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CHAPTER 1
 
    
 
   “Oh my god, that’s her! Isn’t it?”
 
   The last bell had rung about a half hour ago, and Tim and Marco were both huddled around a screen in the computer lab. Like always, the computer lab teacher wasn’t around, and in this case, that was an incredibly good thing. The two 18 year old seniors had just found the fabled nude photos of Ms. Beth Ashby, their second period English teacher who was rumored to have a past in softcore modeling.
 
   “That is definitely her,” said Marco. “Wow, these are even sexier than I imagined they would be!”
 
   Tim couldn’t help but agree. Ms. Ashby was a beautiful woman, with large breasts, a sexy ass, and beautiful long blond hair. She typically had it tied back in a pony tail that complimented the prescription glasses she wore, but in the photos they were looking at, her hair had been let down freely.
 
   “Shit, the computer lab teacher is going to be back soon,” Tim said, looking at his watch. “Can you go distract her while I email a link of this to both of our accounts?”
 
   “Sure man,” said Marco. He stood up and walked out of the computer lab with a wild grin on his face.
 
   It was had just been an excuse to get him out of the room. This was the ultimate find, and Tim felt himself being pulled in by the allure of the photos. He watched Marco leave, and after checking to make sure he was still the only one in the computer lab and there wasn’t too much through traffic, he pulled his hard cock out of his pants and aimed it at the screen. 
 
   Ms. Ashby had always been pretty fond of Tim and his studious approach to her class, and likewise, Tim had found her to be an excellent teacher. But the rumors were true, Tim had found the proof, and he couldn’t stop himself from reaping the reward.
 
   Tim rubbed his rock hard cock gingerly as he clicked through the photos. The shoot had utilized a variety of outfits, and Ms. Ashby seemed to dutifully play every role from a nurse, to a cop, and quite amusingly, a teacher holding a ruler. Tim finally reached the nudes, and burned the image of her soft, pink nipples and huge breasts into his mind. 
 
   He pumped his cock harder as he flipped to the next photo. Ms. Ashby was lying on a desk, completely naked, hand buried in her cunt. Tim’s pace increased and he felt himself starting to approach the point of no return when he heard a sound behind him.
 
   “Tim, what the fuck are you doing?” He recognized it as the high pitched voice of his girlfriend, Lisa.
 
   He turned towards her and forced a smile, realizing that there was no obscuring the scene.
 
   “Well, uh, as you can see, uh, I found some really interesting pictures,” he said. He felt guilty, as though he’d been caught pinching a cookie after dinner.
 
   “You are such a dumbass,” Lisa said angrily as she rolled her eyes. “Wait a second…is that Ms. Ashby?”
 
   “No, of course not,” Tim began holstering his tool as he quickly attempted to minimize the browser on the screen. He realized that the photos would get out eventually, but found himself expecting that this story would end up as part of the lore surrounding it, much to his supreme displeasure. 
 
   “Besides, why the hell do you care what I look at online?” he asked her.
 
   “Tim, you know what, this is ridiculous,” said Lisa. Tim was familiar with her tone, and knew what was coming. “We’re done, I don’t need a boyfriend who has this much trouble keeping his dick in his pants.”
 
   She stormed out of the computer lab haughtily. Tim turned back to the computer screen, and after erasing his tracks and emailing himself a link to the website with the photos, he stepped away from the computer. Lisa had always been a bit of a drama queen, and this was the third time in the last seven months that she had “broken up” with him. He picked up his bag and walked out into the hallway.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 2
 
    
 
   The school was much calmer after hours. Tim looked up at one of the clocks on the wall and saw that it was already past four. He had told his step mom Angela that he would be back after work at around seven. She had only been married to his dad for about a year now, and the two seemed to argue over everything, breaking up and making up on a regular basis. Well, that’s at least one thing that seems to run in the family, thought Tim.
 
   As he walked through the front entrance to the school and out into the yard, Marco came running up to him.
 
   “Sorry man, I forgot to email the link to you,” said Tim, who was in actuality not the least bit sorry. “I will tonight, though.”
 
   “You need to get out of here,” Marco said to him, with a look of frightened concern in his eyes. “Carter is pissed. Whatever you said about him in math class has got him up in arms. He’s on the way here with at least a couple of other guys from the football team.”
 
   Tim smiled jovially at Marco. “Can I assume you’ve got my back on this one, old buddy?”
 
   “Let’s not make an ass out of you and me.” Marco replied. “If you just apologize, they’ll go easy on you.”
 
   Tim saw Marco’s eyes spot something over his shoulder and turned to investigate. Carter, the nineteen year old, six foot five captain of the football team, was swiftly walking towards him, with five other bulky meatheads in tow.
 
   “Anyway man, I’ve got to run,” said Marco, patting him on the back. “Send me those photos if you survive this.”
 
   He jogged off towards the parking lot, leaving Tim alone and in the path of Carter and his gang.
 
   “Carter, man is it good to see you,” he said, each word dripping with sarcasm. “You’ve been well, I trust?”
 
   “Shut the fuck up, Tim,” Carter barked in response. “You know what this is about!”
 
   “Are you guys drafting me onto the football team?” Tim found himself surrounded as the five other guys with Carter encircled him. “Because if that’s the case, I’m going to have to politely decline. Soccer had always been more my speed.”
 
   “Always with the jokes,” said Carter, who was cracking his knuckles in a manner that Tim found to be almost comically clichéd. “Let’s see if you find this funny!”
 
   Carter slammed his fist into Tim’s stomach, instantly knocking the wind out of him. Tim was not a fighter, but he was proud, and kept his eyes locked on Carter even as he dropped down onto one knee. He coughed, and then smiled up at him.
 
   “You know, my sense of humor has always been really dark, so yeah I definitely can see the humor in-“
 
   Stars seemed to explode inside his head as he felt Carter’s next blow make contact with his face. Tim was thrown to the ground, and rolled himself back up into a standing position only to be pushed by one of the other guys back into the arms of Carter, who pulled him into a headlock. He could see the school’s entrance out of the corner of his eye, and watched as a busty girl in a short skirt made her way out through the entrance and over towards the spectacle.
 
   “Hey baby,” he heard the girl say, recognizing her voice as that of Tara, Carter’s girlfriend. “Who is it this time?”
 
   Carter seemed to hesitate for a moment, loosening his grip on Tim slightly. 
 
   “Just an asshole who talks way too much shit,” he said. “I’ll be done with him soon enough.”
 
   “I think a more proper introduction than that is necessary,” said Tim in a strained voice. He looked up at Tara, who had a body to die for and a perplexed look on her face as she watched Tim smile at her. “My name is Tim!”
 
   He spat blood out after the last syllable, right on the football jersey of one of Carter’s lackeys. The group quickly threw him back down to the ground and began the almost ritual process of stomping and kicking his body.
 
   “Well, Tim,” Tara said mockingly. “I think you should be more careful who you get on the bad side of in the future.”
 
   “Nice to meet you, too,” Tim managed to mutter out in a weak voice.
 
   After several more minutes of abuse, the gang left him on the ground. Tim brought himself up into a seated position, feeling pain race through ten different areas of his body. His face was a mess, and he could feel blood streaming down out of his lip and nose. He pulled himself over to the backpack he’d lost at the start of the scuffle, and gingerly stepped back up to his feet.
 
   “It could be worse,” he said to himself out loud. “At least they didn’t manage to land any kicks on my big, swinging, cowboy balls.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 3
 
    
 
   Checking the time on his phone, he realized that he was late for work. Like, extremely late for work, and totally unfit to be delivering pizzas in his current injured state. He hopped on his bike and started down the road in the direction of the pizzeria anyway, feeling as though at the very least he could win a willpower victory through sticking it out for the rest of the day. It was about 10 minutes away by bus, but he’d missed the last one, and was forced to bike. 
 
   It ended up being a much longer trip, and though it hurt his body all over to pedal and turn the handlebars, the wind felt surprisingly nice on his face. He parked his bike outside the restaurant at 6:45, almost two hours late for his two hour shift. His boss, Tony, was working the counter when he made his way inside.
 
    “Get out of here, Tim, you’re through,” he said as Tim walked over.
 
   “I know, it looks bad, but you should see the other guy,” said Tim. “No really, you should, he looks like some type of sasquatch.”
 
   “I’m serious Tim, you’re fired,” said Tony, in a slightly regretful voice. “Do not pass go, do not collect $200, and so forth.”
 
   Tim stared at his boss for a second, and then smiled.
 
   “What if I have a get out of jail free card?”
 
   Tony frowned at him.
 
   “Or roll doubles?”
 
   Tony pointed towards the door, and Tim slowly turned and walked through it, head hung low.
 
   He took a long detour on the bike ride back to his home, feeling the fatigue accumulated from all of the hassles of the day weigh down on his body. Nothing had gone right today, he thought to himself. It was funny to him in a way, and he began to formulate a punchline, but stopped himself midway, feeling incredibly lonely at the fact that nobody was around to hear his joke. His phone rang, and he stopped his bike in order to get it safely out of his pocket. He’d been expecting it to be Lisa, calling to apologize for overreacting, or possibly Marco getting on him about the pictures, but it was his step mom, Angela.
 
   “What?” he answered in a slightly more impatient tone than he had anticipated.
 
   “You’re late, you said you’d be home by 7:15,” she said to him.
 
   He looked at his phone and was surprised to see that it was already half past.
 
   “Look, quit nagging me, I’ll be back when I’m back,” he said into the phone angrily.
 
   “I told you to pick up red pepper for dinner on the way back, do you like making me wait?”
 
   Tim hung up the phone. He was much more irritated than he had realized, and felt slightly bad for taking it out on her. He started pedaling faster, and then was forced to stop when he felt the injuries from the fight ache throughout his body. He looked around, deciding that he might as well get the red pepper and make his way home, and saw that he was in a part of town that he wasn’t all that familiar with. 
 
   There was what looked to be a tiny neighborhood grocer up ahead, and the lights were still on. Tim had never seen the store before, but figured that if they sold food they probably sold spices, including red pepper, and parked his bike next to the entrance.
 
   He walked over to the front door, pulled it open, and stepped inside. The store was dimly lit, and strange incense like scent seemed to hang on the air. Tim looked over some of the aisles as he made his way towards what looked like the spice section, and noticed a range of occult seeming objects. Crystal balls, tarot cards, voodoo doll construction kits, the vast majority of the stuff seemed to be oriented towards the type that lived and breathed paranormal. 
 
   The shelf that he figured the red pepper would be on was populated by numerous shakers and jars of stuff he hadn’t known actually existed. He glanced across rows of newt’s essence, ground tiger claw, and unicorn powder. Tim fought back a laugh and felt like he had hit the comedy jackpot. He was already making mental plans to come back with Marco the next day when he heard the sound of someone coughing. He turned, and saw a short, incredibly old man, dressed in a grey robe, and holding a pipe in one hand.
 
   “Is there something in particular you are looking for?” the old man asked him in a slow and deliberately quiet voice.
 
   “Uhm, yes,” Tim said. He hadn’t seen anybody behind the counter when he came in and was caught slightly off guard. “I actually don’t need anything special, just some plain old red pepper, if you have it for sale here.”
 
   The old man pulled his hand out of the depths of his robe. It was closed tight around something, and as he slowly opened his fist, Tim saw that it was a small shaker of red pepper.
 
   “Nice trick,” he said to the man. “That’s all I need for today, how much will it be?”
 
   The old man brought the red pepper to the counter and quickly exchanged it with Tim for several dollars. He then turned to leave, but the old man shook his head and pulled a small, ornate, unlabeled bottle containing a reddish colored fluid out from under the counter, placing it in front of him.
 
   “Take this too,” the old man said. “I charge you nothing, for now. Take this and only drink it if you want everything in your life to change.”
 
   Tim looked at the old man, and then looked down at the bottle.
 
   “Look, I appreciate the thought, but my step mom would incinerate if I came home high on some strange drug,” he said with a smile. “Thanks, but no thanks.”
 
   “This bottle contains the essence of desire,” said the man. “You are wise to not take it lightly.”
 
   Intrigued, Tim picked up the bottle. He held it up to the light to get a good look at it. The liquid inside was red, but still somewhat clear. It seemed to gleam with an almost unreal sparkle, as though some type of gemstone had been crushed up and mixed in.
 
   “What exactly do you mean by that?” Tim asked. He turned his gaze back to the old man, or rather, where the old man had been. The store was empty of anyone other than him. He looked around for a minute more and then felt a strange chill go down the hairs on his back. He grabbed both bottles off the counter, headed outside, and started back towards his house on his bike.
 
   The bottle of red liquid seemed to weigh heavy in his pocket on the bike ride home. It was so weird, between the strange contents of the store, the odd seeming old man, and the off putting encounter at the end. Tim did his best to clear his head and get the creepy thoughts out of his mind. He tried to think of any joke that had a punchline involving snake oil and fakery, but his mind drew up blank.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 4
 
    
 
   Tim arrived back at his house a little after nine. He knew his step mom was going to be furious, but he at least had an excuse this time, and the red pepper was in hand. He felt the bruises from the fight weighing down on him as he got off his bike and walked up the steps. Only Angela’s car was parked outside. Tim’s dad usually worked out of another city during the week, and could only make it home on the weekends.
 
   He tried to be as quiet as he could on his way inside. Sure enough, Angela had been dozing on the couch. The sound of the door closing was enough to wake her up, however. Her eyes seemed to light up with disappointment and concern at the sight of Tim and his swollen face trying to sneakily take his shoes off.
 
   “Honey, what in the world took you so long?” Angela asked him. “And what in the world happened to you?”
 
   “It’s nothing, mom,” he said. “I ran into a dump truck and then fell down a flight of stairs.”
 
   Tim pulled out the red pepper and held it in front of her.
 
   “At the very least, I made sure to bring this back!”
 
   Angela was not pleased. She stood up, and Tim instantly saw that she was wearing nothing more than her panties and a thin t-shirt, which seemed to showcase her large breasts and perfect butt a little bit too well.
 
   “Tim, what the hell is wrong with you?” she shouted at him. “Your father is going to hear about this, and consider yourself grounded until further notice.”
 
   He opened his mouth to object, but it was pretty clear that nothing would dissuade Angela from getting her way, even if it was the truth. He took one last look at her body, which for some reason, seemed reminiscent of the photos of Ms. Ashby from earlier, and then turned and walked up to his bedroom.
 
   “I’m putting your plate in the fridge, it’s what you’re having breakfast tomorrow morning,” she called up after him.
 
   Tim made his way upstairs and shut himself inside his room. At every step, his day had been a challenge. His hope and optimism were limited resources, and he found himself trying to be thankful that things couldn’t get any worse. 
 
   As he took his shirt off and prepared for bed, he again felt the small bottle of red liquid sitting in his pocket. He pulled it out, and after taking a moment to consider the words of the old man that had gifted it to him, popped the cork off the top. He brought his nose up to the brim. It smelled sweet, almost like a strong scented cider.
 
   After considering it for a moment, he decided he would take a small sip. After all, what was the worst that could happen? The old man said that the concoction would change things in his life, but who was to say it wouldn’t be a positive change? And that was operating on the assumption that it even did anything at all. More than likely it was just a dud, some fake potion that the old man would usually sell off to gullible tourists. Regardless of anything, Tim felt like it would be a rather appropriate way to end such a shitty day. It felt like rolling the dice on fate, and that was exactly what Tim was in the mood to do.
 
   He brought the bottle to his mouth and a poured drop of the fluid onto his tongue. It tasted amazing, a mixture of sweet citrus along with a tangy tropical flavor. He took a larger sip, drinking about half the bottle.  The flavor seemed to spread through his body. A strange tingling sensation bubbled in his fingers and toes, and then he felt something between his legs. His dick began to harden, slowly at first, and then rapidly, until he was sporting an erection that seemed larger and harder than any he had ever experienced before.
 
   “Whoa,” he said to himself out loud. “Maybe it was just Viagra in a bottle.”
 
   Tim considered throwing on some porn, and then remembered the photos of Ms. Ashby from earlier that day. As he went to pull out his lap top, he became unexpectedly and overwhelmingly tired. He only managed to get his body into bed just in time, as sleep swept over him like a crashing wave.
 
   When Tim awoke, he was greeted by the same throbbing, hard ache of his rod between his legs that he had experienced the night before. His body felt lighter, and it almost seemed like his eyes could focus easier and more clearly. He pulled himself up into a sitting position on his bed, and felt like his muscles where a little larger than he remembered. Must just be another growth spurt, he thought to himself.
 
   “Tim? Are you up yet?” Angela was knocking on the door and calling to him. 
 
   “Yeah mom, hold on a second.” Tim rushed around the room frantically, looking for some clothes to throw on.
 
   The door opened as though Angela had totally ignored him. Tim scooped up a pillow off his bed and did the best he could to hide his massive erection.
 
   “Mom! Can you give me a minute, jesus!” He yelled at her as she walked into his room.
 
   Angela had a strange look in her eyes. She was looking at him in a way that Tim had never seen her look at anything before. Her mouth was drawn up into a small and flirtatious smile, and she licked her lips and moaned slightly as she approached him.
 
   “It’s fine honey, this can’t wait.” Angel walked over and stood close to him, a little too close. “I need to talk to you about something that I know has been hard for you to deal with.”
 
   She ran her hand through Tim’s hair. It wasn’t the act of it that seemed unusual to him, but rather, the way in which she did it. Her face was close to his, and she was staring deeply into his eyes. Tim was still holding the pillow against his crotch and could feel his cock throbbing against it.
 
   “Mom, what are you doing?” He asked her. The entire situation was bizarre to him, and he found himself wondering if he was still dreaming.
 
   “I saw you when you were sleeping,” she said to him, stepping even closer and bringing her body up against his. “I couldn’t help but watch, I feel like we’re being drawn together, Tim.”
 
   Angela grabbed the pillow and pulled it away from him. He struggled, but was too shocked and surprised by the ongoing series of events to expect it or resist.
 
   “I saw something poking up from your sheet,” she said to him as her hand ran down Tim’s stomach. “I just want to help you with it, you must be so uncomfortable.”
 
   Tim felt his mom’s hand come to rest on his hard dick and almost recoiled from shock. He stepped backwards blindly, forgetting that his bed was behind him, and fell onto it. His cock bounced up and down as he landed as though it were mirroring his surprise.
 
   “W-what, what the hell are you doing?” he asked breathlessly.
 
   Angela leaned onto the bed and began to pull herself over to him on all fours. Tim did his best to slide to the very edge of the bed. The look in her eyes just didn’t make sense to him. It was the look of intense desire and arousal, and the juxtaposition of seeing that on the face of his step mom was too much for him to comprehend.
 
   “Just lie back and let me take care of you,” Angela said to him, “I would do anything for you Tim, and right now what you need is a proper release.”
 
   Angela grabbed onto his cock again. The action sent waves of intense pleasure shooting through his body. He leaned his head back and groaned, and then felt something warm and wet engulf the head of his cock. He looked back and was greeted by the sight of his step mom sucking on his member, hungrily.
 
   “Oh man, oh man…that feels so good,” Tim said, momentarily loosing himself in the sensation. “You can’t though, mom, oh god, oh man.”
 
   He put his hand on her head, initially intending to pull her head back and put a stop to what has happening. Instead, he found himself urging her on, pulling her head down further onto his cock. He couldn’t believe what was happening. How could Angela be sucking his cock? It made no sense to him, and everything she had said leading up to it just made it more confusing. Tim was bouncing her head up and down vigorously now, and could feel Angela’s soft tongue rubbing against the base of his cock, pushing him nearer to the edge.
 
   All of the sudden, Tim’s phone rang. He had dropped it on his night stand the previous night, and only had to turn his head slightly to see the screen, and the identity of the caller. It was his dad, and in an instant, reality seemed to come crashing down.
 
   “No, no, we can’t!” Tim said it and completely meant it this time, and rolled off the bed, dislodging Angela from her position.
 
   “Tim, it’s okay, I won’t tell him,” she said to him, “This will be our little secret, please! I just need you and your cock so badly!”
 
   “You need to get some more sleep, and besides, they make toys for that type of thing!” Tim was back in a clear state of mind, sarcasm included, and managed to grab an armful of clothes out of his dresser as he ran out of his room. He fumbled with his boxers as he made his way downstairs, and then quickly threw on his shirt and shorts.
 
   “Tim, wait! Just wait!” Angela called to him. He could hear her footsteps heading down the hallway, and he quickly rushed out of the house and grabbed his bike.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 5
 
    
 
   He began his ride to school and did his very best to work out just what had happened in his head. His step mom was either losing her mind, or had accidently ate nothing but chocolate and oysters for breakfast, or possibly but very unlikely had always been in love with him? None of those rationales made any sense, but there were the best that he could come up with for the moment. Or wait…he thought back and remembered the potion from the night before. Was this what the man had meant, he wondered?
 
   That made no sense to him at all, though. He was the one who drank it, not his step mom. Typically love potions were the type of thing that needed to be taken by the one doing the falling in love.
 
   Tim did the best he could to banish all of the thoughts from his mind, including the images and feeling of his step mom from that morning. He figured that he would just forget about it and see how things were that night when he made his way home. It wasn’t really his place to be worrying about his home life, especially given the hornet’s nest he knew must be waiting for him at school. Both the computer lab incident and his battle with Carter would have made their way into the school rumors for the day, and he was sure that both tales would reflect pretty badly on him.
 
   Tim biked through the parking lot of his school and made his way over to the bike rack. Tara was standing next to it. It wasn’t much of an issue for him, as he had never had a problem with her without Carter in tow, but he parked his bike slightly more cautiously than usual. She looked over at him and smiled.
 
   “Hi Tiiiim,” she said as he locked up his bike, drawing out his name.
 
   “Hey Tara, no violent apes following behind you I assume?” he said to her with dry glib.
 
   She walked towards him, and for a second he thought that she might have some kind of weapon, and backed up cautiously. Both her arms were outstretched, and Tim watched dumbfounded as she placed them on his shoulders and brought herself up against him.
 
   “You look soooo hot today, Tim,” she said. “We should hang out tonight. Or even better, let’s skip class and hang out now!”
 
   Tim opened his mouth to respond and was surprised by Tara bringing her face to his and kissing him deeply. He felt her tongue flick across his, and let his arms wrap around her to meet her embrace. Seconds passed as they made out, and then Tim pushed her away, realizing just how weird the situation was.
 
   “What, what is going on today?” he asked out loud. He started walking away from Tara. She followed him as if his clear rejection of her advances had not even happened.
 
   “Come on Tim, I need you. Please, just come and be with me for a minute, just for a minute!”
 
   He started walking even faster towards the entrance of the school. Tara followed at a quick pace right behind him. As he made his way inside, he ducked around the first corner her found and hurried in the opposite direction of his locker. The eyes of girls milling about the hallway tracked him in an unusual way as he went, and he felt as though a spot light was being cast down on him from the heavens.
 
   “This is so weird, this is so weird…” he said quietly under his breath. Hurrying through the halls, he turned into a stair case and almost ran directly into a girl he recognized.
 
   “Oh, hi Tim,” she said to him. Tim recognized her as Nikki Peterson, a girl who had been a crush of his consistently for the past several years. She was wearing a low cut shirt that made her huge breasts seem to pop with exciting cleavage. “How are you? It’s been so long since we’ve really talked!”
 
   She stepped right up to him in the stair well, and Tim felt her press her hand against his chest. Tim was still excited from the incident outside with Tara, and his dick immediately sprang to attention.
 
   “I’m good, Nikki. How are you?” he said. As he met her gaze, he felt an exciting chill run through his body.
 
   “I’m awesome,” Nikki said, smiling and staring at him. “And from the looks of things, so are you!”
 
   She traced her hand down Tim’s chest, all the way to his stomach. It finally settled on his hard cock. Tim forced himself to breathe as he felt her begin to massage it. The hallway was crowded, and several other people were eyeing them as they made their way by. Tim had to fight off his initial instinct to pull her off into a classroom and have his way with her.
 
   “As much as would love to have fun with you Nikki, I feel like you aren’t in your right state of mind now,” Tim said to her, “Though I’m probably going to kick myself for being such a gentleman once this all blows over.”
 
   Tim turned to leave, and almost ran directly into a wall of girls. The stairwell that they were in had filled with people, and there was no way out. He looked around, and noticed that outside of him, there wasn’t a single other guy in the group.
 
   “Hey uh, can we work something out,” He joked as he circled around, seeing no gaps to escape through. “I have a bunch of unsigned hall passes that I would be willing to trade for safe harbor!”
 
   Several girls grabbed his arms roughly from the back. He was trapped, and had trouble deciding whether or not he should be upset about that. As he looked into the crowd of girls, he saw Tara push her way forward from the back of the pack.
 
   “Looks like you can’t run away now, Tim,” she said with a devilish smile on her face. “How about we finish what we started earlier?”
 
   Nikki was still nearby, and she slid over to him as Tara began to run her hands across his chest.
 
   “Hey, no fair! I saw him first!” Nikki said, pawing on him and trying to push Tara out of the way with her hips.
 
   “He’s a big boy, Nikki,” Tara said, licking her lips. “Why don’t we share him for now?”
 
   “Okay, fine,” said Nikki, her big and soft lips turning into an exaggerated pout. “Let’s help him get into this. It has to be fun for him too!”
 
   Tara and Nikki began to run their hands all over his body. Tim struggled at first, but quickly realized that even if he escaped from the girls holding his arms and legs directly, he would still have to deal with the huge crowd surrounding him. Her surrendered to his fate, and looked down to see Tara and Nikki unzipping and pulling down his pants.
 
   “Whoa, don’t you think we’re moving a little fast?” Tim asked, half-jokingly.
 
   Tara had pulled his cock out through his boxers. It had been hard throughout most of the day, and now was no exception. He felt a shiver of pleasure shoot through his body was she started stroking it. Looking around, he could see the eyes of at least a dozen girls all locked onto it. He recognized some of them as his classmates, others as members of sports teams, and some, just girls he had seen walking through the hall.
 
   “Alright, push over. It’s my turn!” said Nikki, in the voice of a jealous school girl. She grabbed Tim’s cock with her soft hand and pulled it towards her, licking up the side of his shaft as she did.
 
   “Oh man,” said Tim. “Okay, maybe there have been worse kidnappings than this…”
 
   Nikki and Tara both proceeded to lick at his cock, each one trying to wrap their tongues around more of it. Tim stared down at him and they both locked their eyes on his, looking at him adoringly. The other girls were still watching with the same intent focus, and the hands of the ones that were holding him began massaging his chest and abs.
 
   “How the hell is this happening to me?” Tim asked out loud, to no one in particular.
 
   Tara and Nikki began kissing each other with Tim’s dick right in between their lips. It was almost too much for him. He could feel their soft mouths and tongues massaging against his cock, wet and warm. Tara shifted, and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. She began sucking it enthusiastically, and Nikki resigned herself to licking the base of his shaft and balls.
 
   Tim was lost in the moment. He knew if this continued, he was going to blow his load, whether he wanted to or not. He pulled his eyes from Nikki and Tara working his cock and looked up into the crowd, and was shocked to see Carter on the edge of it. His face was red with anger, and he was trying to push his way towards Tim, but was held back easily by the other girls. Tim made eye contact with him and winked.
 
   “Hey Carter, watch this!” He said, right as Tara was pulling her lips all the way back to the head of his cock. Tim leaned his hips back, popping his cock just barely out of her mouth right at the same time that it began to explode with cum. The first stream hit Tara smack dab in the face, and she resumed sucking as Tim’s seed continued to be pumped out. Nikki was pushing her cheeks against his cock and nuzzling it lovingly. Tim could hear Carter screaming death threats at him, but had trouble focusing on anything other than the waves of pleasure from his orgasm.
 
   “This ends now, everyone get back to your classrooms!” An authoritative female voice yelled through the chaos, and Tim was surprised to see the crowd start to disperse. He saw Carter staring intensely at him, before turning and stomping off down the hall, punching lockers as he went. Tim felt the girls holding his arms release their grip, and he clumsily and somewhat shamefully pulled up his pants.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 6
 
    
 
   “Are you okay, Tim?” He turned and saw the face of his savior, recognizing her as his English teacher, Ms. Ashby. 
 
   “Yeah, I’m fine,” he said, remembering the photos and the incident in the computer lab from the day before. “Uh, thanks Ms. Ashby…”
 
   “Don’t thank me yet, this isn’t over,” she said to him, the stern and authoritative tone returning to her voice. “You are coming to my office and you are going to explain to me just what was going on here. This is serious, Tim, we’ve expelled students for far less than what just happened.”
 
   Tim sighed, and gave Ms. Ashby a tired and exasperated look. How the hell could he explain any of this, he wondered.
 
   “I’ll do what I can, Ms. Ashby. Just be forewarned, it’s a little trippy, and not the good kind of trippy either. Well, maybe a little bit of the good kind.”
 
   Tim followed Ms. Ashby down the hall. She was a few paces in front of him, and he couldn’t help but notice the distinctive wiggle of her butt as she walked. The dress she was wearing was professional, but it clung tightly to her frame and left very little to the imagination. Given the photos that Tim had seen the day before, imagining was already rather unnecessary.
 
   She turned back to face him as they reached the door to her classroom. Tim noticed that the blouse she was wearing was low cut, and he could see just the edge of the red lace bra that was holding her large and shapely breasts in place.
 
   “I don’t have a class right now, so we’ll be able to talk in private,” she said, gesturing for him to step through the doorway. “I want to hear the full unedited story. Leave nothing out.”
 
   Tim swallowed hard, and walked into her classroom. The full story was convoluted and confusing, and he didn’t believe it himself. He took a seat in a chair that was near the teacher’s desk and thought about what he was going to say. Ms. Ashby closed the door to her classroom, and Tim almost did a double take when he saw her lock it afterwards, inconspicuously. She walked over to her desk and sat down on top of it facing Tim, legs crossed and chest angled forward as though she was dangling it in front of him.
 
   “Alright Tim, like I said before, I need to know what happened,” she said, in a very engaging tone. “What were those girls doing to you, how did it start?”
 
   “I think it was just some sort of prank, really,” said Tim. He had decided that telling her the truth would only land him in a psych ward. “You know how it is, girls can be so cruel.”
 
   “Your pants were down when I arrived, just how did that happen?” asked Ms. Ashby. Tim noticed that she licked her pouty and full lips after the last word, making her lipstick glean and reflect the light of the room.
 
   “Well one of them was uh, teasing me, I guess?” he said. He wasn’t even convinced by his own excuse.
 
   “I need more than that Tim, tell me what she was doing.”
 
   “Alright Ms. Ashby. If you really want to know, she was sucking my uh, well, you know…” he trailed off, unable to come out and say the word in front of his typically stern and proper teacher.
 
   “Your cock?” Ms. Ashby said, smiling suggestively. “The girl was sucking you cock, Tim?”
 
   “Yeah. Actually, both of them were.” Tim looked directly into Ms. Ashby’s eyes. He could hear it in her voice, and was surprised that it had taken him this long to realize that she was just as affected by him as all of the other girls.
 
   “They both were sucking your cock, Tim?” Ms. Ashby seemed to falter slightly, as though she didn’t know what direction to go in next. “Well…did it feel good?”
 
   “It felt amazing, Ms. Ashby,” he said, standing up from his chair and stepping closer to her on the desk. “It felt so good that I came, and blew my load on one of their faces.”
 
   Ms. Ashby looked at Tim. Her eyes were filled with desire, but her cheeks blushed red, and her body seemed tense. She was more conflicted than the rest of them, Tim realized.
 
   “Well Tim, that’s, that’s not okay,” she said. Tim was drawing closer to her, and the space left between them seemed to pulse with erotic magnetism. “You can’t just have your cock out in school, it’s not okay. And you can’t have girls sucking it, sucking your hard cock.”
 
   “I can’t, Ms. Ashby?” Tim was right in front of her now and he leaned his face in close enough to feel her breath on his face. “Maybe I should have a woman suck it instead!”
 
   He leaned in and kissed her deeply. Tim felt her tongue tease at his, and responded in kind. One of his arms wrapped her into an embrace, and his other hand roamed up to her breasts, feeling the fabric of her blouse and bra and the soft flesh of her tit.
 
   “Tim, I, I can’t believe this,” Ms. Ashby leaned back onto the desk, sliding papers and books off as she made room for her body. “You should, I think you should…go”
 
   Ms. Ashby seemed to sending conflicting signals. Her words were clear enough to Tim, but her legs were spread wide, and she pulled him on top of her as she dropped her back onto the desk. Tim began feeling up her breasts and body eagerly, and rubbed his crotch against hers.
 
   “Do you want me to go, Ms. Ashby, or do you want me to fuck you like the porn starlet you are?” he asked, pulling down her panties underneath the skirt as he did. “I know all about your past.”
 
   Ms. Ashby bit her lip and began to undo Tim’s belt.
 
   “Do it,” she whispered into his ear as her legs wrapped around him.
 
   Tim’s rock hard cock seemed to spring out of his boxers and instantly to attention. Just as he had noticed earlier that morning, it still seemed unusually large. He guided it towards the entrance to her cunt and found that it was already wet and inviting.
 
   “Oh Tim!” Ms. Ashby yelled as he plunged his tool deep inside her. She was tight, and Tim found himself being overcome by a fog of sexual desire. This woman was the masturbatory fantasy of the entire male population of the school, and he had her begging for his cock.
 
   “That’s right, Ms. Ashby,” he said, increasing his pace. He held her shoulders and pulled her into him with each stroke. Her pussy was tight and seemed to cling to Tim’s dick like a fitted glove.
 
   “I’m going to cum for you, Ms. Ashby,” said Tim. “I have to earn an A in your class somehow!”
 
   He fucked her hard against the desk. The sound of their thighs slapped together echoed throughout the classroom, and Tim was thankful for the door being shut and locked. Ms. Ashby was moaning loudly, and her tits were bouncing in rhythm with every stroke. After a minute, Tim saw her tense up in the familiar manner of an orgasm. He slammed his dick into her pussy a couple more times, and then pulled out and felt his cock explode into an orgasm, spraying white hot cum all over her tits and face.
 
   Both of them took a moment to just breathe, enjoying the orgasmic bliss waving through their bodies. Then Tim came back to reality. He had just fucked his teacher, the one woman who seemed to be able to at least somewhat resist the effects of the curse. He pushed himself off her, pulled up his pants, and headed for the door. He felt strange, as though he was beginning to understand his predicament and the downsides to it more clearly.
 
   “Wait Tim, please,” Ms. Ashby called after him as he turned to leave. “Don’t tell anyone about what just happened…and we shouldn’t do this again, ever.”
 
   “Of course,” said Tim, knowing in his head that in reality he could have this woman at any time he wanted in the future, if he was so inclined. “As long as you can find it in your heart to give me an A on the final, this never happened, at least as far as I’m concerned.”
 
   She smiled at him, and then Tim unlocked the door and stepped back out into the hallway, closing it behind him.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 7
 
    
 
   First period was long underway, and almost all of the other students were in class. One of the overhead lights was burned out, giving the hallway a desolate vibe. Tim started off towards his locker. He debated whether or not to make his way to his first class this late, suspecting that there was the distinct possibility of it turning into an incident like the one before. He reached his locker and opened it up, pulling out his books for the day and loading them into his bag. Maybe it’s best to just head home and get homework assignments delivered by Marco, he thought.
 
   As he shut the door to his locker and started towards the exit, he noticed a figure standing in the hallway, staring at him.
 
   “Tim,” he heard the voice call out, recognizing it as Lisa’s. “What the hell, Tim? Are the rumors that have been spreading around true?”
 
   He walked toward her slowly, his head angled down slightly. After everything that had happened, the last thing he expected was to feel guilty about the fallout from his ex-girlfriend hearing about his exploits. Tim managed to bring his gaze up to hers as he drew close.
 
   “Yeah, it’s true,” he said, forcing the words out of his throat. “But you have to understand, there’s more to it than I can explain!”
 
   Tears formed in the corners of Lisa’s eyes. He had loved her, contrary to the sarcastic tone he often found himself taking when it came to their relationship. He still did love her, to a certain extent. Most likely, if it wasn’t for the strange events of the day, they would have ended up back together. In the back of his mind, he had occasionally pictured them going to prom together, applying to colleges together, and being a functional couple, like they were supposed to be.
 
   “You can’t explain this away, Tim,” she said, tears flowing freely now. “I feel so stupid. I trusted you, you know…”
 
   Tim felt his heart ache as he heard her words. The entire day had been something out of a strange dream for him, and he was desperately hoping that this is the moment he would be allowed to wake up. The real consequences of his actions, intentional or not, were right there in front of him in the form of this poor, distraught, teenage girl.
 
   “I’m sorry Lisa,” he said to her, “I’ll find a way to fix this.”
 
   “You’re such an asshole, Tim,” Lisa stepped forward and collapsed onto his chest. “Go ahead, do whatever you want to me, fuck me like I’m just another one of the sluts you seem so fond of.”
 
   Tim hugged her, kissed her on the forehead, and then pushed her away.
 
   “I said I was going to fix everything, and I mean it. I’ll be back here for your forgiveness Lisa, once I’ve set things right. And eaten lunch, I’m totally starving.”
 
   Tim turned and walked out of the school without looking back. He could feel Lisa’s gaze on his back, and knew that she was standing in the same spot he had left her, watching him.
 
   The sky was dark and overcast as Tim made his way out to his bike. His mind raced with ideas about how to get his situation back to normal. It all started with the creepy old man in the unusual shop. Tim pulled his bike off the bike rack, but right before he could hop onto it, he noticed a figure coming his way from the corner of his vision. He turned, and saw Marco coming his way, followed by Carter in the distance.
 
   “Tim man, I tried to explain to him that it wasn’t true,” said Marco. “He thinks he saw his girlfriend, well, uh, sucking your dick.”
 
   “It’s true Marco. It was me.” Time forced a smile as he spoke the words. “Well, me and her. It takes two to tango, as all the health teachers love to point out.”
 
    He knew that the comedian aspects of his personality found this whole situation to be hilarious, but as the day dragged on, the true nature of this spell he found himself under was beginning to make itself clear. It wasn’t a spell at all, it was a curse.
 
   “You bastard!” Carter exploded into shouting as he made his way over, and proceeded to grab Tim by the collar. He almost felt like it was happening in slow motion, and noticed that he wasn’t overtaken with the same sarcastic resignation he had found himself feeling the day before. Rather, he felt pity for Carter. It wasn’t his fault, he was just dealing with the wake of Tim’s decisions the best he knew how to.
 
