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  Chapter 1

  
  




The sun hung low over the ocean, its reflection rippling across the calm water. The yacht drifted slowly, the only sounds being the hum of the engine and the steady rhythm of waves hitting the hull.

With three other women beside me, I found myself on a yacht not far from the Miami coast. I adjusted the camera settings, squinting against the light. The conditions were perfect. Mom had been right about this being the best time to shoot. It was supposed to be a family trip, something she had planned to bring everyone closer, but she had also convinced me to help Isla, my little sister, with her modelling portfolio.

I had hesitated at first because Isla was attractive, and I wasn’t sure how comfortable I felt taking photos of her in that way. But as always, Mom managed to persuade me with her sweet voice and a shoulder massage, kneading lightly as she spoke about how it could be a fun family getaway. The warmth of her touch and her calm tone made my hesitation fade until I finally gave in. Maybe I did need to spend more time with them. It had, after all, been a long time since we were together.

Mom stood behind me, close enough that I could feel her presence. She wore a knee-length sundress, its fabric clinging to her figure. At forty-six, she was still very attractive: toned, fit, tall, and feminine. Her dark-blonde hair looked bronze in the sun, and her hazel eyes matched the color of her lustrous strands.

The scent of an exotic fruity perfume and her sun-warmed skin drifted around me as she reached over to adjust my arms, steadying my frame.

“There,” she said, her breath brushing my ear. “The light hits her perfectly when she turns that way.”

Her hand stayed on my shoulder long enough for me to feel the heat. The brush of her dress against my back made it difficult to focus. I tried to keep my attention on the camera and also on my little sister.

At the deck’s edge, Isla stood barefoot in the golden light. Her small, bright bikini framed her dancer-toned body, making her hair and hazel eyes pop. Only twenty-one, she was already a well-known beachwear model, and it showed in her confidence before the lens.

She was slightly shorter than Mom, but still tall for a young woman at five feet eight. She had inherited Mom’s perfect cheekbones along with the dimples when she smiled. Her lips were naturally plump as if stung by a bee, and her breasts were perky and sat high on her chest, at the peak of their youthful beauty.

Watching her pose made it clear why photographers loved her. She tilted her head and stretched as she followed her mother’s direction.

Modeling ran in the family. I was drawn into photography early on, getting help from my mother to land a job. Our mother was a former supermodel herself but had retired early and moved on to design.

“Noah?” Isla teased me, flashing a smile that made her dimples deepen. “Are you focusing?”

I lowered the camera slightly. “You move too much. Hard to keep up.”

She grinned. “Sure.”

Mom stepped closer to the deck, calling out small adjustments. “Tilt your chin a bit more, Isla. Let your hand rest on your hip. Perfect, now hold it.”

Isla sighed and rolled her eyes. “Mom, I know what I’m doing.”

Mom laughed. “Maybe, but I’ve been doing this longer than you, sweetheart. Trust me.”

Isla followed Mom’s instructions with exaggerated sass, arching her back, running a hand through her hair, and giving the lens a teasing smirk. Mom corrected her posture with a hand gesture, telling her to lean on one hip and soften her gaze. Watching them flirt and play off each other always warmed my heart.

I kept shooting, pretending to stay focused, though part of me couldn’t help noticing how good Isla looked. For a moment, I admitted to myself that my sister was a total bombshell.

When I showed Isla the photos, she leaned in, her face brightening. “Okay, yeah, those are actually good.”

Mom blew her a quick raspberry. “Told you, hon.”

Isla blinked, then burst out laughing. “You’re too old to be sticking your tongue out like that.”

“Uh uh,” Mom replied, grinning as she adjusted her sunglasses, the teasing energy between them making the whole shoot feel natural again.

Isla turned to me and smiled. “These are wonderful,” she said.

I felt a small wave of relief. “Glad you like them,” I replied, lowering the camera.

She stepped closer, her fingers brushing against my chest. When I glanced down, I caught a perfect view of her perky breasts. They had a light tan, bouncy and firm, the kind that moved just enough to draw the eye. Thankfully, it was just a regular bikini and not one of those micro bikinis or triangle tops she liked to wear now and then.

She laid her hand flat against my chest, smirking up at me with a playful glint in her hazel eyes. “You know, you should be shirtless more often. It looks good on you.”

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t help smiling, feeling the warmth of her hand through my skin. “I’m good behind the scenes,” I said. “The spotlight’s all yours.”

She looked over her shoulder at her mother. “So, Mom, do we need more photos?”

Mom nodded, raising an eyebrow. “Yes, don’t start being lazy now. It’s time to get wet again. Pour some water over yourself. It’ll look amazing for the magazine.”

“Delia, help me,” Isla said.

Delia, Isla’s fraternal twin, stepped forward holding a small pitcher. She was twenty-one like Isla, though her presence was quieter and more reserved. Her dark-blonde hair was tied in a ponytail, and her hazel eyes caught the sunlight, almost turning gold. Her skin was a shade paler than her sister’s, and she wore a light wrap skirt over her swimsuit, as if she preferred a little modesty. Delia wasn’t unattractive by any means, but compared to Mom or Isla, she wasn’t a supermodel either. She was slightly shorter, standing at five foot six, her face a bit rounder, and her body a little curvier. Still, she was more well-endowed than my sister, her breasts a cup size bigger, though she never showed them off. Even in the summer, she preferred wearing loose blouses instead of skimpy bikinis.

With the pitcher over her sister’s waist, Delia hesitated for a second and asked, “Like this?”

Isla grinned and shook her head. “A little more over my chest. There, just pour it here.”

With a playful grin, Delia tilted the pitcher, letting the warm water flow over Isla’s breasts until they glistened in the sunlight. Isla laughed and brushed her hands over her chest as Delia giggled beside her, the contrast between their personalities as clear as the light glinting off the sea.

“Perfect,” Mom said. “Now, Noah, get that angle from lower.”

I crouched, my camera clicking as the light reflected off Isla’s wet skin. She arched her back and tilted her head, letting the sun highlight every curve. Mom stood beside me, studying the shots through my viewfinder. Every time she leaned close, I felt her maternal warmth, and through her actions, I could tell how much she cared. She guided Isla into the most flattering poses and helped me adjust so the photos came out perfect.

