated, but when Lysara patted the ground beside her, she joined them too. Lysara then looked at my siblings and Luna. “You three are welcome too.” They didn’t hesitate. Soon all six were gathering flowers, with Lysara showing them how to crush the petals to release their scents. Sabrina and Hailey also showed Lysara the perfume they’d made earlier, and Lysara loved it.

I sat down on a fallen log, Natalia beside me. Elyndra approached and settled on my other side. She wrapped her arms around me in a tight hug.

“I’ve never been so happy in my life,” she whispered. “You’ve given me back my greatest treasure.”

I returned the embrace, feeling the genuine gratitude in her touch. When she pulled back, her golden eyes were shining. “It was my pleasure … your daughter is a treasure.”

“Yeah, she is,” Elyndra said.

We watched as Lysara instructed the girls, showing them how to blend different flowers for the best scent. The scene was wholesome in a way that touched something deep inside me. These women, all from such different backgrounds, found connection through something as simple as making perfume.

Suddenly, flowers around Lysara began to grow taller, their colors brightening like the summer sun. Blossoms that had been closed burst into bloom, their petals unfurling before our eyes. The girls gasped, but Elyndra immediately stood up.

“Lysara,” she called in her maternal voice. “Remember to use your powers sparingly. You’ve just awakened, and your energy needs time to stabilize.”

Lysara looked up, her expression sheepish. “Sorry, I got excited.”

I turned to Elyndra as she sat back down. “She can make things grow like that? Just by wanting it?”

“Yes,” Elyndra replied, watching her daughter fondly. “She’s the goddess of fertility, love, passion and beauty. Powers flow through her as well, though differently expressed. She has a particular affinity for growing things.”

I nodded, remembering what I already knew about her divine nature. The evidence of it was all around us in the lush clearing, in the beauty of both mother and daughter.

After a while, Lysara approached with a small pouch made from leaves she had somehow woven together. She held it out to Elyndra.

“How do I smell?” she asked eagerly.

Elyndra took a deep breath. “Amazing, my darling. You’ve lost none of your skill.”

Lysara turned to me then, her eyes downcast, a shy blush coloring her cheeks. “Would you like to smell it too, Dylan?”

I leaned forward, breathing in the fragrance. It was complex and beautiful, like wildflowers after rain with hints of honey.

“You smell wonderful,” I told her truthfully.

Her blush deepened. “Thank you,” she whispered, not quite meeting my eyes.

I was surprised by her shyness. After all the dreams we’d shared, her boldness in them, I had expected something different. I wanted to ask why she seemed so different now, but before I could form the question, Lysara stood and walked a few steps from our group, looking around the clearing. Something seemed to catch her attention, and she turned back to her mother.

“Mom, is there a white mare with a black mane here? I feel like…” she paused, her brow furrowing as she struggled to recall something.

Elyndra’s face softened with recognition. “You mean Anna. Yes, she’s here.”

“Anna!” Lysara’s eyes lit up. “That’s right. Silly me, I couldn’t remember her name.”

“She was your favorite,” Elyndra said warmly. “She’s still here, waiting for you. Just whistle the way I taught you, and she’ll come.”

Lysara looked uncertain for a moment, then pursed her lips and released a clear, melodic whistle that seemed to hang in the air. The sound echoed through the trees, and for several seconds, nothing happened.

Then we heard it, the pounding of hooves against the forest floor. From between the trees emerged a stunning white mare, her black mane flowing as she galloped straight toward Lysara. The horse rode quickly, covering the distance in moments.

Lysara’s eyes lit up. She ran forward, meeting the horse halfway. Anna slowed just before reaching her, then lowered her head to nuzzle against Lysara’s chest. Lysara wrapped her arms around the mare’s neck, burying her face in the black mane.

“You remember me,” she whispered. “After all this time.”

The horse nickered, as if confirming her words. Lysara stroked the animal’s neck, her touch reverent and loving. Without hesitation or self-consciousness about her nudity, she swung herself onto Anna’s back. She sat tall, her blonde hair cascading down her back, looking every bit the goddess’s daughter she was.