   “I admit it Carter,” he said to him, looking him right in the eyes. “Do what you have to do. But avoid my face if you can, that’s the real money maker.”
 
   Carter punched him right in the eye. Tim reeled back, and then picked himself up, surprised. The blow had not felt any more intense than the punches he routinely received from his baby cousin. Carter was breathing heavy and showing no sign of having held back out of mercy. Tim walked back over to him, arms at his sides.
 
   “I will fucking kill you!” Carter yelled, following up with another punch. This time it was to Tim’s abdomen. Though the punch lifted him up off the ground, he felt almost nothing, and landed easily back on his feet. He began to consider taking a dive and letting his arch nemesis get the apparent revenge he so desired, when Carter reached into his pocket and pulled out a small blade.
 
   “Put that thing away,” Tim said to him. Strangely, he felt calm, almost zen. “It won’t do either of us any good to end up in the hospital.”
 
   Carter seemed to not hear him.
 
   “I will fucking kill you!” he repeated, and then charged at Tim, the hand with the blade pulled back and ready to strike.
 
   Again, things seemed to Tim almost like they were happening in slow motion. Carter’s hand with the knife carved towards him through the air. He saw it as though broken down into a thousand tiny movements. Tim stepped to the side easily, grabbed Carter’s arm, and then twisted. The captain of the football team went flying through the air, and landed in a crumple on the ground. Tim turned back to him in time to see him roll over, and his eyes were immediately drawn to a patch of blood on his shoulder.
 
   “Oh god, oh god!” he cried. The blade had gone in about an inch, and seemed to hang from Carter’s upper arm as though it was a dart cast into a dart board.
 
   “What the hell did you do?” Marco cried.
 
   “I didn’t mean to, I was just trying to stop him,” Tim said. He took a step towards his friend, and Marco took a step back.
 
   “He has like eighty pounds on you…” Marco’s voice was mixture of disbelief and fear. “You tossed him like he was a bag of leaf trimmings.”
 
   Tim heard another voice cry out over his shoulder, and he turned back towards the school. Tara and Lisa were headed his way.
 
   “Oh my god, Marco!” Tara cried as she sprinted over. As she approached the scene, she seemed to shift her path closer to Tim. Her body was oriented towards him even as she kneeled down next to her boyfriend.
 
    “Get away from me, you whore!” Carter shouted. Tim could see tears welling in her eyes. She began to sob uncontrollably, and instead of helping her bleeding boyfriend, she stood up and collapsed her face into Tim’s shoulder. Lisa was only a couple feet back, and seemed to be observing the whole scene as though it was in a foreign language.
 
   “I don’t know you…” She said, backing away from Tim. “I don’t even know who you are.”
 
   She turned and ran into the school. Marco slowly walked after her. Tim felt his heart pounding painfully inside his chest. He gently shifted Tara off of him, and walked over to his bike. He climbed onto it and started peddling.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 8
 
    
 
   His pace was fast and deliberate, and it only took him about 10 minutes to make the trip. When he arrived at the store it looked much like it had the night before, except it was closed. Tim pulled at the locked door handle, cursing his luck. He turned to leave, resigning himself to his fate as he walked back to his bike. Before he could start off, however, the door opened, and he looked back to see the figure of the strange old man standing inside.
 
   “What is it you want?” the man asked. Tim looked at the man in the light of the day, with his tobacco pipe and trailing robes, and felt relief course through his body.
 
   “You gave me something last night,” he said. “The red liquid in the bottle, I drank it.”
 
   “I gave you that? Hmmmm….” The old man appeared to be thinking about something intently.
 
   “Wait, what is it?” Tim asked, feeling as though his fears were about to be confirmed. “Is it permanent?”
 
   “I’m just surprised,” The old man said smiling. “I have a really bad habit of giving things away for free when I get too drunk, but I thought I only had a few shots last not, very strange.”
 
   Tim looked at the old man blankly, at a loss for words.
 
   “Bring me back the bottle,” said the old man. “I don’t remember giving you anything last night, very strange indeed.”
 
   “Thank you, I’ll get it and bring it back to you,” said Tim. 
 
   He turned and climbed back onto his bike, and began to speed back to his house.
 
   By the time he made it home, he was almost completely out of breath. Dropping his bike on the front lawn, he rushed through the front door and up the stairs.
 
   “Tim, is that you?” he heard his mother call as he made his way into his room. He didn’t answer. The last thing he needed at the moment was another encounter with her.
 
   Tim checked his desk for the bottle, and found nothing. Wasn’t there where it had been left last night, he wondered. He began searching his room, calmly at first, but eventually building up with what can only be described as frenetic energy. He looked under his bed, pulled off his blankets and pillow, went through all of closet, his bookshelf, and everything else he could think of, to no avail. Desperately he searched through his book bag, thinking that he must have put it there absent mindedly.
 
   “Tim, what’s going on?” Angela was at the door of his room. She was wearing tight black yoga pants and a workout top that showed off an immense amount of cleavage. Oddly this sight excited Tim much more than he expected, and he felt his dick hardening quickly and almost painfully inside his shorts.
 
   “Mom, oh, hey…” he trailed off as he began to speak to her. Something about her just made his mind fog over. She was so hot, how had he never noticed it before? Her tits would perfect, they would feel so nice to grab and fondle. He took a deep breath and tried to force the unwanted thoughts out of his head.
 
   “Have you seen an ornate bottle in here by any chance?” he asked her. His mom was walking closer to him with a smile on her face, still clearly under the influence of the liquid that Tim had taken. He felt himself wanting her to come closer, and in fact started to walk towards her as well.
 
   “Oh yeah, I found it on your desk,” she said. “I came in here to grab your dirty laundry earlier, and it kind of jumped out at me. I thought it might be liquor at first, but it was much too sweet of a drink for that to be the case.”
 
   “You…you drank some of it?” Tim asked. He found himself aching with desire for his mom, and the pieces clicked in his mind instantly. So this is what it feels like to be on the receiving end, he thought. His dick ached and he felt his hands reaching towards his mom’s body as if of their own will.
 
   “I drank all that was left,” she said. “Sorry! I still have the bottle though, it’s pretty cool.”
 
   “Give it to me, quick!” Tim said, loudly and urgently. “I have to bring it back to the guy I got it from.”
 
   “Oh, I’ll give it to you, Tim,” Angela said, her smile and tone of voice becoming much more seductive. “It’s right here, you just have to come over…and get it from me.”
 
   Tim took another step towards his mom, and then another. She was holding the bottle in her hand. He meant to reach out for it, but found himself instead pulling her into an embrace.
 
   “Oh no, mom, we should put some space in between us,” He said. The words left his mouth but fell on deaf ears. Angela was rubbing her body against him like a cat in heat.
 
   “Let’s just hug for a minute,” she whispered hotly into his ear. “Doesn’t it feel good?”
 
   Tim couldn’t think straight. He wanted her so bad, and the fact that she was his mom only seemed to make the situation hotter.
 
   “We can’t,” he said, and then as if purposefully contradicting himself, he pushed his lips against hers and kissed her deeply. 
 
   Instantly the room seemed to come alive with fire. Tim’s hands roamed all up and across his mom’s body, feeling the nape of her back and the curve of her breasts. She reached down and roughly pulled his shirt off over his head.
 
   “Oh, Tim!” Angela cried passionately. She pulled his shorts down to the ground and then licked the fabric of his boxer briefs and the skin on his stomach and chest as she stood back up.
 
   Tim was seized by his urges. He quickly began ripping his mom’s clothes off, first her shirt and then her tight yoga pants, leaving her wearing only her lace bra and panties. He pushed her onto his bed, and then mounted her and began kissing her intensely as he groped at her chest and ground his hard cock against her crotch.
 
   “Do it Tim,” she said to him. “I want you to fuck me, Tim. Fuck your mommy.”
 
   “Oh god!” Tim undid her bra, releasing her gorgeous breasts. They were huge and soft, with perfect pink nipples and a full, natural shape. His cock was aching with the need for release at this point, and he pulled it out of his boxers and aimed it at her panties. Angela was just as horny as he was, and pushed her crotch up against it. If it wasn’t for the thin layer of fabric she still had on, it would have penetrated her, and Tim quickly pulled down her underwear and set about doing just that. He teased the opening of her cunt with the head of his cock before pushing all the way in, and then had a strange thought.
 
   “Mom…wait,” he said. “If we really do this, we’ll have to live with it, forever.” His hips seemed to be on a different wavelength, and continued pressing into Angela, slowly entering the folds of her tight pussy.
 
   “That’s it Tim, fuck me! Fuck me” cried Angela, lost in her own world of sexual desire. “Mommy is going to be your slut tonight.”
 
   “Oh god, mom! I can’t stop, it feels too good!” Tim felt like his hips were on autopilot now, and the moment became real for him. He was fucking his mom. All of today had just been one sexual tryst after another, all of them illicit and ill advised. And now he was fucking his mom, and loving it. Her cunt wrapped around his dick so perfectly, and she was kissing his neck and whispering dirty, nasty things into his ear.
 
   “That’s right mom, you will be my slut,” he said to her. The words came out of his mouth, but still managed to surprise him. “My own personal slut mom, oh god!”
 
   His pace intensified. Angela’s juices were running freely, and she started to cry out as an orgasm began to overtake her body. Her cunt seized up and tightened even more around Tim’s cock, and after a few more strokes he knew he couldn’t hold out any longer. He pushed deep inside her with one last thrust, and felt his cock explode its white hot payload deep inside her womb. Cum dribbled out his mom’s pussy, and he collapsed on top of her, exhausted.
 
   After a minute or so, the reality of the situation dawned on Tim. He was instantly filled with a mixture of confusion and guilt. This was his mom, and though he knew in his head that she was off limits and the whole situation was wrong, she had been the best fuck of his young life.
 
   “I…I have to take the bottle back now,” he said to her as he pulled his clothes back on. Soon things would be back to normal, and he could deal with the aftermath in a logical and sensible way.
 
   “Okay,” she said to him with a far off look in her eyes. “Will you be back in time for dinner tonight?”
 
   “Yeah, sure.” Tim smiled weakly at her, and then took the bottle and left the room.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 9
 
    
 
   The evening sun was beginning to dip behind a greyish collection of clouds in the sky. As Tim left the house, the horizon seemed to darken, and the temperature of the air dropped by several degrees. He climbed onto his bike and set off for the mysterious shop, hoping that this would be for the last time.
 
   Tim’s mind was filled with thoughts of the day. So much of it seemed like it played out beyond his control. Just what was this potion, what had it done to him, he wondered? All he wanted to do at this point was get back to who he was before drinking it, and every pump of the pedals on his bike seemed to bring him closer and closer to what would hopefully be his salvation.
 
   He found the shop much the same as he had left it, except it was open. He dropped his bike outside, not bothering to chain it to anything, and headed on in. The old man was behind the counter, smoking his pipe next to a lit stick of incense in an exotic looking holder.
 
   “I brought the bottle,” Tim said to him. “Please, tell me how to undo this…”
 
   The old man looked at him curiously, and then smiled. His long mustache seemed to twist upwards, almost with a life of its own, and Tim could see that several of his teeth were broken and missing. The old man snatched the bottle out his hand, and then glared at him.
 
   “What is your name, boy?” he asked.
 
   "Tim.”
 
   “You may call me Jarovian,” the old man replied. He sighed, and then seemed to harden his demeanor.
 
   “I never promised you anything, boy.” Jarovian practically spat the words out.
 
   Tim felt rage flow through his body. All through the day he had felt like the puppet strings of everyone around him were being toyed with and manipulated, and this man was the closest thing to a responsible party that he could identify. He launched his hands forward, grabbing the neck of the man’s robe and pulling his face closer to him roughly.
 
   “I brought you the bottle!” Tim yelled at him. “Fix it, fix me! How am I supposed to live my life like this?”
 
   “You have to learn to,” The old man removed Tim’s hands from his collar. Even with Tim’s newfound strength and speed, it seemed as though Jarovian was powerful in a way that totally surpassed the limits of his age. He bent Tim’s fingers back as though to chastise him.
 
   “Ow, ow, okay, please stop!” Tim felt like his knuckle was about to crack, and was relieved when the old man finally did release his hands. The man turned away from him, and walked towards the back shelf behind the counter.
 
   “I am not going to remove it just yet,” said the Jarovian. “Not until I feel like I’ve received proper reimbursement.”
 
   “Just tell me what you need and I’ll find it!” Tim said to him. He was desperate at this point. It seemed like a cruel joke to him, a lesson about the dangers of over indulgence that was being taught to him bluntly and deliberately.
 
   “I need you to find someone for me,” said Jarovian. “My daughter. Bring her back to me, and I will do everything I can for you.”
 
   Tim was silent for a moment. The old man seemed sincere enough. He figured if that was what he needed to do in order to have peace from this curse, then so be it. He opened his mouth to give his answer, and then stopped.
 
   “Did you set me up?” Tim said. “Did you curse me intentionally, just so you could have me at your beck and call?”
 
   Jarovian gave him a strange smile, and then began pulling a variety of instruments out from behind the counter. There was a compass, what looked like an animal skin flask, an ancient looking map, and finally, a short and very sharp looking sword.
 
   “You will have to learn to deal with your predicament on this journey,” he said. “Learn to control your newfound power. It is more of a gift than you realize. Learn to control it and return my daughter to me.”
 
   Tim listened, and stayed silent. He waited for a moment, expecting the old man to continue. He walked around to Tim’s side of the counter and stepped right up close to him, his face only inches away.
 
   “This is the task I have for you. Bring her back to me, safely and untouched, and I will release you from your curse.”
 
   Jarovian extended his hand. Tim looked down at it, and began to think about where he would end up if he shook it.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 10
 
    
 
   “Why do you expect me to believe you?”
 
   Tim studied the face of the old man as he waited for a response. Smoke billowed in flumes around his head, and his expression was soft, but also very deliberate. The shop was just as dim and dingy as ever, and the overcast night sky was not charitable in the light it offered through the windows.
 
   “What reason would you have to doubt me?” Jarovian asked, the words leaving his mouth very slowly. “You came to me looking for a way to undo the effects of a potion, a potion which you received from me…”
 
   That much was undeniably true. Tim was there to return balance to his life. The liquid the man had offered him the night before, given with a vague and ambiguous warning, had turned his life into something he didn’t recognize. He lived now constantly beset in every direction by the one thing he had pined for most beforehand – women. 
 
   It was as though he was emitting some type of unusually powerful pheromone, and on top of that, his own physical strength had been increased, at the expense of his self-control and emotional regulation. It was a tradeoff that was ruining his life. More than anything, Tim wanted to get back to his old self for the people close to him, the people he cared about and cared about him.
 
   “I have no doubt that you’ve got a cure, what I want to know is why you’d send me on a quest in order for me to have it,” Tim said impatiently. “If your daughter has run away, that’s your problem. Let me pay for the cure and be on my way.”
 
   “It’s your problem now,” said Jarovian. His voice was still the embodiment of age and wisdom. “I will not send you off without help. Take these artifacts. They will keep the evils you will face at bay.”
 
   “Why don’t you just go yourself? I’m a stranger to you, who is to say that I will actually follow through with this chase?”
 
   “I am an old man, and you are a young man with an incentive,” said Jarovian. “It may seem strange for me to say, but I sense inside you a good heart. You will not fail me.”
 
   Tim looked Jarovian deep in the eyes. They stared back at him, looking like hollow and empty globes. They gave off the impression of someone who had been blind from a young age, possibly since birth. He then looked down at the items that had been placed on the counter. A short but very sharp looking sword was the first thing that caught his eye. 
 
   He couldn’t imagine a situation that would require him to use that, and wondered just what the old man was sending him into. A compass lay beside it, next to it was an old animal skin flask, and to the side of that was a worn and ancient looking map of an ocean, with a less than detailed drawing of an island at the center.
 
   “Manai,” said the old man, somehow reading his gaze with his blind eyes. “You will find my daughter on the island of Manai. I have given you directions to a ship that will take you across the ocean on the back of the map. Bring my daughter home to me and you will have your cure.”
 
   “Give me the cure upfront,” said Tim. “I’m not being selfish or trying to deceive you, honestly this task will be a lot easier for me if every woman I come across isn’t trying to jump my bones.”
 
   “I cannot do that. My daughter Lucia is the only one who has ever formulated the cure you need. You will just have to learn to control yourself and your newfound powers.”
 
   Tim thought carefully before replying. Everything that was familiar to him in the world seemed to be in jeopardy because of this “curse”, as Jarovian called it. He couldn’t exactly walk away and expect to live a normal life.
 
   “Fine, I’ll do it,” he said after several silent seconds of deliberation. “But I’m going to need more than just a map and a sword.”
 
   The man smiled, and then disappeared into the back of his shop. He had an old and weathered tome in his hands when he returned, and after blowing dust off of it, he passed it to Tim.
 
   “This is the most powerful artifact out of all of the ones I am entrusting you with,” he said. “Be forewarned, it has many instructions for black magic. Much of it is similar in nature to what you have been cursed with. Do not take using it lightly.”
 
   “I won’t,” Tim said. He looked at Jarovian, and though it was dark in the room, he detected an air of something new around him. The man was very reserved and hard to read, but Tim could see a slight look of desperation in his eyes, and something that looked like hope.
 
   “I’ll find your daughter and bring her back to you,” said Tim. “Be ready to hold up your end of the bargain. I’ll need that cure for more than just myself.”
 
   Tim grabbed all of the items Jarovian had entrusted him with off the counter and stuffed them into his bag. He carefully wrapped the sword in a shirt he had in his bag, and then tied it to one of the shoulder straps. Then, after nodding to the old man and receiving a small bow in return, he walked out of the shop without looking back.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 11
 
    
 
   The night sky loomed over his head as he biked back to his house. He was almost overwhelmed by the entire situation. Parsing it out felt like putting together a jigsaw puzzle without any idea of what the original picture looked like, or if all of the pieces were even there. He knew that there was no going back now. He had long since crossed over the invisible line that separated his old life from this new adventure.
 
   Tim thought about just what exactly this new adventure would entail as he biked. He couldn’t do it alone, that much he was sure of. He figured Marco would be as good of a traveling companion as any, assuming that he could be convinced.
 
   Then there was the issue of his step mom, Angela. She had also unwittingly drunk a part of the potion, and was now subject to the same curse that he was. Would she be okay left on her own while he was away? There was no telling just how long it would take him to find this girl and bring her back. 
 
   As Tim pulled his bike down the familiar drive that led to his house, a new concern was immediately brought into focus. 
 
   “Fuck, that’s Kate’s car!” he murmured out loud, seeing the familiar pink Volkswagen beetle parked outside. 
 
   Kate was Angela’s biological daughter, and Tim’s step sister. At 19, she was a year older than Tim, and had left for college around the same time that Angela and his father had gotten married. She was a petite girl, with long blond hair, large, gorgeous breasts, and perfect hips, just like her mother. For some reason, she had always been incredibly affectionate towards Tim, and treated him almost as though he was the older sibling, relying on him for advice and protection.
 
   For her to be here now would add another complication into the mix. Angela would still be under the effect of Tim’s curse, and vice versa. The two of them had been unable to resist giving in earlier that day, and it would be a disaster if the same thing occurred with an actual witness present.
 
   “Well things could be worse,” Tim said out loud quietly. “At least grandma didn’t decide to swing by for a visit.”
 
   He brought his bike into the garage, and then headed in through the side door. It was past dinner time, and as usual, Tim noticed that Angela had laid out a plate of food for him on the counter. He went over to it and was bringing it to the table when Kate walked in. She was wearing a pink tank top and a small, tight fitting pair of shorts.
 
   “Timothy!” She ran over to him and threw her arms around him. If it had been any other woman, Tim would have just assumed it was in response to his curse. In this case, it was different. Kate and him had always been close. They’d only known each other for the two years that their parents had been an together, but in that time they had developed a natural rapport as brother and sister.
 
   “Hey sis, long time no see,” he said to her.
 
   “I’ve missed you so much, little bro! Why haven’t you kept in touch more?”
 
   “I just figured you’d be busy with school. Things have been pretty boring here, anyway.”
 
   It was mostly true, thought Tim. Up until the events of the last day, his life had been a relatively routine affair. His sister certainly did seem to have interesting timing, dropping in for a visit when she did, and Tim wondered if there was a reason behind it.
 
   “So why did you drive down anyway?” He asked her. “Just felt like coming for a weekend visit, or what?”
 
   “Things have been tough, Tim,” she said to him. He could hear her voice waver with emotion. “I went through a rough break up…really all I want right now is to be here with you and mom.”
 
   “I guess that’s one more thing we have in common,” Tim said to her. “Lisa dumped me yesterday.”
 
   Kate looked at him with her soft eyes and seemed to gush with compassion.
 
   “That’s terrible! Do you want to curl up on the couch tonight and watch a movie?”
 
   It was only then that Tim noticed that Kate had been rubbing her hand along his arm. It seemed like a tender gesture from a sister to her brother, but the nature of the curse made Tim think that it was something more. 
 
   “Maybe another night,” he said to her. “I have a bunch of homework I need to finish up with.”
 
   “Are you sure? It would be so much fun!” Kate had begun rubbing her other hand on his chest. It definitely went a little beyond their typical brother and sister behavior, but it was a little more reserved than the reactions he had gotten from other women with the curse. That’s probably a good thing, Tim thought to himself.
 
   It was at that moment that Angela walked into the kitchen. She was wearing a nice low cut dress, a tight fitting black number that clung to her frame and showed off her curves. Tim instantly began to feel his dick spring to attention. He knew it was because his mother, like him, was also under the curse.
 
   Her tits looked amazing in the dress. With both of them under the effect of each other’s curses, it was extremely hard to keep things from developing quickly. The synergy created from the attraction both had for each other made things very tricky. An incident had already happened earlier that day in which Tim was totally unable to resist his mom, resulting in them having an intense sexual encounter that was still fresh in his memory.
 
   “Hey Tim,” his mom said to him, smiling. “Where have you been all night?”
 
   Angela walked over and stood a little bit too close to him. The sexual tension hung on the air in a way that was almost palpable. Tim’s mind was on the verge of fogging over, and he had to fight just to keep his hands from reaching out and fondling her gorgeous tits.
 
   “That’s not really any of your business, mom,” he said to her. In reality, he had no reason not to tell her. It just felt like any concession he made at that moment, in the kitchen and intoxicated with lust, would lead him into a situation with his mom that would quickly end up out of hand.
 
   “I think you need to tell me, honey,” she said to him. “Don’t you want to give your mom the details?”
 
   “I think I’ve given you enough details for one day,” he replied. His dick was aching; he couldn’t remember ever feeling this horny before in his life. His cock seemed like it was being drawn towards his mother’s crotch by a magnet, and it took all his willpower to keep space in between them.
 
   “Besides, Kate is here,” he said, finally willing himself to take a step back from his sex charged mother. “Why don’t we just have a quiet night together and turn in early?”
 
   “Hey, you guys don’t have to do anything special on my behalf,” Kate said, completely oblivious. “I didn’t really give anyone advance notice, anyway.”
 
   “Kate’s right Tim,” said Angela. She began to rub her hand along his shoulder. It felt hot to Tim, and he couldn’t fight off the images of her stroking his cock. “Why don’t we go upstairs and talk about your punishment for being out past curfew?”
 
   “Mom, I can’t,” Tim said, only barely managing to force the words out. “I still have homework to finish.”
 
   “Fine, have it your way,” she said. “Let me just give you a goodnight hug, in case I don’t see you later tonight.”
 
   Before he could react, Angela stepped towards him and wrapped her arms around him. From Kate’s perspective, it looked just like a regular, motherly hug. Tim’s hard cock and the way Angela was grinding her cunt against it was totally hidden from view. Her leg on the far side of the hug, hidden from Kate’s view, lifted up and wrapped itself around Tim. He felt his arms begin to meander, and he had to fight the urge to grope her perfect ass cheeks.
 
   “We almost never hug like this anymore, Tim,” she whispered into his ear. “Why don’t you hug me more?”
 
   “I can’t mom,” he said. His body seemed to contradict his words, and he was rubbing his cock against his mom in a way that almost seemed like fucking with clothes on. “This is wrong.”
 
   “Its fine sweetie, we’re just hugging,” she whispered back. “I’ll be up to help you with your…homework, later.”
 
   The hug went on for a while, longer than what was appropriate for a mother and son. They finally released their embrace, and looked over at Kate’s puzzled face.
 
   “He was only a half hour late, mom,” she said, confused. “It’s not the end of the world.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 12
 
    
 
   Tim said good night to his sister, and then made his way upstairs. His cock continued to throb. He knew that it was just a side effect of being around his mom, but more than anything he wanted release. It took him several minutes to push the thoughts of her out of his mind, and even then, his dick was still erect. It almost seemed comical, but instead of coming up with a punch line, he set to work sorting things out.
 
   He emptied his knapsack and took a closer look at the items the old man had given him. The sword was his first priority, and he inspected it carefully. It had a strange gleam to it, and stood out from the rest of the artifacts. The hilt was made of some type of black stone, possibly onyx, and looked as though it had been extensively polished. The blade was shiny, double edged, and almost new looking. After touching the point of it, he realized that it was razor sharp. The old man had not given him a scabbard for it, and after a quick search around his room, he found an old leather belt that wrapped into a holster shape easily enough. He knotted the end of it into a loop that he could slide another belt through, allowing him to carry it much more easily.
 
   Tim then turned his attention to the compass and the map. This almost seems like something out of a video game, he thought to himself. There was nothing incredibly unusual about the compass, excepting the fact that the needle seemed to be adorned with a tiny red jewel. The map on the other hand was unlike any Tim had seen before. It was incredibly old, and seemed to be printed on a type of sturdy cloth that didn’t seem like it would tear easily regardless of age. Colored ink had been used for the details, and he noticed that though it was lacking in most specific details, several lakes and waterways could easily be identified on the island. Combined with the animal flask, which also looked to be just a normal item, he would be well off if the trip took long enough to require a refill on fresh water.
 
   The last item, and the one that the old man had included a warning about, was the ancient looking hard cover book. The title on the front was written in a language that seemed indecipherable to Tim. He flipped it open and noticed that most of the pages were the same. Strangely, there were basic illustrations to go along with much of the writing. They looked medieval in origin, and though they were crude, many of them involved people dripping blood, or floating, or various other conditions that seemed almost arcane and spell like. It did not come as a huge surprise, and he figured that if the curse he was under was real, others like it must also exist. The last ten or twenty pages were blank. After flipping back to the beginning, Tim carefully closed the tome and set it aside.
 
   “Well, at least I’ll have some interesting toys to play with,” he to himself quietly.
 
   The other conclusion Tim had arrived at was that if he was going to be traveling thousands of miles to a remote island in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, he was going to need some company. Marco was the obvious choice of traveling companion. Tim thought for a moment about how to convince him, and then dialed his phone.
 
   “Hey man,” he said when Marco answered. “How are things?”
 
   “That’s my question,” Marco said. His voice was laden with concern. “You just ran off after the fight with Carter today, what the hell has been going on with you?”
 
   “It’s a long story. In a nutshell, I’ve been cursed by an old and crazy wizard.”
 
   “Why can’t you ever be serious? I’m hanging up…”
 
   It took Tim several minutes to explain everything that had happened to Marco. He left out the parts concerning the exact effects of the curse, along with the forays he’d had with his mom and his teacher, Ms. Ashby. When he finished, there was silence on the other end of the receiver.
 
   “It’s going to be the epic quest of a lifetime,” Tim added. “And you’ll get a free trip to an exotic island.”
 
   “You are a complete and utter lunatic,” Marco said to him. “Whatever, man. I’ll go if you let me film everything for my YouTube channel.”
 
   “Awesome! And I won’t even comment on how much of a nerd you are,” Tim said happily.
 
   “Alright, so when do we leave?”
 
   “First thing tomorrow morning, bring survival gear.”
 
   Tim heard Marco sigh into the phone. 
 
   “Trust me, Marco. This is going to be fun.”
 
   Nothing could have been further from the truth.
 
   Tim figured he would put off the rest of his preparations until the morning. He felt as though there was no real way to predict just what he would be encountering, and had resigned himself to just focus on what was under his control. At the moment, that was making sure he got enough sleep. After showering and brushing his teeth, he collapsed onto his bed, and passed out almost immediately.
 
   He was awoken midway through the night by the feeling of his sheets being pulled down. Soft hands slid their way across his chest, and he realized what was going on.
 
   “Mom? Is that you?” The room was dark, and he had to keep his voice to a whisper. He could feel her lips kissing his stomach, and working their way down to his crotch.
 
   “It’s me honey,” she said to him, very quietly but with a seductive edge. “I just couldn’t leave things like they were for the night.”
 
   “We can’t mom, you have to stop,” Tim said to her. “I’m leaving first thing tomorrow to find a cure for this. A cure for both of us.”
 
   “I don’t want a cure, honey,” she said, licking his now rock hard member. It felt amazing, and Tim had to work to remind himself that his sister was home and he had to stay quiet. “I like having this power. You should like it, too. Let me show you…”
 
   His mom lowered her mouth over his cock and wrapped her lips tightly on it. Tim moaned with pleasure. It felt incredible, and the fact that she was his mom just made it hotter. The illicit nature of it filled him with sexual desire.
 
   “Oh mom,” he said to her. “Oh god mom, don’t stop.”
 
   He gave in to the sensation, figuring that it was easier to just cum and get it over with than to fight her. After all, it forcing her back into her room against her will would make even more noise. The last thing Tim wanted was for Kate to get any hint of what was going on.
 
   Angela sucked his cock greedily, using her tongue to massage it with every bob of her head. Tim took one of his hands and wrapped it in her hair. He began bouncing her head up in down with even more force, and felt his cock push into the top of her throat with each stroke.
 
   “That’s right mom, suck it,” he said. “Oh god, mom, I’m going to cum!”
 
   Angela pulled back as soon as he said it. It was dark, but he could see that she had a grin on her face.
 
   “I’m only going to finish sucking if you stay here, Tim,” she whispered. “I want you to stay, for now and forever. We can keep it as our secret, meet up when it’s just the two of us and give in to our desires…”
 
   She was deep under the effect of the curse. Tim knew that the words were not really coming from her. This whole situation had begun from that little red potion, and it had turned both him and his mom into people he hardly recognized. He found himself getting angry, and grabbed his mother and pushed her down on the bed roughly.
 
   “You want me to fuck you? Fine!” He said to her as he jammed his cock into her wet and warm cunt.
 
   “Oh yeah Tim, fuck me!” 
 
   Angela began to orgasm the second he entered her. Her moans were too loud for them to hide what was going on, and Tim was forced to put his hand over her mouth. He fucked her hard. Excitement shot through his dick with every push. His mom’s pussy felt better than anything he had ever had before. He fucked her faster, and faster, and began to feel himself approaching the edge. He pulled his cock out and sprayed his load all over her face at the last second.
 
   “Go clean yourself up, mom.” Tim said to her bluntly. “And then head back to bed. This is goodbye for a while. I won’t be here when you wake up.”
 
   “What can I do to make you change your mind?” she asked pleadingly. “Please, Tim,”
 
   “I’m sorry mom, this is how it has to be. For the both of us.”
 
   She rubbed his back for a moment, and then got up and left the room. Tim collapsed back on his bed, and was asleep again within minutes.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 13
 
    
 
   Tim woke up early to the cold wind of the morning. The sun was still below the horizon, and he moved quickly but quietly through the dark of his room, packing no more than the essentials into his knapsack. He had no idea what to expect from the road ahead. As far as clothes went, his bag only had enough room for a couple sets of shirts and shorts. The ancient tome given to him by Jarovian took up more room than expected, as did the sword, which he figured he should keep hidden away for the moment. He took another close look at it as he was setting it into his bag.
 
   The blade was incredibly reflective, and seemed to gleam with an almost unnatural sparkle. He tested out the makeshift sheath he had created for it and found that it held the weapon from his belt satisfactorily. He would wear it that way if space got tight in the future, but at least for the start of the journey, leaving town and traveling on the boat, he thought it best to keep in in his bag. It just barely managed to fit when set into it diagonally. 
 
   After mulling it over for a moment, he decided against taking the flask the old man had given to him. It was too large to fit into the bag neatly, and when he opened it, he greeted by an acrid smell that overwhelmed his nostrils. He set it aside in his closet, figuring that the potions of the old man had gotten him into enough trouble already.
 
   The last two items were the compass and cloth map. He set the compass into his pocket, figuring that it was small enough and practical enough that it was fine to keep it on his person. Tim glanced the map over, and noticed a small legend on it in the lower right hand corner. The island was larger than he had realized, about a dozen miles across and five miles north to south. He carefully folded it in half, and then set it inside the cover of the old tome.
 
   After taking one last look into his room to make sure he wasn’t missing anything, he set out into the hallway and shut the door behind him. He headed down into the kitchen and raided the fridge for leftovers from the night before, breaking fast with a full meal. It seemed appropriate, and he realized while doing it that he hadn’t even considered what he would do for food and water during the trip. That would be something that would have to be resolved while on route, he decided.
 
   After eating, Tim quietly headed out through his front door. He took a final look at his house before climbing onto his bike. No time table had been set up for this adventure. It might be a while before he could return, and as Tim started pedaling down the road, he couldn’t resist a final look back at the place that he had called home for so long.
 
   Marco’s house was his first destination. Tim felt a little guilty for asking him to come along. True, they had been friends for long enough that he was owed at least a few favors, and there was a very good chance that he would have offered to come anyway if had figured out that Tim was going, but the only thing he was really certain of that lay ahead was uncertainty. When he reached wherever the old man had chartered the boat for, this mysterious island of Manai, all bets were off. The girl could currently be held hostage by tribal people, for all the information Tim had to go on.
 
   Tim reached Marco’s house and hopped off his bike. He thought better of ringing the door bell, and instead pulled out his phone and texted his friend.
 
   “Hey. I’m outside,” he messaged. Marco’s response came after about a minute.
 
   “You were being serious last night?”
 
   “When am I ever not serious?”
 
   “Do you really want me to answer that?”
 
   Tim waited for a minute, debating whether or not it was worth pushing his friend into accompanying him if he really didn’t want to. Before he could message Marco back, the front door of the house opened, and his friend walked over to him, sporting a large backpack and sunglasses.
 
   “Nice shades, Antonio Banderas,” Tim joked.
 
   “Fuck you. You should be down on your knees thanking me for following along with your stupid ideas.”
 
   “You know it. Come on, grab your bike. We have a bus to catch.”
 
   His plan from the beginning had been to take advantage of public transportation for as long as he could. The address the old man had given him for the boat was a little out of the way, and the two of them would have to walk or possibly hitch hike the last couple of miles. Once on the boat, the trip would be much more straightforward. The lion’s share of the journey looked like it would be spent waiting to get to the island, and then searching for Lucia, Jarovian’s daughter.
 
   The two of them set off for the bus stop. Both were silent for a time, and then Tim heard his friend call up to him.
 
   “So this curse that you claim to be under,” Marco began, shouting to be heard over the noise of early morning traffic. “Why exactly is it so bad? I mean it seems like you had a pretty good day yesterday, at least compared to the one before it.”
 
   In a way, Marco was right. Yesterday had been a mess, but on the day for it, Tim had lost his girlfriend, a fight, and his job.
 
   “It…it makes people have trouble controlling themselves around me,” he said. “And it makes me have trouble controlling myself around them.” He did his best to be intentionally vague. Whether he liked it or not, the curse was something that was almost unbelievable in its function. The way that women threw themselves at him was ridiculous enough that he still almost had to pinch himself when he saw it in effect. And on top of that, he was stronger physically, but also much less in control. The fight with Carter yesterday had proven that. Tim wanted to be normal, and wasn’t interested in spending the rest of his life knowing he had this unwanted effect on other people.
 
   He thought back to the way his ex-girlfriend had looked at him after she heard about all of his exploits, and then her eyes after seeing what he had done to Carter. Tim didn’t want to be that person, not in the eyes of others and not in reality. He had decided then and there to go to whatever lengths necessary to get back to being ordinary.
 
   “Tim, we’ve known each other for years now,” said Marco, still not entirely sold on his description. “Can’t you give me a little more than that to go on? I’d like to know a bit more about what I’m walking into...”
 
   “Trust me, you’ll understand soon enough,” said Tim. “Besides, I don’t think there is any way to predict just what surprises this trip has in store for us.”
 
   The two of them arrived at the bus stop. They pedaled their way over to the bike rack and chained up their bikes.
 
   “Think they’ll be alright, just left here?” asked Tim.
 
   “Just how long do you think we’ll be gone for?”
 
   Tim didn’t answer. Instead, he started digging around in his pocket for change. They were about ten minutes early for the bus, and it would take them about half way to where the boat was supposedly going to dock and meet them.
 
   “Hey, I recognize that car,” said Marco, gesturing to the road. “Isn’t that-“
 
   A horn honked several times. Tim was looked over, distracted from what he was doing. He instantly recognized both the car and its occupant.
 
   “Kate,” he said, walking over to her unmistakably pink VW Beetle. “What the hell are you doing here?”
 
   “I could ask you the same thing!” She got out of her car and ran up to him, throwing her arms around him in a hug that seemed slightly gratuitous, given that they had just seen each other the previous night. “You can’t just run away from home, little brother.”
 
   “I’m not running away, I’m on a, uh, well…” Tim struggled for an explanation that would sound believable. “A friend of mine asked me to look for somebody for him. I’ll be back before you know it.”
 
   “You aren’t going,” Kate had the same stern expression on her face that Tim had occasionally saw on his step mom when she had put her foot down about something. “This is ridiculous, you have school and work!”
 
   “Well, just school now, and I’m not the kind of student the teachers are going to miss,” he said, smiling. “You can’t stop me Kate. Just get out of the way.”
 
   The bus was on its way over. Tim finally succeeded in finding the change in his pocket and began to make his way over to the stop.
 
   “Wait!” Kate yelled. She moved right up behind him and grabbed him by the back of the shirt. Her petite size made the gesture almost comical. “If you insist on going, I’m coming with you.”
 
   “No chance, the bus is right here,” Tim said as he dislodged her hand.
 
   “I will drive straight home and tell mom! We can check the bus schedule and meet you at every stop, if that’s how it has to be!”
 