Isla switched poses easily, running her fingers through her damp hair and tracing the outline of her neck. She leaned forward, resting one elbow on her knee, giving me a sly look. “How’s that, photographer? Getting your best work yet?”

I smiled without lowering the camera. “Depends. You planning to keep that look when this goes to print?”

She laughed, tossing her hair back. “You mean the one that makes you forget to breathe?”

I chuckled, trying to play it cool even though my pulse was quick. “Something like that.”

After a while, Mom called for a short break, and everyone relaxed. She sat down beside Delia on a shaded part of the deck. “How are you holding up, sweetheart?” Mom asked.

Untying her ponytail, Delia brushed a strand of hair from her face and smiled. “I’m fine. The photos look really good. Noah’s a great photographer.”

I rubbed the back of my neck, pretending not to overhear, but the compliment still warmed me.

Mom smiled. “He’s got an eye for it, doesn’t he?” She then leaned a little closer to Delia. “You should join your sister for a few photos next. It’ll be fun.”

Delia blinked. “Me? I’m not a model.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” Mom said, patting her shoulder. “You’ll look perfect together.”

Clearly not being against it, Isla grinned. “Come on, it’ll be fun.”

I glanced at Delia. She didn’t have Isla’s sharp jawline or dimples, but her smile was genuine and feminine. Most of her life, she had stood quietly in Isla’s shadow.

Delia turned to me and smiled. “Well, what do you think? You get the final say, right?”

I mulled it over. The heat of the day had already made things intense, and the idea of photographing both sisters didn’t make it easier. But her hopeful smile made me nod, and I loved seeing that same happiness light up both my sisters’ faces.

“Yeah,” I said. “Let’s do it.”

Mom looked pleased. “Good. Come with me, Delia. We’ll find something for you to wear.”

As they disappeared below deck, I lowered my camera and exhaled. Isla glanced at me from her towel, grinning.

“You look super flustered,” she said.

“It’s the sun,” I muttered, though we both knew it wasn’t.

She laughed as I turned away, pretending to check my camera settings, trying to steady myself for whatever was coming next. “Beautiful day,” she said. “This is why I love trips like this. Just us and the ocean.”

I nodded. “Yeah, we should do this more often. Feels good to be together like this.”

Isla smiled, stretching her legs out. “Totally, but I hope we do something fun later too. Maybe jet skis or volleyball?”

I chuckled. “Mom’s right, you think too much about fun.”

She blew me a raspberry. “And you think too little about it. When’s the last time you actually went out?”

I paused, thinking. “Camping trip with Mom.”

Isla rolled her eyes. “That doesn’t count. All you care about is the gym and work.”

I laughed. “Well, without that, I wouldn’t have the chest you like so much.”

She smirked and gave me a playful look. “Touché. But you can’t flex your way through life, you know.”

I smiled. “Maybe not, but it helps.”

She grinned and leaned back on her elbows. “I’m looking forward to some photos with sis next.”

“You two will look hot together,” I said.

Isla nodded. “Oh, definitely. Mom knows how to guide models into the right poses.”

“You sounded a bit cocky earlier … as if you knew more.”

“Mom knows more,” she admitted. “But I know some stuff too.”

“I’m sure you do,” I teased her.

She stuck her tongue out.

We both went quiet for a moment, staring out across the endless blue. The coast of Miami was still faintly visible in the distance, and somewhere out there, we were near the Bermuda Triangle.

Deciding to tease her some more, I looked at Isla. “You ever read about this place? The myths and the disappearances?”

She laughed. “Good luck if you’re trying to scare me, Noah. Try that on Delia or Mom instead.”

I rolled my eyes.

A few minutes later, Mom and Delia came back up from below deck. Delia had changed into a bikini that fit her better than I expected. It was blue that brought out the gold in her hazel eyes and the pale tone of her skin. The top hugged her chest just enough to lift her breasts, causing a juicy cleavage, and the wrap skirt she had worn earlier was gone, leaving her legs bare and smooth under the sun. Her butt was plump and wrinkle-free, and she looked both hot and cute, as usual. I tried to look away quickly, reminding myself that she was family.

Isla sat up and gave her twin an approving look, biting her bottom lip. “Damn, you look sexy.”

Delia blushed and tried to hide her smile. Mom chuckled and said, “Keep that blush. It’ll look fantastic in the photos.”

Isla grinned and nodded. “Yeah, you’re glowing. Come on, let’s do this.”

Mom clapped her hands once, her tone switching back into that calm, professional focus. “Alright, girls, let’s start the next set. Isla, help your sister with her angles. Delia, just relax and follow my direction.”

The energy picked up again as they moved into position, sunlight glinting off the water while I lifted my camera, ready to start shooting once more. Mom guided them patiently, her voice calm but sure as she called out directions. She had Isla stand behind Delia at first, both of them looking over their shoulders toward the camera. Then she had them face each other, hands resting lightly on each other’s arms, their laughter spilling over the sound of the waves. When Mom told Isla to wrap her arm around her sister’s waist, they both giggled, their cheeks pink from the sun and the playful closeness.

“That’s it,” Mom said. “Now lean in a little more, shoulders touching. Good. Hold that.”

I snapped several shots in quick succession, the sunlight catching the drops of water still clinging to their skin. The scene was both beautiful and slightly erotic. Mom moved closer, pointing to the angle she wanted. “Delia, tilt your chin up a little. Isla, brush that hair out of your face. Perfect. Now, hold her hand.”

The girls laughed again but did as told, their youthful energy contagious. The teasing between them grew natural and warm, each pose flowing into the next. Mom smiled approvingly, then said, “Alright, one more. Kiss each other. Just a short one. It’ll look fantastic.”

Both girls blinked in surprise before exchanging amused looks. Isla shrugged and leaned forward, and Delia hesitated only a moment before their lips met in a quick, shy kiss. I caught it perfectly: the golden light, the ocean behind them, and their laughter breaking the moment apart. I adjusted the focus, trying to stay professional even as heat crept up my neck.

“Beautiful,” Mom said, satisfied.

Mom called it a wrap as the sun began to sink toward the horizon. She smiled proudly at both Isla and Delia. The light had turned orange, wrapping the deck in warmth.