“Mom!” she called, her earlier shyness completely gone. “Come ride with me!”

Elyndra smiled and mounted her golden stallion and rode to her daughter’s side. Together, they urged their horses forward, galloping across the clearing and into the surrounding woods, Lysara’s joyous laughter trailing behind them.

I watched them go, struck by the contrast between the shy girl who had blushed at my compliment and the confident, joyful woman riding bareback through the forest.

“I wasn’t expecting her to be so shy,” I said to Natalia. “Not after all those dreams we shared.”

“She’s shy because she’s in love with you, Dylan. Real love, not just the connection you shared in dreams.”

“But in the dreams, she was so … forward.”

“Dreams are different,” Natalia explained. “There was a barrier there, a safety in knowing it wasn’t fully real. Now she’s here in the flesh, and everything matters more. The feelings are stronger and the consequences more real.”

I considered this, watching the empty space where Lysara had disappeared into the trees. “So what should I do?”

“Take the initiative,” Natalia said simply. “She’s shown you how she feels. Now it’s your turn to make the first move.”

I nodded, understanding what needed to be done. “They’ll be gone for a while, I guess.”

“Probably,” Natalia agreed. “Lysara needs this time with her mother, and with Anna. Some bonds go beyond explanation.”

“I should check on Kimberly and Amy in the meantime,” I said, spotting the twins sitting by themselves near the edge of the clearing. Even from this distance, I could see the tension in Amy’s posture, the way she kept glancing toward the forest where Lysara had gone.

“You’ve always been sympathetic,” Natalia said proudly.

“Raised by the best mother in the world,” I told her, which made her blush.

I crossed the clearing to where the twins sat. Kimberly was weaving flowers together into a chain, while Amy tried to as well.

“Hey,” I said, sitting down beside them. “How are you two holding up?”

Kimberly looked up with a smile. “I like Lysara. She’s not what I expected from a goddess’s daughter.”

“What did you expect?” I asked, curious.

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Someone more… intimidating? But she’s sweet and caring, and doesn’t want to leave anyone in the cold.”

I turned to Amy, who hadn’t spoken. “What about you? What do you think?”

Amy was quiet for a moment before answering. “She’s powerful. I can feel it. But she doesn’t flaunt it.” She paused, then added, “I respect that.”

Coming from Amy, this was high praise.

“This is all happening so fast,” Kimberly said, looking around at our camp. “First, we were shipwrecked, then we found you and your kind family, and now there’s an actual goddess and her daughter here.” She laughed. “Sometimes I wonder if we’re still out there in the ocean, and this is all some kind of dying dream.”

I reached out and took her hand, squeezing it gently. “It’s real. And you no longer have to worry about rent or nasty bullies.”

“I know,” she said, returning the squeeze. “That’s what makes it so amazing.”

I spent the next hour with the twins, helping Kimberly finish her flower chain and gradually drawing Amy into conversation. By the time we heard horses, both girls seemed more settled, more at ease with our extraordinary situation.

Lysara and Elyndra rode into the clearing, both glowing with happiness. I stood, drawn to them both but especially to Lysara. Her eyes found mine, and her smile widened. She slid from Anna’s back, patting the mare’s neck.

I walked toward her. “How was the ride?” I asked.

“Perfect,” she answered. “Anna remembers all our old paths.”

I remembered what Natalia had told me: to take the initiative. “Would you like to ride with me?”

She nodded eagerly. “I’d like that very much.”

I whistled for my horse. He came trotting from where he’d been grazing, stopping obediently beside me. I mounted him, then looked to Lysara, who was already climbing onto Anna’s back, still fully nude and still fully beautiful.

We set off side by side, leaving the clearing behind as we followed a narrow path deeper into the jungle. The vegetation grew thicker around us, vibrant greens adorned by exotic flowers in every imaginable color. Birds called overhead, their songs blending with the distant sound of rushing water.