   Tim was silent for a moment. The last thing he wanted was for his sister to get involved. It seemed like all of the women in his life, whether heavily affected by the curse or not, were intent on forcing themselves into his business. He didn’t want anything to happen with his sister that might warp their relationship. He also didn’t want to put her into a potentially dangerous situation. But it didn’t seem like he had much of a choice.
 
   “Fine, sis,” he said with a sigh. “You win. But you can’t breathe a word of any of this to anyone, ever.”
 
   “Fair enough, Tim.” 
 
   The three of them proceeded to climb into her car, Tim riding shotgun and Marco in back, and then set off.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 14
 
    
 
   A light silence hung over the group as they made their way out to the coast. Music played throughout the car, and as Tim listened to it, he couldn’t help but think about what lay ahead. The route was bumpy and under maintained, and seemed as though every turn led them into even more rural territory.
 
   “So what have you heard about this boat, anyway?” asked Marco from the back.
 
   “About as much as I’ve told you,” replied Tim. “Which is to say, nothing.”
 
   Kate was silent. Tim couldn’t help but empathize with her position. Was she in this of her free will, or did the curse have something to do with it? Regardless of the catalyst, she was here, and it was his responsibility to protect her.
 
   But protect her from what? Just why is it that the old man needed to send him in his steed, anyway? Everything from the map and compass, to the ancient tome, to the sword, all of it seemed to scream of not just adventure, but also danger. As much as he wanted to be able to reassure his sister that there would be no trouble on the path ahead, he could not do it in good faith.
 
   Several hours passed by. The sun began to rise up on the horizon, heating up the car with the rays of mid-morning.
 
   “We should stop for food,” suggested Kate. Tim realized that in her hurry to tail them, she must have skipped breakfast.
 
   “Where, exactly?” asked Marco. “There’s nothing here!”
 
   It was true. The long road ahead of them led through nothing but empty fields and dense forests. There were no buildings in sight, nothing but nature for miles around.
 
   “We’ll keep our eyes out for something,” said Tim. “I wouldn’t mind getting a bite before setting out to sea, either.”
 
   They continued down the road for a while, and all of the sudden, the ocean was in front of them. A small collection of buildings lay next to a tiny dock. Tim wondered for a moment if they had come the right way, but as he read the placard above one of the buildings, his concerns were put to doubt.
 
   “Manai Tourism Center” he read out loud as they pulled into the dirt parking lot. “This must be it.”
 
   The three of them stepped out of the car and stretched their legs. The sounds of the waves crashing against the shore filled their ears, along with the unmistakably familiar smell of the ocean.
 
   “Did the old man give you a ticket, or the name of somebody to meet, or something?” asked Kate.
 
   Tim shook his head. He looked around as he approached the building. Other than a couple of tiny rafts and fishing boats, there were no other seaworthy vehicles in sight. He walked up to the door of the main boathouse and knocked a couple of times. It opened easily under the force of his fist, swinging on its hinges with an eerie creaking noise.
 
   “Hello? Anybody home?” Tim asked as he gingerly stepped across the threshold. The inside was dark, lit only by a single candle. It was only a single room, and though he could see a desk with what looked like a travel ledger sprawled across it, there was nobody present.
 
   “Jarovian’s squire, I presume?”
 
   The voice had come from a blind spot to the left of the door. Tim jumped as it echoed through the room.
 
   “What?” he said, confusion evident in his voice. The man who had greeted him was dressed in a robe similar to the one the old man had always been wearing. He was tall and lithe, and as he walked towards Tim he extended one of his hands in greeting.
 
   “My name is Mathias,” he said, eyes talking stock of the three teenagers. “I will be your guardian and escort for the voyage across the ocean.”
 
   Tim looked over to Marco, and then to Kate, and then back to the man before reaching out and reciprocating the handshake. 
 
   “I’m Tim, nice to meet you,” he said. 
 
   There was a strange silence immediately after. Tim waited to see of the man would offer any sort of insight in to his current situation, and got nothing.
 
   “So, how is this all going to work, exactly?” he asked after a couple of tense moments. “I don’t see any ships here that could take us across the ocean.”
 
   “You are impatient, this I have been told already,” Mathias said. “None of these ships are for you.”
 
   He spoke with an authoritative voice, and again, Tim found the room filled with a strange and infinite seeming silence. This time he continued to wait, until the man continued.
 
   “The ship that will take you to Manai is on its way,” he said. “It is a ship of, how do you say? Money travelers and gawkers.”
 
   “Tourists? You mean tourists?” Marco jumped into the conversation. “Like a cruise ship?”
 
   “Ah yes, that is what I mean,” Mathias said. He moved over to the desk in the cabin and took a seat. “Normally we fill these ships with one hundred, two hundred people. From the cities, we bring them to Manai and back. This time the ship will be empty…”
 
   “Our own personal vacation voyage,” Tim said, smiling. “Now this I can get behind.”
 
   “I’m starting to feel really glad that I decided to follow you,” said Kate. She grabbed onto Tim’s arm and playfully rested her head against his shoulder.
 
   The three of them waited outside the shack for the boat to arrive. They all took their stuff out of Kate’s car and she proceeded to lock it, using the remote on her keys as though it was a magic wand.
 
   “Will it be okay here?” she asked Mathias. “Or should I move it a little further off the road?”
 
   “This is no longer a commonly used pick up spot for the ship, it will be fine,”
 
   It wasn’t too long before they spotted the ship off in the distance. As it drew closer, Tim realized just how big of a craft it really was. There were at least three decks, including the main one. It completely dwarfed any type of ship he had ever been on before. It slowly pulled up to the dock. It was still about 30 feet away when it came to a halt, and Tim began to wonder just how they would get onto it. As if to answer his question, a long plank like platform folded out off one of the sides, reminiscent of a medieval draw bridge.
 
   “I will be going with the three of you,” said Mathias as they all gathered at the end of the dock. “If you need anything, you can either ask me or one of the ship staff.”
 
   Tim hadn’t given any thought to who else would be on the ship. It did make perfect sense, given its size, that there would be at least a couple of people on it beyond them and the captain.
 
   The group made their way across the water and up to the ship. The deck was polished wood, and the huge, multi-level cabin seemed to be made of some type of white, polished composite material.
 
   “How is this possible?” asked Tim. “Why are we so important as to justify using a ship like this just to give us passage?”
 
   “You are the ones who come seeking Jarovian’s daughter,” said Mathias. “There are many within Manai who would gladly support such a cause, even at great expense. I would give my money or my life to see her again, and for her to have another chance at proving her claim to the throne.”
 
   Tim, Kate, and Marco exchanged a quick series of looks.
 
   “What the hell have you gotten us into, Tim?” asked Marco. Kate glared at him, and then rubbed Tim’s arm reassuringly.
 
   “Just sit back and enjoy the ride, Marco,” he said, patting his friend on the back. “Of course at this point, you don’t really have any other choice.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 15
 
    
 
   As Tim looked round the deck, he spotted some of the staff members of the ship. His jaw almost dropped as they made their way over. They were all gorgeous women, tanned with curvy and luscious bodies. As far as Tim could tell, there was not a single man in the bunch.
 
   “Hello, I’m Leah,” one of the women said as she stepped forward and introduced herself.  “You must be the one that Jarovian told us he would send?”
 
   Out of all of the women, Leah was the most attractive, by far. She was wearing the same ship uniform as the rest of them, which consisted of a pink bikini top and a long, purple skirt that seemed to billow outwards like hanging flow petals. She had nice breasts, a thin waist, and curvy hips that filled out her body in all the right places.
 
   “Yeah, I’m your guy,” he said to her with a smile. “For that, and more. My name is Tim.”
 
   He felt his sister elbow him hard in the side. Leah, just like all of the girls he encountered since undergoing the curse, seemed to flirt with him through her eyes. She stood a couple feet away, and her body language seemed open and inviting. Tim felt his heart pound slightly as he looked at her. For the first time since this had all begun, he had found a girl that seemed naturally beautiful and attractive to him.
 
   “Nice to meet you, Tim,” said Leah. “If there is anything I can do to make your stay more comfortable, please don’t hesitate to let me know.”
 
   Every one of her words seemed to be punctuated in a way that sent blood rushing to Tim’s dick. They held eye contact for a moment longer, and the tension between them was hot and almost visible. Finally, Leah stepped back to the group of women, and they walked inside the ship. Kate shot daggers at them with her eyes as they left.
 
   Mathias led the three of them below decks and down several winding hallways. The entire ship seemed to be encased with an almost antiseptic gleam. It felt as though it had been cleaned several times over in anticipation of them, and everything looked new and fresh. As they walked through the main lobby, Tim noticed not one, but three chandeliers hanging from the ceiling at various intervals.
 
   “How is this possible?” he asked Mathias as they walked. “I have never heard of Manai before, where is the money for a ship like this coming from?”
 
   “We take advantage of our small profile,” he replied. “There are many among the rich and elite that would prefer an island vacation experience that is a little more nuanced, and hidden from the public eye. They pay top dollar for what we provide.”
 
   The group turned down another corner. Ahead of Tim was a hallway of identical looking doorways. Mathias stopped in front of one right in the middle.
 
   “We have cabins that sleep two or three, but I assumed each of you would want a private room,” he said, handing them keycards and gesturing to the doors on either side of the one he was in front of. “Head inside and take some time to get settled, we will be departing very shortly,”
 
   He walked back the way they had come. After sharing a quick glance with Kate and Marco, Tim inserted his keycard into the doorway and then pushed it open.
 
   The room was immaculate, and full of everything anyone would expect out of a luxury cruise liner. The three teenagers walked inside, and gaped at the attention to detail that had obviously gone into every corner of the suite.
 
   “Wow, not too shabby,” said Kate. She walked over to the large, king sized bed, and collapsed backwards onto it. “Hop on, bro, it’s so soft.”
 
   Tim smiled, and then walked over and sat down on the bed.
 
   “Yeah it is, I definitely won’t mind sleeping on this tonight,” he said. “If they keep up this treatment when we get to the island, I might have to take my time tracking down this girl.” 
 
   “I’m going to drop my stuff off in my room,” Marco said. He shouldered his back pack and walked over to his room.
 
   “Tim, we should curl up and watch a movie tonight,” Kate said. Tim noticed that she had slid over right next to him on the bed. Her finger tips began to caress his neck.
 
   “Uh, I don’t know, sis,” he said to her. It hadn’t been as obvious immediately, but she was under the effect of the curse, too. Tim was beginning to see it more evidently. “I might just turn in early, and get some sleep,”
 
   “Oh, come on!” She said to him, exasperated. Kate sat up on the bed and hooked her arm around her brother’s, resting her head against his shoulder. “It will be fun. We might even be able to get room service to bring us some wine, if we’re lucky…”
 
   “Can I get back to you on this later? Like, after I’ve found this Lucia girl and set everything back to normal?” 
 
   “What are you so afraid of, Tim?” Kate’s hand had meandered its way down his chest and came to a rest on his crotch. It was only then that Tim realized just how horny and pent up he was. The sight of the staff girls from before had excited him, and apparently his dick was eager for action, as it quickly began to harden at his sister’s touch.
 
   “Kate, I don’t think you should…” his words trailed off as his sister began to massage his package. It felt amazing. Her touch seemed to melt his objections away like soft butter.
 
   “You have such a hard task ahead of you,” she said to him. Her voice had shifted into a tone that Tim had never heard before, soft and seductive. “It’s a very hard task, little bro. Just let your sweet sister help you out a little…”
 
   Kate began to unzip his pants. Tim felt like he was only half awake. The scene was so unreal, so dreamlike, and he couldn’t bring himself to stop it. His cock stood to attention as his sister pulled it out of his pants. She started stroking it gently.
 
   “That’s right Tim, it’s okay,” she said to him, drawing her face down closer to his cock. “Just let me work my magic…”
 
   A knock on the door interrupted them from their reverie.
 
   “Hey, can you guys let me in?” Marco’s voice could be heard from outside. “The doors lock automatically…”
 
   Tim snapped back to his senses. He pushed back the face of his beautiful sister and stuffed his cock back into her hands. Kate had a crestfallen look on her face. Tim put his hand on her cheek and kissed her on the forehead tenderly.
 
   “I love you Kate,” he whispered to her. “Let’s just keep things simple for now.”
 
   Tim got up and let Marco back into his cabin. A tense and awkward silence settled into the room immediately after he walked in.
 
   “What, what’s up?” he asked. Kate was blushing fiercely, and Tim did his best to avoid everyone’s eye contact.
 
   “Nothing, man,” said Tim, after another moment had passed. “Why don’t we all go and explore the rest of the ship?”
 
   “Good thinking, I’m starving,” said Marco. Kate gave Tim an embarrassed look, and then the three of them walked out of the room and into the hallway.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 16
 
    
 
   They soon discovered that the ship was much larger than any of them had expected. It took them several minutes just to make it back to the lobby full of chandeliers. The ship was like a maze of catacombs, and it was easy to get lost. Everything seemed like it had been designed for a load of passengers a magnitude greater than what it was currently carrying. Eventually, they made their way back out onto the deck.
 
   The sky had opened up, and the sun was in full bloom. The ship had been out of port for a while, and Tim could only just see a hint of the shoreline behind them. Ahead was nothing but the open ocean, and served as a sobering reminder, to him at least, of the uncharted nature of the journey ahead of him. They walked over to the edge of the deck and looked over the railing at the azure blue waves and sea foam below.
 
   “It’s nice, isn’t it?” Leah had made her way over and smiled at the three of them as they gaped at the ocean. “I like the trips we go on with a smaller passenger group. It makes for such a peaceful trip.”
 
   She was gorgeous, Tim again realized. Her eyes glinted at him like beautiful green gemstones, and at first he could only smile back.
 
   “Yeah, it is,” he said. “If my entire journey is going to be like this, I might as well start calling it a vacation.”
 
   A shadow passed across Leah’s face, and for a moment, she was quiet. She leaned against the railing next to Tim and put her hand on top of his.
 
   “I hope your entire journey is like this, Tim,” she said to him somberly.
 
   Another moment went by in silence. Then Marco took a step back, and sighed loudly.
 
   “I need to get some food! Can we get to the dining room, already?” he asked.
 
   “Yes, of course,” said Leah. “We’ve already had lunch, but there should still be some left down in the kitchens. Most of our dining staff is back on Manai…”
 
   “Thanks, Leah,” said Tim. Her hand was still on top of his, and he squeezed it encouragingly. Her face broke out into a beautiful smile, and she returned the gesture. Tim let the moment hang on the air, and then a thought popped into his head.
 
   “So did the old man command you guys to come out and pick us up?” he asked. “It seems weird that someone with so much authority would be working in a dingy prop shop…”
 
   Leah shook her head. “Jarovian did many great things for the islanders while he was in power. Just because he has been exiled does not mean that the people of Manai hold no love for him.”
 
   Her response only seemed to raise more questions in Tim’s head than it answered. He looked to Marco, who seemed oblivious to anything other than the possibility of food, and then to Kate, who seemed like she was pouting over Leah being present.
 
   “Why is everything concerning this man and his daughter explained to me and such a cryptic way?” he asked. “You’d think that he would want to explain the whole story to the one tasked with her rescue…”
 
   “She is not just his jewel, but our nation’s…” said Leah. “I really don’t know if I should be telling you this, all things considered, but I mean that literally. Lucia is the royal princess of Manai, by birthright, and Jarovian is our former ruler, now in exile.”
 
   It made perfect sense, but hearing it said out loud gave Tim pause. None of this was anything he could take lightly. This would not be an easy task. Tim’s mind began to race with questions, and he couldn’t stop himself from asking the most pressing one to Leah.
 
   “Why did he send me?” he said. “What do I have to do with anything?”
 
   As she opened her mouth to answer, Mathias walked over to the group. He was dressed in much finer garb than they had last seen him in, and held a large drink glass with a colored straw in one hand.
 
   “How are you enjoying the accommodations?” he asked them. “The three of you are our guests of honor, I hope you know.”
 
   “Everything had been wonderful,” Tim replied. “We were just on our way to the dining hall to get some food,”
 
   “Just rest for now, we will be having a celebration tonight. A feast will be provided, along with entertainment. Authentic Manai dancing and cooking, we owe it to ourselves to give you a true taste of our culture.”
 
   Tim looked over at Kate and Marco and saw that they were just as clueless as he was.
 
   “We appreciate that, but just what have we done to deserve all of this?” he asked.
 
   “It’s not what you’ve done, but what you will do,” Mathias replied. “And more importantly, who you were sent by. I have a couple more preparations to take care of, for now just rest, and we will send for you when the festivities are primed to begin.”
 
   Mathias turned and walked back towards the door he had come from, followed by Leah.
 
   “Well, we might as well see what else we can find on this thing,” Tim said. “I see no reason not to enjoy their hospitality.”
 
   Tim led his friends up a flight of stairs and onto one of the upper decks. He was greeted with a sight that made all of their spirits instantly lift up.
 
   “A pool!” cried Marco.
 
   “Not only that, but there is a waterslide, and a fountain!” said Kate.
 
   Tim took a moment to bask in the reality of the situation. It wasn’t going to be easy, finding Lucia and bringing her back. But at least it was providing him with some interesting sights and situations along the way.
 
   One of the female staff members was seated behind a counter to the side, and when she saw them eyeing the pool, she called them over and provided them with swimming suits. They were adorned with patterns similar to the one they had seen Leah wearing before, and the three of them made their way to the locker rooms and quickly changed into them.
 
   When they were back up on the top deck, Tim caught sight of his sister and had to work to keep his jaw from dropping. He noticed that she was having a similar effect on Marco.
 
   “Dude, I don’t know if I’ve ever told you this before, but your sister is-“
 
   “Shut up, Marco,” Tim said, cutting him off. He couldn’t disagree with the assessment, however. Kate’s already large tits seemed like they wanted to pop right out of the fabric of the top, and the bottom of the bikini clung to her hips and rear in a way that made amazing use of her curves.
 
   “Let’s do this!” called Kate as she made her way over. 
 
   They jumped into the pool and spent a while playing games in the water. It was relatively deep, at least compared to what Tim had expected, and they took turns doing cannon balls off the side. After about an hour, they made their way back onto the deck, right as one of the female staff members was on the way over.
 
   “It’s almost time for the dinner celebration,” she said to them. “Will the three of you be joining us?”
 
   “Of course,” said Tim. “Trust me, if there is going to be food and dancing, you need not even ask.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 17
 
    
 
   Tim, Marco, and Kate made their way back to their rooms. More clothing had been laid out for them on their beds, light island shirts and shorts for the men and a nice summer dress for Kate. They met up in the hall after they had all changed.
 
   “I am officially starving,” said Marco. “I hope their food is up to par with the rest of their hospitality,”
 
   “There’s only one way to find out,” said Tim.
 
   They made their way back to the chandelier lobby. Leah was waiting for them there.
 
   “Our guest of honor!” she said, greeting Tim with a hug. He could hear Kate releasing a frustrated sigh as he wrapped his arms around Leah. Her breasts were soft, and pushed up against his chest as they hugged.
 
   “I am your guest, but not so honorable, I think,” he said to her. She still had her arms around him, and he could feel heat spreading through his body.
 
   “I wouldn’t mind discovering more about that later tonight,” she whispered into his ear. They broke their embrace, and Tim glanced back at her sister. The angry look plastered on her face left no ambiguity over whether or not she had heard the last comment.
 
   Leah led them out onto the main deck. Only a sliver of the sun’s orange glow could be seen on the edge of the horizon. The staff had set up a small stage, and several long tables, on each of which was a large variety of exquisite looking food.
 
   “Finally,” groaned Marco. “I thought I was going to starve at sea,”
 
   “That would be a tragedy, indeed,” mocked Tim.
 
   Mathias was standing in front of the stage, and gestured for them to grab plates as they approached him.
 
   “Eat up, my friends,” he said. “The festivities will begin shortly.”
 
   Tim helped himself to a plate of food. There was a table full of coconut gourds, and he helped himself to one of those as well. He took a sip of the liquid inside, and was slightly surprised to taste alcohol.
 
   “I wonder if they know that we’re all under 21?” he asked Kate, with a grin plastered on his face.
 
   “Well, we’re over 18, and I think we’re technically in international waters at this point,” she said, grabbing a coconut for herself. “We might as well enjoy.”
 
   After they had grabbed their food, the three of them sat down at one of the tables in front of the stage. None of the staff seemed to be joining them, at least not at the tables, and Mathias seemed to be busy directing people around. It left the three of them to be the sole guests of the ship, with no illusions otherwise.
 
   They ate their food and enjoyed themselves. For all intents, it seemed as though they were at a nice restaurant, and they took advantage of the hospitality provided, sampling the wide variety of dishes and eating their full. After a couple of minutes, Leah walked out onto the stage. She was in an elaborate costume. Her dress was made of feathers, gems adorned a skimpy top which only managed to just barely cover her bountiful breasts, and her arms and stomach had patterns drawn on them with glitter encrusted body paint. She stood still for a moment, staring at the ground, and then music began to play.
 
   Leah started dancing. A spotlight beamed down onto her from one of the higher decks. She smiled broadly, and swung her hips around, slowly and sensually, to the beat of the music. Her breasts bounced as she moved, and Tim couldn’t take his eyes off her. She walked toward the end of the stage and leaned forward, giving the audience of three a generous view of her cleavage. One of her arms extended out towards where they were sitting, and with one finger she beckoned for Tim to come up on stage. He gathered himself out of his seat, did his best to hide his growing erection, and made his way over.
 
   As he walked up the steps and onto the stage, Leah faced him, and began to dance close to him. She brushed her butt against his crotch with her gyrating movements. He could feel his erection throb in rhythm with the music. She turned towards him, and their eyes locked together. Tim couldn’t help himself. He reached out and grabbed her around the waist, and brought her body against his. She smiled, and wrapped her arms around him.
 
   “What the fuck, Tim?” Kate yelled from the table. 
 
   He turned to see her staring at the two of them. He had almost forgotten that she was there. Her emotions were worn freely on her face. She blinked rapidly, and Tim could just barely catch sight of tears coalescing in the corners of her eyes. He stepped away from Leah, but it was too late. Kate pushed her chair back and stormed off towards the entrance of the lower decks.
 
   “Kate, hold on,” he called after her. “What’s wrong?
 
   He glanced towards Leah. She was still under the spotlight, and seemed to be confused by the outburst. Tim pushed her away gently, and then hopped off the stage. Marco gave him a discouraging look on the way by. He didn’t stop to explain. He knew that this was due in part to the curse, but he still felt responsible. 
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 18
 
    
 
   “Hold on Kate, just talk to me for a second!” he said as he caught up with her in the hallway. She started walking away faster, and he could see the wet splash marks of tears that she left in a trail behind her.
 
   “What needs to be said, Tim?” she said to him, her voice heavily laden with emotion. “Should I head back to the party, and watch you and your new girlfriend dance some more? What do I matter?”
 
   Tim increased his pace, and reached and grabbed her arm as she rounded the corner to the cabins.
 
   “You’re my sister, Kate!” he said. “What do you want me to say? I love you, and you know it!”
 
   “Show me that you love me Tim,” Kate turned towards him. Two long, wet trenches streaked down her face. She stepped close to him and placed her hand on his chest.
 
   “I want to see how much you love me…” she said. Her face was close to his now, and Tim could see her face flush red as he leaned in nearer.
 
   They shared a passionate kiss. Fire shot through Tim’s body as he felt his sister’s tongue flick across his. Kate pushed her body against his, and he could feel the softness of her breasts against his chest.
 
   “Oh, Tim,” she said. A small moan escaped her lips as he began to run his hands down her back and across her butt.
 
   “Let’s go into my room, cool down for a little bit,” he said to her. His cock was hard, and he felt like it was betraying the words he was speaking.
 
   “Let’s go, Tim,” said Kate. “I want to be alone with you,”
 
   The door to Tim’s rom was only a few feet away. He opened it, and his sister threw her arms around his neck as they walked inside. The kissed deeply, and then Kate pulled his shirt up over his head.
 
   “Kate, we shouldn’t…” he said to her. All of his logical and common sense thinking capacity was telling him to stop, and keep things from going any further. He felt incredibly aroused, but also incredibly guilty. He wanted his sister, but knew that he shouldn’t have her.
 
   “Just lie down with me on the bed, Tim,” she said, taking her shirt off and revealing her huge breasts, covered only by a tiny bra.
 
   He sighed, and then joined her next to the bed. Her hands ran up the length of his bare chest, and it sent waves of fire coursing through his body. He felt passion well up inside him, and then take over, and he leaned in and kissed her again. Kate wrapped her arms around him and pulled him onto the bed and onto her.
 
   The temperature of the room instantly seemed to go up by a dozen degrees. Tim was grinding his crotch against his sister. His cock was hard, and it ached for her. He found the clasp of her bra and undid it, exposing her gorgeous, naked tits to his eyes.
 
   “Kate,” he said to her. His hands came to rest on top of her chest, and he felt the softness of her immense globes. “Are you sure?”
 
   She nodded, and it was as though a starting pistol had gone off in a race. Tim ripped the rest of her clothes off. Kate was shaved down below and seeing his sister entirely naked made his cock throb and hurt. She undid the zipper of his shorts and pulled them down. Tim’s cock popped out right in front of her face, and Kate did not hesitate, licking it and sucking it with practiced efficiency.
 
   “Oh god, sis…” he said. Tim was lying down against his bed and could only watch as Kate bobbed up and down on his cock, her tits bouncing in rhythm with each suck. It was too much for him, and could feel himself getting ready to explode.
 
   “Not yet, baby bro,” whispered Kate, pulling her lips off his cock. She straddled him, and slowly lowered her cunt down on his rod. 
 
   “Oh yeah,” he said. Kate was tight, and Tim could feel her pussy pulsing as it wrapped itself around his dick. He grabbed her hips and began to bounce her up and down. She moaned with desire and bit down on her lip, her eyes closed in an erotic state of ecstasy.
 
   “Oh god, fuck me,” she said to him. “Don’t stop,”
 
   Tim fucked his sister hard. He pumped his hips up as he pulled her down onto him. He could feel his cock going deep inside of her, and soon enough, she began to tense up in the familiar style of an orgasm. 
 
   “Oh baby brother, yes, yes!” she said, collapsing exhausted on top of him.
 
   Tim could feel his own orgasm building, and he flipped his sister underneath him. He began to fuck her as though his life depended on it, slapping his crotch against hers rhythmically and loudly. After a minute, he was about to blow.
 
   “Wait, not inside me Tim!” his sister pushed him off her at the last second. Tim’s cock exploded right as she was sitting up, and his cum sprayed onto her face and hair.
 
   “Oh god, sis, that was amazing,” he said to her, the two of them collapsing onto the bed. “I love you, Kate,”
 
   She grabbed his hand and rubbed it encouragingly. “I love you too, baby bro,”
 
   Suddenly, a loud bang punctuated the silence. Tim felt the ship shake slightly, and a constant, rumbling noise began to spread through the room.
 
   “What the hell is that?” he asked. The two of them quickly began putting on their clothes. As Tim walked towards the door of the cabin, another loud banging noise hit, and this time the ship seemed to jump as it did. The force of it was enough to knock Tim off his feet. He stood up, and realized that the floor was now at an angle.
 
   “We have to get out of here,” said Kate. She walked towards the door and opened it. Instead of being greeted by the symmetrical rows of cabin doors in the outside hallway, a gigantic wave exploded into the room, flooding it with water. 
 
   “Kate, are you okay?” asked Tim. She nodded her head, but her face was a mask of fear. The water level was rising quickly, and it seemed like the hallway was only more flooded. 
 
   “Come on, if we don’t get to the upper floor, we’re done for,” he said to her, taking her hand in his. The two of them pushed into the flooded hallway. The way up to the surface was still open, albeit quickly flooding with water. By the time they had made it to the chandelier lobby, the water was already up to their necks.
 
   “Tim, look out!” Kate cried. A wave crashed into him hard from behind, knocking him away from her and forcing the air out his lungs. Darkness settled over the room as he felt himself being swept away, and he had to fight to keep himself from being pulled under. He took a deep breath and began swimming towards the stairs, feeling the cold water chill his body to the core.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 19
 
    
 
   “Kate! Marco!”
 
   The sea was hostile and drowned out Tim’s shouts before they could reach far from his throat. He was tossed around by the water as he struggled to maintain his bearings.
 
   The ship had gone down, he knew that much. His sister had been with him in his cabin, and then they heard some noises, and then all hell broke loose. They had gambled their fortunes on being able to swim out through the flooded hallway and make it back above deck, but hadn’t realized that the ship had a couple of huge, gaping holes in it that allowed seawater in and deposited them out.
 
   “Kate! Marco! Mathias!”
 
   He continued calling for anyone he could think of. The night sky seemed like the raging ocean’s evil companion, and between the two he could barely manage to stay afloat, let alone call to anyone else. It seemed like an injustice to him. Things had been going so well, and the trip had been so uneventful. Why did fate have its sight set on him?
 
   “Kate! Marco! Leah! Can anyone hear me?”
 
   As if to answer him, a wave slammed into his face, hard. His eyes burned with salt, and he coughed up water and continued kicking his legs hopelessly against the depths of darkness below him. Not yet, he thought to himself. Not until the girl has been found and returned.
 
   That was the objective that had started this all, and the only way Tim could keep himself motivated and in a fighting spirit was to keep it in front of him. The old man had promised him a cure for his curse, a curse that seemed to reward him with far too much of a good thing. The only catch was that he had to find the old man’s daughter. And the only catch on top of that involved the universe and its ethereal spite.
 
   Something struck Tim across the face. He felt his lip gush with blood, and then sting as the saltwater punished the open wound. He flailed his arms enough to bring him up for air, and struck something with one of them. The object in front of him was a large wooden barrel. He tried his best to get his arms around it, but it was too wide and the action only seemed comical. He settled for latching his hand onto the opening in its side, and had a moment to breathe as it supported his weight.
 
   His clothes were soaked, and felt like they were made of metal. Inside of him, he felt a part of himself that was ready to give up. It would be so easy to just let go, and sink down into the ocean. Tim waged a mental battle with his own doubts, and forced his hands to stay gripped to the wood. He focused on his breathing, and let each wave wash over him, striving to maintain a zen state of relaxed acceptance.
 
   The night passed slowly, almost as though time itself was forcing a form of intentional torture upon him. As the waves calmed down and sea made peace with itself, Tim could see the horizon for the first time since being sucked overboard. Nothing was on it. Other than him and the barrel he was hanging on to, the entire ocean appeared to be an empty stretch of water, barren and infinite seeming. He looked down at his feet in the water and saw it extend further than what little light the stars had to offer could reach. The thought of just how far out he was gave him an intense feeling of vertigo.
 
   The next few hours passed incredibly slowly and painfully, albeit in a contrastingly calm fashion. Tim hung on to the barrel, and fought his own panic within his mind. The sea was resting now, and it was hard for him to tell if he was even moving. He didn’t dare to hope for anything other than a couple minutes more afloat, and the ocean didn’t seem like it wanted to offer anything more.
 
   Eventually, the slick waves picked up again, and their continuous crashing against the barrel became too much for Tim’s hands to endure. He had tried to climb on top of it earlier, but every attempt had only tipped the barrel over, filling it with more water and reminding him of the futility of his situation. This time, when he slipped away, the barrel wasn’t within arm’s reach when he tried to find it again. His last thought was of the fate of his friends, and then the formidable and dark depths of the ocean overtook him.
 
   When Tim finally awoke, it was to the feeling of wet, sticky grains of sand underneath his fingers. His lungs were clogged with water, and he broke into an intense fit of coughing as he rolled over. The sun was beating down on him, and he could hear the familiar cries of seagulls nearby. He opened his eyes slowly, feeling the accumulated crust of salt flake off as he did.
 
   “What…the hell?” he murmured to himself.
 
   In front of him was a dense tropical forest. The trees reached up high, arcing in such a way as to intersect with each other and create an inner sanctum of shadows where the rays of sun couldn’t penetrate. To his right and left, the beach continued. He could see that it curved inwards in both directions a ways off in the distance.
 
   Tim looked down at himself and realized his clothes were in tatters. As he struggled to stand up, he noticed that his shoes had been swept off by the ocean. He pulled off his soaking wet and salty socks, stuffing them in his pocket for safe keeping. The waves continued to lap at his feet until he walked onto the dry sand of the upper beach, feeling the hot, unblemished sand between his toes.
 
   “How did I get myself into this?” he asked out loud.
 
   The sun was high in the sky. He figured it was sometime late in the morning. Tim started towards the jungle, and soon realized that the tall grass and foliage worked to keep him out almost as though it were a living, photosynthesizing wall. Instead, he started walking down the length of the beach.
 
   Shells seemed to adorn the surf as though they were pennies thrown into the bottom of a wishing well. Tim had never seen such abundant sea life before. Fish swam about, seeming to thrive in the warm water of the Caribbean. After about a quarter of a mile of walking, he overtook the curve he had seen before, and off in the distance, sure enough, was another curve. He continued walking, and then spotted something that caused him to stop completely in his tracks.
 
   “Holy shit, that’s my bag,” he muttered as he made his way over to it. It looked like it was completely soaked through with water, but when he opened it up everything within it was completely dry. 
 
   “This is a fucking miracle…” He took his bag over to a dry stretch of sand and emptied out its contents. Everything that he remembered putting into it was still there. One by one, he went through each item and took stock of just what he had to make do with. The first thing he noticed was that the mysterious tome, given to him by the old man, was strangely cold to the touch. Unusually cold, given the climate, and even more unusually cold given that it had been pulled out of the warm ocean waters.
 
   He set it aside, and then pulled out the one item that seemed to be the most useful and relevant to his current situation, the sword. It had the same perfect sheen and razor’s edge that he had noticed when he had first gotten it, and seemed to be an obvious solution to the jungle’s blockade. It was still sheathed in the makeshift holster he had created for it, and after unbuckling his own belt, he attached it to his waist. Almost immediately he felt his spirits lift up, as though the tables had been turned on his predicament.
 
   “Well, if nothing else, I can pretend to be a pirate while I wait for rescue,” he joked, wishing that someone was around to laugh at his punchline.
 
   The last of the items in the backpack were not anything immediately useful. The compass and map would have come in handy if he had any concrete idea as to where he was, which he did not. The clothes that he had brought seemed much too heavy and uncomfortable to be worn in a tropical climate. He put the tome back into the bag, and closed it, figuring that all of it might come in handy under the right circumstances. He threw the shoulder straps over his shoulders, and continued down the stretch of beach in front of him. 
 
   It wasn’t long before he found something else of interest, something that caused his heart to jump a beat in his chest. Laying on the edge of beach in the much the same way as he had been only minutes earlier was the crumpled body of a teenage girl.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 20
 
    
 
   “Kate!” he cried as he ran towards her. “Kate!”
 
   Tim slid to a stop in front of her and rolled her onto her back. His sister’s usually expressive and vibrant face was the color of chalk. He shook her hard, and felt his soul catch in his throat as her head rolled limply to the side.
 
   “No…no! Kate, wake up!” He ripped her shirt open and felt between her breasts for a heartbeat, to no avail. Grabbing her by the shoulders, he pulled her onto the dry sand and began pushing his hands down on her chest, hard. Every pump seemed to confirm what he feared most, but he continued, and after several tense seconds, a cough erupted from Kate’s throat, followed by several more.
 
   “Kate, oh my god, Kate!” Tim helped his sister into a kneeling position and began to slap her back lightly, as though burping a baby. “You’re alive!”
 
   “What…where are we?” she asked, each word interrupted by harsh coughs and spurts of sea water.
 
   “I have no idea sis, but when do I ever know anything?” he said, feeling his spirit and sense of humor renewing. “I’m just glad that you’re alive, even though it does most likely mean that you’re trapped here with me,”
 
   Kate wiped seawater out of her eyes and looked at him. They were tear filled and irritated, but still a brilliant blue, and seemed to reflect her thoughts as she scanned the surrounding area. Tim looked down, and realized that both of his sister’s big breasts were hanging freely out of the tear he had made in her shirt. He considered telling her briefly, but decided against it, and sat back in the sand as he enjoyed the view.
 
   “The ship…did anyone else make it?” she asked. Tim had gone through the exact same thought process earlier.
 
   “You’re the only one I’ve found so far,” he said. A short silence followed, and Tim felt himself feeling like he should say something.
 
   “Come on, we should get going,” he said.
 
   “To where?” Kate asked. A disparaging look had hijacked her beautiful blue eyes, and it hurt Tim to meet her gaze.
 
    “Let’s just follow the beach for now,” he said, extending his hand out to her. “It’s got to lead somewhere…”
 
   Kate grabbed his hand, and then threw herself forward, hugging him tightly. She buried her face in her shoulder, and Tim could feel her warmth. It felt good, and he could feel her still exposed breasts pushing against his chest, exciting him slightly.
 
   “I love you Tim,” she whispered to him. “I still remember what we were doing, right before all this happened, you know?”
 
   Tim didn’t have to think too hard to remember. They had been his cabin, making illicit, forbidden love. One thing had led to another, as they saying goes. Tim wasn’t proud of what he had done, but he also didn’t regret it. He knew his curse was mostly to blame, and resolved to not let it get in the way of him caring for his sister and protecting her on this island.
 
   “I remember,” he said to her. “Let’s just focus on what’s in front of us for now, okay?”
 
   The two of them continued along the beach. Sand seemed to stretch out before them in what would have been an appealing vacation spot, under different circumstances. A bird milled about, poking at shells. A coconut tree with ripe fruit extended its trunk out of the jungle. Tim and Kate walked along slowly, looking for any signs of life as they went. After about an hour, Kate sat down in the sand, exhausted.
 
   “Can we take a break?” she asked. “My legs feel like they’ve been liquefied…”
 
   Tim looked at her thoughtfully for a moment, and then sat down next to her.
 
   “What happened to you after we left the cabin? How did you manage to make it through the ocean?” he asked. “I mean, I managed to find a wooden barrel to float on. I didn’t think that anyone else managed to, well…”
 
   “There was a life raft in the water,” said Kate. “A bunch of them, actually. The one I found didn’t hold air so well, and after a couple of hours it went under. The last thing I remember is treading water, and then getting hit by a huge wave.”
 
   A silence hung on the air for a moment. Kate’s hand was shaking slightly, and her gaze was downcast into the sand. Tim stood up and moved behind his sister, rubbing her shoulders encouragingly. It was all he could do. They had both been through hell, and it didn’t look like they were completely out of it yet.
 