After the shoot, I leaned back in my chair and let the breeze cool my skin. The girls were at their cabins, changing clothes. My muscles relaxed, but my thoughts wouldn’t settle. Taking those photos had done something to me. Watching them through the lens, seeing every detail framed in the sunlight, had stirred something I didn’t want to admit. I hated feeling turned on by it, but the truth was there, quiet and unwanted.

Footsteps drew me out of my thoughts. Mom came up first, dressed in a fresh sundress that clung lightly to her body. She smelled like rose and salt, freshly rinsed from the shower. Leaning in, she kissed the side of my neck and whispered, “Thank you for your work today.”

I smiled. “It was a pleasure.”

“I’ll start making dinner,” she said, heading toward the kitchen. My eyes lingered on her hips as they swayed with each step. The sight was even more mesmerizing when I realized her dress was semi-transparent, giving brief glimpses of her skin and her pink panties beneath.

Trying to pull my thoughts elsewhere, I offered to help, but she waved me off. “Relax,” she said. “You’ve done enough.”

“Alright,” I yielded with my hands in the air.

“Soon we’ll be able to bring both girls on our next camping trip.”

I thought about those trips. Camping with Mom had always been a blast. We’d hike, build fires, and cook under the stars. Outdoor adventures became my mother’s favorite pastime after she retired from modeling. She used to tell me we all need a break from the attention, and that she’d always been drawn to nature. Delia had joined us a few times, though she preferred horseback riding. Isla would be a different story entirely. That thought made me smile.

A few minutes later, the girls came up, dressed in skirts and light tops. They still looked sun-warmed from the day. “Can we help, Mom?” Isla asked.

Mom nodded. “Yes, you can set the table.”

As they began setting the table, Isla flicked a napkin at Delia, making her laugh. Delia grabbed a fork and pretended to point it at her sister, and soon they were playfully bumping hips as they arranged plates and glasses.

I leaned back, watching them with a grin. It felt good seeing them like this, relaxed and playful after a day of hard work.

Isla gave Delia a teasing look. “Careful, I’ll win this table-setting contest.”

Delia rolled her eyes. “Only if Mom judges by who messes up more.”

Mom shook her head, smiling. “Keep it up, and I’ll have you washing dishes later.”

The girls laughed, finishing their work, then joined us around the table. Mom had prepared lobster with spaghetti and poured some white wine for us to drink.

Mom scrolled through the photos on my camera while we ate. Isla leaned over my shoulder, grinning. “You definitely zoomed in on my butt,” she said.

I smirked. “Hard not to notice a nice one.”

Mom gave me a playful look. “Oh, is that so? Well, I think Delia’s is even rounder.”

Delia giggled. “You think way too much about butts and chests.”

Mom shrugged. “Nothing wrong with appreciating what you’ve got. And for the record, we don’t have anything against your butt.”

“Which one has the nicest?” Isla asked me.

I didn’t have to think twice. “Mom.”

Isla laughed. “Not fair. Older women always have better curves.”

I chuckled. “Alright, enough butt talk. Let’s talk about something else before this turns into Miss Bumbum.”

Mom turned to Delia. “So, how was your first photo shoot?”

Delia poked at a piece of lobster meat. “It was fine. I liked it. But I still don’t think I’m pretty enough.”

“That’s nonsense,” Mom said, shaking her head. “You’re beautiful, sweetheart.”

I nodded. “She’s right. You looked great out there.”

Isla grinned. “Yeah, totally. You’ve got the kind of look magazines love.”

Delia blushed slightly but smiled. “Thanks. It was fun, though. I really liked that last photo. The kiss one.”

Mom just smiled. “That one came out perfect.”

Delia looked toward the horizon. “So what’s the plan for tomorrow?”

Mom wiped her hands and said, “We’ll stay on the yacht tonight and head back to Miami in the morning.”

Isla sighed. “Can’t we stay in a hotel instead?”

“There’s nothing wrong with the beds here,” Mom said.

I smirked. “I think I scared her earlier when I mentioned the Bermuda Triangle.”

“Shut up,” Isla shot back, rolling her eyes.

“Hey, no fighting,” Mom said with a half-smile. “We haven’t had such a lovely family day in years. Let’s not ruin it.”

Isla and I exchanged a look, then both nodded. Soon we were talking about old memories.

Mom smiled as she leaned back in her chair. “You know, my first photo shoot was on a yacht too.”

Delia’s eyes widened. It wasn’t every day Mom decided to talk about her modelling days. “Really? Can we see it?”

Mom reached for her tablet, scrolling for a minute before finding an old photo. She turned it toward us. The image showed her at around twenty, glowing and confident, her hair loose and sunlit, and a slim white top clinging to her figure. Even in the photo, she had that calm, effortless poise that always drew people in.

“Wow,” Isla said. “You were stunning.”

Delia nodded. “You still are.”

I tried to play it cool, but seeing her like that made blood flow south. She looked sexy, both then and now. Sitting beside her, smelling feminine and sweet, she didn’t look any less prettier. My eyes lingered longer than they should have, and I hated how flustered I felt. Mom wasn’t just beautiful; she was the most captivating woman I had ever seen.

Delia glanced at her thoughtfully and asked, “What was it like when you found out you were pregnant? Did you ever regret it?”

Mom shook her head with a smile. “No, never. I loved being a mother more than anything I did in modeling. But those days were special, and I’m glad to see my kids reliving parts of them in their own way.”

Delia smiled shyly. “You mean Isla, right? She’s the one who’s modeling.”

Mom’s eyes twinkled. “You could too if you wanted, sweetheart. You’ve got the same spark.”

Delia blushed, looking down at her hands.

We kept talking and laughing until the sun disappeared completely. At one point, Isla reached for the fruit platter and accidentally brushed her hand against my lap and bulge. Her fingers froze for a second before she pulled them back quickly, her face turning red as she tried not to laugh.

“Sorry,” she whispered.

I met her eyes and shook my head slightly. “Don’t say anything.”

She nodded, biting her lip to keep from smiling.

After dinner, the night air cooled. Mom stood, saying she wanted to check the navigation data before going to bed. She kissed both girls on the head, then leaned down and pressed a quick kiss to my cheek. “Keep an eye on them for me,” she said playfully.