I glanced at Lysara, struck by how the dappled sunlight filtering through the canopy played across her features. Her golden hair flowed behind her like a banner.

She turned to look at me at the same moment, and I watched as she nearly rode straight into a low-hanging branch. She swerved at the last second, ducking her head with a blush spreading across her cheeks.

“It’s finally nice to see you,” I said, “instead of just dreaming of you.”

Her blush deepened. “The same for me,” she admitted. “Though you’re a bit more intimidating in real life.”

I laughed, surprised by her comment. “I don’t bite,” I assured her.

She smiled at that, some of her shyness fading. “Do you like my island?” she asked, gesturing to the lush surroundings.

“I love it,” I told her honestly. “It’s a true paradise.”

Her face lit up with pleasure. “I’m so glad. I hoped you would.” Her expression grew more serious. “I hope the method to guide you here wasn’t too rough. I’m sorry if it was.”

“Challenges only make a man stronger,” I replied.

“I would have made it a smoother journey,” she said, “but I can’t control it in detail, not from within the seal.”

The path widened as I recognized where we were heading, her lake.

Lysara guided Anna to a stop at the lake’s edge, her expression suddenly vulnerable. “I haven’t been here since before the seal,” she said quietly. “I used to spend so much time here.”

I dismounted and approached her, offering my hand to help her down. She took it, sliding from Anna’s back and landing lightly beside me, her breasts bouncing ever so slightly. “Were you usually alone here?” I asked.

“No,” she replied, her gaze sweeping across the lake. “I had friends, and Mother spent a lot of time with me here. But most of them left and never came back after the wars.”

I placed my hands on her shoulders, feeling the bones beneath her warm skin. “I’m sorry about that.”

She drew in a deep breath, straightening her spine. “It’s in the past,” she said. Then her expression lightened, and she looked at me with a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Do you want to go for a swim?”

“Absolutely,” I agreed.

Before I could say more, she was running toward the water, her laughter trailing behind her. I quickly stripped off my clothes and chased after her. She glanced over her shoulder, saw me gaining on her, and squealed before diving into the lake.

I followed. When I surfaced, she was already several yards away, her blonde hair spreading around her like golden seaweed. She splashed water in my direction, challenging me. And I dove after her, and we played like children, chasing each other through the crystal-clear water. Eventually, our play led us toward the waterfall, where the thundering water created a curtain of white mist.

Lysara paused, treading water as she stared at the falls. “My grotto,” she said suddenly, her voice filled with remembered joy. “And my diary!”

“Do you want to check it out?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied eagerly.

She led the way, swimming toward the waterfall. We dove beneath the powerful cascade, emerging into a hidden space behind the falls. A natural stone ledge provided a way up, and we climbed, water streaming from our bodies.

In one corner stood a chaise lounge covered in what appeared to be soft pink fur. Against the back wall was a small niche containing several objects that I recognized as carved dildos of various sizes and shapes, and beside them, a leather-bound book, which was her diary.

Lysara’s eyes widened at the sight of the diary. She reached for it immediately, cradling it in her hands as if it were a precious relic. “I haven’t seen this in so long,” she whispered, running her fingers over the worn leather cover. “Did you get a chance to read it?”

“Yeah … You gave me permission, right?”

She chuckled and nodded. “I wanted you to find my crying mother, so no worries. I don’t consider you a creep.”

I wiped the imaginary sweat from my brow, making her giggle. I sat beside her on the pink fur chaise, watching as she carefully opened the diary. She flipped through several pages, a smile playing on her lips as she rediscovered her own thoughts.

“I assume you might have a question or two about my drawing,” she said, shyly glancing at me.

“I certainly do,” I said.

Lysara blushed deeply, her fingers tracing the outline of the sketch. “I drew this after my first wet dream,” she admitted. “I wanted to remember every detail of the face of my dream man, so I sketched it immediately after waking.”

“So it was just a strange coincidence?”