   “Come on, let’s keep moving,” he said to her, helping her up. “If we made it here alive, there’s a good chance that at least a few other people did as well.”
 
   They started walking further down the beach. Tim’s thoughts wandered, and he thought about the fate of his friend Marco. It had been his own idea to drag Marco along on this journey, and he felt more than a little responsible for him. He thought about Mathias, their guide on the ship, and Leah, and the other staff members. He thought about all of them, and then thought about himself and his sister.
 
   “Did you see anybody else?” he asked Kate. The words seemed to form in his mouth without any conscious decision on his behalf. “Mathias, or Leah? Do you think they made it?”
 
   Kate gave him a derisive look. The events that played out before the sinking were still fresh in her mind, apparently. Tim had danced with Leah, on stage, in front of her and everybody else. It was more than that. Tim had shared something with her, something that went beyond words. The music had guided them, but really it was more than that. The spark of the interaction had led to fire between them, and their eyes had flirted with much more. And Kate bore witness to it all, as though it were a bad dream.
 
   “I have no idea,” she said. Her words were cold, and even though her arm was linked through his, for a second it felt to Tim as though she was a mile away. They continued along the beach in tense silence, until after several minutes of walking, they spotted an object off in the distance.
 
   As they drew closer, Tim saw what it was. His question had been answered for him, at least in part. The bloated corpse of Mathias lay stagnant on the sand ahead, with flies busily orbiting about. The smell was almost overwhelming as they approached. Tim held his hand over his mouth as he crouched down at the side of the man who had been their guide and guardian. His eyes were still wide open, and Tim could see an unnerving glassy glaze across his pupils. He reached his hand over and drew it across the man’s face, putting him at rest and closing his eyelids.
 
   “Do you…do you think he suffered?” asked Kate. Her voice wavered as she spoke, and every word seemed to tug at Tim’s heart strings.
 
   “No, I think he died peacefully,” he said, putting an arm around her.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 21
 
    
 
   Tim saw tears forming in his sister’s eyes. He walked with her to a good distance away from the body and then pulled her in for an embrace, hugging her tightly. She looked deep into his eyes, almost imploringly. He leaned forward and kissed her, once like a sister, and then again, deeper. Kate’s arms tightened around him, and for a moment, he found himself lost in a world of sensual bliss.
 
   Tim felt his sister’s hands roam across his back, and then chest. She leaned away from him, and then pulled him by the hand further down the beach. A large, smooth rock jutted across the border of beach and sea, and Kate lied down on top of it, pulling Tim onto her.
 
   “Kate, I can’t,” he said to her. “I’m your brother…I can be there for you without, well you know, going there with you.”
 
   “Tim, I want you,” Kate said. Her voice was filled with lust, and Tim recognized it as the same tonality that he had heard in other girls affected by the curse. His sister was no different, familiar relation be damned. 
 
   He tried to pull himself off of her, but felt his cock swell up involuntarily at the sight of her breasts and body. She was laid back on the rock with her legs spread. Her body language couldn’t have been more suggestive if she had been hanging from a stripper pole.
 
   “We shouldn’t,” he said. His resolve was quickly melting against his sister’s hips, which she was grinding up against him. “It was wrong before, we should have never-“
 
   Kate leaned forward and kissed him deeply. He felt her tongue jab into his mouth, and flicked out his own in response. His body began to respond to her movements, almost involuntarily, rubbing against her and matching every push and give.
 
   “Come on, baby bro,” she whispered in his ear. “It’s up to you to take care of me.”
 
   Tim felt his resolve slipping away. His cock was rock hard, and seemed to be throbbing in its need for release. He ran his hands along her shirt, and cupped her breasts, which slid out easily from the tears he had made before. Kate slid her fingers into his waist band and pulled down his shorts in one smooth motion, his sword falling down with them.
 
   The two of them were moving faster now. Tim pulled Kate’s shirt over her head, and pushed the long, flowery skirt she had gotten from the ship up around her waist. This was the second time in two days, and it still felt wrong. But on top of that, it felt almost impossibly arousing. His cock rubbed against the fabric of her panties, and he knew that he needed to fuck her, regardless of whether or not she was his sister.
 
   “Oh Tim,” she whispered as he slowly took off her panties. Her pussy was warm and inviting. Tim pushed the head of his cock into her entrance, feeling the wetness of her juices. Kate was tight, and he had to go carefully as he slowly introduced his full length into his sister. He felt her hips arch up as he pushed forward, and then slid back. She pulled one of her hands up and rested it on his cheek. Her eyes met his, and seemed to convey a mixture of intense love and hot seduction.
 
   “Fuck me, Tim,” she said to him. The feeling in his dick was too much for him to resist. He began thrusting into her, faster and faster. The rock against which they were copulating was hard, but smooth, and made it easy for him to push all the way inside her. Kate moaned in ecstasy as he fucked her. Tim cupped one of her breasts with one hand and held her waist with the other, pounding into her as though she was a barroom slut. 
 
   Soon he felt his sister begin to orgasm. He knew his own was not far off, and found his mind filled with conflicting desires. He wanted nothing more than to spray his white hot cum deep inside his sister’s pussy, but also knew that there was no way he could take the risk. He thrust into her a few last times and then pulled out. Kate immediately shifted and locked her lips around his cock. Her pace was fast and the feeling of her tongue along his cock was mind blowing.
 
   “Oh my god, you’re really good at that,” he said. She was sucking hard now, and he felt the familiar sensation of cum beginning to well up in his balls.
 
   “Oh god, Kate!” he cried as he began to explode. She didn’t skip a beat, and kept sucking, swallowing every shot of his semen without so much as batting an eye lash. After Tim’s orgasm died down, her lips made a distinctive popping noise as she pulled them off his cock. She smiled at him.
 
   “We might be lost here, but at least we’re lost together,” she said. Tim could see in her eyes that this really did matter to her. To him, it was illicit and incestuous sex, but to her, it was hope, regardless of what the catalyst behind her attraction might have been.
 
   “Yeah, sis, you’re right,” he said, smiling back. “We should keep going. We haven’t seen all of this island yet.”
 
   They got dressed, and then started walking across the beach, side by side, leaving a trail of two parallel sets of footprints behind them. The sun was beginning to drop in the sky, and though the air was still warm, Tim had a feeling that it would cool off substantially once night arrived. He quickened his pace, and Kate quickened hers to match his stride. His bare feet were beginning to chafe from the fine grains of sand, and he knew the same must also be happening to Kate, who was also shoeless.
 
   “Wait, this looks familiar,” Tim said after another half hour of walking. The area of beach in front of him was the spot he had woken up in. They had done a complete lap around the island.
 
   “What happens now?” Kate asked him. Her eyes were full of uncertainty. “I mean, what are we going to do, Tim?”
 
   “Now, we head in and look for a place to sleep,” he said to her. “I don’t think there is anyone else on this island but us. And anyone else who washed ashore.”
 
   The look Kate gave him said more than words could. If it was just them on the island, everyone else must be dead. Marco must be dead. And any chance of them finding rescue was about as remote as their current circumstances.
 
   “Here, stand back a little bit, I’ll clear a path,” he said. Tim pulled the sword out of its sheath and held it in his hand. It had been the first time he had actually taken it out intent on using it, and the weight of the steel blade seemed to be much more than he remembered. He swung it once through the air and found it to be particularly well balanced.
 
   He walked into the tall grass and bush of the jungle. The vines were thick, almost as though they were a fence designed to separate the beach from the inner areas of the island. He swung the blade at the foliage, and was pleasantly surprised to see it cut through with ease. The blade was sharp, but strangely, it seemed to be something more than that. It was almost like the edge had some type of latent energy infused with it. Plants and jungle vines went flying further than they should have, and careened into crazy rotations that seemed excessive. He wrote it off as being his imagination and walked through the path that he had cut.
 
   The sun seemed to blot out as he made his way forward. The trees were thick and heavily intertwined with each other. Birds and bugs could be heard noisily milling about. Kate followed close behind him, her hands pulled in against her chest and eyes panning from side to side.
 
   “Do you think there’s anything we should be worried about here?” she asked him. “I mean, snakes, or spiders, or…bigger animals.”
 
   It was clear enough what she was getting at, and Tim was also somewhat concerned. The beach seemed like it was relatively safe, but with the tide coming in, they would be pushed up to the edge of the jungle, anyway. And it would be hell for them if they were caught out in the open during a storm.
 
   “We have to risk it,” he said to her. “Just stay close to me, I’ll protect you.”
 
   Tim continued cutting his way through the vegetation. As they made their way further in, he could hear the constant sound of fast flowing water. The denseness of the jungle made it seem almost like night had fallen early, but he could see a sunlit area ahead. He cut through more branches, and then pushed his way out, pulling his sister behind him.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 22
 
    
 
   They spilled out into an open clearing. A large series of vertical hills cut through the jungle on the other side, craggy with cliffs and huge outcroppings. A huge stream of water flowed off it, splashing down into a medium size pond. It was clear, reflective, and deep. The beauty of the nature scene was lost on them, however, for the sight in the middle of the water stole all of their attention.
 
   Swimming within it was a woman. She was totally naked, and the clothes discarded on the side of the pool were similar to the ones worn by the staff of the cruise ship. Her large breasts glistened with crystalline drops of fresh water in the sun, and she flicked her long hair back behind her as she pulled herself up onto the side.
 
   “Leah!” Tim recognized her immediately. He started to run over and then stopped, and tried to avert his gaze away from her beautiful and bare body. “You’re alive!”
 
   “Tim…is that really you?” Leah smiled, and started towards him. Then, as if going through the very same thought process, her cheeks blushed crimson red and she hurried to cover herself with her hands.
 
   “Oh, uh, sorry,” Tim said sheepishly. He turned away from Leah and continued speaking over his shoulder. “I can’t believe it…is anyone else with you?”
 
   “No it’s just me,” she said, voice laden with sadness. “I found the body of one of my, my friends, from the ship…”
 
   “It’s okay Leah, we’ll give her a proper burial once we’ve gotten things sorted out,” Tim said. He turned to look back towards her and quickly looked away after seeing that she was still getting dressed. His cock throbbed, embarrassingly and uncomfortably. Even though their situation was dire, the only thing on his mind that seemed compelling was the naked body of this beautiful girl.
 
   “So how exactly did you survive the wreckage, Leah?” asked Kate. She was standing behind Tim with her arms crossed, and seemed a little tense.
 
   “I was still on deck when it happened,” she said. “I tried to head back under to find you and Tim, but the water hit so fast. I couldn’t breathe, and I passed out, and then the next thing I knew, I was on the shore…”
 
   “It’s okay, you’re okay now,” said Tim. Leah had finally finished getting dressed and he walked over to her and gave her an encouraging hug. Sexual electricity seemed to tingle on the air as their bodies made contact. Tim could feel Kate’s angry eye burrowing into him, but he didn’t care. He was overjoyed that Leah had survived, and all he wanted to do was hold her.
 
   “What are we going to do, Tim?” Leah asked him. She seemed to be on the verge of an emotional breakdown, and he could see the beginnings of tears on the edges of her eyes.
 
   “We’re going to find some place to spend the night,” he said. “That’s priority number one. We can figure out what comes next after that.”
 
   He led the group further on into the jungle. The river that poured down into the pool continued up further than they could see, and Tim figured that there must be some type of spring higher up on the cliffs. The three of them continues around the edge of the clearing, figuring that it was better to look for somewhere not directly within the jungle to make camp. After a couple of minutes, they found a medium sized opening in the rock on the bottom of the hills, just big enough for a single person to pass through at a time if they squeezed in sideways. Tim poked his head in to take a look, and then turned back towards Kate and Leah, smiling triumphantly.
 
   “This is exactly what we’ve been looking for,” he said. “It’s dark, but if I look around I’m sure I can find something to start a fire.”
 
   “A fire in there would kill us all, Tim,” Kate said to him. “Smoke inhalation, dummy.”
 
   He looked back in through the opening for a second.
 
   “No, see, it looks like there’s a crack in the top,” he said. “It will let water in if it rains, but we might be able to make some type of canopy out of leaves, if that happens.”
 
   The group was silent. Kate and Leah were waiting on him to tell them what to do, he realized. Tim felt as though he was responsible for all of their fates, and could feel a certain amount of pressure on him to make a decision about what they were going to do.
 
   “We’ll set up here for tonight,” he said, unshouldering his back pack and dropping it next to the opening. “This cave will definitely work as a makeshift shelter, but we don’t know if it’s completely unoccupied yet.”
 
   “What do you mean, do you think there’s somebody else here?” asked Leah.
 
   “Nothing big, but possibly some bats, maybe a snake.”
 
   The two girls shared a look of disgust. Tim smiled at them.
 
   “Here, for now, why don’t the two of you go looking for any dry wood that you can find. Stick to the edge of the jungle, we can’t be sure that it’s safe to head deeper in yet. And stick together.”
 
   “What about you?” Kate asked, concerned.
 
   “I’m going to cut a decent path back to the beach and look for some flint,” he said. “And possibly find some coconuts, neither of you have eaten anything all day.”
 
   He split off from the two of them and headed towards the jungle. The sun was beginning to set over the horizon, scattering brilliant color across the nearby clouds as it did. Tim cut his way through the heavy foliage and vines, doing the best he could to clear a path to the beach that would stretch out directly in front of the entrance to their new shelter. 
 
   As he went, he began to notice that the darkness of the jungle was much more oppressive in the evening. The birds were not chirping anymore, and strange sounds could be heard. It felt as though all of the daytime animals had gone into hiding, and the nighttime predators had come out in their place. He did his best to banish the thought from his mind and continued hacking his way forward.
 
   After a couple of minutes, he spilled out onto the beach. The sand was cooler than it had been before, and the tide had pulled in significantly. He found a couple of small shards of flint, along with a large stone rock that seemed like it would make a good cooking stone. He put the smaller pieces in his pocket and lifted the larger stone underneath his arm. It was much heavier than he had expected, and Tim found himself wishing that he had brought his backpack.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 23
 
    
 
   He started back towards the clearing. The path through the jungle was much quicker and straightforward now that it had been cleared, and he made it there in only a couple of minutes. Leah was already back at the cave when he arrived, with a pile of dry sticks and leaves next to her.
 
   “Perfect! At the very least, we’ll be able to see tonight,” he said to her, setting the rock down, and dropping the flint next to the tinder.
 
   “Did you find any food?” she asked him. “You were right before, I am starving,”
 
   “No, but there are definitely some coconuts down-“
 
   A scream suddenly cut through the evening air. Tim turned towards it and realized that it had come from the other side of the hills.
 
   “That was Kate, fuck!” he cried, breaking into a run. He gripped his sword tightly and sprinted over the grass, knowing that the longer he took, the more danger she would be in.
 
   The scene he found when he rounded the corner made his heart race. His sister was backed into a corner by an animal. Tim couldn’t immediately tell what it was. It was large, with coarse black fur and at least the mass of a small bear. It had huge fangs, giant paws, and was hobbled over in a way that didn’t fit the profile of any animal Tim had ever seen before. It stood only about five feet from Kate, and was approaching her slowly and menacingly.
 
   “Kate!” Tim yelled. He swung low to grab a rock off the ground with his left hand, and hurled it at the creature with all the force he could muster. It struck its back with a resounding thud. The thing didn’t flinch, but slowly turned its focus over towards him.
 
   “Come on!” Tim called as he rushed towards it. “Right here, let’s go!”
 
   The beast reacted quickly. It reared up on its hind legs as he came within attack distance. It was only then that Tim could see just how big it really was.
 
   “Jesus…” he said. The creature leaped forward at him, much quicker than he expected it could move. Tim dodged to the side, feeling the wind from one of its paws passing narrowly over his back. He immediately turned back towards it, and swung his sword hard, slashing it across the shoulder.
 
   The thing let out a pained howl. Dark and brackish looking blood spurted out of the wound. Tim readied his blade and charged toward it again. This time, the creature was ready, and it swung its paw, striking him square in the chest and knocking him completely off his feet. His own blood was flowing now, and he could feel a deep bruise imprinted into his chest.
 
   He stood up slowly. The beast was already bearing down on him and he had to swing his sword wildly to get it to jump back. There was a quick pause as the two of them faced each other. Tim looked directly into the eyes of the monster beast and saw a strangely evil intelligence staring back at him. He gripped his sword more tightly, and both of them broke into a death charge towards each other. Both of them were intent on leaving the confrontation alive and slaying the other.
 
   “Tim!” shouted Leah, who was sprinting towards him. Light spilled out from a torch in one of her hands. The beast drew back as she approached. Tim grabbed the torch from her and chased after it, but it quickly disappeared into the jungle.
 
   “I’m okay,” he said. The wound on his chest was not that deep, though it stung quite painfully. He ran over to Kate and kneeled next to her.
 
   “Kate, Kate!” he cried. His sister was unconscious, and blood was flowing out of a wound on her shoulder. Tim ripped what was left of his own shirt off and tied it around her arm. He picked her up, and started carrying her towards the cave.
 
   “Is she okay?” asked Leah, following along closely.
 
   “She’ll be okay, she has to be,” said Tim. For the first time since washing up on the island, he felt like his world was in jeopardy. “Go ahead of us, set up a fire in the cave, and make as much of a bed as you can out of the clothes in my bag.”
 
   “Okay!” Leah rushed off into the darkness. Tim carried his sister after her, gently supporting her over his shoulder while holding the torch in his free hand. 
 
   Tim had to carefully slide through the opening of the cave to make it inside with his sister in tow. Leah had built a fire at the center, and Tim could now see that there was a good amount of room on the inside, enough space for the three of them to sleep easily with room left over. He laid Kate down on the makeshift bed Leah had dutifully set up out of his change of clothes, and then held his head close to her chest.
 
   “She’s breathing okay…” he said to Leah, who was hovering over the two of them.
 
   “Tim, what was that thing?” Leah asked. She was scared, and her voice trembled as she spoke.
 
   “I have no idea,” he said to her. “But don’t worry, we’re safe now.”
 
   “How can you know that?” she asked him.
 
   “Just look at the opening of the cave, there’s no way it could make it through.” 
 
   His answer seemed to calm Leah down, at least for the moment. In truth, Tim was sure that if the beast really wanted to get in, it could widen the opening by enough to do it. The rock was brittle and thin, and the strength of the creature was beyond anything he had ever encountered before.
 
   “Anyway, just stay with her and keep pressure on her arm if it starts to bleed any heavier,” he said to Leah. “I’m going to try to get some water for her, and maybe some food if I can manage it.”
 
   “Tim, you can’t go back out there!” Leah cried. “You can’t, we have no idea how many of those things could be out there!”
 
   “I have to, and I’ll be fine,” he said. Tim could see Leah shaking visibly. As he started towards the opening, she grabbed his hand, and rested her head on it in desperation.
 
   “Please, Tim,” she whispered, the fire lighting up her face and revealing tears in her eyes. “Don’t leave me…”
 
   He stopped, and then turned back, wrapping her in his arms. They had all been through so much. Tim was doing what he could, and trying to keep their spirits up, but there were no guarantees on anything. What was going to happen to them in the end, he wondered. Leah cried silently against his shoulder as he held her.
 
   “I’ll be right back,” he said to her. “I promise…”
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 24
 
    
 
   The look on Leah’s face reflected all of the stress and hardships she’d been through in the past 24 hours. Tim cupped her cheek in his hand, and then turned back towards the exit. He picked up his torch, relit it in the fire, shouldered his now empty backpack, and slipped out into the dark and dangerous night.
 
   The jungle was still as Tim walked across the clearing. There was no sign of the beast from before. He made his way down the path he had taken before, and after a couple of minutes, reached the beach. The stars could be seen clearly above now, bright enough that the torch almost seemed unnecessary. Tim took a second to appreciate the sky, but was brought back to reality by the sound of the grass moving behind him.
 
   He turned around and saw a small island mouse hopping out of the jungle, and breathed a sigh of relief. After sticking the bottom of his torch into the sand, Tim set to work climbing one of the nearby coconut trees. The bark was hard to gain purchase on, and though it made him feel incredibly vulnerable, he was forced to toss his sword into the sand in order to climb more easily. When he made it to the top, he pulled a couple of the green coconuts out of their perch and dropped them down below.
 
   He slowly descended from the tree, and collected his things. In the end, he decided to crack one of the coconuts open right there on the spot. It was tricky, but he managed to get it open after playing around with the edge of his sword. Clear coconut water spilled out of it, and he drank it thirstily, feeling a little guilty for not being able to share it with Leah and his sister. It was essential, however.
 
   The old man had originally given Tim an animal skin flask to bring with him. He had stupidly left it behind, assuming that it would just take up space in his bag. Remembering the action made him realize just how much his perspective had shifted in the past day. Things were totally different now, and the journey that had started off in such a light hearted manner was now a life or death struggle against the elements.
 
   Tim opened up two of the coconuts in the end, drinking their fluid and storing them in his bag along with a number of untouched coconuts, both ripe and unripe. He started back towards the shelter, but as he approached the path, he saw something that made him stop dead in his tracks.
 
   A pack of three beast like creatures, similar to the one he had fought off before, was pulling something out of the water. Tim immediately stuck the end of his torch into the wet sand, extinguishing it. He crouched low, pulling his backpack over his shoulder and holding the hilt of his sword tightly. The group of them was about 100 yards away, a distance the seemed miniscule, given how fast he had seen the other one move.
 
   The creatures pulled a dead body out of the sand, one that Tim recognized. It was one of the female staff members from the ship, one of Leah’s friends. The creatures were ripping her body apart, devouring her flesh and spilling blood into the water. It was a horrific scene, and Tim was forced to watch it. He knew that any movement he made would attract their attention, and land him in a similar fate.
 
   The beasts ate the corpse quickly. The fur around their faces was covered in blood and gore by the end of it. They then slowly meandered their way back to jungle. Tim had never seen any animals like this before, and felt fear coarse through his body as he thought back to Leah and Kate in the shelter. He started off back down the path, moving quickly and silently through the jungle.
 
   With his torch put out, there was nothing to light the way. The depths of the jungle seemed even more threatening and suffocating in the darkness of night. He could only move at a much slower speed while focusing on not making noise, and as such, it took him much longer to find his way back than it had on the way out. When he broke through to the clearing, he saw that the fire inside the cave was still lit and breathed a sigh of relief.
 
   Before he headed inside the shelter, he doubled back around to the pond under the waterfall. He took out the two empty coconuts he had drunk from earlier and filled them up with the crystal clear water. It worked quite well, and he tucked the two makeshift bottles under his arm and hurried back to the cave.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 25
 
    
 
   Leah was still awake when he got back. Her face lit up when he slipped through the entrance.
 
   “I couldn’t sleep,” she said to him. “I heard something outside and thought it was, well…”
 
   “I’m fine,” he said to her. “It was nothing…”
 
   It was too early to tell her about her friend, the ship girl, Tim decided. He knelt down next to his sister and put his hand on her face. Her temperature was normal, and the wound seemed as though it had stopped bleeding. He took a small scrap of leftover material from his shirt, wet it with water, and used it to clean her face.
 
   “I’m so scared, Tim,” Leah whispered to him. He smiled encouragingly, and then sat down next to her.
 
   “Don’t be,” he said, putting his arm around her shoulder. “We’re going to be fine…”
 
   Tim felt Leah push up against him. Her hand traced a path down his chest, across his stomach, and came to a rest on top of his crotch. It was almost as though the fear had been banished from her, and he figured that it was due at least somewhat to the desire curse. She began rubbing her hand between his legs, quickly spurning his cock on towards hardness.
 
   He glanced over at his sister. She was still asleep. It felt like a betrayal, in a way. The love that he had for Kate was different, though. He was her brother, and though they had crossed over that line a couple of times, things would go back to normal once he found a cure for the curse. With Leah, the situation was different. He had no emotional hang ups, and if it wasn’t for the fact that his sister was sleeping so close by, Tim was sure that the two of them would be making love.
 
   “Leah,” he said to her. “Kate is right there…”
 
   She put her finger up against his lips, and then kissed him deeply. He found himself kissing her back. When it came down to it, he was glad that she hadn’t heeded his protest. She was a beautiful girl, with large, soft breasts, and curves in all the right places, and he wanted her, badly. His cock was aching for release, and she seemed more than happy to give it to him.
 
   Leah reached inside his waistband and wrapped her soft hand around his dick. She started stroking him, slowly and sensuously. His shirt was still missing from earlier in the day, and the scratches from the beast on his chest were healing, but exposed. Leah kissed them gently, and continued downwards. She pulled down his shorts, and began kissing the head of his cock.
 
   Tim stifled a moan as Leah went to work blowing him. She sucked his dick gently, using her soft lips and moist tongue to add even more sensation to the mix. He looked down at her, and she met his gaze. Her beautiful eyes seemed to be those of a seductress, and looked up at him with a horny intensity. After just a few seconds of this, Tim knew that he had to have her.
 
   He rolled Leah onto the cold of the cave floor and mounted her. Pulling her shirt off and her panties down, he found that she had tan lines underneath. Somehow, they just seemed to make her even more attractive. He pushed his cock against her pussy and found it wet and inviting, and slipped it in easily. Her cunt seemed to pull with a force of its own, and soon enough he found himself pounding into her with lustful fury.
 
   Leah was biting her lip, doing everything she could to keep from moaning. Tim could tell that she was enjoying the sex immensely, and as she went into the throes of an orgasm, he held her head against his chest. She bit his shoulder and let out a small, quiet cry. He began to fuck her even harder, and after a minute, he couldn’t hold out any longer.
 
   “You shouldn’t…cum inside me,” Leah whispered in between pleasured breaths.
 
   Tim was lost in his own world, and the words didn’t register in his mind. His dick exploded, and the first few blasts went deep inside her before he realized what he was doing. He pulled out once reality descended upon him, and Leah sucked the last of his cum out of his dick. Tim thought he heard something come from Kate’s direction, but when he looked over, she still seemed to be asleep.
 
   “I…I think I love you, Tim,” Leah said to him. He didn’t know how to respond. How much of it was her own feelings, as opposed to the curse? Rather than leaving her heart broken and disappointed, Tim kissed her gently on the forehead and gave her a hug.
 
   “We should get some sleep,” he said to her.
 
   The two of them moved to their respective bedding areas. The fire had gone out, and the cave was slightly colder in the night. Tim had already loaned out his extra clothes to his sister and Leah, and he found himself shivering with cold. It was hard for him to get any rest, and after a couple of minutes, he slipped over to the cave’s entrance. The sound of both Kate and Leah’s heavy breathing confirmed to him that they were asleep, and he slipped out into the clearing. 
 
   It was warmer outside, and he sat leaned against the wall of the cave, right to the side of the door. Part of him had felt guilty before for not keeping watch when he got back from his night time trek. The creatures owned the island, not them. If he wanted to keep all of them alive, his only hope was to stay attentive, to never let his guard down. He had brought his sword with him, and he looked at the blade of it as he held it in front of him. Suddenly and completely unexpectedly, the blade shifted, and he could see the face of Jarovian in its reflection.
 
   “Read the tome, Tim,” said the voice of Jarovian. “I gave it to you because I knew you would encounter great evil.”
 
   Tim dropped the blade in shock. He had figured that there was some type of magic in it, but this was a surprise. He quickly picked it up and looked back at the sheen of the blade, but saw nothing.
 
   “Read the tome, huh?” he whispered to himself. “Just what exactly is in it that would be so helpful?”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 26
 
    
 
   The morning sun was bright and bold. Tim had managed, in the end, to get a couple hours of sleep. He wiped the weariness out of his eyes and slipped into the cave. Leah was still asleep, but Kate seemed to be back to her alert and enthusiastic self.
 
   “Hey there, baby bro,” she said to him. “Any chance for breakfast in bed?”
 
   “You have no idea how glad I am to see you awake and back to being your usual self,” he said to her with a smile.
 
   He brought out one of the ripe coconuts, and after spending a little time chopping into it with his sword, he managed to split it into two halves.
 
   “It’s not much, but it will have to do until I find something more substantial in the jungle,” he told her.
 
   The two of them began munching on coconut. It tasted amazing, but then again, anything would after not eating for over a day. They saved a portion of it for Leah, and she woke up shortly after.
 
   “Mmmm…are we still on the island?” she asked groggily.
 
   “Yep, for now at least,” answered Kate. “You look tired Leah. Did anything happen last night that I should know about?”
 
   Tim did her best to avert his gaze. Had she been awake after all? After a moment, Kate laughed, breaking the tension.
 
   “I’m kidding, of course,” she said. “Anyway, what’s the game plan for today?”
 
   “Well first off, we need food, there’s no getting around that,” said Tim. “I’ll head deeper into the jungle to look for it…”
 
   “What about the beasts?” asked Leah. The last word left her mouth quietly, as though even just bringing them up might be enough to summon another attack.
 
   “I don’t think they come out during the day, really,” he said. “I didn’t see any sign of them until the sun started to set. And anyway, even if I do run into one, I should be okay as long as I can see it ahead of time.”
 
   Kate and Leah gave each other a concerned look.
 
   “And what about us?” Kate asked.
 
   “Well you, for one, are going to stay in bed and rest,” said Tim. “Just let me handle things. Leah, you can gather firewood and maybe berries and nuts close by, if you want, but I really need you here for Kate in case something happens.”
 
   “Gotcha,” Leah said in response. Tim looked at the two of them and wondered if they were really going to be okay on their own. The relationship between them was a little rough, especially given the effect of the curse on their emotions, but he hoped that the circumstances would let them cooperate well enough to stay out of trouble.”
 
   “Alright then, I’m going to head out,” he said. “I’ll be back as soon as I either find something edible or the sun starts to set. Don’t freak out if it takes me a little while, I’ll be fine.”
 
   Tim grabbed his sword, one of the coconut gourds to hold water, and the backpack. He started to leave, and then remembered the incident the night before, and doubled back for the tome. It was still cold to the touch, and seemed to weigh more than it should for a book of its size. He slipped it into his bag and headed off.
 
   He made his down through the jungle and back to the beach. There were still some signs of the carnage from the previous night near the spot where he’d seen the creatures. Blood seemed to be drying slowly in the sand, some of it had been washed away but much of it remained, almost as a totem to the island. He kicked sand over it as much as he could, not wanting Leah or Kate to have to see it.
 
   There were more coconuts up in one of the trees and he gathered a couple of them. They took up a lot of space in his bag, and Tim quickly found that it was more effective to just gather them and bring them to the base of the path. He managed to find a good amount, and then began walking along the edge of the beach.
 
   Tim couldn’t help but look out to sea as he did. Part of him expected a ship to poke its way over the horizon, and to rescue them and bring them all to safety. He knew that it wasn’t going to happen, at least not yet. They had to survive here, and figure things out for themselves. It almost seemed like it was a part of his journey that had been ordained from above.
 
   He thought about Marco, and wondered if his friend’s fate had been better or worse than his own. Tim didn’t know if he would ever see his friend again. He had originally convinced Marco to come, and felt more than a little guilty and responsible for whatever it was that had happened to him.
 
   The water was warm, and Tim stepped out into it. He could see tiny little fish swimming about, but whenever he stepped to approach them, they seemed to hurry off. He thought for a second about trying to turn his sword into some type of makeshift spear, and then had a better thought.
 
   Using his bare hands, he dug down into the wet sand of the upper surf. There had been massive amounts of shells on the other side of the beach, and he had seen a couple here, too. After a couple minutes of dispersing the upper levels of sand, he had found a number of clams. He gathered them up into his bag, and dumped them in a pile over by the coconuts.
 
   Tim spent the next couple of hours attempting to use his back pack as a fishing net. He came really close a couple of times, but ended up not being able to lock any fish inside of it. After that, he went on a lap around the beach of the island, digging for more clams and collecting any coconuts he found that were easy to grab, of which there were plenty.
 
    
 
   When he arrived back at the entrance to the path, the evening was fast approaching. Tim felt hungry, and wondered about what his sister and Leah had been getting up to. He collected as much food as he could carry into his bag, and headed back to the cave.  When he made his way out of the jungle and into the clearing, he saw Kate searching through a bramble of bushes.
 
   “What are you doing up?” he asked her. “Kate, you need your rest…”
 
   “I can move around just fine,” she said. “I don’t want to hear it from you and I definitely don’t want to hear it from her!”
 
   She gestured behind her. Leah was on the other side of the clearing, looking for edible plants and berries.
 
   “She’s just worried about you,” Tim said to her. “We both are,”
 
   “Oh yes, I know just how worried the two of you are,” Kate said. Her words were dripping with ire. Tim felt his heart crack a little on the inside as he heard her speak.  He had betrayed his sister last night, and it felt terrible. But she was his sister, and the way that he hurt her was not a way that a brother should be able to hurt a sister.
 
   “I’m sorry Kate,” he said to her. “Do you want to do something later, maybe go for a walk, just the two of us?”
 
   Kate’s attitude seemed to shift for a moment. She looked at him with soft eyes, the eyes of a vulnerable bunny.
 
   “Okay,”
 
   Tim smiled at her, and then walked further into the clearing. Leah turned towards him and smiled warmly as he approached. She went to give him a hug, and he quickly reciprocated and then stepped away, not wanting Kate to see him wrapped in her embrace for too long.
 
   “Hey,” she said to him. “How was your day?”
 
   “Not too shabby,” he said. “Coconuts and clams, mostly. What about you, did you guys manage to find anything?”
 
   Leah pointed to some coconut shells that had been set up near the entrance to the cave. They were all full of blue and red berries.
 
   “There’s actually a good number of them on the edge of the jungle,” she said. “And yes, they’re edible, I made sure of it.”
 
   “Awesome, let’s bring it all into the cave and gather some firewood for tonight.”
 
   There was plenty of dry drift wood down by the beach, and after a couple of trips, they had plenty for the night. The sun was setting on the edge of the horizon, and as Leah and Kate busied themselves with setting up dinner, Tim couldn’t help but wonder if they were in for another attack that night. He had his sword on him at all times, but the group he had seen down by the beach the night before had been formidable. He wasn’t sure if there was much he could do if they showed up in numbers.
 
   Tim remembered the old man’s words, and then realized with a start that in his hurry to use his bag to collect food, he had left it down by the beach. He hopped up and slipped out of the cave door, taking a lit torch with him, just in case.
 
   “Where are you going?” asked Kate.
 
   “I will be right back, you guys just hold tight for a second.” He said.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 27
 
    
 
   He passed through the trail quickly, and was down by the beach in a little more than a minute. The tome was on top of a rock right where he left it. He picked it up, and was surprised by the feeling it gave him when he touched it. The book was still cold, but it seemed to almost be pulsing, or beating, to a constant rhythm.  Tim sat down on the sand for a second and opened it up.
 
   He was shocked by what he saw when he looked into it. The images he had remembered seeing when he had first glanced over it were still there, along with the arcane words and inscriptions. He turned towards the end of the book, where he had remembered seeing a number of blank pages, and was surprised to see some writing and a picture that he was sure had not been there before. Written in English, in rather fanciful but still very neat and readable hand writing, was a message.
 
   “You’re going to need this one very soon, boy
 
   Try not to experiment with any of the rest unless you absolutely have to
 
   - Jarovian”
 
   On the page next to the message was drawn a large tracing of a hand, with a small  clock above it. Tim looked at it for a second, and then slowly began to set his palm down on top of it.
 
   “Hello there,” called a voice. “How are you, this fair evening?”
 
   “Hello?” Tim called back. The voice had caught him off guard, and he immediately scrambled to his feet, pulling out his sword.
 
   “That’s no way to greet somebody you’re just meeting, now is it?” The voice called.
 
   Before Tim could react, he was knocked backwards and completely off his feet. He landed hard on his back in the sand, his sword thrown askew. He quickly pulled himself back into a crouching position, and got his first look at what had attacked him.
 
   It was a girl, an attractive girl, with an athletic, wiry frame. She was clad in a strange looking fur top and skirt. The top managed to cover her medium sized breasts and nothing more. Her hair was a brownish red and cut short, hanging wildly in the wind. Her eyes were intense looking, and almost cat like in appearance.
 
   “Oh wow, you are quite the find, indeed,” she said to him, walking closer. He looked around for his sword, but couldn’t immediately see where it had landed.
 
   “Who are you?” he asked the girl. “I didn’t know there were other people on the island…”
 
   The girl smiled at him, and stepped even closer. Her face was right in front of Tim’s now, and she was strikingly beautiful. She leaned her face in close to his, and licked her lips.
 
   “I’m going to have fun with you, that’s for sure,” she whispered. Suddenly her arms were around him, and she kissed him savagely, pushing her tongue into his mouth. Tim felt his cock surge up into an erection. He wanted this wild woman, he wanted her bad.
 
   A noise broke him out of the embrace. Several of the beast creatures had made their way out of the jungle, and were slowly closing the distance. 
 
   “We have to get out of here!” Tim yelled, grabbing her hand and pulling her with him. The girl just laughed, and dug her hells into the sand.
 
   “Oh no, trust me, we’re fine!” she said, still laughing maniacally. 
 
   Tim saw the hilt of his sword poking out of the sand, right next to where the tome was on top of the rock. He grabbed it and turned, pulling the girl behind him as he prepared to face off with the beasts. She was still laughing, and neatly slipped under his sword wielding arm, into the range of the creatures. The beasts looked at her, but made no move to attack her.
 
   “See, they like me,” she said to him. “In fact, they listen to me…”
 
   The look in her eyes was wild and unnerving. There were five of the creatures and all of them were slowly approaching Tim, ready and able to attack.
 
   “I like you though, I don’t want to do anything bad to you,” she said. “Just come with us, you’ll see!”
 
   Tim made his move, knowing that the only way out was to catch them off guard. He threw himself at the nearest one, swinging his sword and cutting a deep slash into its. It howled in pain, and then another one slammed into Tim, knocking him back. He landed right next to the tome. Looking over, he saw the outline of the hand again. The monsters were closing in on him, and in desperation, he slammed his palm down onto the page of the book.
 
   Suddenly, the whole world seemed to slow down. The creatures that had been rushing at him just a moment ago now seemed to be traveling at a third of their speed, or slower. Tim stood up. He could still move at his usual speed, if not slighter faster, even. For a moment, vertigo almost overtook him and he felt his insides wrench up as his brain struggled to adjust to what it was seeing. He shook it off, and then moved forward towards the beasts.
 