I chuckled. “I will.”

Isla grinned. “Don’t worry, Mom, we’ll behave. Maybe just finish all the ice cream.”

Mom smiled. “You better save me some.” With that, she disappeared below deck.

Isla, Delia, and I stayed behind for a while, lounging on the deck. The stars came out one by one, scattered across the sky like silver dust.

“It’s kind of beautiful out here,” Isla said, stretching and sighing. “But the sea freaks me out at night. It feels too open.”

Delia smiled faintly. “I think it’s cozy.”

“You would think that,” Isla teased.

I chuckled. “I’m with Delia on this one. City lights aren’t everything.”

Isla shook her head. “Still, give me a skyline over this endless black any day.”

We talked for a few more minutes until Mom’s voice echoed from below deck, reminding us to get some rest. Isla hopped into the shower first while Delia and I lingered in the hallway.

“You did great today,” I said, leaning against the wall.

Delia smiled. “You really think so?”

“Yeah. You looked natural out there.”

She blushed lightly and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Thanks. I didn’t expect to enjoy it, but it was kind of fun. We should do more stuff like this.”

I nodded. “We should. It’s been a while since we all hung out like that.”

She tilted her head, smiling. “See? You admit it. You like this family thing.”

I laughed. “Maybe I do.”

There was a little pause before I asked, “So, will you do modelling once we’re back home?”

Delia hesitated. “Not really. I don’t think it’s for me. I’d rather be behind the scenes, doing makeup, lighting, and maybe helping set up the shots. I like that kind of work better.”

“Then do that,” I said. “Do what makes you comfortable.”

Her smile widened, so I could see hints of her mother’s dimples. “Thanks. That means a lot.”

A few minutes later, Mom came up the stairs. She leaned against the railing, her hair down and still damp from her shower. “Heading to bed?” she asked.

“Yeah, after Isla’s done in there,” I said.

Mom rolled her eyes. “She’ll probably hog the shower all to herself.” She walked to the door and knocked lightly. “Isla, hurry up. You’re not the only one here.”

Eventually, the door opened, and Isla stepped out, wrapped in a towel, steam drifting around her. I noticed how the light hit her skin, and for a split second, I saw her differently: grown, confident, and beautiful. I looked away quickly, feeling guilty for even thinking it.

“Geez, it wasn’t even half an hour,” Isla said, giving Mom a look.

“Half an hour is plenty,” Mom said, patting my back. “Go first … I know you’re the quickest.”

I brushed my teeth while Mom told Delia she could go in next. Delia nodded and slipped inside as Mom lingered near the counter as the sound of running water filled the cabin. “Good night, sweetie,” she told me.

“Good night, Mom,” I told her before stepping into my cabin.

I stripped down to my underwear, lying on the bed. The sound of the waves filled the room. My mind kept drifting back to the shoot, to Isla’s teasing and Delia’s shy smile. I closed my eyes, debating whether to relieve some of the tension. I had never masturbated while fantasizing about my siblings. Just the thought of it felt thrilling, but a voice in the back of my head thought it was wrong. I had never taken fantasies this far, but it was exciting … and my cock confirmed it by slightly twitching.

Then someone knocked on my door, and I nearly jumped out of bed.

“Noah?” Isla asked carefully. “Can I come in?”

I sat up, tucking my erection into the waistband. “What’s wrong?”

She opened the door slightly, standing there barefoot, wearing a light nightgown and no bra underneath. “I just feel weird being alone tonight. Can I sleep here?”

Part of me wanted to tease her, but her tone was vulnerable. I sighed and moved over. “Yeah, come in.”

She climbed into bed beside me, curling up with her back against my chest. “Thanks,” she whispered. “I know it’s stupid, but I feel safer with you.”

Her warmth, scent of citrus shampoo, and hair brushed against my skin. My body tensed immediately, trying to keep still while remembering where my thoughts had been a minute earlier. “You’re fine,” I murmured.

She turned slightly, looking at me with a small grin before turning completely around. “Be honest. Did you have a boner earlier?”

I rolled my eyes. “It happens sometimes.”

“Who was it?” Isla whispered.

I tensed, feeling cornered. “You’re putting me on the spot here.”

“Just curious.”

“Why do you want to know?” I asked, trying to sound nonchalant despite the awkwardness of discussing my arousal with my sister.

“We don’t have to talk about it. I know it’s kinda weird.”

I smiled faintly and said, “I didn’t mean to scare you earlier.”

She nudged me playfully. “You didn’t. Besides, my cuddling up to you makes up for it.”

I chuckled. “Guess it does.”

“Can we spoon?”

“Turn around.” She did and backed her ass right against my crotch. She must’ve felt it, since I saw her grin. Thankfully, she didn’t comment on it. Her warmth pressed against me, the heat from her body seeping through the sheets. For a while, we just breathed together, the yacht swaying gently with the tide.

Then she whispered, her tone a little shy, “Do you want to … you know … masturbate?”

I turned my head toward her, surprised.

She blushed instantly. “It’s just … if you want to.”

I shook my head. “That’s not appropriate.”

She shrugged. “I don’t mind.”

“I don’t have to,” I said, keeping my voice low.

She sighed. “Okay. I’ll shut up then.”

I leaned in and kissed her forehead gently. “Goodnight, Isla.”

She smiled faintly and guided my arm around her waist, right under her breasts. Her breathing slowed, and I could feel my arm pressing lightly against her. The slow rocking of the yacht mixed with her warmth, making it hard to think clearly.

Then, outside, a faint flash of lightning cut across the horizon. For a moment, I saw a shape, something like a woman, glowing faintly, her beauty ethereal. I blinked, but then she was gone.

Isla stirred slightly. “What is it?”

“I thought I saw someone,” I said quietly. “Someone … beautiful. Just a flash.”

She smiled sleepily. “What did she look like?”

I turned toward her and smiled. “A bit like you.”

She grinned, pleased, and hugged my arm tightly. “You’re the best, Noah.”

We both drifted off slowly, the sound of the waves carrying us into sleep.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




I woke to the sound of faint creaks and the waves crashing against the yacht. Something felt off. The sky was a lot darker, and I quickly noticed the billowing clouds. Isla was curled up in front of me, her body backed against me in the most intimate way. I carefully slid away without waking her and pulled on a shirt.