“I don’t think so,” she said. “I don’t believe in coincidences … those are for mortals.” She turned to face me fully, her blue eyes earnest. “I didn’t want kings or gods, Dylan. I just wanted a strong, loving, stable man. While I was in the barrier, I saw you off the coast, being such a sweet man to your family.” Her fingers brushed against my cheek. “I wanted you here, wanted to see if you were strong as well, and time proved me right.” She paused, uncertainty flickering across her face. “I hope it makes sense to you, and I hope you don’t hate me for being vague. I did what I could in my seal.”

“Of course I don’t hate you,” I said, taking her hand in mine. “How could I?”

Her gaze drifted to the niche in the wall, where the carved wooden dildos stood in a neat row. She bit her lower lip, her cheeks flushing a deeper pink.

“I used to come here when I wanted privacy,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “I would lie on this chaise and pleasure myself while looking at your drawing.” She glanced up at me through her lashes. “I imagined it was you touching me, inside me.”

Her words sent heat coursing through my body. The mental image of her lying here, those elegant fingers working between her thighs as she fantasized about me, was incredibly arousing.

“Could we…” she said, then paused. “Could we go outside? I’d rather our first time be on the grass, under the sky.”

“Of course,” I agreed, already standing and offering her my hand.

We dove back into the cool water, swimming beneath the waterfall. I chased her playfully as she made her way to shore, her laughter echoing across the lake. When we reached the grassy bank, she lay back, her golden hair spreading around her.

With a gentle wave of her hand, flowers began to sprout around us, growing rapidly until they formed a natural privacy screen of colorful blooms. The scent was sweet, mingling with her own unique fragrance and also arousing me in a divine way.

I knelt beside her, taking a moment to admire her beauty.

I touched her neck and ran my hand down her full, symmetrical breasts with light pink nipples. I then continued down her narrow waist, flaring out to wide, rounded hips, before I turned my attention back to her breasts.

She smiled up at me, her neck and cheeks becoming as pink as the flowers surrounding us. She was waiting for me to take the initiative.

I lowered my head to her chest, placing kisses along the curve of her breast before sucking in a rosy nipple. She moaned, her back arching as I gently sucked her. Her body had a natural sweet taste to it, like a melon, and I stayed at her boobs for way longer than expected. For every tongue stroke and suck, she squirmed and moaned; the sound of her voice was heavenly. Then I worked my way down her body, trailing kisses across her flat stomach and the curve of her hips. When I reached the neat triangle of blonde hair between her thighs, I paused, looking up to meet her gaze.

“Go on,” she whispered, giving me a cute little nod.

Brushing her blonde curls aside, I parted her soft, fresh pussy lips with my fingers, revealing her most intimate place. I was stunned by what I saw, her pussy was literally overflowing with arousal, her nectar running down in rivulets. I had never seen a woman so wet before.

“I’ve never seen a girl this wet,” I murmured in amazement.

She smiled shyly, her eyes filled with such love and desire that they seemed to take on the shape of hearts. “Only for you,” she whispered. “Since I’ve never felt this either.”

I lowered my head and tasted her, groaning at the sweet flavor that flooded my mouth. She was delicious, tasting like divine honey. I worked my tongue against her, exploring every fold and crease, enjoying her reactions as she writhed beneath me.

After several minutes of licking every inch of her sex, she tugged at my shoulders. “Do you want me to suck you?” she asked demurely.

I lay down so she could reach my hardness. Sliding down, she removed my loincloth and freed my cock that bobbed side to side. She bit her lower lip. “It’s exactly like the drawing.”

I chuckled. “Indeed.”

She stroked me first a couple of times, and I loved her smooth touch. Then she opened and tried sticking it in her mouth. She sucked me, if a bit awkwardly, her enthusiasm making up for her lack of experience. It wasn’t the skilled technique of her mother, but there was something incredibly arousing about being the first man she’d ever pleasured this way.

“That’s good,” I told her when I saw her brow furrow in concentration. “It’s the thought that counts.”