   It was like the difference between night and day. The beasts may as well have been puppies for all the trouble they gave Tim. He swung his sword into them, cutting them deep, and seeing droplets of blood hang in the air for ghastly amounts of time. The scene was gruesome, and it felt like it was the antithesis to what he had seen the night before. Two of them he cut down completely, and was sure were dead. Two others tore off into the jungle, and he let them go. The last one seemed to be headed towards the path, and he chased after it at a medium jog.
 
   And then, he was on the ground, with stars filling his vision. He had been hit from behind. Darkness, was sweeping across his vision, a familiar sight to him, at this point. The last thing he saw was the wild girl, laughing and moving at the same speed as him. The book had been left open, and she had… It was hard for him to make the connection. His last thoughts were of the camp, of Leah and his sister, and of his own failure to protect them from the madness of the island.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 28
 
    
 
   “Rise and shine, sleeping beauty,”
 
   Every part of Tim’s body ached with a pain that ran deep to the bone. His wrists were wrapped tight by vine like ropes and strung out to the side, leaving him hanging limply, his bare feet grazing the floor. He slowly opened his eyes, and saw little more than darkness.
 
   “What…where am I?” he asked. His voice was weak, and strained. It felt like it had been days since had last eaten or drunk anything and his entire face throbbed and ached.
 
   “Oh come on now,” said the voice. It was the voice of a woman, a voice that Tim thought he could just barely recognize. “I didn’t hit you that hard, did I?”
 
   That was right, he had been fighting. His last memories were of combatting the beasts of the island on the beach, and almost being overrun. He had used the book, used a spell from it, and then a girl had shown up. The girl…he struggled to make sense of his memories.
 
   “You…you used the book, too?” he asked. The question felt dumb as it left his mouth. Of course she had, the book had given him speed, magical speed, and she was the only one that managed to catch up to him. He had left it open, stupidly.
 
   “What’s the deal with that book, anyway?” asked the woman. “I haven’t had much luck with it, at least not since you used it originally.”
 
   “Where am I?” asked Tim. “What do you want from me?”
 
   “That is the operative question, isn’t it?” joked the voice. Tim shifted some of his weight onto his limp and seemingly ineffectual feet, and felt waves of pain course through his arms as the blood returned to them.
 
   “Who are you?” he asked. He felt like he was grasping at straws. Nothing made any sense.
 
   The last thing Tim had been doing, before the battle, had been collecting food. Kate and Leah and him, they had all been stranded on the island. Thrown off course on route to Manai, instead they had been had found themselves on an abandoned tropical oasis in the midst of the ocean. 
 
   What had become of them, Tim wondered. How long had he been captive? He had no way of knowing, and from the demeanor of the girl, who was, as far as he could tell, his captor, there would be no answers.
 
   “My name is Mona,” said the girl. She had a glib edge to her voice, as if she relished in proving people wrong.
 
   “Mona…” said Tim. “Why do you have me here? How is this…”
 
   He heard her laugh, and then footsteps approaching.
 
   “To be honest, I was planning on doing with you what I do with all of the humans who wash up,” she said. “Taking everything you have, and then letting my pets enjoy a feast. But you…you are too interesting for that, don’t you think?”
 
   Tim said nothing. It was hard to see anything in the dark, but he squinted, and tried to force his eyes to make out the features of the girl, to no avail.
 
   “What is your name?” the girl asked.
 
   He was silent for a moment, and then felt a sharp and unyielding pain tear through his chest. He screamed, and then breathed heavy as the girl pulled back her hand. The nails of her fingers had gone into the skin of his chest, drawing blood.
 
   “My name is Tim,” he said, quietly. “It’s so nice to meet you.”
 
   “Likewise, Tim!” she said. His sarcasm was completely lost on her.
 
   “Anyway, Tim, I like you,” she said. Tim could hear her footsteps drawing closer to where he hung limply. He tensed up, expecting a blow, but instead, felt one of her hands run across his chest softly.
 
   “You…what?” he asked. It took him a moment for the dots to connect. She was a woman. The curse was still in effect. Just because they were enemies, and he was her captive, did not diminish its effect.
 
   “I like you, Tim,” she said. Her hand ran down his bare chest and settled itself into the waistband of his ragged shorts. “I like your body, I like your mind, I like your name…Tim.”
 
   He felt her breath against his neck, hot and powerful. His arms were still bound, and there was nothing he could do in response other than submissively let her go about her way. Her hand slipped into his shorts and made its way down to his member, which was quickly becoming excited by her movements.
 
   “Let me go,” he said. “If you like me so much, let me go. It’s the best thing you can do for me…”
 
   Mona laughed, and then he felt a sharp and painful tear as one her nails raked across his chest. He stifled his cry, and felt an incredibly weird juxtaposition as his cock continued to swell under the touch of her other hand.
 
   “I like you too much to let you go,” she said. Her hand was jerking him off faster now, and his dick was fully erect, tenting his shorts and pointing at her like the needle of a compass. “It’s not so bad here. If you are nice to me, I’ll be nice to you…”
 
   Mona dropped down to her knees and slowly began to lower Tim’s shorts down to the cold rock floor of the cave. His cock sprung loose. He couldn’t see in the dark, but her hot breath let him know that her mouth was right in front of it.
 
   “I am being nice to you, Mona,” said Tim. He was torn on what to do in the situation, but knew this would be his best chance to talk his way out of it. “If I wanted to, I could strike you down with my eyes alone,”
 
   It was a bluff. Tim had no such powers. If he had followed the advice of Jarovian, the old man that sent him on his mission and entrusted him with the book, he very well may have. The book was full of arcane magic, he had known that from the very beginning. If had read more of it earlier, things might be very different.
 
   “I don’t believe you, Tim,” said Mona. “But that’s okay, I still like you…”
 
   She licked his shaft from the base to the tip. It felt amazing, and Tim let out an involuntary moan. The craziness of the girl and his current predicament made absolutely no sense to him, but he couldn’t resist giving in to the sensation. He said nothing as she proceeded to lick more of his cock, and brought her soft lips down on the head of it.
 
   Mona began sucking him off like a wild woman. That’s what she was, as far as Tim could tell. Her style was rough and sensual at the same time, moving fast and slurping in a way that caused him to focus even deeper in on the sensation. It felt amazing, and when contrasted with the pain she had inflicted on him before, it seemed to feel even better.
 
   “Do you like that, Tim?” asked Mona.
 
   He remained silent. It felt incredible, and he did like it, but his pride and conscience wouldn’t let him admit it.
 
   “Answer me!” 
 
   Mona lashed out, clawing him on the chest again with her sharp nails. This time, she didn’t stop, and continued raking at Tim’s chest until he began to scream out in pain. He could feel blood trickling down in small streams, and hot fire seemed to pulse across his skin.
 
   “Tim, I love you…” Mona said. “Why do you want to hurt me?”
 
   Tim didn’t say anything. Instead, he focused on his breathing, and tried to relax as much as he could.
 
   “I think we’re done for now,” she said. There was a momentary silence, and then Tim felt the tension supporting his arms give away. He collapsed to the floor, his leg muscles unsteady and unused to carrying his full weight. All of his body seemed to ache and burn as his blood began to flow normally again, along with his bleeding chest.
 
   “When you’re ready to talk to me in a civil manner, just bang on the bars,” said Mona. “And I’ll come back…”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 29
 
    
 
   Tim was alone in his cell, and even more disoriented. There was only a sliver of light coming in through the bars of the cell door, from a torch that Mona had lit on her way out. It gave him just enough of his vision back to look around, but not enough to really illuminate the room. He was unable to learn much from what he could see.
 
   The walls were rough and jagged, and mostly black and grey smeared with brown dirt. The floor looked as though it had been ground out over time, with some lumps and pits on its surface, but a uniform structure. It was cold, and Tim felt himself wishing that he had more than just the rags of his original clothing.
 
   For the first time since his capture, he took a moment to think about Kate and Leah. They had been back at their shelter when he had gotten caught up with the beasts. It was hard for him to have any optimism when he thought about their fate. This was clearly not an island for humans, or at the very least, not for the three of them.
 
   He wondered just how they must be coping with his absence. Time found himself hoping that they had played it safe, but knew deep in his heart that there was almost no chance of it. His sister, with her fiery personality, would be unable to accept his disappearance, and there was also no way that the kind hearted and emotional Leah would be able to cope with him being gone.
 
   “I’m okay,” he muttered. His voice was still ragged. As far as he could tell, it had been days since he’d last had a sip of water. But the words were true. He was okay, and far from being defeated.
 
   A noise began to echo down the hallway, and Tim pulled himself into a crouching position as a figure appeared on the other side of the bars. It wasn’t Mona, and it wasn’t one of the beasts. It was a man with a long, wild beard, and a strange smile on his face.
 
   “I brought you some food,” he said. “Not much, I honestly don’t think you deserve any. But Mona insisted.”
 
   The man had a plate of food in his hands, and he brought it down to a small slit in between the bottom of the bars and the ground. He slid it through very carefully, pushing it towards Tim.
 
   “Thank you,” said Tim. “Why…why am I here?”
 
   “Because we brought you here,” said the man. “For the record, I am also asking the same question. You should be long dead by now.”
 
   “What’s going to happen?” Tim asked. “What…just what does Mona plan for me?”
 
   “You ask these questions as though her plan is something that has been explained to me,” the man said. He was intelligent, and though his beard was unkempt and dirty, it seemed to give him an air of wisdom.
 
   “I know nothing, and I can tell you nothing more,” he continued. “The only reason I follow what Mona says is because she is my leader.”
 
   “She is your leader?” Tim asked. He was unable to stifle the small chuckle that crept into his throat. “That’s a little hard for me to believe.”
 
   “I don’t give a damn what you believe. She’s the leader for a reason, and I don’t challenge her authority for the same reason.”
 
   Tim smiled at the man’s words. He stood up in his cell and walked over to the plate by the door, picking it up slowly.
 
   “I thought she was just some crazy nympho, judging by her behavior,” Tim said. “Her lips felt great on my cock, though.”
 
   The words seemed to affect the bearded man as though they were powerful blows from a fist. His face twisted into a glare, and Tim watched as the man’s emotions began to run wild.
 
   “You motherfucker,” he said. “You’re only alive because of her, if I were you, I would pick my next words very carefully.”
 
   “I’m going to fuck your boss,” said Tim. He took a look at the food, and disdainfully set the plate down on the floor. “I’m going to fuck her, and cum deep inside her.”
 
   This was too much for the man outside the cell. He broke into an angry howl, and slammed his fist into the wall. Tim began laughing, watching on as the man’s rage got the better of him.
 
   “What, was that a little bit too real for you?” Tim asked. “I’m going to fuck her like the slut she is. She wants it, she wants it bad…”
 
   The man pulled something out of his pocket. Tim knew what it was without even having to see it. The bearded man pushed it into the key hole of the barred door, unlocking it and swinging it open.
 
   “I’m going to make you pay for those-“
 
   Tim slammed himself into the man before he could finish his sentence, knocking him back against the hard rock wall of the hallway. This was exactly what he had been hoping would happen, and he was ready. The man slammed into the rock wall, and exhaled sharply.
 
   Tim took his fist and drove it against the man’s face. He landed one blow and missed another, painfully grazing the rough rock with his knuckles. The man retaliated as he regained his composure, kneeing Tim in the ribs and then pushing him back.
 
   “Mona! Get the beasts! The bastard is loose!” The man called over his shoulder. 
 
   The action gave Tim an opening, and he took complete advantage of it, swinging his balled fist hard into the man’s jaw. He crumpled under the blow, almost as if Tim had found an off switch. Tim reached down and picked the key ring out of his pocket, and then bolted into the darkness of the unfamiliar hallway.
 
   He only made it a couple of feet before the sound of approaching footsteps reached his ears. The hallway was dim, and he could only make out dark silhouettes headed his way. One of them was clearly Mona, and the two others were beastlike in form.
 
   “Why can’t you just play nice?” called a voice, Mona’s voice.
 
   “I’m not nice. Get the fuck out of my way,” yelled Tim.
 
   He was outnumbered, and this time, there was no way for him to turn the odds in his favor. One of the beasts charged at him and swung its claws wildly. He only managed to dodge partially, and his already wounded chest suffered another ugly gash.
 
   He fell to one knee, forcing himself to stand. Mona had her arms crossed and stood observing, almost separate from the action. The two beasts both stepped towards him, and he ran forward, throwing himself against them in a desperate attempt to break through.
 
   Tim was knocked down to the ground. Several blows rained down on his back and head, and he felt himself slipping into unconsciousness.
 
   “Don’t hurt him!” Mona cried. “He only likes it when I hurt him!”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 30
 
    
 
   “Why can’t you make things easy for yourself, Tim?”
 
   Tim was lying in his cell, chest down on the cold rock floor. He could feel a not entirely significant amount of blood dripping out of his chest, making him light headed as he slowly lifted his neck in a way that allowed him to look at Mona.
 
   “Let…me go,” he said. His voice was dry and desperate.
 
   “I can’t do that, Tim,” said Mona. “I don’t want to do that. I want you to stay…”
 
   She walked towards him, and crouched down next to his body. One of her hands rubbed his back in an encouraging, soft manner.
 
   “I want you to want to stay…” she whispered.
 
   Tim was silent. His body burned with fire and ached to the bone. He could feel his injuries, and they felt serious. The risks posed by blood loss and infection were real, and it was hard for him to formulate a response to her bizarre admission that didn’t reveal just how broken and discouraged he was becoming.
 
   “Tell me about the book, Tim,” she said to him.
 
   He remained silent. There was nothing that Tim wanted to say to her. 
 
   “If you tell me about the book, I can help you more Tim,” she said. “To be honest, I don’t mind having you under lock and key. It’s nice to just be able to see you, even if it’s obvious that you hate me so much.”
 
   “I don’t hate you,” he said. “I hate this.” His fist slammed down against the rock floor, as hard as he could make it happen, which was not very hard in his exhausted and injured state.
 
   “I need to know how you turned it on,” Mona said. “It worked for me before when I first found it and you, but nothing has happened with it since. Explain to me how to make the magic work, and I will reward you…”
 
   She ran her hands across Tim’s broad shoulders, and then straddled his waist. Her weight pushed his body against the floor, intensifying the pain of his injuries but also exciting him slightly. Tim reached his hand behind him and towards he, and felt her wrap her fingers around it.
 
   “Is it your hand?” she asked him. “Is that where the magic comes from?”
 
   Tim felt his hand make contact with paper. It was the book, and she rubbed the old and dusty page against his palm. And all of the sudden, everything changed.
 
   The first thing Tim noticed was that he could see more. He could see a lot more. It was as though his mind had been keyed into a CCTV system. There were two more visual outlets that he was observing through.
 
   The same phenomenon seemed to extend to his body and thoughts. He could feel extra bodies, there were two more beyond the one underneath Mona. And these ones felt like him, exactly like him, except they were not injured. They seemed to be completely fresh.
 
   His thoughts raced. Three sets of his thoughts raced. Somehow, he knew what these strange, other bodies were thinking. He was these other bodies, and they were him. Mona caught sight of one of them in her peripherally vision, and turned to look.
 
   “What…the fuck?”
 
   “Hey,” all three of the bodies chimed in unison. 
 
   The two Tims that had appeared from the ether stepped towards Mona, and pulled her off Tim. It was a strange and unnerving sensation for him to be in all of the bodies at once, but something about it also seemed incredibly natural and fluid.
 
   “How is this possible?” screamed Mona. Her voice had a hint of fear in it, and her eyes panned from one of Tim’s bodies to the next.
 
   The Tim closest to Mona stepped up to her and clamped a hand over her mouth. She tried to pull it off, but the other conjured Tim pinned her arms behind her back. The original Tim slowly pulled himself to his feet, and smiled as he walked closer and stood in front of Mona.
 
   “I was warned once that powerful black magic was infused into that book,” he said. “I guess there’s no way you could have known. It’s a shame you couldn’t get it working, yourself.
 
   Tim looked out through the eyes of the clone holding her mouth shut, and loosened his hand, allowing her to talk.
 
   “There is no way out Tim!” she said. “Nobody ever leaves the island! You can do whatever you want to me and still never find your freedom!”
 
   “Hmmm…I like the sound of that,” Tim said. “Well, at least part of it.”
 
   The look in Mona’s eyes was not entirely rebellious. She looked from one Tim to the others, and seemed to have a glare of temptation on her face, as if daring all of them to do something, but also wanting them to.
 
   Tim – the original Tim, approached Mona and gingerly began taking her shirt off. It was a rough garment, clearly fashioned from materials on the island, and it came off easily. Mona’s breasts were medium sized, and very nubile. Tim felt his cock begin to stir, and he realized that for the first time since being captured, he was the one in control.
 
   “What are you going to do, Tim?” asked Mona. There was a challenging tone in her voice. He could tell that even though he was now clearly the one with the power in the situation, Mona was just as attracted to him as ever. He ran his hand across her nipples, feeling how perky they were and becoming even more turned on.
 
   “I’m going to get out of here,” Tim said. “But first, I’m going to even the score between me and you.”
 
   The two Tims holding Mona began to grope at her body roughly. Tim could see and feel through their eyes, and watched as Mona began moaning with uncontrollable desire. His cock was fully erect now, and he pulled Mona’s shorts off as the other two held her up by her shoulders.
 
   “You’re very forward,” said Mona. “I like that.”
 
   Tim signaled to one of his copies and a hand was clamped over Mona’s mouth. He pulled down his pants, and had the other Tims lean Mona onto her back. He could feel the curse working through him, influencing his emotions and spurring him into a state of lust. At this point, there was no turning back. He had to fuck Mona, he had to get release.
 
   He lowered himself down and between her legs. The other Tims helpfully pulled her thighs up, giving him easy and convenient access. Mona’s body looked incredibly erotic, totally naked, pinned down to the ground, as it only existed to be on the receiving end of his cock.
 
   Tim slid up into her. Her pussy was tight, but wet and inviting, and with a little effort he managed to slide it about halfway in. The sound of Mona releasing a small cry was muffled by the hand of one of the other Tims. He was too distracted by the amazing sensation of her inner cunt to take any notice.
 
   “Mona, you’re so tight,” Tim said. “God damn, I guess your pussy hasn’t gotten much use on this island.”
 
   Her eyes seemed to waver for a moment, as if in confirmation. Her whole demeanor was a complete reversal of the domineering role she had played before. It was almost as though she was an innocent virgin, intimidated by the feeling of a big cock inside of her.
 
   Tim began to push into her faster, feeling his own sexual impulses take control. The two copies were aroused now, and one of them pulled out its own cock and pushed it against her lips, silencing her in a new and much more pleasurable way. Tim could feel it in the back of his mind, and the sensation was confusing, but immensely enjoyable, so much so that he found himself controlling the third copy and having it also pull out its own hard dick.
 
   The three Tims shifted their and Mona’s position to allow them all access to a hole, with the last one pushing his dick into her tight, puckered asshole. It was a rough fit, and Tim could feel Mona reacting to the intrusion with squirms and squeals. It was too late for any of them to stop now.
 
   They all began to fuck Mona as though she were a mindless sex toy. They pumped into her roughly, and Tim could feel all of their dicks thrusting and being absorbed by her orifices. It was unlike anything he had ever experienced before, and pushed him, all of them, into an animalistic sexual state that was only concerned with one thing.
 
   After several minutes of fucking Mona, Tim could feel three simultaneous orgasms building within him. He pulled out of her three times, and all of the Tims pushed her body down flat on the floor of the cave. 
 
   With each of them aiming their cocks at her face, tits, and chest, they all exploded, covering Mona with an enormous amount of white hot sticky cum. She was in a daze, and seemed to be almost unaware of what was happening.
 
   Tim breathed heavy as the sensation faded, and he felt the three of him merge back through the same magic they had been initially conjured with. He looked around the cell, with just him and Mona in it now. She was lying on the floor, eyes closed and body limp. He slowly grabbed the book from where it had been dropped, and then after slipping out the cell door and locking Mona in behind him, he headed off into the freedom of the hallway.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 31
 
    
 
   The darkness in the cave was almost suffocating. Tim had to make his way by feeling along the edges of the wall with his free hand. He carried the book in the other, though it served almost no use in the pitch black of his current predicament.
 
   The only light to be found was in the few torches that were scattered along the walls. By the light of one of them, Tim managed to make out the diverging paths of an intersection. He approached with the utmost caution. Sounds seemed to echo throughout the rock tunnels, and he could hear the growls and footsteps of the beasts without being able to pinpoint exactly where they were coming from.
 
   There was a tunnel going left, and a tunnel going right. None of this was familiar to Tim. They had brought him in when he had been unconscious. As far as he could tell, neither of the paths had any sort of marking, nor any hint as to where they led. Tim chose one of them at random and headed down it, figuring that indecisiveness was of no use in his current situation.
 
   The tunnel began to slope upwards. Tim moved faster down it, hurrying forward and beginning to crave outside air. He heard a noise coming from further up the tunnel, and stopped quickly, fearing the worst. It was the sound of footsteps, and this time, it was easy to work out that they were headed towards him.
 
   There was no time for him to react. Tim wasn’t going back to his cell. He barreled forward, and collided into the creator of the noise head on.
 
   “What the fuck?” cried the man. It was the same man that Tim had encountered in his previous escape attempt. He was knocked over easily, caught unaware as Tim threw his shoulder forward and against the man’s body.
 
   As the man fell to the ground in a crumpled heap, Tim charged forward. The darkness began to give way to light. There were more footsteps coming from further head, and the sounded inhuman in nature. There was no turning back at this point, Tim knew, and he pushed ahead regardless.
 
   Sunlight poured into his eyes as he turned around the final corner, blinding him. The basic outline of what was clearly one of the beasts that had been dogging him throughout his entire experience on the island loomed in front of him. Tim didn’t falter, and walked towards it with his free hand curled into a fist.
 
   The beast was wary for a moment, but threw itself towards Tim without too much hesitation, growling and thrashing. He was used to their movements at this point, and easily dodged to the side. The beast whirled, and Tim kicked out hard, colliding his heal into its head and knocking it back.
 
   He kept moving and pushed out, through the entrance of the cave and into the light. He was at the bottom of a cliff, with a huge palm tree extending up. It was a spot that he and his sister, Kate, had passed during their initial exploratory lap of the island.
 
   There was no time for him to think about the past. The monster was close on his heels, forcing him out into the sand and towards the edge of the ocean. Its eyes were full of intensity, and it slowly approached Tim, saliva dripping from its bear like jaws.
 
   Tim knew that if more showed up before he could get into the jungle, it would be the end of his escape. His only hope was to take it out, and tie the final loose end up in a nice and neat little package. He opened the book, attempting to read from it and flip through pages while still keeping his attention focused on the danger at hand.
 
   The beast was not stupid, and it rushed at him without fear. Tim jumped to the side, but the beast had more room to maneuver outside, and it was harder for him to dodge its attack. The teeth of the monster latched onto the rags of his pants and thrashed, knocking him off balance. He dropped the book in the fray, and was forced to roll further away in order to avoid the downward strike of the things claws.
 
   It came at him again almost immediately. This time, Tim had both of his hands free, and knew that playing defense was impossible. He ducked under the jaw of the beast and pushed his shoulder against its neck. The size difference between them made it impossible for him to leverage it, but his hands were able to reach around to its face.
 
   Tim was not interested in fighting by any rules other than the rules of survival. He jammed his thumb into the eye of the beast and pushed in hard, feeling his finger nail pierce into soft, wet, flesh. The beast attempted to pull back, reeling from the pain, but Tim wrapped his other arm around its neck and clung to it as he trusted into the vulnerable spot that he had found.
 
   The beast rolled, and Tim was knocked free. The monster howled in pain. It came at Tim again, but its movements were loose and inaccurate. He easily dodged the clapping of its jaws, and then began to pound his fists, with all of his fingers laced and balled up like the head of a mace, into its skull. 
 
   He put all of his strength into it, which was even more considerable given the effect the curse had taken on his body. The beast yelped after the first blow, was dazed by the second, and completely knocked into submission by the third and fourth. Tim continued pounding away for a long while after that. He realized he was screaming with every strike, and wasn’t sure if it was from adrenaline or the increasingly gory scene that he was creating with his hands.
 
   Eventually, the beast lay still. Tim used the last of his energy to run as far down the beach as he could, stepped a couple feet into the jungle, and finally collapsed into an exhausted heap right in front of the very same spot where he had been initially captured.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 32
 
    
 
   The sun was out, and the air was hot. It took Tim a minute to get used to it. The dark, damp environment of the cave had become his baseline. 
 
   He walked over the sand, briefly looking across the beach for any of the belongings he had with him when the beasts had attacked, and finding nothing. Granted, they had taken the book, which also probably meant that the rest of his stuff, and his sword in particular, was probably still in their possession.
 
   He made his way forward, through the jungle and down the path he had cut to the shelter. It was all so familiar to him, but he found himself tripping over roots and getting cut by branches as he rushed to make it back. Eventually, he could hear the sound of the falling water, and knew he was close to both the small freshwater pond and their shelter.
 
   Tim took in as much of the scene as he could as he spilled out into the clearing. It looked much the same as it had right before he had been captured. Time had worked strangely underground, and it was hard for him to determine exactly how long he had been away for. 
 
   There was no sign of Leah or Kate. Concern and fear began to race through him as he unsteadily walked over the entrance of the shelter. He was covered in dirt and dried blood. The wounds on his chest were well on their way to becoming infected, and his hair was a matted, tangled mess. All of these things combined were not enough to stop Kate from immediately lighting up at the sight of him.
 
   “Tim!” she yelled. Her eyes were wide with disbelief, and her mouth agape with shock. She took a small step towards him, as if fearing that he might disappear on closer inspection, before rushing over and wrapping him in a tight embrace.
 
   “Hey sis,” he said. “I’m back.”
 
   She sobbed against his chest, her tears mixing with the mess that already covered him. He cradled her head in his arms, and leaned from side to side slowly, comforting her as though he was the older of the two siblings.
 
   “You bastard,” she whispered. “How could you…leave?”
 
   “I’m sorry, trust me, it wasn’t my choice,” he said. “I’ll tell you the long version as soon as we work things out. Where’s Leah?”
 
   Kate looked up at him, her eyes full of tears and emotion. Her face told Tim all that he needed to know. He pulled her back against him and continued comforting her as she shook and sobbed against him.
 
   “Hey, hey, it’s ok. It’s ok,” he said. “We’ll figure things out…”
 
   He silently cursed himself for letting it happen. He had loved Leah, and the pain that was tearing through his own heart perfectly reflected the discord of his sister. It was his fault for being weak. It was his fault for getting captured. It was his fault for not getting back sooner, and most of all, it was his fault for not seeing it coming.
 
   “Kate, I have to get myself cleaned up,” he said to her. Several emotional minutes had passed, and Tim was back into action mode. He knew what he needed to do. Now was not the time for them to give up, they needed a plan, and they needed to get organized.
 
   “No!” Kate said quickly. “You can’t leave again!”
 
   “It’s okay, I’m just going to the pond,” he said. “I’ll be right back.”
 
   “That’s where Leah…” her voice trailed off, and she swallowed deeply. “That’s where they came and…took her.”
 
   “I’ll be okay,” he said. “They already took me once, and I came back.”
 
 
   Kate glared at him. Tim couldn’t help but smile. It was terrible to put his sister through anything more, but seeing a flash of her regular, feisty and spirit and personality was enough to put him back in a good mood. She walked over to the corner of the cave, and pulled something out from a pile of his old clothes.
 
   What Tim saw in her hand instantly brought joy to his eyes. It was his sword, the gleam of the pummel and punishingly sharp edge of the blade unmistakably familiar to him. He took it from her hand, and swung it through the air a couple of times, reminding himself of its heft and balance.
 
   “Hell fucking yes! This is the best news I’ve gotten in days,” he said. He couldn’t resist smiling, and when the impulse seemed to pass to Kate infectiously.
 
   “I love you so much, Tim,” she said to him. She hugged him around the waist tightly, underneath the guard of his sword. “Don’t ever leave me again,”
 
   “I won’t, Kate,” he replied. She tilted her head up, and kissed him, their tongues greeting each other as their mouths pressed together passionately. Tim felt himself becoming a little excited, and couldn’t keep his heart from flaring up as he thought about all of the times he and his sister had made love over the course of the past few days.
 
   The broke their embrace after a few more moments, and Tim set to work organizing his recovered supplies. He still had the tome, and Kate had also found his back pack. The other items the old man had entrusted to him were apparently still missing, either lost to the tide or still held by the beasts. He still had his belt loop for his sword around his waist, and he slid it in, feeling comforted by the weight of it hanging where it belonged.
 
   “Come on,” he said to Kate. “I have to get cleaned up."
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 33
 
    
 
   Tim led the way to the small pond in the clearing. It was only a short walk from the cave. The sun was out, and the surface of the pond seemed to glimmer in an almost picturesque fashion, with the waterfall streaming down from the cliffs above only adding to the scene.
 
   He felt a small sliver of pain shoot through his heart as they made their way to the edge of the water. This is where they had been reunited with Leah, and according to Kate, this is also where she had met her end. Tim sighed and sat down on the edge of the bank, letting his feet drop down and wash clean.
 
   “How did it happen?” he asked. Kate was walking behind him, and stood a few feet away, out of his view. He felt like there was suddenly an immense distance between them, and Leah’s death was the main culprit.
 
   “They showed up the morning after you were taken,” she said. “We’d been up the entire night, trying to make sense of it all. Trying to keep each other, well, trying to keep each other from giving up. Doing whatever it took.”
 
   “We thought it was just the two of us left, Tim. There’s no way I can really describe what it was like.”
 
   Kate walked over and sat next to him, dropping down slowly. She seemed fragile, somehow. She was different from the sister that Tim knew and remembered from before their journey. No, that wasn’t entirely true. She was the same girl, but she had grown up, and he had to protect her now more than ever.
 
   “And then the next morning, she went to fill up the coconut cups,” Kate said. “And…and she…”
 
   “It’s okay,” Tim said, putting his hand on her leg. “You don’t have to say anything else.”
 
   He rubbed her thigh encouragingly, and then stood up and began to disrobe.
 
   “I’m just glad that you’re okay. I don’t know what I would have done if I’d come back and you’d been gone, too. Probably would have gone insane, to be honest.”
 
   Kate avoided eye contact for a moment, and then looked at Tim and forced a smile onto her face. He smiled back, and his was genuine. He loved his sister, and felt blessed just to have her there with him.
 
   Tim took off the last of his clothes. The act of being naked in front of his sister still felt slightly taboo, but he was past letting himself care that much. He slipped into the water, finding it to be cooler than expected, and began to wash himself.
 
   The time he’d spent in the cave had coated him in a layer of fine, powdery dirt, along with adorning his hair with muddy clumps of filth and soot. He scrubbed raucously where he could, and then began to carefully wash the mess that was his chest.
 
   The wounds that he had accumulated on it were not as severe as they had initially seemed. His body had already begun to scab, and though the injury still looked nasty even after he had washed it, for the most part it did not seem to be infected.
 
   “What happened to you, Tim?” Kate asked him. She was looking intently at his wounds.
 
   “Nothing too bad, honest,” he said. “The beasts captured me, but they were kind and gracious hosts. There were some humans with them, too. The sooner we can get off this island, the better…”
 
   Kate gave a serious, concerned look. Tim just smiled back at her.
 
   “But, in the meantime, we might as well make the best of it!”
 
   He scooped some of the cold water into one of his hands and splashed his sister playfully. She flinched from the temperature, and then glared at him.
 
   “You just declared way!” she said. 
 
   It took Kate a moment to strip down to her bra and panties, and then she cannon balled into the pond next to Tim. The two splashed each other fiercely. Their movements drew them closer together, and soon enough, they were play wrestling and attempting to dunk each other underwater.
 
   “Sorry sis, I think this might be an unfair match up,” said Tim.  He used his size advantage on her to flip her upside down and dunk her head first into the water. He felt her hand brush across his naked member as she resurfaced, which was quickly growing hard from the excitement.
 
   Kate wrapped Tim in a bear hug and attempted to retaliate in kind. He was too heavy, however, and she ended up tipping them both backwards into the pond.
 
   As they both came up for air, Tim pulled his sister in close and hugged her, for real. She laughed, and then saw the serious look in his eyes and became aware of just how close to each other they were, and how naked they were.
 
   “I’ve missed you a lot, you know, Kate,” said Tim. “Things were pretty weird in that underground cell,”
 
   “Oh, I can imagine,” she replied. Their eyes were locked onto each other’s, and a powerful air of tension was quickly settling over them.
 
   “We should have dinner, soon,” Tim said. His face was slowly leaning closer to his sister’s, and he could feel his erection pressing against her leg under the water.
 
   “Yeah, we should,” said Kate, softly. 
 
   Tim leaned in all the way and kissed her, and instantly the two were groping at each other hotly. He pulled himself onto the bank of the pond and led Kate up by her hand, and then pushed her down against the soft grass and straddled her.
 
   Kate was kissing his neck, arms wrapped around him, and breath hot on his ear. Tim unhooked her bra and roughly pulled it off her, followed by her panties. His cock was rock hard now, and he pushed it against his sister’s entrance, impatient in his need to be inside her.
 
   Kate moaned, and pulled him into her. His cock slid into her wetness smoothly and easily. Kate was tight, but she wanted Tim to fuck her, and her cunt reflected that. Tim began to thrust, kissing his sister passionately as he did.
 
   The two were lost in their own world of pleasure. Tim felt the same guilt rise up in his mind, the guilt of the taboo, the guilt of taking advantage of his sister and circumstances and the curse, and pushed it out. He wanted her, badly. His cock ached for release, but he also needed something that only she had to offer. Her love, and acceptance, and warm familiarity, all of these things were there for him, not for the taking, but for the sharing.
 
   “Oh god, Tim,” said Kate. Her hands were pinching into his back as she breathed heavily. “I love you, little brother…”
 
   The words pushed Tim over the edge. He began to fuck his sister faster, and harder, pumping in and out of her as though it were the only thing his body knew how to do. Her hips thrust up against his, and she began to buck wildly as her body passed into orgasm.
 
   Tim didn’t last long after that. The feeling of his sister’s inner muscles clamping down on his cock felt almost like a hand jerking him off tightly. He pushed into her a couple more times quickly, and then came deep inside her.
 
   He breathed heavy for a moment, savoring the waves of pleasure flowing through and over his body, and then collapsed beside her, exhausted. Kate rubbed his arm, and then curled around his side, resting on her younger brother in much the same way a young woman would rest on her lover.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 34
 
    
 
   The sun was setting quickly, and Tim and Kate made their way back to their shelter. The cave was no longer as comforting and homely as it used to be, not with Leah gone. They did their best to keep the mood light as they built a fire and prepared dinner.
 
   Kate had gathered some coconuts and managed to find some nice oysters and crab meat in the time that Tim had been in captivity. Using one of the hollowed out coconut shells, he was able to get some water boiling for the oysters. The crab he skewered and cooked right over the fire.
 
   Tim used some of the more of the leafy foliage he could find in the jungle to hide the door of the cave as best he could. The light of the fire was mostly obscured, and the only real sign of them that could be seen came from the smoke billowing out the crack in the roof, which he hoped would not be too conspicuous. Kate looked worried as they ate, and he rubbed her wrist comfortingly.
 
   “They won’t attack us, I don’t think,” he said to her. “Not yet, at least. I left quite the impression on them.”
 
   “We’re not safe here, Tim,” replied Kate. “There’s no way they don’t know about this cave, the island is tiny.”
 
   “It’s going to take them a little time to get reorganized,” he said. “Kate, the book that the old man gave me…it’s not a normal book.”
 
   She stared at him blankly. He realized that Kate still hadn’t seen any of the book’s magic, and scratched the back of his head as he tried to think of how to explain it to her.
 
   “The book is what let me escape,” he said. “Actually, the book is why they didn’t kill me in the first place. And it will be what keeps them from attacking us, at least not immediately. Tomorrow we will get what we need together, and get out of here.”
 
   “How the hell do you plan on that?” asked Kate. “We’re in the middle of the ocean, Tim. Even a raft wouldn’t get us very far.”
 
   Tim smiled, and pulled out the book. He began leafing through its pages until he finally found the one he was looking for. He showed it to Kate, and she instantly understood what he had planned.
 
   “There is no way that will work,” she said to him. “You’re going to get the both of us killed.”
 
   “Hey, a plan is a plan,” he said. “Just trust me. This will solve all of our troubles.”
 
   The next morning, Tim began putting his idea into action. He gathered everything of value in the cave and packed away in his back pack. Kate gave him a skeptical look as they stood outside together, taking one last look at their shelter.
 
   “Alright, I’ll get us our ride,” he said. “You just hang tight on the beach and stay safe.”
 
   “I’m coming with you,” she replied. “Splitting up is the last thing we should do right now.”
 
   Tim reluctantly nodded, and the two set off. Their first course of action was to head down towards the beach, down the trail that Tim had cut with his machete days earlier. The coconut trees at the bottom still had a couple of fruit left on them, and Kate plucked one or two down from one of the lower hanging trees and tucked them under her arm.
 
   “We might be at sea for a while,” she said. “Ever little bit off food helps.”
 
   “If things go off with a hitch, we’ll be across it in no time,” Tim said.
 
   He led her down the beach, cautiously. This was the first part of the plan that posed a challenge. They traveled around the island, all the way back to where Tim had escaped from the cave. There was no sign of beasts, Mona, or anybody else outside the large craggy entrance. Tim couldn’t decide whether or not that was a good thing.
 
   There, overturned and hidden behind some jungle foliage, were a couple of small, old looking wooden dinghies. Tim had seen them right after his escape, but had not been able to imagine how they’d be useful given the vast distance of water they would have to cross, at least not right then. He pulled off some the overgrown vines and began struggling to flip one of them right side up and onto the sand.
 
   “Give me a hand, would you?” he grunted to his sister.
 
   Kate sighed, still not entirely sold on his plan, and then joined him. It took all of their strength, but they finally managed to flip it over. Tim began pushing it towards the water, and it slid relatively easily through the sand. 
 
   “You came back!” yelled a voice. “I’m so glad!”
 
   Tim turned and saw Mona rushing towards him out of the jungle, flanked by two of the beasts. He unshouldered his back pack, dropped it to ground, and then pulled his sword slowly out of its sheath.
 
   “Get behind me, Kate,” he said to his sister. Mona and the beasts slowed as they approached the two of them.
 