When I stepped onto the deck, Mom was already there, barefoot and wearing her nightgown under a raincoat. She stood by the navigation console, the glow from the instruments lighting her face. Her brow was tight with worry.

“What happened?” I asked.

“Something isn’t right.” She shook her head. “The anchor must not have dug in properly. We’ve been drifting. And I’m getting weird readings on the GPS.” Her tone was calm, but her eyes told a different story.

I stepped closer, glancing at the screen. “What kind of weird readings?”

“The signal keeps jumping. It’s like we’re moving faster than we actually are.” She adjusted a dial, muttering to herself. “The pressure’s dropping fast, too.”

I turned my eyes toward the horizon. Thick clouds rolled toward us, their edges lit faintly by flashes of lightning. I glanced at the clock, and it was 6AM.

Mom’s jaw tightened. Then she looked at me. “Wake the girls.”

I headed below deck. I stopped at my cabin. The fabric clung to Isla’s chest, one strap hanging off her shoulder, and a small line of drool marked the corner of her mouth. Even like that, she looked cute and peaceful, unaware of what was happening outside. I gently nudged her shoulder. “Hey, Isla, wake up.”

She murmured something incoherent and rolled onto her side, but didn’t wake. I sighed, nudged her again, and said more firmly, “Isla, up. We might have a storm coming.”

She blinked at me, her voice groggy. “A storm? Are you serious?”

“Yeah. We’ll be fine,” I said, trying to sound calm. “Just get dressed and come up.”

Once she was moving, I stepped out and crossed to Delia’s cabin. She was still asleep, lying on her side with her hair half across her face. I knocked on the frame, then spoke. “Delia, wake up.”

She stirred, blinking slowly. “What is it?”

“We’ve got some problems with the yacht,” I said quietly. “Mom’s already up on deck.”

Her expression shifted from sleepy to nervous. “Problems? What kind?”

“Just get dressed and meet us up top. We’ll handle it.”

She nodded, sitting up and brushing her hair back. “Wait for me?”

I nodded and stepped closer, offering a hand. She took it, and I helped her to her feet before heading back toward the deck.

By the time we reached the deck, the wind had picked up. The sea spray hit hard against the side of the yacht. Mom stood at the helm, hands firm on the wheel.

“We’re steering out of the worst of it,” she said. “Noah, secure anything loose.”

I moved quickly, tying down ropes and gear, checking the lifelines.

Isla and Delia held onto the railing, their hair whipping across their faces. A sharp crack of lightning tore through the sky, and Isla jumped, grabbing my arm. “Great,” she muttered nervously, her voice trembling. “Mom, I’m scared.”

Mom kept her focus on the helm but turned her head for a moment. “It’s alright, sweetheart. We’ll be fine. Just stay calm and hold on.”

I placed a reassuring hand on Isla’s shoulder. “She’s right. We’ll get through it together.”

Delia moved closer, pale but steady, her hands gripping the railing. “I trust you guys,” she said quietly, though her voice wavered.

I nodded, trying to remain calm even as the wind screamed around us. Rain began to fall in heavy sheets. The radar flickered, the display turning fuzzy. Mom hit the console in frustration.

“We’ve lost the signal,” she said. “We’ve drifted farther than I thought … I don’t understand. The instruments shouldn’t be failing like this.”

A massive wave crashed against the starboard side, sending us lurching. The yacht tilted dangerously, and Isla screamed, losing her grip on the railing. I lunged forward, catching her around the waist before she could slide across the wet deck.

“I’ve got you,” I said, pulling her tight against me.

The wind howled, growing stronger with each passing minute. The rain intensified, stinging our faces like tiny needles. Isla trembled in my arms, her fingers digging into my forearm.

“Noah, I’m really scared,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the storm. Her eyes were wide with terror, all traces of her usual confidence gone. “I don’t want to die out here.”

I held her tighter, one arm securely around her waist, while my other hand gripped the railing. “Listen,” I said firmly, my lips close to her ear. “We’re not going to die. I won’t let anything happen to any of you.”

She nodded, but her body continued to shake. I could feel her heart racing against my chest.

“Just breathe with me,” I said, exaggerating my breathing so she could follow. “In and out. That’s it.”

Another wave crashed over the bow, drenching us completely. The yacht pitched, and we drifted forward. Through the mist, I spotted something ahead. “Land!” I pointed toward a faint outline beyond the waves.

Mom squinted through the rain. “Thank God, you’re right,” she said. “We’ll try to anchor there until the storm passes.”

She turned the wheel, but a sudden jolt ran through the yacht. The hull groaned, the deck vibrating under our feet.

“Reef!” Mom shouted.

The sound of tearing metal followed, and Isla screamed as the yacht lurched violently to one side.

Water rushed in below deck, and the yacht tilted hard to starboard.

“Everyone, grab the emergency gear and provisions!” Mom yelled. She pulled open a locker and yanked out the waterproof supply pack. I helped her drag the life raft onto the deck. The girls grabbed whatever bags they could find.

“Delia, Isla—get in!” I shouted over the wind.

Isla clung to me, trembling. “Don’t let go, Noah! Please!”

“I won’t,” I said firmly, helping her into the raft first. Delia followed, looking equally as scared as her sister.

Mom tossed the supply bag in and climbed in last, right as the yacht gave another violent shudder. The deck tilted sharply, and the sound of cracking fiberglass filled the air.

“Push off!” she yelled.

I untied the rope, and the raft drifted free just as the yacht began to roll onto its side.

The storm raged around us. Rain hammered down, and every wave lifted the raft before slamming it back down again. Lightning flashed, and in those brief bursts of light, I saw the outline of the island, covered in mysterious jungle.

Behind us, the yacht tilted completely, half-submerged. Within moments, it slipped beneath the surface, swallowed by the sea.

All we had left was the raft, the waterproof bag, and the clothes on our backs.

As we drifted closer to the island, the sea began to calm. The rain slowed, replaced by a strange, humid warmth. I dipped my hand in the water, and it felt almost hot near the shoreline.