She blushed again, releasing me from her mouth, so my cock swayed side to side. “Maybe Mom can teach me one day.”

“I think she’ll be happy to teach you.”

“So, can you push it inside me?” she said, her voice trembling slightly with nervousness and excitement.

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. She was so wet that I slipped against her a few times before finding the right angle. Slowly, carefully, I began to push forward. There was resistance, the proof of her virginity, and I paused, not wanting to hurt her. And then I took it inch for inch. I pushed past the barrier, feeling it give way as I claimed her maidenhood.

She moaned as I fully entered her, her inner walls clenching around me in a way I’d never felt before. Her virginal passage was impossibly tight yet accommodated me perfectly, as if we were made for each other. The wetness I’d marveled at earlier made my entry smoother, her divine nectar coating me as I pushed deeper.

“Are you okay?” I whispered, holding still to let her adjust.

“Yes,” she said, her eyes locked with mine. “It hurts a little, but it’s a beautiful pain.”

I kissed her then, sliding my tongue along hers as I began to fuck her. Her pussy was warm, wet, and alive with subtle pulses that seemed to draw me deeper with each thrust. Her inner walls rippled around me with a rhythm that felt almost deliberate, as if she was caressing me from within.

“Dylan,” she moaned against my lips. “I’ve dreamed of this for so long … You feel amazing.”

I fucked her gently at first, mindful of her first time. With each thrust, I whispered words of devotion against her skin.

“You’re perfect,” I told her, kissing her sweet-scented neck. “So beautiful.” Another kiss to her collarbone. “I’ve never felt anything like you.”

Her hands explored my back, fingers tracing patterns on my skin. Her movements grew more confident as pleasure replaced discomfort, her hips rising to meet mine.

“A bit … harder,” she said, her voice thick with desire. “I won’t break.”

I listened, increasing my pace and the force of my thrusts. Her wetness increased, flowing down to dampen the grass beneath us. The sounds of our lovemaking, the slick meeting of our bodies, her moans, my ragged breathing, filled the air around us.

“I love you,” I whispered, the words coming naturally, truthfully. “I’ve loved you since the first dream.”

“I love you too,” she replied, her eyes shining with tears of joy.

I felt my climax building, an unstoppable tide rising within me. “I’m close.”

She wrapped her legs tighter around my waist, pulling me deeper.

With a few final, powerful thrusts, I buried myself completely within her and released, flooding her virgin passage with my seed. The moment I came, I felt a strange connection forming between us, something profound and unbreakable, as if our souls were entwining just as our bodies had.

Lysara moaned, her own orgasm washing over her in waves. I felt her inner walls pulsing around me, milking every last drop as her body shuddered beneath mine.

For several long moments, we remained joined, our breathing gradually slowing as we basked in the afterglow. Eventually, I eased myself out of her and gathered her into my arms, cradling her against my chest as we lay side by side.

She nestled against me, her golden hair spilling across my skin. Her fingers traced patterns on my chest as we watched the clouds drift overhead through gaps in the flower canopy she’d created.

“That was worth waiting for,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to my shoulder.

I smiled, stroking her hair. “We have a lifetime of that ahead of us.”

A silence settled between us, broken only by the distant sound of the waterfall and birds calling in the trees. After a while, a thought occurred to me, one that had been lingering at the edge of my consciousness.

“Lysara,” I said, “will they come for you again? The kings and gods who fought over you before?”

She raised herself up on one elbow to look at me, her expression serious. She shook her head, taking my hand and bringing it to her lips.

“No,” she said. “I’m yours now … your girl. They have no claim on me anymore.”

Relief washed over me. I pulled her down for a kiss, pouring all my feelings into the contact. When we parted, I saw our future stretching before us, bright and full of love and intimacy.

“We should head back,” I said reluctantly. “The others will be wondering where we are.”

She nodded, though neither of us made any move to leave our flower-enclosed sanctuary. The world outside, with all its complications and challenges, could wait a little longer.

For now, this perfect moment belonged to us alone.


Afterword
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That’s all for now!
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