   “And just who the fuck is this?” asked Mona.
 
   Tim glared at her, and felt Kate grab onto his shoulder from behind them.
 
   “What the hell is going on?” she whispered. “Is this one of the other people on the island?”
 
   “It’s a long story,” he said to her. “But trust me, she is not friendly,”
 
   “And neither are you, apparently!” shouted Mona. “What you did to my pets when we captured you was bad enough, but your escape…even if parts of it were pleasurable, it was just about as debase as a man can get.”
 
   Kate shot Tim a confused look. He shrugged his shoulders and did his best to look innocent in return.
 
   “But regardless, it was another nice demonstration of just how dangerous that book is in your hands,” “Mona continued. “I’m going to need both you and your little girlfriend to come with me,”
 
   “Not a chance,” replied Tim. He stepped forward, brandishing his sword dangerously and staring Mona and the beasts down.
 
   “That’s really not a good idea,” Mona said.
 
   “I think it’s an excellent idea,” he said. “Kate, take the book out of my bag, now!”
 
   As soon as the words left his mouth, the two beasts charged forward. He threw himself towards them, swinging his sword wildly. He managed to score a hit across one of their snouts, and took a blow to the shoulder from a paw.
 
   “The book Kate!” he yelled. “Get it open!”
 
   “What page?” she cried back. “What do you want me to do with it?”
 
   Tim was distracted by the two beasts closing in on him, and rightly so. His sword was still held tight in his hand. He wasn’t going to let it be knocked away, not this time. The two of them were getting out of there, no matter what. 
 
   “I never wanted to fight you, Tim,” said Mona. She was back a small distance from the action, and had a genuinely conflicted look on her face. “Just join us. It’s not so bad here on the island. There’s more through traffic than you would expect.”
 
   “I’m going to have to respectfully decline,” he said. One of the beasts charged forward, and this time Tim reacted in time to thrust underneath its guard, jamming the blade deep into its skull. He quickly pulled the sword out, and the creature fell limply to the side.
 
   As he moved towards the other one, two more beasts rushed out of the cave, along with the man that Tim had seen underground. The look on his face was one of unbridled fury.
 
   “You bastard!” he cried, starting towards Tim. “I will make you pay for hurting her.”
 
   “Easy, Anders,” said Mona. “I want him alive,”
 
   Tim held his sword out in front of him and cut through the air a few times as he moved back and towards Kate. The boat was on the edge of the water, and she was leaned up against it. The three remaining beasts, Mona, and Anders had surrounded them. Their only escape would be out to sea, but with so many enemies to keep at bay it seemed like an impossible path.
 
   “What are we going to do, Tim?” asked Kate. The look on her face was fearful, and her eyes seemed to reflect their approaching doom.
 
   “Simple,” he replied.
 
   Tim dropped his hand down on the cover of the ancient tome that Kate was still carrying. He felt a strange energy spark between his fingers and its inside as he opened it.
 
   “Stop him!” yelled Mona. “Don’t let him use the book!”
 
   It was already too late. Tim flicked it open, to no page in particular, and pushed his palm against the page. A bright white light began to emanate from his chest, blinding him and the beasts, which cowed back in fear. It felt hot, and seemed to vibrate the air around him, releasing a high pitched tone that hummed inside his ears.
 
   “This thing could really use a table of contents,” he muttered. As Tim looked down at his body, which admittedly was impressive in its brightness, he wondered just how the spell he had cast would work.
 
   “Get him!” Mona. “Before he does anything else!”
 
   One of the beasts began moving towards Tim. He lifted his sword and swung it as though to warn it off and was surprised by a bright arc that seemed to form in the air in its wake and fly forward. The arc struck the beast and severed it in two, along with a number of palm trees and jungle vegetation behind it.
 
   A moment of quiet interlude followed for the next few seconds. Tim stared down slack jawed at his sword and body. Mona and the rest of her group stared in much the same way. Only Kate seemed to still have her composure, and she busily flipped through the pages of the tome, looking for something.
 
   “Alright, so if I were you, I would call off this attack,” Tim said.
 
   “You bastard!” cried Mona. “You kill my pets, and expect me to just turn away?”
 
   She began walking towards him, slowly and deliberately, unafraid. Tim pulled his sword back, preparing for another swing.
 
   “I’m not going to give you another warning, Mona,” he said. “Back off…”
 
   She acted as though she didn’t hear him, closing the distance even faster. He cut the air with his sword, and again, a blinding flash of light coalesced into a forward moving killing arc, headed straight towards Mona. Her reflexes were good, however, and she leaped high into the air, dodging it neatly. The man Anders, who Tim remembered roughing up during his escape, wasn’t so lucky, and took the cut right across his neck, severing his head from his body neatly.
 
   “He was in your position once, I hope you know,” said Mona. “Just another castaway here on my island, completely innocent. I spared him! I spared his life, and you kill him like a butcher.”
 
   Tim was silent, and the spell chose that moment to begin to die off. His body stopped glowing, and he could feel the magic fading out of him. Mona and the remaining to beasts rushed towards him.
 
   “I found it Tim!” yelled Kate. “Get in, now!”
 
   She had pushed the boat into the shallows and was crouched inside of it. The book was held open in her hands, and Tim could see from the illustration that it was exactly the page they needed to make use of in order to escape. Unfortunately, he had to deal with his remaining enemies before that could happen.
 
   The first beast to reach Tim still seemed wary, and approached him as though he could still use the magic from before. Tim used this to his advantage and rushed forward, skewering the thing through the mouth and yanking his sword back out in two quick, successive motions. 
 
   Mona and the other one were on him immediately aft. He whirled, and stabbed into the attacking beast as it pulled up on its hind legs. His strike pierced through the stomach of the beast, but the way it twisted afterwards pulled his blade out of his grip.
 
   Mona knocked into him immediately after, taking advantage of the opening. He landed on the sand, and she landed on top of him, clawing at his chest and shoulders. Tim shielded his face the best he could and tried to unmount her, but she was stronger than she looked.
 
   “Why?” she cried, pounding her fists on his chest. “Why, Tim…?”
 
   He began to feel less like he was fighting for his life and more like he was fending off a scorned lover. Tears were streaming down Mona’s face, and the blows she rained down on him began to be less and less severe.
 
   “Things could have been so different,” she said, quietly. A ragged sob leaked out of her throat, and she collapsed her head onto his chest.
 
   “Tim, push her up!” cried Kate. She had pulled his sword out of the chest of the beast, and was rushing over with it.
 
   “No!” he called back. “No, it’s okay Kate. She’s not a threat, anymore,”
 
   Tim lifted the physically and emotionally exhausted body of Mona off of him, and set her down in the sand. She continued to cry as he stood up and began walking over to the boat.
 
   “Mona, I’m sorry…” he said, turning away from her for the last time. She made no reply, and continued lying on the sand, breathing heavily and defeated.
 
   “Let’s go,” said Kate.
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 35
 
    
 
   The two of them climbed into the small boat. The book was still open on the page that Tim needed. The picture depicted a huge wave, with a boat underneath, within its curl.
 
   “If we try this and it doesn’t work, we will both end up dead,” Kate said to him.
 
   “Yeah, well if we don’t try it, we will also end up dead,” he said back. “Just trust me. Or at least trust in the fact that I usually have pretty good ideas.”
 
   Tim took a small oar that was on the bottom of the boat and began rowing them a short distance out, just far enough for the water to start to get deep. He looked back at the shore of the island, and was a little surprised by just how small it looked. Mona was still lying on the beach, tiny and defeated.
 
   “It was a pretty nice place, you have to admit,” he said.
 
   Kate stared at him blankly.
 
   “I think your memory is selective,” she said. “I hope we never see it again.”
 
   Tim smiled at her, and then placed his hand down on the page of the book. Nothing seemed to happen for several moments, and then suddenly, he felt a tremor begin spreading through the water.
 
   “I think it’s-“
 
   He was cut off in mid-sentence by a tremendous crashing noise. Behind them, a wave had formed, matching the one depicted by the book almost perfectly. It pushed into the back of their boat, and Kate and Tim were forced to cling desperately to the frame in order to keep from being knocked overboard.
 
   “Jesus Christ!” screamed Kate. They were being thrown forward at an incredible speed. The ocean in front of them was flat and calm, and they flew across it as though their boat was a high speed race car.
 
   “Just hang on!” yelled Tim.
 
   He half expected the wave to overtake them, or for them to hit a divot or bump in the sea, but it never happened. The wave just kept pushing them further out, faster and faster. After several minutes of harrowing speed, the crest of water began to disappear as mysteriously as it had formed. Tim and Kate continued gliding for several hundred feet across the water, keeping much of their speed but moving much more smoothly.
 
   “Wow,” said Tim. “Well that was something.”
 
   “It pushed us pretty far,” said Kate. “The island…it’s gone.”
 
   It was true. Looking back, all Tim could see was blue. There was only ocean in every direction. A strange sense of aqua phobia settled over him as he realized just how far out they were, completely surrounded by a desert of water.
 
   “Well, I guess we should just keep going straight, right?” said Tim. “We’ll reach land eventually. I kind of do wish we had a map, or something that could lead us from here.”
 
   “Like this?” asked Kate.  She dug around in his pack, and pulled out both the map and compass that he had been sure were lost. It was a sight for sore eyes, and he pulled her into a hug to celebrate.
 
   “Awesome!” he said. He took both of the items into his hands and looked at them carefully. The map was only of their final destination, the island of Manai. The compass, well, it seemed like any ordinary compass. His excitement began to fade as he realized how limited the two were by that, even used together.
 
   “Hmmm…” he said. “Unless this thing is somehow magically pointing towards Manai, I’m not sure how much it will help us,”
 
   Tim was amazed but what happened next. The needle of the compass began spinning wildly, and continued for a second or two, before finally settling on a direction that was diagonally to their right.
 
   “I think that old man thought this whole mission through a little more than you’ve been giving him credit for,” said Kate. She was smiling, and Tim couldn’t help but smile too.


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 36
 
    
 
   “Are you just going to read that thing for the entire trip?”
 
   Tim looked at his step sister Kate, who was treading water in the ocean next to their boat. She smiled at him, and playfully splashed some water his way. Her aim was intentionally off, but he still pulled the worn, leather bound book he was reading out of her range.
 
   “Hey, excuse me for being productive,” said Tim. “I just want to be ready.”
 
   It was their second day at sea. The ocean was calm and free of waves, and the sky above their heads had a brilliant cerulean glow, without a single cloud to block out the sun’s rays. It was midafternoon, and the two had spent the past few hours resting.
 
   “Come on, baby brother,” said Kate. “Will you hop in if I start to drown? What if I need the big, tough life guard to save me?”
 
   “Then you are out of luck,” replied Tim. He turned to the next page of the tome. The old, ink blotched illustration was of a crudely drawn man seeming to split into two. Tim had a good feeling that he knew what this one did. He flipped to the next page, and saw a picture of a dark figure with what looked like fire erupting from his arm.
 
   “You might want to swim a couple of feet further out for this one,” said Tim.
 
   Kate gave him a curious look. Before she had started to move, he had already dropped his hand onto the outline of a hand that had been sketched onto the adjacent page. There was a bright white flash, and Tim felt his body pulse with heat and energy. All of the force seemed to flow into his hand, all the way up to the tips of his fingers, and he involuntarily extended his arm out, away from the boat.
 
   And he did it just in time. Fire exploded out of his palm, scorching the air as if it had come from a powerful flame thrower. The heat didn’t seem to affect his hand or arm, but the rest of his body had to lean back, wavering under the intensity of the temperature.
 
   After about a second, he closed his fist, and the magic came to an end. The boat was unharmed, and that was the main thing he had been worried about. He sat down on one of the benches inside of it and tried to convince his heart to stop pounding out of his chest.
 
   “Jesus, Tim,” said Kate. “Maybe give me a little more warning next time?”
 
   Tim smiled at his sister. She was glaring at him, and her lips pouted in a way that he found both hilarious and cute.
 
   “Hey, I did,” he said to her. “It’s not my fault that you don’t know how to listen.”
 
   “You jerk, I’m climbing back in and am going to kick your butt!”
 
   “See, it’s like I said. All that saltwater in your ears is probably what’s doing it.”
 
   Kate swam over to the edge of the boat and pulled herself up and over it. She had stripped down into her bra and panties before getting into the water, and the sight of her nicely sized breasts and firm, well-shaped butt made Tim forget himself for a moment.
 
   “Well, I will say one thing,” said Kate. “That’s the spell you should use if we run into trouble.”
 
   “Let’s hope that we don’t,” said Tim. “We’ve already had to deal with more than enough…”
 
   It felt like wishful thinking, but he didn’t say as much to his sister. Everything that they had heard about Manai, and even they vague hints he’d been given by Jarovian, it all seemed to suggest that they were heading into a hostile situation.
 
    “So just what is your plan, anyway?” asked Kate. “We get to the island, dock the boat, and then what?”
 
   “We have to find the girl,” he said. “Lucia…”
 
   Lucia was the entire reason he had sat out on this journey in the first place, and she only seemed to pose more questions in his mind. What did she like? What type of person was she, to warrant all this trouble? And how would the curse affect her, if it did?
 
   “That’s such a pretty name,” said Kate. “I hope it’s not giving you any ideas…”
 
   Tim smiled at her and leaned back against the side of the boat.
 
   “You really need to work on your jealousy issues, Kate,” he said. “I mean seriously, sis, it’s just unseemly.”
 
   “Of course, I’m your sister. Right,” she replied. “I guess that means that my body doesn’t do anything for you, huh?”
 
   She unhooked her bra, and slowly began to lower it down the front of her chest. The look on her face was devious, and she began to enjoy herself even more as she saw Tim try to avert his eyes.
 
   “Stop that, Kate,” he said to her. “We have to slow things down a little. You really are my sister…this can’t keep going on between us.”
 
   “Oh, I know, Tim,” said Kate. “Of course!”
 
   She slipped her bra off completely and let it drop down to the floor of the boat. Her breasts were perky, and her tan lines made them seem slightly lighter in complexion than the rest of her body. Tim felt his eyes being drawn back to her, and it was almost impossible for him not to look as she hooked her fingers under the edge of her panties and slowly began to wiggle out of them.
 
   “I think I need to air dry,” she said. “Man, all of this seawater is rough on my muscles…Do you mind rubbing my shoulders out for me?”
 
   “Kate…” said Tim. “I…I can’t.”
 
   “You can’t, or you won’t?” she whispered to him.
 
   The boat was tiny, and Kate only had to move towards him slightly to be encroaching on his personal space. Tim knew that he should put his foot down, and put a stop to it before anything started up, but he found himself letting things play out, his cock beginning to stir within the confines of his tattered shorts.
 
   “Come on baby bro,” whispered Kate. “Let’s make the most of this…”
 
   Kate kneeled in front of him, and lowered her hands down onto his crotch. Tim felt the protesting voice inside his head begin to fade as his sister began to massage his cock through the fabric of his shorts. It was wrong, what they were doing. But somehow, it drove him wild with arousal.
 
   “I just want to take care of you, Tim,” said Kate. “You take care of me so well…let me do the same for you.”
 
   She pulled down the zipper on Tim’s pants and then slid them down and off his legs. His dick pushed up against the fabric of his boxers, and Kate quickly took those off him as well. She slowly brought her face back in close, and let her hot breath tease his sensitive member, smiling at her effect on him.
 
   “Oh god, Kate,” he said. She opened her mouth, and licked a drop of pre cum off the head of his cock, bringing them back into the illicit and forbidden territory that they seemed to so often end up in. She pushed the tip of it against her lips, and slowly allowed his rock hard dick access to the warm confines of her mouth.
 
   It felt amazing. Tim had let himself forget how good it felt to let his sister please him. His mind had walled off the memories of their sexual encounters, possibly due to their intensity, or the taboo. But feeling her sucking him off was quickly bringing it all back, and sending waves of pleasure shooting through his body.
 
   Kate was bobbing her head up and down on his cock in a gentle, rhythmic manner. This time, she truly was his older sister. Her tongue was working itself against the shaft of his dick so softly, so comfortingly. The lust that was raging inside of Tim seemed to serve an almost sharp and unnerving contrast.
 
   “Kate,” he said. Tim looked deep into her eyes, and then placed his hands on either side of her head and guided her up. He caressed her cheek with his hand and kissed her deeply, feeling her passionately respond in kind.
 
   The boat was rickety and uncomfortable, but Tim went out of his way to set the clothes down in a way to make it as accommodating as possible. He lowered his sister down onto her back, and pushed up into her. The waves of the ocean had picked back up, and seemed to help him along as he began to thrust into her deeply.
 
   “Oh god yes, Tim,” she whispered into his ear. “I…love you. I love you, Tim,”
 
   The way she said it almost gave him pause. He couldn’t stop fucking her though, and the way he felt inside…it wasn’t far off from that emotion. He began to pump into her harder, responding to her with his actions instead of words.
 
   Kate was moaning, and began to bob her hips up in time with his rhythm. Her cunt was tight, and it grew even tighter as she cried out and began to melt into an orgasm. It didn’t take many thrusts for Tim to catch up with her, and he blasted his load deep inside his sister’s pussy. 
 
   And for some reason, he felt himself become very confused.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 37
 
    
 
   Tim and Kate held on tightly to the boat as a gigantic, conjured wave swept them up. The spell had worked wonders in moving them across the sea so far, and in the waning hours of daylight, the two focused on covering as much distance as they could.
 
   The sun was setting on the horizon as the water pushing them died out. They were still drifting, and Tim held off using the book to launch them forward again momentarily. The reflection on the ocean in front of them was a deep orange red, almost alien in its intensity.
 
   “Hey, look!” yelled Kate. She was pointing a little off diagonally from the sun, to a smudge on the horizon.
 
   “That’s got to be it,” said Tim. He pulled out their compass and confirmed it.
 
   “Should we try to get there tonight?” asked Kate.
 
   “No,” said Tim. “Even with the book, and the magic, we’d be going in blind.”
 
   He had spent a good amount of time experimenting with the arcane tome at sea. Much of it was essentially unintelligible to him, but he recognized the drawings on some of the pages that he was sure that he had used before. Splitting into multiple copies, slowing time, expanding the range of his sword, and even the fire and water conjuring had all been straightforward enough to figure out. The rest of the book, he was rightfully wary of.
 
   “So what then?” asked Kate.
 
   He knew what she was asking. Their food and water supplies had been running low for the past couple of days. The island wasn’t just their destination, but their salvation. Part of him was also yearning to set foot on dry land as soon as possible.
 
   “Let’s just get as close as we can, and circle around,” he replied. “If we can get in close enough and find a safe place to drop anchor, then maybe we can grab some resources.”
 
   Kate nodded. Tim used the book again, and they braced themselves as another wave pushed them along quickly. They were closer now, maybe within a couple of miles, and could start to make out details on the island.
 
   There was a city right on the coast, with modern buildings, bright lights, and a large port full of huge ships. About half the island, from what they could see, was covered with a dense jungle, much like the one they had been shipwrecked on before. It was bigger than what Tim had been expecting, and somehow, more intimidating.
 
   Tim pulled one of the oars lying on the bottom of the boat and began rowing them in closer. As they approached, more details of the city began to become visible. There were several tall buildings, and what looked like a developed downtown area, but within a half mile of it was the decay and poverty of wooden shack town. Overall, the city looked as though it was a combination of immense wealth and inequality.
 
   He steered their little ship over and away from the dock and city, towards the undeveloped area on the other side of the island. The rowing was slow going, but he was cautious at this point about using the book to propel them. This was a rescue mission, and their secrecy was of the utmost importance.
 
   Kate crouched behind him, with one of her hands flat against his back. He realized that it wasn’t there to encourage him, but for her own sake. She was nervous, and for good reason. They were headed into a situation with more unknowns than they could count.
 
   “Let’s just find a spot where we can lay low for a while,” he whispered to her. There was no chance of them being heard at the distance they were from the island, but he figured it was better to be safe than sorry.
 
   “Okay…” said Kate. “I’m alright, Tim. This doesn’t scare me.”
 
   “Good, it shouldn’t. We’ll be fine. This will be a piece of cake as long as we don’t rush it.”
 
   Tim glanced down into the water. The moon was out, full and shining its unobstructed light down onto the ocean. He could just barely make out the sea floor below. He dug his oar in and pulled back, bringing them in closer to the shore.
 
   They had chosen a spot to dock a couple of kilometers outside the city. It was a small beach backed by dense jungle. The contrast between it and what they had seen in the urbanized areas before seemed to be a clear reflection of the disproportionate development of Manai. Tim continued rowing until the boat made rough contact with the sand of the beach.
 
   “We need to stay quiet, and find a place to sleep for the night,” whispered Tim.
 
   “Are you sure this is a good idea?” asked Kate. “Maybe it’s better if we just wait for the morning…”
 
   “We’ll be okay, just stay close to me.”
 
   Kate took his advice literally and clasped her hand around the waistband of his shorts. He walked forward slowly. It was easy enough to see by the light of the moon, but the thick foliage in front of them was almost a mirror image of the island they had just left.
 
   Luckily, Tim had learned a lesson from it. He pulled out his sword, silently giving thanks for it as he did, and cut through some of the bushes that were in front of them. He started into the jungle, but was halted by Kate, who had let go of him and was staring blankly at his back.
 
   “I have a really bad feeling about this,” she said to him. “Let’s just stay here on the beach…Just for tonight.”
 
   Tim opened his mouth to object, but one glance at Kate’s face was enough to cut him off. He wanted to rush forward. He wanted to find Lucia and get his objective handled, and felt confident that he could just do it if he pushed ahead. But he had to take his sister’s feelings into consideration if there was any chance of both of them making it back alive.
 
   “Alright, that’s fine,” he said. “We can make camp here easily enough.”
 
   Tim pulled the boat onto the beach, and the two of them climbed into it. The feeling of lying in it without the rocking of the waves and shifting of the ocean after having it be a regular feature of their lives after so much time spent at sea was almost unnerving. They huddled against each other, and slowly, over the course of several hours, became comfortable enough to fall asleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 38
 
    
 
   The sun was Tim’s alarm clock, and it awoke him at first light. He slowly pulled himself up and into a sitting position in the boat. Their food supplies were running low, but he managed to cobble together a small breakfast of coconut and berries.
 
   Kate slowly woke up a couple of minutes later. Tim handed her a portion of the food and some of their fresh water.
 
   “Here, eat up,” he said. “We have no idea what today might hold…”
 
   “We should be careful, Tim,” she replied. “I don’t know if heading into the city is such a good idea.”
 
   “Relax sis, it will be fine,” he told her. “If we don’t, nothing is going to happen. We came all this way to find Lucia, and I guarantee you that she’s in the city. We’ll find her, find a way off Manai, and be back home before you know it.”
 
   She looked at him skeptically, but held her objections and began eating the food. The smell of the ocean was strong, a mixture of salt and washed up fish. Tim ate his food and then climbed out of the boat. He didn’t hear any sounds other than the wind and the calls of the various insects and birds in the jungle.
 
   He pulled out his sword and cut his way a small distance in. Kate waited at the end of the beach and just watched. Tim didn’t see any signs of humans, and the only thing that seemed to be within the foliage was lots of dew hanging from the leaves of the trees and hot, humid air.
 
   “Come on,” he called to Kate. “The city isn’t too far west of here, let’s get started.”
 
   She looked at him for a moment, her eyes full of caution and doubt. Then, she slowly began to follow down the path he had cut. Tim had his backpack on his shoulders, and Kate gripped one of the hanging straps of it with her delicate hand.
 
   “Alright, baby bro,” she said softly. “Lead on.”
 
   They made their way through the jungle. Tim tried to squeeze through gaps in the dense vegetation whenever he could, but found himself relying on his sword to clear a line through it most of the time. It was tough going, and the insects were thick at every turn.
 
   Eventually, he began to hear more than just the sound of nature. The steady hum of cars on roads greeted them, and soon after, they burst out into a clearing by a highway.
 
   “This looks promising,” said Tim. “We might even be able to hitch a ride.”
 
   Kate punched him in the arm and gave him a disapproving look.
 
   “Do you not understand the basic idea behind keeping a low profile?” she asked him. “The more people that see us, the less of an advantage we have here.”
 
   “Hmmm…you have a very strategic mind, sis,” he said. “Alright, let’s walk.”
 
   In fact, they didn’t even make their way over to the road in the beginning, at Kate’s insistence. The two of them stayed as deep in the jungle as they could while still keeping their eyes on it, and continued along in the same direction. After a few minutes, the looming city became fully visible of the sprawl of impoverished huts and shacks.
 
   Manai’s city was called, somewhat expectantly, Manai City. Tim wished that he had done more research on it and its inhabitants as they made their way towards it. There were a good number of buildings, some paved streets, cars, almost everything you would expect out of the capital of a small island nation. Overall though, it appeared to be on the small side, lacking the massive sky rises and hundreds of thousands of people that were the backbone of cities back home.
 
   They were forced to leave the cover of the trees as they made their way closer. Tim led Kate down the road, and did his best walk casually. More cars began to pass them by as they shifted from the more rural outskirts into the city proper. They were not in a busy area, and the buildings mostly seemed to be in disrepair, but they were still pulling some odd looks from the locals.
 
   It made perfect sense, for a number of reasons. The clothes that Tim and Kate were wearing, by this point, were almost completely tattered. The shipwreck and experience on the abandoned island had taken a massive toll on them. 
 
   Their light, relatively fair skin tones also stood out on against the backdrop of tanned Manai natives. Tim and Kate walked down the road, towards the core of the city, and seemed to become the center of attention as they passed people along their way.
 
   The road was concrete, but badly maintained, covered in potholes, trash, and various fluid spills from cars. Above them were clothing lines strung across the two and three story high houses and apartments, most of them designed with an architecture that looked like a reflection of Manai’s native culture. People sped by on bikes, mopeds, and motorcycles, and it seemed as though there were few, if any, traffic indicators or rules of the road.
 
   “Wow,” said Tim. “This place is…different.”
 
   “Are those...priests?” asked Kate.
 
   She pointed ahead. There was a commotion coming from down the road. There was a struggle happening between several men. One of them was carrying a pistol, and wearing basic military fatigues. The other had a long, flowing white robe, with a gold embroidered brown sash wrapped around his waist. The man wore flamboyant silver jewelry, earrings made of huge, shiny hoops, and rings on every finger.
 
   “Unhand me, this instant!” screamed to man. He spoke English with a thick Caribbean accent, which Tim could make out easily enough.
 
   “Public proselytization speeches have been outlawed, by order of General Charresso,” said the soldier. “I will let you go only if you tell these people to return to their homes.”
 
   “I will not!” screamed the robed man. He began struggling, and the soldier grabbed his arm and twisted it behind his back. Several more men appeared from the other side of the street and made their way over.
 
   “The message of the Holy Hand of the Sky Turner cannot be silenced!” screamed the man. “The people will hear his message and rise up!”
 
   One of the soldiers pulled out a small two way radio and began speaking into it. Tim realized that he was calling for backup. A crowd had formed around the scene, and he and Kate were on the edge of it. They could only blend in with the people of the island so much.
 
   “It’s time for us to go,” he said to his sister, grabbing her by the arm and pulling her back the way they had come. They only managed about twenty steps before hearing a shout that was obviously directed at them.
 
   “Hey, you!” shouted a soldier that had approached from another street. “You two, stop right ther!”
 
   Tim turned to book it, pulling his sister with him. Unfortunately, she caught her foot on the edge of a pothole and went down. He bent to help her up, and the soldier was on top of them, pistol held in one hand and radio in the other.
 
   “Hands in the air, now!” he screamed.
 
   Tim made a move to lift Kate to her feet, and felt the cold steel barrel of a pistol being jabbed against his chest. He slowly lifted his hands up into the air. Several more soldiers descended upon them, and he felt himself being forced down and against the ground.
 
   “Tim!” Kate yelled.
 
   “It’s okay, Kate,” he said. “Just don’t worry, it will be okay,”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 39
 
    
 
   They were brought inside what appeared to be a military base. The soldiers loaded them both onto a military vehicle, and drove them into the center of the city. The building was tall, the tallest around, as far as Tim could tell. No more than ten stories maximum, but it still dwarfed anything else the small island city had to offer.
 
   Tim had both of his hands cuffed behind his back. Kate was still mobile, but they were being escorted by a group of four soldiers. Any chance of escaping was incredibly remote, especially given the firepower the men appeared to be carrying. That was one thing that Manai did not appear to be lacking.
 
   There was an elevator, and the group took it up to the top floor. Tim tried to flash his sister a smile, but the soldiers went out of their way to keep them from being in close contact with each other. He gave up after one of them gave him a tap on the back with the butt of a pistol.
 
   The soldiers led them down a long hall at the top of the building. At the end of the corridor, they went through a door, and the room they ended up in was large and intimidating. A man was seated behind a desk in the center, and appeared to be a soldier himself. The men saluted him as they brought Tim and his sister over, and he stood up and smiled at them.
 
   “Welcome,” said the man as they were led in front of his desk. “Please, have a seat.”
 
   The man’s voice tone was friendly, but it somehow felt to Tim as though he was offering a command rather than a suggestion. The soldiers behind them formed a wall, keeping them from heading anywhere other than forward. 
 
   One of them took off his hand cuffs, and he rubbed his chaffed wrists. His bag and sword had both been confiscated immediately after they’d been picked up, and he could only assume that their captors must be passed the point of considering either of them to be a threat.
 
   He stepped forward and sat down in one of the chairs, with Kate lowering herself into one beside him. He looked at the man and flashed his most charming smile. The man smiled back.
 
   “This isn’t the warmest welcome I’ve ever received,” said Tim.
 
   “No, I have to imagine it’s not,” said the man. “Your name, if you please…”
 
   Tim said nothing. He wasn’t sure what was going on, and it seemed to him like the best thing he could do was offer as little information on himself and his sister as possible.
 
   “Do not be afraid, you are in safe hands,” said the man. “Here, I’ll go first. I am General Charresso, head of the Holy Royal Army of Manai.”
 
   Tim waited a moment longer, waiting until it was apparent that he would have to offer up something before opening his mouth to respond.
 
   “My name is Tim, and this is my sister Kate,” he said. “We…we were both shipwrecked, and only barely made it to your islands with our lives.”
 
   “From the cruise ship that went down, I assume?” asked General Charresso.
 
   Tim said nothing, feeling as though he had given away something, perhaps a little too hastily. There was no bluffing this man, not dressed the way they were. Their ragged clothing told no lies.
 
   “You don’t have to be afraid,” he said. “I apologize for the way we brought you in. We have not seen many Americans on our island since the beginning of the turmoil. It is very difficult for us to control our suspicions, given your governments history for getting involved in the affairs of other countries.”
 
   “It’s more than alright,” said Tim. “My sister and I were on vacation when the cruise liner went down. We spent many days on an island, before finally being able to find another boat and get here. We are just tired, and hungry.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure you are,” said the General. “Why is your sister not speaking up more?”
 
   Kate snapped to attention, a nervous look flashing across her face.
 
   “I, I’m sorry!” she said. “I’m just exhausted from the ordeal.”
 
   General Charresso smiled at her. Tim looked at him, and then glanced around the room. The soldiers did not seem to be any more at ease now than when they had first arrived.
 
   “Again, it is I who must apologize,” said General Charresso. “The island is not in the best situation, politically at the moment. Our previous Emperor went mad with power, and we…the people and the military, were forced to take control here. You must know how it is as Americans, we were not free under the old regime.”
 
   He looked at Tim and his sister, as giving them room to speak up.
 
   “The priests of Makano have taken advantage of the transitional period we are in. You may have seen them already. They preach against the progress that the people want. They even send men to their deaths in bombings, just to chip away at the society of the island for their own purposes.”
 
   The General sighed, and shook his head. He reached under his desk slowly, and when his hand came back up it had a pistol in it. Tim quickly tried to stand up from his seat, but rough hands pushed him back down in it. Kate managed to get out the beginning of a scream before a soldier clamped his hand over her mouth.
 
   “Now I need you to tell me why you are really here, Tim,” said General Charresso. “I’ve seen the book you have the before…I know of the markings in it.”
 
   Tim glared at the man.
 
   “Go fuck yourself,” he said.
 
   “Honestly, I admire your defiance,” said the General. “But unfortunately, this is a life or death situation, my friend.”
 
   He gestured to one of the soldiers, and the barrel of a pistol was pushed against Kate’s head. She tried to scream, but could only manage a muffled, hollow cry from underneath the hand of her mouth. Tim’s heart began to race in his chest, and both of his fists clenched tightly.
 
   “I will kill her, if you make me,” said the General. “Or would you rather die, instead?
 
   He nodded towards Tim, and another soldier aimed a pistol at his head. Kate was unsilenced, and the General sat back in his chair casually.
 
   “Kill him,” he said.
 
   “Stop!” cried Kate. “I will tell you, just let us go!”
 
   “Kate, shut up!” Tim yelled.
 
   “We were sent by an old man, Jarovian…” she said, tears streaming down her face and words coming out of her mouth in an almost incoherent rush. “We were sent to find his daughter.”
 
   When the General heard her words, his calm outer demeanor seemed to instantly melt away. He looked confused and incredibly angry.
 
   “That is…that’s not possible!” he yelled. Charesso stood up from his chair, knocking it down behind him, and slammed his fists down on the desk.
 
   “Fuck!” he cried out. “Fuck fuck fuck!”
 
   He slammed his fist into the desk several more times, and then turned away from everyone in the room, breathing heavy. He pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and lit one, taken a huge drag off it and filling the room with smoke. Finally, he turned back towards Tim, his sister, and the soldiers.
 
   “Lock them up,” he said, waving his hand. “We will need to keep them…locked up.”
 
   The soldiers behind Tim pulled him up to his feet, and led him and Kate out of the room.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 40
 
    
 
   Tim and Kate were taken down by elevator into the basement of the building. It exited out into a dingy hallway, lit only bare naked light bulbs hanging from tiny lines running along the roof.
 
   Their captors led them down a maze of hallways, finally bringing them into an empty room and pushing them into it. The floor was cold cement, and there was no furniture to speak of. The door had a tiny glass window reinforced with a metal lattice. 
 
   “You will be here until the general decides what to do with you,” said one of the soldiers as the door was shut behind them.
 
   “Gee, thanks,” replied Tim. He looked over at his sister. Her face was still wet with tears, eyes red and puffy. The room was chilly, and the floor sapped the heat right out of them. Neither of them had anything more than their basic clothing on, which was thinly woven to begin with and had seen better times.
 
   “Tim…” said Kate. “I’m sorry…for telling him.”
 
   “Hey, don’t be,” he said. “That crazy fucker had all of the power in the situation. Besides, it’s not like it mattered in the end. He would have thrown us in here regardless.”
 
   Kate was silent. Tim walked over and sat down behind her, leaning his back against hers.
 
   “His reaction was pretty weird though,” said Tim. “I think we learned as much about him from it as he did about us.”
 
   “How so?” asked Kate.
 
   “Well, for one thing, he hates Jarovian,” he said. “It’s more than that though…it also seems like…he’s scared of him, or something. Nobody reacts that way to hearing somebody’s name unless they have some seriously bad memories of the person.”
 
   “I think…” Kate started speaking, choosing her words carefully. “I think Jarovian must have once had a lot of power over this island.”
 
   “That would make a lot of sense,” said Tim. “But it only makes is seem even weirder that he would just be hanging out in a crazy occult store back in the US.”
 
   “Maybe he wasn’t just hanging out in there,” said Kate. “There is way more here than we can see on the surface.”
 
   “Well that’s for fucking sure,” said Tim.
 
   They were silent for a moment. The room had a musty smell, as if it had been flooded sometime in the recent past. Kate grabbed her brother’s and rubbed it gingerly.
 
   “You know, this is the second time in a month that I’ve been held prisoner,” he said. “It makes for a very interesting way to pass the time, the whole not having any freedom thing.”
 
   “God, how is it that you’re still cracking jokes?” asked Kate.
 
   “I have a naturally cheery disposition,” said Tim. He leaned his head around and into her frame of view, smiling a comically wide grin.
 
   Just then, there was the sound of footsteps outside. Tim turned and scrambled to his feet just in time to see the door open. A woman was standing in the hallway, dressed in the same army fatigue the rest of the soldiers had been wearing. She had a gun strapped to her leg and was pushing a small cart with plates of food on it.
 
   “Hello,” she said. “Please stand up against the wall. I have food and some things to make your stay more comfortable.”
 
   Kate flicked her head over to Tim, taking his lead. He just smiled, and nodded,
 
   “Sure,” he said. “Thank you, we really appreciate it, Ms.…”
 
   “Alex,” said the woman. “I mean, Lieutenant Alex!”
 
   Her voice was soft and open, almost inviting. In it, Tim could hear exactly what he had been hoping for. He was not entirely weaponless. There was one that it seemed as though it was impossible to disarm him of.
 
   “Lieutenant Alex, of course, where are my manners?” said Tim. “So you’ve brought us food? It looks amazing, and hot.”
 
   Alex smiled at him and blushed girlishly. The contrast between her expression and the military garb and equipment she had on was striking, but cute. She pushed the cart into the room and stepped in after it.
 
   “Oh, thank you,” she said. “It’s just a basic breakfast, bacon, eggs, toast…that kind of thing. I made it.”
 
   “Well you certainly know how to make food look appetizing,” said Tim. “Although the fact that I’ve been away from a proper restaurant for so long might make me a little biased.”
 
   “I…I don’t usually cook much,” said Alex. “We don’t keep out prisoners here. Typically we move them to an actual prison inside the city. I guess John…I mean, General Charresso, has a special plan for you two.”
 
   “Yeah, we had figured as much,” said Tim. He stood up and slowly began walking towards Alex.
 
   “Here, I’ll put your food down and you can take it after I have left the room,” she said. Her voice was shy sounding, with a small tremor of nervousness and…something else.
 
   “I just wanted to thank you,” said Tim. “Face to face.”
 
   Alex seemed to want to object, but she said nothing as Tim closed the distance between the two of them. Kate watched on, her face turning to a scowl as she realized what her brother was attempting to do.
 
   “I…I think I should…go,” said Alex. Her eyes were transfixed on Tim’s. He stepped right up close to her. She was short for a soldier, and Tim had several inches on her. The uniform that she wore pushed out in the chest, hinting at an ample bust underneath.
 