Birdsong carried on the wind. The air smelled sweet, and when we finally reached the sand, the clouds cleared almost instantly. Sunlight poured down on us, bright and golden.

The island looked untouched, wild, and beautiful, like paradise waiting for us.

We hopped out of the raft and dragged it with us up the sand. Letting it go, I turned around and squinted at the clear blue sky where, just minutes ago, storm clouds had churned. The sudden transition felt unnatural. One moment we were fighting for our lives, and the next we were standing on warm sand under the perfect sunrise.

“Is everyone okay?” Mom asked, her voice carrying that familiar maternal concern as she moved between us, checking for injuries. Her hands brushed sand from Delia’s hair and straightened Isla’s soaked top.

Delia nodded, wringing water from her hair. “I’m fine, just a bit shaken. That was intense.” Her voice wavered slightly, but her composure remained intact.

“Same,” Isla said, though her body told a different story. Her arms were wrapped tightly around herself, and I could see her hands trembling. “That came out of nowhere, right? And then just disappeared?”

Mom frowned, scanning the horizon. “I don’t understand what happened. The GPS was going haywire before it died completely.” She turned in a slow circle, taking in our surroundings. “We need to find someone who can help us. There must be people somewhere on this island.”

I followed her gaze, taking in the curved beach that extended in both directions, the dense wall of jungle beyond the sand, and the crystal-clear water lapping at the shore. Something felt off. The beach was fresh. There were no footprints, no trash and no signs that humans had ever set foot here. The jungle looked untamed, with no visible paths cutting through the vegetation.

“I don’t think anyone’s here,” I said quietly, the realization settling in my gut like a cold stone.

“What do you mean?” Mom asked, turning to me.

I gestured around us. “Look at this place. No boats or no planes overhead. Not even contrails in the sky.” The absence was eerie now that I’d noticed it. “Doesn’t it seem strange that a place this beautiful would be completely deserted?”

Mom’s brow furrowed as she took another look around, this time with a more critical eye. “Girls,” she said after a moment, “would you mind staying here with the supplies while Noah and I take a quick walk? We’ll see if we can find anything useful.”

The twins exchanged a glance before Delia nodded. “We’ll sort through what we managed to save,” she said, moving toward our meager pile of belongings.

“Don’t go far,” Isla added, her voice carrying an edge of anxiety.

“We won’t,” I promised.

Mom and I headed down the beach, walking in silence for the first few minutes. The sand was soft, warm and there was not a single trash or a cigarette in sight, almost unnaturally perfect.

“The GPS was acting strange before it died,” Mom said eventually, her voice low. “It kept jumping around, showing us in different locations. At one point, it said we were hundreds of miles from where we were.”

“That doesn’t sound promising,” I said, scanning the shoreline. “But look at this beach. Where’s all the plastic and cigarette butts?”

Mom nodded, then looked down at herself and chuckled. “And here I am exploring a deserted island in my nightgown.”

I followed her gaze and immediately regretted it. The wet fabric clung to her body, outlining every curve. The thin material had become nearly transparent, revealing her pink panties beneath and the outline of her nipples where the fabric stuck to her chest. Heat rushed to my face and elsewhere. I quickly averted my eyes, focusing intensely on a nearby palm tree. But it was a lot harder. I felt an intense urge to check her out.

“We should keep moving,” I said, my voice rougher than intended.

We continued walking until we reached the far end of the beach. The shoreline curved gently, revealing more pristine sand stretching as far as I could see, bordered by the same lush jungle.

Mom shielded her eyes from the sun with one hand. “You’re right … it’s strange. An island this beautiful should have resorts, tourists or just something. I don’t understand how it could be empty.”

“That’s what I’m saying,” I replied, grateful for the distraction from her appearance. “Maybe it’s privately owned?”

“Even private islands have caretakers or buildings,” she said, turning in a slow circle. “This place looks untouched.”

“Maybe it’s on the other side.”

“Maybe.”

We stood there for a moment, taking in the surreal beauty and the unsettling emptiness of our surroundings.

“We should head back,” I suggested. “But let’s check the treeline on the way. We might find something edible.”

Mom nodded. “Good idea. The girls will be hungry soon.”

We made our way back, staying close to where the jungle met the beach. The vegetation was dense but very colorful, filled with exotic flowers and towering palms. After about ten minutes of careful searching, we spotted what looked like fruit trees deeper in the foliage.

“There,” I said, pointing to a cluster of trees heavy with round, green-yellow fruit. “Those look like papayas.”

Mom’s face brightened. “Perfect. The girls love papaya.”

As we ventured slightly deeper into the jungle to reach the trees, we discovered a small freshwater stream trickling through the undergrowth, its water clear and cool.

“This is good,” I said, crouching to dip my fingers in the water. “At least we won’t go thirsty.”

Just as I stood up, a sound caught my attention: birds calling in the distance. But something about it made the hair on my arms stand up. The calls were melodic and musical, rising and falling in patterns that seemed too structured to be random.

“Do you hear that?” I asked quietly.

Mom tilted her head, listening. “The birds?”

“They don’t sound like any birds I’ve ever heard.”

“Yeah … now that you point it out,” Mom said and listened. “Wow, it sounds heavenly.”

“It does,” I said before moving on. We stopped by the papaya trees and picked some.

When we returned to the beach, Isla and Delia were sitting cross-legged on the sand, sorting through the meager supplies we’d managed to salvage. Isla’s face was still pale, her usual confidence replaced by a vulnerability I rarely saw in her, and the wet nightgown clung to her body.

“Did you find someone?” Isla asked, looking up at us hopefully.

Mom and I shook our heads. “Only papayas and a stream,” Mom said. “But we couldn’t find anyone.”

“Where is everyone?” Delia asked, her brow furrowed with concern. “Shouldn’t there be people on an island this beautiful?”

“That’s what we’ve been wondering too,” Mom said, running a hand through her damp hair. “But in the meantime, let’s eat. We should eat something to keep our strength up.”

The girls’ faces brightened instantly. Food was always a good distraction, especially something they both loved. Isla reached for one immediately, but then frowned when she realized we had no way to cut it. “How are we supposed to open these?”

I took the papaya from her hands. “Here, let me.” I dug my thumbs into the fruit and pulled it apart, revealing the bright orange flesh inside.

“Thanks,” she said with a smile, scooting closer to me. Delia moved in on my other side, and I felt a strange comfort in their nearness despite our situation.

We sat eating in silence for a few minutes, the sweet fruit juice dripping down our fingers. The papaya tasted better than any I’d had before.

“Do you think we’re in the Bermuda Triangle?” Delia asked suddenly, her voice quiet.

“Don’t even mention that,” Isla said, shooting her sister a glare. “Seriously.”

“Sorry,” Delia mumbled, looking down at her half-eaten papaya.

Isla sighed and looked toward Mom. “There must be someone on this island, right?” The question sounded more like a plea than anything else.

Mom wiped juice from her chin and nodded. “I hope so, sweetheart,” she said, though I could tell from her tone that she wasn’t convinced.

“This is the most delicious papaya I’ve ever eaten,” Delia said after a moment, clearly trying to change the subject. “It’s so sweet.”

“It is,” I said, wiping juice from my chin. The sweetness lingered on my tongue, more intense than any fruit I’d tasted before.

I watched the girls eat, noting how the morning sun had started to dry their hair. Mom sat nearby, her legs crossed as she finished her portion. “Why don’t we do something fun in the meantime?” she suggested, which was a great suggestion.

“Maybe we could go for a swim,” Delia said, her expression brightening as she looked out at the crystal-clear water. “It might help us feel better after everything that happened.”

I glanced at the turquoise sea. The idea was tempting, and my skin felt grimy from sweat.

“I’ll go if Noah goes,” Isla said, turning to me with round, shiny eyes.

I mulled it over, thinking about our situation, but the water looked too perfect to resist, and I wasn’t a fan of discussing doom and gloom. “Sure, why not? We could all use a refresher.”

Isla looked down at herself and sighed. “But I’m still in my nightgown. They’re already ruined from the storm, but I’d rather not swim in them.”

“I think there are bikinis in the bag,” Delia said, crawling over to our pile of salvaged items. She dug through the duffel and pulled out several bikinis with a triumphant smile. “Mom always packs for everything.”

“That I do,” Mom said proudly.

Isla took one of the bikinis and chuckled, looking around at our exposed position on the beach. “Guess we’ll have to change right here, huh?”

I knew she directed that question to me. “I’ll, uh, turn around.” I spun to face the ocean, giving them privacy.

“It’s not like we haven’t seen each other before,” Isla said with amusement in her voice. “We used to take baths together as kids.”

I heard rustling fabric behind me and fought the urge to peek. Despite my best intentions, I caught glimpses of Isla’s bare back as she pulled her nightgown over her head, the curve of Delia’s hip as she stepped into her bikini bottom. Wow … they were pretty. I fixed my gaze firmly on the horizon, but not before catching a flash of Isla’s breasts, full and perfectly round, before she covered them with the bikini top.

“You can look now,” Delia said with a wink.

Both my sisters stood in matching pink bikinis with most of their youthful flesh exposed.

Mom watched my reaction with a knowing smile. “I think I’ll join you all,” she said, reaching for the last bikini in the bag, and while doing so, she flashed her full moon, which had the perfect heart shape. “A swim sounds wonderful right now.”

Before I could turn away again, Mom had pulled her wet nightgown over her head, revealing her breasts, still firm, round and full despite her age, with small, peachy nipples that hardened in the sea breeze.

“Mom, you have amazing boobs,” Isla said with envy.

“Yeah,” Delia agreed in awe. “They’re like two symmetric bells.”

Mom chuckled. “Your tits are fine too,” she said before reaching for the bikini.

The sight sent an immediate rush of blood south, and I felt myself hardening painfully against my shorts. I turned away quickly, adjusting myself while pretending to look at something in the distance.

“Noah, are you coming too?” Mom asked as she slid down her panties.

I turned back, drawn by her question. Mom stood bent at the waist, reaching for the bikini bottom she’d dropped. Her gorgeous butt faced me directly, perfectly round and tanned with no tan lines. My eyes traveled down the curve of her thighs and caught a glimpse of pink between her legs. The sight made my jaw drop.

“Enjoying the view?” Isla’s voice broke through my trance, teasing and knowing.

Heat rushed to my face till I was probably red like a tomato. I jumped up quickly and grabbed my swim trunks from the pile of salvaged clothes, turning away from them.

“Why are you changing over there?” Isla called after me, laughter in her voice. “We’re all family here. Nothing we haven’t seen before!”

“Leave your brother alone, Isla,” Mom said, her tone gentle but firm. “Not everyone is as comfortable as you are.”

I kept my back to them, my heart hammering against my ribs as I struggled to change without revealing my obvious bulge. The image of Mom’s perfect butt burned in my mind, making it hard to focus on anything else.

“Sorry,” I muttered, pulling my trunks up. “Just give me a second.”

Once I had myself under control, I turned back to face them. Mom was now fully dressed in her bikini, adjusting the straps over her shoulders. The pink fabric went perfectly with her tanned skin, but she’d looked even better nude.

“Coming, Noah?” Isla called, already splashing into the crystal-clear water.

“Yeah, I’m on my way,” I said.

“The water’s amazing!” Delia shouted, floating on her back. Her breasts rose just above the waterline, the fabric darkened where it met the sea.

Taking a deep breath, I waded in, keeping my lower half submerged. The water was bathtub warm and crystal clear all the way to the sandy bottom. Mom swam past me, her strong strokes carrying her through the water.

“Race you to that rock!” Isla said, pointing to a formation about thirty yards offshore.

I grinned, grateful for the distraction. “You’re on.”

We all took off swimming, arms cutting through the warm water. Delia squealed as Mom playfully splashed her, and soon we were all laughing, the tension of the shipwreck momentarily forgotten. I reached the rock first, with Isla close behind, slapping her hand against the stone just seconds after me.

“No fair,” she said, water dripping from her eyelashes as she stuck her tongue out. “Your arms are longer.”

I laughed and splashed water on her face. “Excuses, excuses.”

Mom floated nearby, her hair fanned out around her like molten gold. “This water is like a spa,” she sighed, closing her eyes as she drifted.

Delia dove beneath the surface, her pale form visible through the clear water. When she emerged, she was holding a small, colorful shell. “Look what I found!”