   “Do you want to go, Alex?” said Tim, leaning his face in close to her neck. “Or do you want to stay for a little bit, and talk?”
 
   Tim brought his lips up to the skin of her neck, and kissed it. Alex seemed to shudder with pleasure and melt slightly against him. He wrapped his arms around her, and gave her a deep and passionate kiss. The two of them starting making out, tongues teasing into each other’s mouths.
 
   “Oh god,” said Alex. “I, I can’t believe I’m…”
 
   “Shhhh, it’s okay,” said Tim. He glanced over at Kate and saw a look of anger and disapproval on her face. She seemed to be pointing towards the door. He knew exactly what she was getting at, but his plan needed things to go a little further.
 
   He kissed Alex several quick times in succession, and then began tearing her jumpsuit open. She was only wearing her bra and panties underneath, and after Alex pulled off her boots, she stood there in front of him, half naked. He could see now that she had an exceptional body for a soldier.
 
   “You can’t tell anybody,” said Alex. “This can never get out…John, I mean, the General…He’s my boyfriend.”
 
   “Oh wow, you don’t say?” said Tim. He leaned in and kissed her again, and then leaned her up against the wall, sliding her panties down and off her. 
 
   It only took him second to take out his rock hard cock. He had forgotten about just how much the curse had affected its size and girth. It took a little bit of effort to slide it inside Alex’s tight pussy, even though she was wet and ready.
 
   “Oh god!” she cried out. Tim began pumping his member into her, pushing her up against the wall with every thrust.
 
   “I need to know a couple of things, Alex,” he said. “And you’re going to tell me like the good slut you are,”
 
   “Ohhhh…no, I can’t!” she said.
 
   Tim thrust into her harder, and began roughly groping one of her breasts through her bra. He snuck his fingers inside the fabric and gave her nipple a small tweak.
 
   “Say it!”
 
   “I’m your slut, I’ll tell you.”
 
   Tim smiled. Her cunt felt amazing around his cock, and the feeling of fucking her gave him a thrilling, forbidden rush. The tables had turned, at least for the moment.
 
   “My bag, my weapon, all the stuff I had on me,” he said. “Where are they now?”
 
   “In…in….” Alex was being fucked so hard by Tim’s dick that it took her a second to catch her breath before she could get a full sentence out. “In the room, across the hall.”
 
   “Thank you,” Tim whispered into her ear. He pumped his cock into her harder, and felt her begin to cry out as an orgasm overtook her body.
 
   “And the girl!” he said. “Where is the girl, Lucia?”
 
   “I, I don’t know! Oh god!” screamed Alex. She shut her eyes tight and bit down on her lip, totally lost in orgasmic pleasure.
 
   Tim thrust into her with as much strength as he could. He had everything they needed. They could leave now. They should leave now. But lust had swept over his mind like a fog. His hips were on autopilot, and it was impossible for him to stop himself.
 
   “Yeah, you like that don’t you,” said Tim, feeling his anger at the situation build. “I wonder what the General is going to think of you now that I’ve used you as my slut?”
 
   He pulled his dick out of her. Alex dropped down to her knees, still weak from the orgasm. Tim slipped his cock into her mouth and began pumping it in and out, enjoying the feeling of her lips sliding up and down his shaft.
 
   After a couple of seconds of this, he felt himself being pushed over the brink. He pulled his cock out and sprayed his cum all of Lieutenant Alex’s face, streams of it landing on her cheeks and hair. He breathed deep for a second, and then pulled his pants up, feeling slightly embarrassed at how far things had gone.
 
   “You are such an asshole,” said Kate. “There is no way that all of that was necessary.”
 
   “Hey, come on,” he said. “It worked. And I admit, I’m sorry, that was a little over the top.”
 
   Kate sighed, exhausted at his behavior, but seemed to let up. He nodded towards the door, and the two of them rushed out of their prison.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 41
 
    
 
   The room across the hall was unlocked, and Tim quickly burst through the door. He scanned the room, seeing walls covered with hanging racks and large storage chest filled to the brim with contraband. His own bag was lying on the top of the pile, and when he glanced to the right, he saw his sword, still inside the holster that he had made for it so long ago, hanging from a hook.
 
   “Luck is on our side today,” he said.
 
   “Yeah, if ignore the part about us being captured within five minutes of entering the city,” replied Kate. She was still mad at him, and her voice was boiling with anger.
 
   “We’re in a better spot now than we were when we got here, trust me,” said Tim. “At the very least we have a better grasp on out situation.”
 
   He reached into the bag. All of his stuff was still inside it, untouched. He pulled out the book and opened its cover, holding it in one hand as he flipped through the pages.
 
   “This is going to be our key out of here,” said Tim. “You might want to stand back, Kate.”
 
   “I’ve seen what the book can do, Tim,” she said. “Is it really going to be a match for armed-“
 
   Tim began pushing his palm down onto the pages that he recognized, cutting her off. Suddenly, there were three copies of him standing there, each with a sword in hand. The real Tim put his hand down on the book again, and all of their weapons began to glow.
 
   “Jesus Christ,” said Kate, in awe. “Tim, just what are you planning?”
 
   He put his palm down on the book again, and Kate seemed as though she was moving in slow motion. One of his copies scooped her up over his shoulder, and the group of them took off down the hallway, headed for the elevator.
 
   They rode it to the building’s main floor, and were greeted by a lobby filled with dozens of soldiers when the door opened. Tim just smiled as they went to work. The clone that had been holding Kate put her down and rushed into a group of guards to his right. Tim put his hand down on the book and time once again slowed to a crawl, for everyone but him and his fellow Tims.
 
   Each time they would swing their swords, beams of light would fly forward out of them, cutting into soldiers and severing anything they made contact with. The men they faced were at a disadvantage, even with their guns. The sound of bullets echoed through the room, but the speed of the projectiles had been slowed enough to make it easy for Tim and his copies to dodge around them.
 
   Tim put his hand down on another page, and began to eject fire from the palm of his hand. He aimed for the building instead of his enemies, and soon enough the smell of smoke began to fill the room, prompting many of the men in the army to abandon the fight.
 
   Chaos seemed to be erupting from every corner. Tim stayed close to Kate, and let his alternates do most of the work. They were cutting through the soldiers as though they were made of paper, and it almost seemed unfair to watch. Finally, the smoke became too thick for them to be able to see. Tim dropped down to the ground, pulling his sister with him and letting reality return to normal.
 
   “Come on, if we stay low we can get out of here without being noticed,” he said.
 
   “What the fuck just happened?” screamed Kate. The room was loud with the sounds of screaming soldiers, and the fire had spread to the point where it was beginning to pose an issue to the structural integrity of the walls.
 
   “I used my secret weapon,” he said. “Let’s not waste this chance, come on!”
 
   He led his sister across the far side of the room, towards the exit. The two of them were crawling on all fours, and sure enough, the smoke provided a curtain of stealth. It was almost unnecessary, by this point there were only a few men left uninjured, as it was.
 
   It only took them about a minute to get out the door. It was the early evening, and the street was much emptier than when they had first arrived. Tim grabbed his sister’s hand and pulled her into a dark and dirty alleyway, outside of the view of the commotion.
 
   “What now, Tim?” asked Kate. “Are we supposed to just hide out? This island’s entire military is looking for us…”
 
   “Let’s just start with something basic, then,” said Tim
 
   He extended his hand, and with a small amount of trepidation, Kate took it. He led her further down the alley. The area in which the military building was located was in the heart of the city, and the path they were taking seemed to be leading them out into the fringe.
 
   The streets of Manai seemed to be winding down for the night. There were still people on the sidewalks here and there, and a couple of bicycles and cars in the street, but not enough for them to stand out as they had before. Tim wondered if there was a curfew being enforced, or if Manai just had a naturally reclusive night life.
 
   Most of the shops they passed by were closed, but the one he was looking for, the one they needed desperately, was still open. As they walked up to it, Kate gave him a smile and nod, as if giving his plan the seal of approval. The mannequins posing in the window seemed to greet them as they entered.
 
   “Uhm, hello,” said the woman behind the counter. She was a tanned skin Manai woman, with long dark hair and piercing hazel eyes. She was wearing a low cut black dress that just barely kept her nicely sized breasts out of view.
 
   “Hello,” said Tim. “I’m sure you must get this fairly often, but we just washed up on shore today and are looking for a new wardrobe.”
 
   “Really? You don’t say?” said the woman, with a clearly amused smile. “Well, come on in. My name is Rose.”
 
   “I’m Tim, this is my sister Kate,” he said. “Hopefully you don’t regret helping us out.”
 
   There was a wide variety of clothing spread out across the various racks in the store. Most of it looked like it was up to date with the fashions stateside, but Tim passed by it as he browsed through the selection. In the back, he found what he was looking for.
 
   A decent percentage of the people they had encountered on the street had been wearing the native grab of Manai. Tim knew that there was no way the two of them could continue on with their current, unkempt clothing if they wanted to have any chance of avoiding capture.
 
   “These are the more traditional clothes of the island,” said Rose. “Are you interested in trying some of it on? It’s probably going to fit a little different from what you are used to.”
 
   “I think it’s perfect,” said Tim.
 
   He picked out a flowing shirt with a sash around it, a pair of baggy pantaloons, and a cylindrical hat with a tassel for himself. He headed into the dressing room and began to change.
 
   It was amazing to him that his old clothes had lasted under the abuse they had been put through. As he put on the new fabrics, the feeling of soft, clean cloth against his skin was almost a forgotten luxury. The outfit made him look completely different, and hung on him surprisingly well.
 
   When he came out into the store, Kate had changed into a beautiful looking robe-gown contraption. It had a scarf that she could pull up over her face, and highlighted her feminine features quite nicely. She coughed after a moment, and he realized that he’d been staring at her.
 
   “The clothes look wonderful on the both of you,” said Rose.
 
   “Thank you, Rose,” replied Kate. “How much to we owe you?”
 
   The conversion from American dollars to the currency of Manai was a little tricky to work out, and Tim ended up just giving her a couple twenties from his wallet. Judging from her reaction, he was sure that he overpaid, but it was far from something he could concern himself with in the moment.
 
   “Alright, let’s go sis,” said Tim. She nodded to him, and the two started out the door.
 
   “Thank you, Tim and Kate,” said Rose. “Come back any time!”
 
   She moved to close the shop immediately after the two of them had left. It was late enough now that Tim began to become concerned about being the only ones on the street. It would not be a good situation for them to be in.
 
   “Where are we going to head now?” asked Kate. “Maybe we should just try to find somewhere to regroup and spend the night?”
 
   “That is a great idea, sis,” said Tim. “And I think I know exactly where.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 42
 
    
 
   The church of Makato was, outside of the military’s headquarters, one of the tallest and most intimidating buildings in Manai. All of the edges were curved on it, and it had a strangely Eastern Asian feel for a building located on a Caribbean island. Outside, several men dressed in white robes were lighting small lanterns hanging from the posts alongside the walkway
 
   Tim and Kate headed forward, into the building. The door was large but relatively easy to open, made of ancient, polished wood. Inside, it was surprisingly active compared to outside. Several priests and priestess were talking with people, and leading them through doors against the edge of the walls.
 
   “What are you expecting from this place, Tim?” asked Kate.
 
   “I’m expecting that they probably hate the military as much as we do,” he said. “If anybody is going to help us, it’s…”
 
   Something caught his eye that caused him to trail off. Sitting across the room, wearing traditional Manai clothing and sitting in a carved, wooden chair, was someone he knew well. Someone who’s face, he could never forget.
 
   “Marco!” he yelled, running over. “Jesus Christ, Marco!”
 
   The boy in the chair turned, and his mouth dropped open when he saw Tim and Kate headed towards him. He stood up slowly, as if he had just seen a ghost.
 
   “Tim…it can’t be…is that really you?”
 
   “Yeah man,” he said, wrapping his friend into a hug. “It is.”
 
   The three of them broke out into laughter as they enjoyed their reunion. One of the priestesses had walked over and was standing dutifully next to them, as if waiting to see if there was anything she could do.
 
   “What happened to you after the ship went down?” asked Tim.
 
   “That’s my question!” he said. “I was on a life boat with a couple of other people. We got picked up by the Manai coast guard, I’ve been waiting here for the travel ban to be lifted so I could go home. How the hell did you guys make it?”
 
   “It’s a long story,” said Tim. “We...had a rougher time than that. Somehow though, we made it through. I’ll tell you all about it once we get settled.”
 
   “They’ve helped me here,” said Marco. “When I first arrived, the military had me imprisoned. I was in a cell with a bunch of other people, political prisoners I think, and the church eventually got us released.”
 
   “It doesn’t seem like the situation here is that stable,” said Tim. “I think we should just get back to our main goal and try to get home. Their fight is not ours.”
 
   “I know, I know,” said Marco. “It’s just…I owe them. They’ve been feeding me, and giving me a place to sleep. You’ll see, they can take care of you guys, too.”
 
   Tim looked over at Kate. She was deep in thought, and seemed to be weighing their options.
 
   “It doesn’t seem like a bad idea,” she said. “I mean, at least for tonight, and until we get a better handle on the situation.”
 
   “Great, because I am exhausted,” said Tim. The priestess standing near them smiled at them.
 
   “We can help the two of you, that is what the church of Makano is here for,” she said. “My name is Elsa.”
 
   Tim took a look at her. He hadn’t noticed initially, but she was a very pretty woman. Her frame was slender, and though the robe she was wearing seemed to be of the formless and modest variety, he could see hints of a very womanly figure underneath.
 
   “Thank you, Elsa,” he said. “My name Is Tim, and this is my sister Kate.”
 
   “Tim…” she repeated. “In the ancient tongue of Manai, that is close to the word for “strength”. It is a very lucky name for you.”
 
   She seemed to blush slightly in the pause as they made eye contact. Tim smiled, and felt a strange chemistry spark between them.
 
   “So how does this work, exactly?” he asked. “Do we just get a room in the church, or…?”
 
   “I will have to confiscate all of your belongings,” she said. “As a foreigner, you will have to meet with the leader of our church before we can officially place you.”
 
   “I don’t mind meeting with your leader, but I’m afraid we can’t give you our stuff,” said Tim. “It’s just not possible…”
 
   “There are no exceptions to this rule, I’m sorry,” said Elsa. Her voice was quiet and meek, as though she almost hated having to put her foot down. Tim looked at Kate, who had her arms crossed and was clearly tired.
 
   “Look, maybe I can convince you otherwise?” he said. “Can we talk somewhere alone for a moment? I would like to tell you a little more of what I’ve been through.”
 
   “Tim, I don’t think that is necessary!” said Kate. Her voice was stern, and she could clearly see where things were headed.
 
   “Sis, unless you feel like sleeping in an alley tonight, we don’t have any other choice,” whispered Tim. He turned back toward Elsa and smiled.
 
   “…Okay,” she said after a moment of deliberation. “There is a confessional chamber off to the side that would work.”
 
   She gestured across the room, and Tim followed behind her, feeling a strange mixture of arousal and guilt about what he was about to do. It felt perverse and a little immoral to abuse the effects of the curse on a holy woman, but it didn’t seem like there was any other way. 
 
   The two of them stepped into the confessional chamber. It was dark, and there was a strange curtain hanging inside of it, dividing it into two sections. A bench ran across the wall of one end, and Elsa sat down on it.
 
   “It’s very tiny in here,” said Tim. “A very…tight fit for two people.”
 
   “Yes, it is,” said Elsa. Her voice was tense, with an emotionally charged edge to it.
 
   “I’m sure many people have probably confessed their sins in this room,” said Tim.
 
   “Our religion does not really have sins,” said Elsa. “You just talk in this room, about life, about what you’ve done…about your desires,”
 
   “Well we’re talking, aren’t we?”
 
   “Yes, Tim. We are.”
 
   Tim leaned over from where he was on the bench and kissed the priestess. She responded to his lips gently, testing the waters as she kissed him back. He ran his hand up the side of her body, feeling her shiver under his touch.
 
   “I…I have not,” Elsa started to say. “I’ve never…been with a man before,”
 
   “Oh,” said Tim. “Oh! Wow, okay…”
 
   There was an awkward pause, his mind racing for a response to what she had just said.
 
   “Look, maybe me and Kate should just look for somewhere else?” he said. “It’s okay, we’ll manage.”
 
   He started to stand up, and the priestess grabbed his hand, keeping him from the door.
 
   “No, I want you to stay,” she said. “I will find a way for you to keep your belongings. Just please…stay with me, in here.”
 
   Elsa stood up, untying the gold sash around her robe and allowing it to slide open. She was naked underneath, and though the light in the room was too dim for Tim to make out much detail, his cock immediately began to harden in response.
 
   He stood up, placed his hand against the woman’s cheek, and kissed her deeply. His tongue flicked inside her mouth, and he felt hers clumsily attempt to meet it. She had the sense to slide her hands against Tim’s body, and they made their way down to his own pants, which she untied and slipped down.
 
   Something about the woman’s scent was intoxicating to Tim, a mixture of incense and clean silk. He kissed her passionately, and quickly removed what was left of his clothing. The two of them stood naked in the room, in a room that was only barely on the outskirts of a holy chamber, and began to grind their sensitive sex parts against each other.
 
   Tim guided Elsa down onto the bench. The room was so small that she had to lift her legs in order to lie down on it properly. He mounted her, and slipped the head of his cock into her cunt. She was incredibly tight, and he had to slowly push into her.
 
   “Oh god,” said Elsa. “It feels…so good.”
 
   “That’s right,” said Tim.
 
   He began thrusting, careful and gently at first. Her cunt was wet, and it wrapped around his cock so intensely that it almost felt like it was sucking him in. Surprisingly, Elsa began to go into the throes of orgasm after only a couple of good pumps.
 
   “Tim,” she said. “You’re….amazing,”
 
   He smiled, and began to pick up his pace. Elsa was breathing heavy, and moans began to leak out of her mouth. He softly placed one of his hands over her mouth, feeling terrible about it but fully understanding what the consequences would be if they were caught.
 
   The thrill and taboo of having sex with a holy woman was not lost on Tim. It felt as though he had truly reached a new and depraved state of animalistic lust and desire, and brought a woman who was literally an unspoiled virgin along with him. His cock was enjoying it however, and the pleasure shooting through it and the rest of his body was too much for him to resist.
 
   He picked up his pace, slamming his cock into the priestess harder, and faster. She was melting into the bench, completely overwhelmed by the new experience. Tim let his hips go autopilot, and after a couple of moments, felt himself on the brink of exploding.
 
   “Please,” said Elsa. “Not…inside me,”
 
   Her words came a moment too late. Tim’s dick was in the process of blowing its load, and the first few spasms of his seed went deep into the back of the priestess’s pussy. He pulled out immediately as he regained his senses, and the last few splatters landed on her stomach and tits.
 
   The tiny room was silent for a moment. Tim rubbed the woman’s shoulders encouragingly, not knowing how she was going to react.
 
   “What…does this mean?” asked Elsa.
 
   “Well…honestly, that’s a tough question to answer,” said Tim. He thought about it for a moment.
 
   “I guess it just means that you know yourself a little bit better now,” he said. “And you know a little bit more about being human. Just don’t take it too seriously, hopefully remember it fondly, and go on with your life.”
 
   “…Okay,” replied Elsa.
 
   The two of them dressed quickly, and headed back out into the main church area. Marco and Kate were sitting on one of the benches, waiting impatiently. When Kate saw them approaching, she gave Tim the nastiest look he had ever seen her manage, and then turned away. Marco just looked confused.
 
   “Your brother…convinced me of your needs,” said Elsa. “Both of you can keep your belongings.”
 
   Time smiled and tried to catch his sister’s eye, but she was not having it. He sighed, and picked up his bag.
 
   “Both of you will still need to meet with the Holy Hand of the Sky Turner,” said Elsa. “He is the one that officially approves all of the people we take in.”
 
   “That’s fine,” said Tim. “The sooner, the better.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 43
 
    
 
   Elsa led Tim and Kate away from Marco and through a door in the back of the room. Tim looked at his sister pleadingly, noticing just how angry she seemed. There was a glare in her eyes that had not faltered ever since the incident in the confessional.
 
   “Hey,” he whispered to her. “Are you okay?”
 
   “You’re a fucking bastard, Tim,” she replied.
 
   “I only did it so we could keep the book! It’s the only chance we have at getting this girl and getting out of here.”
 
   On Elsa’s suggestion, they had left the backpack, along with the book and his sword, with Marco. It was a simple enough concession, but not one they would have normally been allowed.
 
   “Fuck you, Tim,” said Kate. “You are as bad as the sluts you fuck.”
 
   “Is something wrong?” asked Elsa, stopping for a moment in the hallway.
 
   “No,” said Tim. “We’re fine.” 
 
   Kate was still glaring at him, but he couldn’t think of anything else to say. She was his sister, and their complex relationship seemed to be a magnet for drama. He loved her, and it hurt him to hurt her, but all too often it seemed almost inevitable.
 
   “We are here,” said Elsa. “You two must head in alone. The Hand of the Sky Turner is kind and understanding, but please, be aware that you are incredibly lucky to be entering his presence. He is more than just a man.”
 
   Tim smiled at her comment.
 
   “I’ll keep that in mind,” he said.
 
   She opened a large, polished wood door and gestured to them to step through it. The room in front of them was huge and almost regal in appearance. A long carpet was rolled out, leading up to a large, almost throne like chair in back. 
 
   Seated in it was a man wearing the same outfit as the rest of the Makano priests and priestesses. The only thing the set him apart was the long, gold encrusted scepter-staff in one of his hands, and the ancient, worn tome resting on the arm of his chair, which looked oddly familiar to Tim.
 
   “Welcome,” said the man. “You must be the new arrivals. Step forward and into the domain of the Sky Turner, who I serve as hand.”
 
   “Uh, thanks,” said Tim. He walked forward, Kate following a few paces behind.
 
   “How did you arrive here, my friends?” he asked. His voice was slow and deliberate.
 
   Tim thought very carefully about how to answer his question. It seemed like the man meant them no harm, and though the religion of the island was still very foreign to them, it felt like the clear counterweight to the military’s dictatorship.
 
   “We came by boat,” said Tim. “On a cruise ship that sank at sea. We have faced many hardships to get here.”
 
   “I see,” said the man. “I will have accommodations set out for you. I must know, however, why you have come to our island in this time of turmoil?”
 
   Tim was silent, torn between revealing the truth behind the quest, and everything that came with it, and lying.
 
   “I only ask because of the circumstances of my people,” said the man. “We have had some…issues, with infiltration on behalf of the military. You must understand, this island is under a dictatorship. The true ruler of this island was my brother, by blood and birthright. The military has overthrown him and taken his daughter, my niece, hostage, and they now persecute us for speaking out against them.”
 
   “Lucia,” said Tim. “Would that be the name of your niece?”
 
   “Yes,” said the man. “They exiled my brother, and hold his only child hostage. They are scum, and the will of the Sky Turner will overthrow them.”
 
   The man stood up. He flicked the book open, and placed one of his palms on a page. His staff began to glow with in intense light, and he pointed it at Tim and his sister.
 
   “I don’t sense any malice in the two of you,” he said. “But if you don’t tell me why you are here, I will do what I must to protect my flock.”
 
   “Your brother sent me,” said Tim. “I came because of a deal I made with him. I came to rescue Lucia.”
 
   The man banged the butt of his staff on the floor, and the light faded. He nodded sternly at Tim, and sat back down.
 
   “We have a shared goal, then,” he said. “I fear for the safety of my niece every day. The heretic General uses her as a figurehead, as though she were his slave, to subjugate the people under the guise of maintaining the dynasty. I will not stand for it.”
 
   “What can we do?” asked Tim. “I mean, if you haven’t freed her yet, there must be a reason why, right?”
 
   “If my brother sent you, he must have sent you for a reason,” said the man. “I will think on this tonight. You will have a residence provided to you to sleep in, and we will speak and form a plan in the morning.”
 
   The Hand of the Sky Turner clapped his hands, and Elsa stepped back into the room. She walked up to him for a moment and had a quick, whispered conversation. He handed her something, and then she led the two of them out the door, and down the hall.
 
   “I overheard some of your conversation,” she said. 
 
   “You naughty girl,” said Tim. Kate huffed behind him, and he found himself regretting the comment.
 
   “I’m sorry, but…that’s amazing. You were sent by our lord! The struggle will finally come to an end with you here!”
 
   “Of course,” said Tim. “But uh, for tonight, how about we just relax and get some sleep?”
 
   “Of course, I didn’t mean to pressure you,” said Elsa. “The Hand of the Sky Turner has taken a great interest in you, sir.”
 
   She led them outside the church and a small distance down the street from it. They stopped in front of a tiny cottage, and she handed him a key.
 
   “This is one of the many properties of the Hand,” she said. “It is an honor for someone other him to be allowed to stay here.”
 
   “Thanks, I guess,” said Tim. “If you run into Marco back in the church, can you let him know that we’re here?”
 
   “Yeah, of course,” she said.
 
   Elsa smiled at him, and walked away.
 
   Tim and Kate were alone outside the house, and he didn’t even need to look at her to get a sense of what she was feeling. He said nothing for a moment, and then finally just decided to walk up the steps and head inside.
 
   “That’s it?” yelled Kate. “You don’t have anything to say? Not a word in your defense?”
 
   “What am I fucking supposed to say?” he yelled back. He quickly unlocked the door and threw it open, his anger finally boiling over.
 
   “You’re my sister, Kate….not my girlfriend,” he said. “I don’t have to say anything about this.”
 
   The street was empty, but somehow the words still seemed illicit and damning on his lips. Kate looked at him, and the expression on her face began to shift, from anger, to confusion, to devastation. She blinked several times, and then began to cry, tears streaming down her face and dropping to the ground.
 
   “Kate…just listen to me,” he said, starting towards her. She pushed him away and walked into the house, leaving Tim alone in the street.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 44
 
    
 
   Time spent a while outside sitting on the steps before he went inside. The house was nice, small and cozy, but with opulence reflected in every bit of the décor. It was only one floor, a kitchen, a bedroom, a bath, and a living room. He slipped off his shoes and headed towards the bed, which he found Kate lying on, turned away from him.
 
   He walked slowly over, and sat down next to her. She didn’t say anything, and didn’t even move to acknowledge his presence. He sighed, and placed a hand on her shoulder.
 
   “Kate, I love you,” he whispered. “It’s a different kind of love though. Not like a sister, but not as…not as a lover, either. I know how confusing that sounds, but it is confusing.”
 
   He breathed heavy, trying to find the ever so elusive magic words he needed.
 
   “I’m always going to love you, and nobody else will ever quite have the kind of relationship that we have,” he said. “I don’t want to hurt you Kate, not ever. But sometimes…it’s almost like I can’t help it. Fuck, I don’t know what I’m saying…”
 
   He sighed again. Kate reached her hand around and put it on top of his, rubbing gently.
 
   “I love you, Tim,” she whispered. “I’ll always love you, baby bro.”
 
   For a moment, neither of them said anything. It was just quiet. Tim couldn’t make any sense of his relationship with his sister. He had no idea where things were heading, no idea if there could ever be a happy ending for them or if they would even want one. He just enjoyed her company, and the emotions they shared.
 
   A knock from outside brought them both back into reality. Tim stood up and walked towards the front of the house. He opened the door, and standing on the other side was Marco, backpack slung over his shoulder and equipment in hand.
 
   “Hey man,” he said. “I take it the meeting went well?”
 
   “Quite well,” said Tim. “Come on in.”
 
   He led his friend into the house and gave him the brief tour of the tiny abode. Kate seemed to be in slightly better spirits, and managed a smile as the three of them sat down in the kitchen, laughing and joking. It almost felt as though they had gone back into time, to that strange, distant life before all of it had begun.
 
   “Well, if nothing else, hopefully we can get some rest and recuperation for a couple of days,” he said. “Man, it’s going to be nice to-“
 
   A shock jolted up his neck. He felt as though his flight instinct had just been triggered, and found himself scanning the room for danger.
 
   “Tim?” said Marco. “You okay, man?”
 
   He looked at his friend, and then felt his eyes being drawn to the door.
 
   “Get out of there Tim, my brother wants what you have, just like he wanted what I have!”
 
   The voice was ethereal and seemed to come from every direction at once, but it was clear who it belonged to. Jarovian was warning him of something that he should have realized from the start.
 
   “We have to go!” he shouted, jumping up from his chair. “Grab your stuff!”
 
   “Tim, what’s wrong?” asked Kate. “What-“
 
   “Marco, go outside and watch the street. If you see anything, or anyone, yell to us immediately!”
 
   His friend nodded, and dutifully rushed outside. Tim ran into the kitchen and began pulling cans of food out of the cabinet and stuffing them into what little room he had left in his bag.
 
   “We’re being set up, Kate,” he said. “We can’t trust anyone anymore.”
 
   “What? How do you know?”
 
   “I can’t explain,” he said. “Come on, if we hurry we can-“
 
   “Tim!” screamed Marco.
 
   He dropped what he was doing and slowly walked towards the door. Outside he could see his friend, and he felt his heart sink. There were several white robed figures surrounding him, and the Hand of the Sky Turner stood about thirty feet from the steps, holding his staff and book.
 
   “Come out, Tim,” yelled the Hand. “Come out now, or your friend dies.”
 
   Tim looked towards Kate. She was on the verge of panicking, and he grabbed her face and pulled it in close to his.
 
   “Look, just stay behind me,” he said. “If anything happens, run, and don’t stop.”
 
   She nodded. Tim took his sword in one hand and his book in the other, and then opened the door and stepped out.
 
   “Let him go, or I will destroy all of you,” he yelled.
 
   “I know what you’re capable of with that thing,” said the Hand. “But you must also know how easy it would be for my men to kill him.”
 
   On cue, one of the robed men stepped behind Marco and held a curved blade to his neck. Tim began reaching to open the book, and the figure pressed the sharp edge against Marco’s flesh.
 
   “I will do it,” said the Hand. “Throw the book over to me, and I will let him go. You have my word. I can’t let you stay on the island, but all I want, all I care about, is what you have of value to me.”
 
   Tim clenched his teeth in anger. He was cornered, and he knew it. Slowly, all the while knowing that it was the wrong choice, but the only one that would let him continue to sleep at night, he gripped the book in his hand and tossed it across the grass.
 
   The Hand smiled, and walked slowly to it, picking it up as though he were a small child inspecting a Christmas present. He rubbed his hand against the cover, smelled it, and then nodded over to the man standing behind Marco. The blade was drawn across his throat, and he collapsed onto the ground, blood spilling freely out of his neck.`
 
   “Fuck!” yelled Tim. “Holy fuck!”
 
   The Hand just smiled. Kate was clinging to Tim’s arm so tightly that he could feel her nails gouging into his flesh. He held his sword up in a futile gesture as several robed men started towards him. And then, all hell broke loose. 
 
   Gunshots echoed from the far end of the street. It was dark, but Tim could make out several silhouettes approaching the standoff. One of them passed under a lamp post and he could clearly see the camouflaged military fatigue uniform. The Hand turned his attention away from Tim and his sister and towards the new threat.
 
   “Attack them!” said the Hand. “And don’t let those two get away!”
 
   It was a moment too late, however. Tim had already pushed his sister over a nearby fence and was quickly scaling it himself. He tumbled over to the other side before the priests could reach him, and the two of them sprinted off, running for their lives away from the city center.
 
   The sounds behind them were of an active warzone, with screams, gunshots, and explosions creating a chorus of mayhem. Tim looked over his shoulder and confirmed two things. Nobody was pursuing them, and from the flames shooting out and up on the horizon, the Hand had already started putting his new magical abilities to good use.
 
   They didn’t stop running until they had made it all the way to the outskirts of town. The same jungle foliage that had seemed so oppressive to them in the previous week now seemed to provide hope and refuge. Tim pulled his sister into it, deeper and deeper, until the leaves blocked out the lights of the city behind them. The two breathed heavy, only daring to talk after several minutes had gone by.
 
   “What are we going to do, Tim?” asked Kate. “They…he, he killed Marco,”
 
   “I know, Kate,” he said, pulling her into a hug. “We…we just need to keep doing what we’ve been doing. Staying alive.”
 
   “You can still find her,” said an unmistakable voice, again coming from all directions. “She can get you off the island.”
 
   “How?” said Tim, out loud. “How the fuck are we supposed to do that? We’ve already sacrificed enough, damn it!”
 
   Kate gave him a strange look. He ignored her, and stared up at the sky.
 
   “Use the map,” said the voice. “I gave it to you for a reason.”
 
   Tim realized instantly what he was talking about. He dug around in his bag, and pulled out the old, worn map. Its parchment was similar to the pages of the book, and on it was a diagram of the island. A diagram that suddenly appeared to be just as arcane and mysterious as anything else the old man had given him.
 
   In ancient looking letters, in the far corner of the illustration, was a tiny black dot with the name “Lucia” next to it.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



CHAPTER 45
 
    
 
   It was just after dawn. Tim held the worn and rugged map in his hands, fighting for light as he and Kate moved along the dirt path. They were on the far half of Manai, away from the city and deep within the unspoiled section.
 
   Neither of them talked much. It wasn’t due to fear of being discovered. They hadn’t seen any of the general’s troops, and it seemed like the followers of Makano mostly congregated in the city. It was because of something else.
 
   Marco had been Tim’s best friend for years. His death weighed heavily on his mind. It had happened right front of him, almost as though serving as a gruesome, physical manifestation of the powerlessness he felt.
 
   Kate was following behind him, but somehow Tim knew that she was looking at him with concern. His sister had a way of sensing the pain and emotions of others, and it didn’t take much empathy to get a feel on what was in Tim’s heart at that moment.
 
   “Hey,” she whispered to him, breaking silence after many empty minutes. “We can take a rest if you want.”
 
   Tim slowed his pace and shook his head. It was hard for Tim to free himself of the belief that Marco had died because of him, and part of him really didn’t want to let go. The only thing in front of him now was to finish the quest, return home, and take up the responsibility that fell to him – telling Marco’s parents of his death.
 
   He pushed forward, the two of them crossing over a small hill and down the other side. Ahead, they could see a large tower on the edge of the shore. It was the only structure on the horizon and seemed to jut out from the Earth like a reaching arm. From the map, Tim knew it was where the girl was.
 
   “Kate, hang back a little bit,” he whispered to his sister. “Watch the road. If you see anybody coming, whistle.”
 
   She nodded solemnly, and trekked back a short distance. Tim crouched low and moved forward slowly. The area around them was deserted, far from any villages or organized communities. The tower appeared to be an old lighthouse, though the top was no longer lit to full intensity. Several lampposts created a perimeter around it, and Tim knew that there would be no way to get inside without being seen.
 
   His options were limited. Tim wished in part of his mind that he still had the book, and could pull something from its magic pages to help them get in. But he didn’t, and other than the sword, compass, and map, he was without any other tools.
 
   As he closed in on the outside entrance, he could see a woman outside, dressed in fatigues and carrying an assault rifle. At that moment, it became clear to him what needed to be done. He slipped off his back pack and sword and dropped both of them behind a bush. Then, he slowly walked into the light.
 
   The guard’s reaction was not immediate. Tim managed to make it within about 20 feet of her before she saw him.
 
   “Hey, you there,” she shouted. “What’s the nature of your business?”
 
    “To be honest…” said Tim slowly. “I think I’m lost.”
 
   The guard looked at him skeptically, but after a moment she lowered the barrel of her weapon down and seemed to relax. Tim walked towards her casually.
 
   “You’re not from around here, are you?” asked the woman.
 
   “No ma’am, I am not,” he said, grinning.
 
   “Oh please,” she said. “I’m not old enough to be a ma’am…”
 
   “Well the gun adds 30 years, you know,”
 
   “Oh shut up!” She laughed, set her rifle aside and playfully went to push him on the shoulder. Tim caught her hand and pulled her in close to him.
 
   “What are you…?” Tim cut off her question by leaning in, and pushing his lips against hers. Instantly, it was as though all of the tension in the situation had been transmuted into arousal. The soldier woman began to grind her hips against him, and Tim pushed her back and up against the tower.
 
   His cock was ready, and so was he. He ran his hands across the woman’s chest, groping at her surprisingly nice boobs. Tim reached down and unzipped her pants, which were tight, and tough to pull down. She began to help him by wiggling out of them in a way that just pushed him into an even hornier state.
 
   Tim pulled his own cock out, and then lifted up one of her legs. He slipped her panties to the side, not even bothering to take them off, and began to fuck her raw.
 
   “Oh god!” the woman cried.
 
   “Shhhhhh!” said Tim, sliding one of his hands over her mouth. He was already worried enough about Kate stumbling upon them without her making noise.
 
   This was not slow and sensual sex. Tim was pushing into the guard roughly, slamming his hips into her like a possessed beast. It gave him a strange sense of power, and control. He realized that he wanted to cum inside her, almost as a way of expressing his dominance.
 
   The woman began to breath fast, and then seemed to tense up, reaching an intense climax. Tim continued thrusting, purely for his own enjoyment now. Her cunt was nice and tight, and it felt good to have his cock inside. He found himself wondering if she had a boyfriend, or a husband even, on the island.
 
   Soon enough, he couldn’t hold out any longer. He pushed up into her deep for one final thrust, and sprayed his white hot load deep inside her. 
 
   The woman is in a state of sexual exhaustion, breathing heavy and still basking in the afterglow of their intercourse. So much so that when Tim walked over and picked up her rifle, she didn’t even notice until the barrel of it was pressed up against her chest.
 
   “Sorry about this,” he said. “But I’m going to need your help getting inside.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 46
 
    
 
   After having her use her keys to unlock the entrance, Tim pushed the female soldier through the opening and then followed after. The inside was dimly lit, with some old, flickering light bulbs hanging from the walls. There was a musky smell on the air, and a large, spiral staircase led up to the top.
 
   “You’re out of your mind,” whispered the guard. “The general is protecting Lucia! The church will only use her.”
 
   “I’m not working for the church, silly,” said Tim, smiling. 
 
   He tapped the barrel of the rifle on her back, and she began to walk up the stairs. He followed closely behind, panning his head and keeping an eye out for any surprises or dangers ahead. The tower seemed to be much higher from the inside than it did from the outside, and it took them several minutes to make their way up.
 
   Their footsteps echoed throughout the inside of the tower on the way up. Tim did not have the element of surprise, but it didn’t matter. The second guard at the top of the stairs put her gun down upon seeing the situation without resisting.
 
   There was a locked door leading to the top chamber, and it didn’t take much coaxing for Tim to get one of the guards to open. He pushed both of the female soldiers through first, and then stepped in after, seeing what he instantly knew was the final objective of his mission. She was calmly sitting on a bed in the center of the room.
 
   It was a girl, about the same age as him and strikingly beautiful. She had long black hair, the same tanned skin as the rest of the island inhabitants, and large breasts along with an athletic looking body. She wore a dress that was similar to the garb he had seen on some of the religiously unaffiliated Manai woman, except more regal looking. And she had a broad smile on her face.
 
   “Lucia,” he said, the word seeming to be pulled out of his mouth.
 
   He walked towards her, pushing his captives to the side. His full attention was pulled to the girl, and his eyes seemed to drink up the sight of her thirstily. It was almost as though he was rolling down the side of a steep hill, towards the bottom, towards her.
 
   “Hello,” she said softly. “I don’t believe we’ve met before,”
 
   “I’m…” Tim started, feeling suddenly nervous in front of the goddess he had come so far to rescue. “My name is Tim. I’m here to rescue you.”
 
   “I knew Jana would send someone eventually,” she said. “Tim…that’s such a, nice name,”
 
   He realized, somehow, that this girl was feeling almost the same thing as him. Her cheeks were flushed slightly red, and she seemed torn between staring at him and meeting his gaze, and shyly looking away.
 
   “No, I uh, I was sent by Jarovian,” he said. “Your father sent me.”
 
   “My father…how?” she said. “I had thought-“
 
   The sound of gunfire from outside streamed into the room. Tim remembered that Kate was still outside, and felt fear rush into him.
 
   “We have to get out of here,” he said. “Are you good to travel?”
 
   “Yes, of course!”
 
   Lucia seemed to snap out of her surprised state and immediately moved into action. She walked over towards Tim and took one of the guns he had taken from the soldiers out of his hand. She was close enough that he could smell her scent, and found himself being almost overwhelmed with desire for her.
 
   “Are you sure you can handle that thing?” he asked.
 
   “I think you would be very surprised but the types of things I can handle,” she replied.
 
   As Lucia lifted the weapon up, their eyes met. An intense moment was shared between them, and Tim felt himself boiling for her. He wanted to throw her down and feel her, and run his hands over her body. She was his objective, but he found himself seeing her as more than that, wanting more than that from her.
 
   “We…we need to get moving,” he said, swallowing hard and forcing himself to look away from her face.
 
   “Okay, Tim,” said Lucia. “You are a very interesting fellow, coming all this way for me,”
 
   “Well, I was given a bit of an incentive, from the start,” he said.
 
   The two of them stepped out of the top chamber, closing the door and locking the two soldiers inside after them. They began to rush down the stairs, and Tim began to feel the urgency of the situation settling over him.
 
   “Just stay close to me and try to stay low,” he said.
 
   Lucia was following behind him, and he heard her check the magazine of her weapon.
 
   “I think you should take your own advice, Tim,” she said. “I appreciate your help, but I can take care of myself,”
 
   As they stepped outside of the lighthouse, she proved herself true to her word, firing a couple of rounds into the three soldiers that were waiting for them. Her aim was true, and two of them went down in a flurry of bullets. Tim attempted to fire his own rifle clumsily before tossing it aside and setting upon the remaining soldier with his sword.
 
   The woman went down easily, and he avoided dealing a mortal blow. He crouched low, and scanned the horizon for any more enemies as he cleaned off his blade, seeing none. The other two soldiers were also women, and he found himself being perplexed by the coincidence.
 
   “All of them are…girls,” he said. “Why is that?”
 
   “I don’t know Tim,” said Lucia, walking towards him slowly, her hips swaying in a tantalizing manner with every step. “Why do you think that is?”
 
   The two of them were only inches apart. Tim felt his cock pulsing and realized it was rock hard. Lucia was so close, and if it weren’t for the fact that she seemed to be just as eager as he was, he would have thought that she was teasing him.
 
   His hands began to reach for her, almost as though drawn by an outside force. Lucia was breathing fast and seemed to emanate heat. Her breasts were bunched up against the fabric of her dress, giving Tim a nice view of her cleavage.
 
   As his fingers were about to touch her, a sudden pain shot through Tim’s head, as though a spike had been driven deep inside his skull. He gasped, and staggered several paces back.
 
   “You touch her, and you die,” said a familiar voice. “Bring her back to me safely!”
 
   “Whoa, jeez!” he said out loud. “I know, I know. But why is it so hard for me to keep from-“
 
   “She is imbued with the same magic that I gave to you,” said Jarovian. “It’s why I sent you in the first place.”
 
   The pain slowly abated, and he looked up to see Lucia staring at him, eyes full of concern.
 
   “Are you okay, Tim? Do you always talk to yourself, or…?” she stepped towards him with her arms outreached, and Tim had to jump back to keep from making contact, much to his own chagrin.
 
   “I’m fine,” he said. “Sorry, just think of it like a magical walkie talkie that’s stuck in my head. Let’s get moving.”
 
   She smiled at him, and the two of them started back down the path, away from the tower. Kate was right around where he had left her, and he saw her expression shift from relief to a curious sort of coldness as he and Lucia walked up to her.
 
   “So…is this the girl?” she asked, pointing to Lucia as though she were an inanimate object.
 
   “Yeah,” said Tim. “This is her.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 47
 
    
 
   “Lucia, this is my sister, Kate. Kate, this is Lucia.”
 
   For a moment, the two girls just looked at each other, both of them seeming to consider exactly what to say and how to proceed.
 
   “It’s nice to meet you, Kate,” said Lucia, finally. “I am so grateful for you and your brother’s help.”
 
   “I’m sure you are,” replied Kate. “We’ve come a long way to help you. And we’ve lost a great deal, on the way…”
 
   Kate stepped closer to her brother and held his arm in an almost possessive gesture. Tim waited, hoping the two of them would break the ice a little more, before saying anything.
 
   “Alright, I think we should get moving,” he said. “Lucia, do you know of any convenient way off the island?”
 
   “I am not leaving the island, not yet…” she said.
 
   Tim looked at her, confused and feeling the accumulated exhaustion of the journey on his shoulders.
 
   “Look, we have a chance to get you to safety, if we move fast,” he said. “We have to take it.”
 
   “The only chance I have to leave safely and live safely is to bring peace to my people,” she said. “I can’t go.”
 
   “Look, you aren’t thinking about this rationally. I don’t know how long you’ve been held captive for, but there is already a war going on here that we can’t hope to fight in. The general has an army, and the Hand of the Sky Turner has a legion of followers.”
 
   “And I have the support of the rest,” said Lucia. “If you had not come to rescue, the rebels that support me would have.”
 
   Tim shook his head and reached out to grab Lucia’s hand. She whirled, pulling her arm away and stepping towards him, her body and breasts coming within a tantalizing distance of his chest.
 
   “I’m going back to my base on the island, where the people who truly care about me and the island are waiting. If you want to keep me safe, then you will just have to come along.”
 
   Tim sighed. He looked over at his sister, who had her arms crossed and seemed to be glaring at Lucia. Kate didn’t say anything, and finally, he shrugged his shoulders and began following Lucia down the path, feeling defeated.
 
   There was a certain amount of tension in the air as the three of them continued away from the tower. Lucia would occasionally point in a direction and help Tim find his way to where they were headed, and Kate would talk to him about going home, and Marco, but neither of them seemed to want to acknowledge each other. Eventually, Tim gave up on making them get along and strode ahead.
 
   “How much further is it, exactly?” asked Tim. “What should I be looking out for when we get close?”
 
   “We have taken control of one of the small coastal properties,” said Lucia. “It’s not too far from here. The General originally arrested the people who owned it and seized it for himself, but my sisters and I pushed out his forces during the rebellion.”
 
   “This was before you were captured, then?”
 
   Lucia smiled weakly at him.
 
   “Yes,” she said. “I was captured after that.”
 
   Tim didn’t ask for any more details, feeling as though the tone in her voice told him more than enough. He slipped to the back of the group and let Lucia get ahead of him. Kate seemed to be in her own, sullen world, and didn’t react when he tried to hold her hand.
 
   “Hey,” he whispered. “You should be happy. We’re almost at the end.”
 
   She looked at him now, and though it was dark, the sharp, cutting edge in her eyes was unmistakable.
 
   “And just what is that end going to mean, Tim? What’s it going to mean for us?”
 
   He didn’t have an answer. The relationship between him and his sister was born from circumstance, but would it die when the situation changed? Would things go back to how they used to be when he finally freed himself from the curse? Did he really want them to?
 
   All he could do was rub her hand encouragingly. Lucia increased her pace, and the two of them had to stretch their stride to keep up. After about ten more minutes of walking, they finally arrived outside of what looked to be a large mansion with a huge fence around it.
 
   “Welcome to the home of the Manai resistance,” said Lucia.
 
   The three of them walked down the path to a large, metal gate. A spotlight flicked on as they approached, followed by the sound of a voice.
 
   “Who goes there?” called a woman from inside the estate.
 
   “A sister fighting for the people,” said Lucia. “It’s me, Lucia, along with some new friends.”
 
   The gate was quickly opened. The woman on the other side laughed and wrapped her into a hug. Tim and Kate watched as the two exchanged greetings, and then were led further down the path towards the large house in the center of the property.
 
   There was a fierce looking group of women outside, all of them sporting weapons and dressed in the clothing of a militia. They swept Lucia into their arms as she walked over to them, cheering and celebrating her return. After a couple of minutes of this, Lucia turned back to them.
 
   “My sisters, this is Tim and his sister Kate,” she shouted. “They are the ones who saved me, and they are here to help.”
 
   Tim crossed his arms somewhat skeptically, but before he could object, a woman stepped forward towards him. She was older, around the age of his mother, and incredibly attractive. She wore only a very small tank top and a pair of tight camo shorts.
 
   “My name is Jana,” she said, rubbing Tim’s arm. “I am Lucia’s first captain and the leader here in her absence. I cannot thank you enough. You have done for us what was to be the first step in taking back out island.”
 
   “It’s no problem,” he said. “But I didn’t rescue her for you. I did it for her father.”
 
   The group was suddenly quiet, and seemed to hang on his words.
 
   “I did it for Jarovian. He sent me, and he wants his daughter returned to him, in America.”
 
   “Lucia, is this true?” asked Jana, bewildered.
 
   “I will go back, don’t worry,” said Lucia. “But first, we must finish things here. He will understand…he must.”
 
   Tim said nothing to that. The group of women continued with their celebrations, and all of them walked up the stairs and into the mansion. The room they entered was a large, regal entrance chamber. Jana pulled Tim and Kate off to the side as they walked onto the carpet.
 
   “Please, we must take some time to talk to our leader in private,” she said. “Allow me to show you to your room. That is, if you wish to stay with us for a time?”
 
   Tim looked at Kate, who nodded.
 
   “Please,” he said. “That would be nice.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 48
 
    
 
   Tim and Kate were led upstairs, and down a long hallway. Throughout their journey, they had lodged in many different places, but this was the nicest yet. A large, luxurious looking bed covered in soft silken sheets and down pillows was the centerpiece of the room they were shown, with a small mini bar off to the side and a private bathroom.
 
   “Will this do?” asked Jana. “I apologize, but the rest of the rooms we have to spare are in the servant’s quarters.”
 
   Tim opened his mouth to answer but Kate beat him to it.
 
   “Yes! This is perfect!” she said. Kate pulled Tim into the room and after hastily thanking Jana, slammed the door shut.
 
   She had a look in her eyes that Tim hadn’t seen before, and he wasn’t sure if he found it to be unnerving, arousing, or a mixture of both. She wanted him. No, it was more than that. Kate had a look in her eyes that seem to suggest that she felt entitled to him.
 
   He smiled at her and began to walk towards the mini bar, but she had other ideas, cutting back in front of him and pushing her chest up against his. Kate grabbed her brother’s hands and brought them up to her breasts, encouraging him as much as she could.
 
   “Come on, baby bro,” she said. “It’s been too long since we’ve had a chance like this…”
 
   “Kate…” he replied, feeling slightly bemused.
 
   “Is it her? Is that it?” Kate whispered, pushing her lips up against his neck.
 
   “It has nothing to do with Lucia,” he said. “It’s us, Kate. You’re still my sister. Nothing’s changed.”
 
   She seemed to relent momentarily, and then forcefully pushed him back. The bed was right behind him and he fell onto it. Kate wasted no time and began unbuttoning his pants and pulling them down.
 
   “Come on, let’s just have a drink and, oh, wow,”
 
   She had pulled down his boxers and slipped his cock into her mouth. Tim’s member did not discriminate, and the feeling of his sister’s wet, warm inner cheeks instantly spurred on a hard erection. She began to suck hard, bouncing her mouth up and down on her brother’s cock like she was on a mission to make him cum.
 
   It was hard for Tim to really know what to make of it. He loved his sister, but every time the two of them had sex, he would also realize that he felt something else – lust. Could he separate that from the love? It was illicit, and taboo, and wrong, but with her licking and working his cock, he felt almost impossible to keep from giving in.
 
   Kate looked him in the eyes and slowly brought her tongue up the length of his shaft. Tim watched and felt his cock twitch with sensations, enjoying every guilty second of it. She then brought her mouth down, further and further, until the head of his cock was solidly lodged in her throat.
 
   He felt like he was about to cum, but Kate had other plans. She slowly pulled her lips up his hilt, and then quickly stripped off her own clothes. Tim moved to stand up, but Kate pushed him down, and climbed on top of him. She set the head of his cock right against her entrance and slowly began to drop down on him.
 
   “Oh god, yes…” moaned Kate.
 
   It was hard for his sister’s tight cunt to properly take all of him, but she tried, shivering with ecstasy as she felt his girth. Kate began to rock back and forth, riding him like a little girl riding her first pony, slowly growing in confidence.
 
   It felt amazing, and Tim soon was unable to keep his hands controlled. He grabbed his sister’s hips and began to pull her down onto him, fucking her deeper and forcing his cock into her. She began to scream, both in pleasure and in pain.
 
   The two of them met each other’s rhythm perfectly, and soon began to reach their limit, together. As Tim shot his load deep inside his sister, she began to tense up, and almost collapsed on him from the exhaustive wave of pleasure that overtook her.
 
   The two of them lied down on the bed. It was soft, and beat out anything else that Tim could remember having to sleep on in the past weeks. Kate cuddled up against them, and the two of them were almost asleep when they heard a knock at the door.
 
   “Tim,” called Lucia from the hallway. “Are you still awake?”
 
   Kate looked at him and shook her head pleadingly. He rubbed her shoulder, and then got out of bed and began getting dressed.
 
   “Yeah,” he said. “Just give me a second.”
 
   He put on the rest of his clothes and then slipped out through the door, taking care to not open it enough for Kate to be visible under the covers. Lucia stood right outside. She had bathed and changed into a soft, thin evening gown. Her hair was still wet, and Tim began to feel almost unnaturally aroused upon looking at her.
 
   “I wanted to talk to you about our plan moving forward,” she said. “I know you were sent by my father to get me off the island, and I respect you for that. However, we could use your strength in the days to come, if you would help us.”
 
   Tim looked at her, feeling electricity spark between them as their eyes met.
 
   “I will hear you out, but I can’t promise anything,” he said.
 
   “All I want is to talk to you, alone,” she said. “I get the feeling that I will be able to convince you.”
 
   She smiled at him devilishly, and began to walk down the hall. Tim watched her for a moment, and then followed.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 49
 
    
 
   Lucia’s room was even bigger than the one that he and Kate had taken up in. It was lavishly decorated, and the bed appeared to have a frame that was inlaid with gold and various expensive jewels. Lucia sat down on the edge of it and patted next to her.
 
   “Please,” she said. “Sit with me.”
 
   Tim made his way over slowly. He was just there to hear her plan, he told himself. It felt almost like a betrayal to Kate to be considering anything more. He sat down on the bed, and strangely compelling ideas began to race through his head.
 
   “I talked with Jana and we’ve decided to act as soon as we can,” she said. “Tomorrow, actually.”
 
   “That seems a little hasty, all things considered,” said Tim.
 
   “It is, but if we wait, we’ll lose our opportunity,” she said. “Both the military and the church are unstable and fighting each other. On top of that, they both want to get their hands on me.”
 
   “Everybody wants to get their hands on you, it would seem,” said Tim.
 
   “That is exactly what I plan to take advantage of,” said Lucia. She turned towards him, looking deep into his eyes. “We will set a trap and use me as bait. When our foes show themselves, we will retreat, and allow them to fight each other in full strength, before moving in and finishing off the remnants of the victor.”
 
   “That sounds like it could go wrong very easily,” said Tim. “How can you be sure that you’ll have enough supporters to manage it? I seem thirty, maybe forty people on your estate, and they are all women, no offense.”
 
   “None taken,” said Lucia. “That’s where you come in.”
 
   “Just what are you suggesting?” he asked.
 
   “I want you to fight alongside us. I know my father did not send you empty handed,” she replied.
 
   “Listen, most of what your father sent me with is now in the possession of the leader of the church. Of your uncle, if I understand the family dynamics correctly.”
 
   “Please Tim, even so,” she said. “Even if it’s just in a small way, if you were there with us, we might stand more of a chance.”
 
   He looked at her skeptically, and then sighed.
 
   “I really don’t have much of a choice if I want to bring you back, it seems,” he said. “Fine, I’ll do it. But I do things on my terms. Make sure your ‘sisters’ don’t get in my way, and follow my lead. I know what we’re going to be up against better than you.”
 
   Lucia nodded, a broad smile forming on her face. The two of them stood up, and suddenly the full effect of her beauty seemed to hit him like a ton of bricks. His cock began to stiffen within his pants, and though he knew it was futile, he began to lean in closer to Lucia.
 
   “Is there something else I can help you with, Tim?” she whispered.
 
   As he moved closer, a strange force seemed to push him away from her. She seemed to notice it as well. They fought against it, trying to force physical contact, but it was useless.
 
   “I think your dad has put something into play here,” said Tim. “He is a very protective guy.”
 
   “He can’t protect me from everything,” said Lucia.
 
   She reached her hands up and in a slow, sensual movement, pulled her evening gown down and off her shoulders, exposing her naked body to Tim. Her breasts were impeccable, with perfect pink nipples that seemed to call out to him. Lucia leaned back onto the bed and grabbed one of her breasts, reaching down with her free hand to her womanhood, which was covered in a trim patch of hair. 
 
   “Do you like what you see, Tim?” she asked him.
 
   He nodded, feeling his cock swell inside his pants.
 
   “Show me, Tim,” she said. “I want to see you…I want to see all of you.”
 
   He pulled his shirt off, and then dropped his pants, feeling guilty as he remembered Kate waiting for him back in their bedroom. But he couldn’t stop himself. The sight of Lucia, naked and masturbating before him, was intoxicating.
 
   He began to stroke his cock as he watched her. She was groping at her tits and biting her lip as her fingers worked her clit in furious circles. Tim pumped his member and kneeled down beside her on the bed.
 
   The force between them still kept them from making contact, but it did nothing to stop them from drinking in the sight of each other. Tim found himself being even more aroused by the forbidden nature of what was happening. He couldn’t fuck Lucia physically, but what they were doing seemed almost more lewd by comparison.
 
   She began to breathe fast, and buck her hips into the air against her hand. Tim pushed against the invisible force, moving his crotch as close in to her body as it would allow. He pumped his cock vigorously, feeling himself becoming lost to the hot eroticism of the moment.
 
   “Oh god, Tim,” cried Lucia. “Watch me, Tim! Watch me cum for you, Tim!”
 
   She began to tense up, and then dropped down into the bed, drained of energy. Tim jerked his cock with a few more solid strokes, and then felt his dick begin to explode, his cum flying through the air and then stopping magically before landing on Lucia. It was frustrating, but he didn’t have much left after what he had spent on his sister, regardless.
 
   He quickly dressed himself, and Lucia pulled herself under her covers modestly. Before he left the room Tim walked around to her side of the bed and leaned in. Strangely, the force seemed to let up for a moment, allowing him to plant a chaste kiss on her forehead.
 
   “Goodnight, Lucia,” he said.
 
   “Goodnight Tim,” she replied. “Thank you.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 50
 
    
 
   The morning came without any fanfare. Tim had shared the bed with Kate, and the two of them had cuddled for most of the night. It had been hard for him to sleep with the knowledge of the battle that was about to take place in his mind.
 
   He dressed himself, checking his sword and holster and making sure he was completely ready. Kate watched him going through all of the movements with concerned eyes.
 
   “Hey,” said Tim. “Are you sure that I can’t convince you to stay here? It’s going to be dangerous.”
 
   “I’m going Tim, you can’t stop me,” she said. “We’ve come this far together. I’m not going to let you do this alone.”
 
   He nodded solemnly, and the two of them headed out into the hallway.
 
   Lucia and the rest of the female rebels were waiting in the lobby. All of them were fully equipped, and the sight gave Tim a moment of pause. The numbers they would be facing would be massive compared to what they had, but it still made him hopeful to see all of them prepared.
 
   “Did you sleep well?” asked Lucia as he and Kate made their way over.
 
   “Of course,” he said, smiling. Kate gave him a small elbow to the ribs, but he was a little confused as to why.
 
   “We are going to head for the hills on the northern outskirts of the city,” said Lucia. “Both the military and the church have small outposts there. If I make myself visible to them, we can draw both sides out relatively easily.”
 
   “Sounds like a plan,” said Tim. “Are all of your rebels ready?”
 
   Lucia looked out over her rag tag group. There was hope in their eyes. To them, Lucia was more than just a leader. She was the future, and their rightful queen.
 
   “Almost,” she said. Lucia walked a couple of steps up the stairway, enough to make it easy for everyone to see her. She said nothing at first, and the room quickly became silent in anticipation.
 
   “Everyone, I want to thank you for supporting me this far. I won’t waste time giving a long speech to you, because you already know the situation. All I ask is that you follow me, and if you can’t, I understand.”
 
   Nobody moved to leave. Lucia smiled, and then continued.
 
   “We will move out immediately. This is it, this is the end we’ve been waiting for. Let’s face whatever the day holds with bravery and courage!”
 
   There was a tremendous roar from the house, and then the group set out.
 
   It took them about an hour to travel the distance to the hills. They moved mostly through the thick cover of the jungle when they could, and in small groups along the road when they couldn’t. To Tim, it felt like they were marching off to fight a war. That didn’t seem to be too far from the truth. It made him feel even worse about allowing Kate to come along.
 
   From the start, he had felt guilty bringing her with him to Manai, but all of the emotion seemed to be almost on the verge of boiling over. He tried to suppress the feelings as much as he could, and focus on keeping pace.
 
   Kate was alongside him, and she noticed his mood shift. She reached her hand out and clasped his, and somehow, it did make him feel a little better. He had to be strong. He had to protect her, and get them both home safely.
 
   When they reached the hills, Tim could see the town off in the distance. The sky was overcast, but visibility was still quite good. Lucia was whispering at the front of the group along with Jana, and after a minute, they signaled for everyone to pull in close.
 
   “We’re going to move forward,” she said. “They already know we’re here, but we want to be the ones that control where the actual battle takes place.”
 
   Jana nodded at Lucia’s words, and then pointed off to the city.
 
   “Remember, we have to hold off whichever faction arrives first until the other one can distract them,” she said. “When that happens, we fall back to here.”
 
   The group of them all seemed to steel themselves for what was coming, and then began to march forward, into the hills and into the open. When they reached the area that would soon become their battlefield, they stood patiently, gripping their weapons.
 
   The wait seemed eternal, but in reality, it did not take long. From the edge of the city, they could see a cadre of vehicles headed their way, with soldiers marching in formation around them. Even without taking a head count, Tim could tell that they were outnumbered.
 
   The army stopped short of them about the length of a football field. General Charesso climbed out from the side of a jeep and stepped towards them, megaphone in hand.
 
   “Let Lucia go,” he called. “She will be better off under our protection.”
 
   Tim looked towards her. The plan was to waste as much time as possible, and hopefully stall long enough for the Hand and his followers to show up and engage the military. Lucia was right next to him, and she seemed to openly defy the general without even saying a word.
 
   Charesso signaled to his army, and soldiers began heading towards them. The rebel sisters around Lucia dropped low and began firing, and then, all hell broke loose. The military seemed to hesitate as they moved forward, and as the men in the rear guard turned back towards the city, Tim realized that the Hand and his followers had arrived, and they may has well have been their saviors.


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 51
 
    
 
   Gunfire was thick on the air. Tim, Kate, and Lucia were crouched down low, running as fast as they could back towards the cover of the jungle. The rest of the rebels were alternating between doing the same and firing on the two armies behind them.
 
   Tim felt almost powerless amidst the chaos. He only had his sword, and it was of little use against the firearm equipped enemies he now faced. All he could do was focus on keeping his sister and Lucia safe. He pushed both of them forward, and held back for a moment, watching the battle unfold.
 
   The Hand had arrived with the superior numbers. General Charesso and his force were being massacred. The match up would not have been fair even if the numbers had been equal, and this was entirely due to the magic the spiritual leader had under his control.
 
   Flames leapt forward from the outstretched palm of the Hand of the Sky Turner, scorching soldiers and occasionally his own people. He held the ancient tome that he had taken from Tim against his chest, and was using it to full effect.
 
   It was hard for Tim to watch. This was the result of his own carelessness, his own misplaced trust. That book seemed to him as though it could be the deciding factor in the unfolding history of an entire nation, and it was his fault that it had even come into play.
 
   Many of the military soldiers just seemed to just fall over as the flames reached them, turning from conscious agents into smoldering, self-sustaining little fires. Kate grabbed Tim’s chest and buried her head in it, and he felt guilt and rage begin to build within him.
 
   The battle only took a couple of minutes. The Hand of the Sky Turner and the church of Makano were victorious in the end, and unfortunately, it seemed like they had taken very few casualties in the process. The spiritual leader, holding his scepter in one hand and the book in the other, approached the edge of the no man’s land separating his followers from the rebels.
 
   “Lucia, my niece, it is over,” he called. “We have won. Come, join me. It is time for us to rebuild Manai, from the ground up.”
 
   Lucia was the lynch pin in the Hand’s plan. Tim had realized this from the moment he first stepped foot on the island. Without her, there would be no pacifying the people. Without her, an uprising amongst the defeated was inevitable. And it was this that pushed Tim into putting his last resort of a plan into action.
 
   She was standing right next to him, and he needed only to take a couple of steps in order to set himself behind her. Then, pulling out his sword in on clean, fluid motion, he set it against her throat and held her roughly to him.
 
   “Just don’t say anything, and act scared,” he whispered into her ear.
 
   The rebels were shocked, and one of them moved forward, grabbing Kate by the wrist and taking her prisoner as a counter weight. Tim felt bad, but it wouldn’t matter. Either this worked, or they were all dead anyway.
 
   He walked forward out of the jungle, and savored the look of surprise that came of The Hand’s face momentarily. Lucia seemed to be going along with it easily enough, and a reassuring touch of her hand on his waist let him know that she trusted him. Better not fuck this up, Tim thought to himself.
 
   “Let her go, heathen,” said The Hand. “I will not spare your life if you injure her in any way.”
 
   “You’ve forced my hand, uh, so to speak,” said Tim, with a smile. “Give me back the book, and she is all yours.”
 
   “That’s not going to happen. Release my niece at this moment and allow her to come and rule Manai as the queen she rightfully deserves to be.”
 
   “How can you speak of using her so casually?” asked Tim. “I will not turn her over to you. If you want her, why don’t you come out here and get her?”
 
   The Hand made a gesture as though to command his forces forward. Tim shook his head and pressed the blade tighter against Lucia’s neck, feeling terrible for having to pretend to such a degree.
 
   “Not them. You,” he said. “I will fight you in a duel, for Lucia and for the future of this island.”
 
   The Hand smiled, and nodded his head.
 
   “Very well,” he said. “I like the way you think.”
 
   Tim dropped his sword from Lucia’s neck and pushed her back a distance behind him. Her uncle, The Holy Hand of the Sky Turner, began to make his way out into the stretch of barren landscape on which the final battle would be fought.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 52
 
    
 
   Tim watched as The Hand walked towards him. The man had a couple of inches and easily a couple of pounds on him, and on top of that, he had the book. All Tim could do was tightly grip the hilt of his sword, holding it up across his body almost like a shield against what was to come.
 
   The second Lucia made it back to the jungle, The Hand began his assault. He rushed forward, and held up one of his arms. The same flames that had so decimated the general’s army just minutes before roared out of his palm, headed straight towards Tim.
 
   He dodged the best that he could, feeling his pant leg catch fire and having to drop to the ground in order to roll it out. Kate, Lucia, and the rest of the rebels were cheering him on from the sidelines. He almost couldn’t even hear them. Mortal terror began to grip him as The Hand closed the distance and gained an even better position to attack from.
 
   There were more flames, and this time, Tim didn’t get a chance to dodge. He lifted his sword reactively, and was surprised when it seemed to deflect away the energy of the fire. Apparently, so was The Hand. The holy leader began flipping through the book, looking for a new spell to use against him.
 
   Tim didn’t waste the opportunity. He rushed forward, doing his best to get within striking distance before The Hand’s next offensive rebuttal. His legs carried him quickly, and he got close enough to take a swing, but it was a moment too late. The Hand seemed to teleport away, moving quicker than Tim’s eyes could follow.
 
   Blows began to rain on him from all sides, knocking his sword away and disorienting him. There was little he could do too block, but through some long odd stroke of luck, he managed to connect his foot into the legs of The Hand. At the increased speed he was moving at, the action cause him to flip head over heels, bringing him back to normal and giving Tim a chance to pick up his weapon.
 
   “I think you need more practice with that,” Tim said with a laugh.
 
   “You underestimate my capabilities, boy!” yelled The Hand.
 
   The holy man dropped his palm onto another page, and a very familiar scene began to play out in front of Tim. His one opponent suddenly shifted into three, all of them identical copies of The Hand of the Sky Keeper. Tim couldn’t help but wonder just what his followers would make of such magic.
 
   He didn’t have time to think for long. All of the copies flew at him, and the only defense he could manage was to swing his sword frantically in an attempt to force them back. It felt like being a lone human beset by a pack of wolves – regardless of which direction he moved towards, they would flank around and force in.
 
   One of his strikes landed true, but it didn’t matter. Another one of the copies hit him from behind, and then he took another blow to the side of his head that filled his vision with stars. Tim rolled as he dropped down, pushing himself up from his knees quickly and becoming incredibly discouraged when he realized that he was being toyed with.
 
   “Just give up, boy,” said The Hand. “Give up, and I will spare your life, and the life of your sister and friends.”
 
   “You’ve been so good at that, haven’t you?” said Tim, outraged. “You’ll spare us, right? Just like you spared Marco, right?”
 
   He made his move. The copy closest to him, the one who was doing the speaking, was also still holding the book, which had not been multiplied. Tim launched himself forward, dropping his sword in order to use both hands.
 
   Before there was any time for holy leader of the church to react, Tim had flipped open the book and slammed his hand down into it. A strange light began to emit itself from the page, blindingly bright and slowly expanding outwards. This was not a spell he had ever tried out before. This was something new.
 
   Tim began to hover several inches in the air, the light from the book flowing upwards and into his body. The Hand reached down to the book in an attempt to also take advantage of the new magic, but all Tim had to do was point his finger, and it lifted right out of his grasp.
 
   The expression of shock on the holy man’s face was mirrored by all of his clones. Tim smiled, and then pushed the energy inside him forward. The Hand flew back through the air, landing twenty feet away, his copies dispelled instantly. 
 
   All of the eyes of the people, friend and foe alike, were locked onto Tim. He floated up slightly higher into the air and then began to speak, his voice carrying with it a depth and intensity that went beyond anything capable of a mortal.
 
   “This man is a false idol,” he said. “Follow him no more. You will have a new government. There will be a new era for the people of Manai, and it will be one of healing, and rebuilding. The fight is over!”
 
   A tremendous cheer went up through the battlefield. Tim dropped back down to the ground. The book was in his hands, but it suddenly began to crumble, as if its age had finally caught up to it. The crumbs of paper fluttered through his hands, but it was fine. The battle had been won.
 
   Tim felt exhausted, and was almost in disbelief at what he had accomplished. He felt arms wrap around him, and realized that Lucia and Kate had rushed across the field to pull him into an embrace. The rest of the rebels came with them. A couple pulled The Hand into custody, unchallenged by his subdued followers. Several others picked Tim up on their shoulders and began to carry him.
 
   “You did it, little bro!” cried Kate. “Let’s go home!”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   CHAPTER 53
 
    
 
   It almost felt like a dream for Tim as the group made their way back to the estate of the rebels. Once inside, he was led up to his room, somewhat forcefully, by Lucia and Kate. The two girls pushed him onto the bed and then locked the door behind them.
 
   “You’re alive…Tim, I, I, was so worried,” Kate had tears in her eyes, but a smile from ear to ear, and Tim couldn’t help but smile himself at what a strange juxtaposition it was. Lucia watched both of them, looking quite pleased herself.
 
   “Yeah, I am, sis,” he said. He leaned in and kissed her on the lips, and felt her respond back hungrily. Lucia stepped towards them, and he felt her hands running across his chest.
 
   “I think it’s okay for us to do this now that the situation has been resolved,” she said. “That is, if your sister is alright with it?”
 
   Kate smiled and nodded. Tim could only assume that both women were alright with sharing him, given that a couple of hours ago, he had been almost written off for dead.
 
   The girls began to pull his clothes off, and Tim felt himself quickly becoming aroused. It was as though this was his reward, and all of the fear and anxiety he had experienced in the battle was now being channeled into hot, sexual desire.
 
   It didn’t feel wrong for Kate to be touching him, not anymore. She was still his sister, and as her hands began to stroke his shaft, Tim had a momentary flicker of guilt. The look in her eyes was one of love, and he found himself wondering how anything could be wrong with that, in the end.
 
   Lucia and Kate stepped back, and stood at the foot of the bed. Both women began to undress, and Tim felt his eyes jumping from one to the other as he watched the incredibly hot scene unfold in front of him. Each of them almost seemed to compete for his attention, upping the ante and taking the strip tease further.
 
   It only took them a moment to expose themselves completely. Tim was awed by their beautiful breasts and hips, and they set about taking off the rest of his clothes, next. He let them, still feeling the aches and bruises of combat and wincing at times, but they were gentle.
 
   The girls climbed into bed next to him and began to kiss him passionately, each of them pawing gingerly at his hard cock. He would make out with one for a moment, and then turn and kiss the other. Both of them seemed to be totally entranced by his dick, and slowly but surely, their kisses began to meander down his chest, and down his stomach.
 
   Lucia was the first of the two of lick his cock and the sensation almost caused him to moan out loud. This was the crown jewel of Manai, the girl that hundreds of people had just fought to possess, and now she was sucking on his shaft like a dirty, filthy slut.
 
   Kate saw what Lucia was doing, and a look of jealousy crossed her face. Instead of complaining, she leaned forward and began licking too, both women working his cock with the softest and wettest parts of their body.
 
   Their tongues felt mind blowingly good, and Tim watched as they leaned into each other, attempting a kiss with his cock in the middle. He couldn’t hold out for long, and felt himself pushing them back. He wanted more. Tim had gone to war, and now he was going to take the spoils.
 
   Lucia was up first. Tim pushed her down on the bed, and then mounted her. This time, Kate did seem a little jealous, but he didn’t care. He had to fuck this girl. She was the reason why all of this had begun, and he had to feel what it felt like to be inside her.
 
   “Do it, Tim,” she whispered. “Oh god, fuck me Tim!”
 
   That was more than enough encouragement for him. He began to pump his cock into her, with every stroke resulting in a little moan out of her lips. It felt amazing for him, and he found himself being almost awed by the soft texture of her inner folds against his cock. 
 
   Kate was sitting on the bed, her arms crossed and obviously frustrated. Tim felt just bad enough to pull out of Lucia and give her a turn. He pushed his sister down and slid his wet cock inside of her.
 
   “Oh yes, baby bro,” she said. “I love you,”
 
   “I know, sis,” he replied.
 
   He fucked Kate hard, harder than he had fucked Lucia. She was his sister, but she was so much more than that. There was no telling how things would be when they got back to the states, but he found himself hoping that things would stay just the way they were, with her being his incestuous, personal slut.
 
   Kate was moaning loudly, and Tim thrust into her as deep as he could, feeling as though it was the crescendo of their sexual relationship up until that point. Finally, he began to feel himself build to an orgasm. He pulled out, and both girls knelt down in front of his cock, licking it and coaxing his gift out.
 
   His cock exploded, spraying cum forcefully all over both of their faces. They looked so beautiful, and they both seemed to smile up at him. He felt the orgasm sweeping over him, relaxing his muscles and seeming much more satisfying than any he could ever remember having before.
 
   Tim collapsed back on the bed. The girls cleaned themselves up, and then lied down beside him. All of them were silent for a little while, and then finally, Tim spoke.
 
   “It’s over now, isn’t it?” said Tim.
 
   “Actually, I think it’s only just begun,” said Lucia. “At least for Manai and its future.”
 
   “We can worry about that after we’re back home,” he said. “Your dad is going to be just thrilled to see you.”
 
   Lucia sat up and shook his head.
 
   “Tell him if he wants to see me, he can come over here,” she said.
 
   Tim was too exhausted to argue with her.
 
   “Fine, fine,” he said. “But you do know that me and Kate have to head back…”
 
   “I know, it’s fine. I want you to come and visit me soon though, okay?” She smiled at him and leaned in close to his ear.
 
   “And when you do, leave your sister behind, you pervert!” she whispered.
 
    
 
    
 
   END
 
    
 
   If you enjoyed this story, click here to sign up for my mailing list and hear about the next one.\
 
   Also, check out my Tumblr for more free erotica stories and images.
 
   To read a free chapter from another one of my books, scroll down.
 
    
 
   This series (Curse Of Desire) is, in a way, my passion project. I realize that plot and character progression is not what a lot of people are looking for when it comes to taboo erotica, but it’s always been what drew me in, as a reader. The first review I got, after four books and several months, was from someone with a similar outlook and mentality, and it really inspired me to get off my butt and finish writing the rest. I want a give a sincere thanks to that reviewer, if they are reading this, and to everyone else that has read and enjoyed the Curse series.
 
   Anya Merchant 
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