For the next hour, we played like children, diving for shells, racing from point to point, and floating lazily in the bath-warm water. At one point, Isla climbed onto my shoulders for a chicken fight against Mom and Delia. Her thighs wrapped around my neck, her bikini bottom pressing against the back of my head. I tried to focus on the game and not the feeling of her body against mine.

When we finally tired, we waded back to shore and collapsed onto the warm sand. The sun dried our skin quickly as we sprawled out, catching our breath.

“That was fun,” Isla said, stretching her arms above her head. Her skin glistened with tiny droplets of water that clung to her body like jewels.

“Yeah, it was,” I said. The swim felt like a real vacation, as if we were relaxing at some luxury resort. But that wasn’t our reality. We had just survived a sudden storm, and now we suspected we might be stranded on an uncharted island.

The girls started noticing too, as the laughter and smiles faded, and what was left was our breathing, no one else’s.

“Where’s the nearest hotel, Mom?” Isla asked suddenly, pushing up onto her elbows.

Mom sighed, choosing her words carefully. “I’m not sure, sweetheart. If I knew, I’d take us there right away.”

Isla sat up fully, wrapping her arms around her knees. “Wait, does that mean we have to sleep outside?” Her voice rose slightly, the calm from our swim evaporating.

“It looks like it for now,” Mom said, her tone caring yet confident. “At least until we find help or someone finds us.”

Isla’s face fell. She stood up, sand clinging to her wet skin, and walked over to where I sat. Without a word, she lowered herself beside me and pressed against my side. I could feel the coolness of her damp skin, the curve of her hip against mine, and also, hear the sound of her vulnerable heart.

I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. Water from her bikini soaked into my side, but I didn’t mind. I kissed her cheek lightly and felt her tremble just a little.

“We’ll figure it out,” I said. “I promise.”

“You think so?” she asked, a hint of fear in her voice.

I nodded. “We have each other for now.”

Mom watched us quietly, letting us have our moment of peace before turning her attention to Delia. She looked a little scared too, and Mom did her best to comfort her. Then Mom rose to her feet. “Noah, want to help me make a shelter? We should get something set up before it gets dark.”

“Sure,” I said, giving Isla’s shoulder a final squeeze before standing. “It’ll be like our camping trips.”

Mom nodded, a smile crossing her face. “Exactly. Only now, we’re finally united as a family.”

Isla smiled, knowing the comment was meant for her. “I guess I had to experience camping sooner or later.”

“It’s not so bad sleeping outside,” Delia said, staying close to her sister.

“We can use the raft as a cover. We just need to find some sturdy branches to prop it up,” I suggested.

“That’s my boy,” Mom said proudly.

I followed her toward the edge of the jungle, scanning the ground for anything we could use. The vegetation was thick but full of fallen branches, most of them dry enough to carry.

“Girls,” Mom called over her shoulder, “why don’t you gather some more of those papayas for dinner while we work on this?”

Delia nodded and pulled Isla to her feet. “Come on, Isla. I saw some good ones not far from where Noah found the first batch.”

We worked steadily for the next hour. Mom and I managed to build a simple lean-to using the life raft as a roof, anchoring it with thick branches driven deep into the sand. The twins returned with armfuls of fruit and set them carefully on a large leaf near the fire pit.

As the sun sank toward the horizon, Mom used some matches from the emergency kit to start a small fire. The flames came to life, crackling and throwing a warm glow over our camp.

“With any luck, someone will see the smoke,” Mom said, poking at the fire with a stick.

We huddled closer as darkness crept in, the air turning cool enough to make the fire’s warmth feel good against our skin. The stars appeared one by one, scattered bright and endless across the sky. The fire popped, and for a moment, the only sound was the waves rolling onto the shore.

“We should search the island tomorrow,” Mom said, gazing into the flames. “There might be a resort on the other side, or at least some locals who can help us.”

Isla’s fingers tightened around my arm. “I don’t want to be left here alone.”

“You can come with me into the jungle if you’d like,” Mom said.

Isla shook her head immediately. “No way. The jungle freaks me out. Who knows what’s in there?”

“Then you and Delia can make an SOS sign on the beach,” Mom said. “Use driftwood, stones, anything that would stand out from above. The bigger, the better.”

Delia nodded. “We can do that. Right, Isla?”

“I guess,” Isla said reluctantly, still pressed close to me.

The fire began to die down, orange embers glowing against the dark. Mom stood and brushed sand from her legs. “We should get some sleep. Tomorrow will be a busy day.”

“I’m also tired from the fitful sleep,” I said and yawned.

I looked at our shelter. The space under the overturned life raft was small, barely enough for the four of us. “It’s going to be tight,” I said.

“We’ll have to sleep close,” Mom replied matter-of-factly. “Body heat will keep us warm anyway.”

We crawled under the shelter one by one. Isla immediately claimed the spot in front of me. “I’m sleeping here,” she said, leaving no room for argument.

“I want to be next to Noah too,” Delia added quietly.

Mom smiled. “Delia, you can sleep behind him, and I’ll be behind you.”

I lay down on my side, feeling strangely exposed as the three of them settled around me. Isla wiggled back until her body pressed against my chest and her butt backed against my crotch, her skin still warm from the fire. Behind me, Delia moved closer, her breath warm against the back of my neck. Mom lay down last, her presence steady and comforting at Delia’s back.

The proximity of their bodies sent blood rushing to my groin. I tried to shift my hips back, but there was nowhere to go with Delia pressed against me. My erection grew harder, pressing unmistakably against Isla’s backside.

Isla turned her head slightly, and even in the darkness, I could see her grin. “Someone’s a little bit excited,” she whispered.

“I’m just glad you’re smiling again,” I whispered back, trying to deflect.

“What’s funny?” Delia murmured sleepily from behind me.

“Nothing,” I said quickly.

But Delia’s hand, apparently searching for a comfortable position, wandered down my side and accidentally brushed against the front of my shorts. She froze for a second, then giggled when she realized what she’d found.

“Girls, again, leave your brother alone,” Mom’s tired voice came from the back. “We all need sleep.”

I rolled my eyes in the darkness. “Thanks, Mom.”

“You’re welcome … Sweet dreams to all of you.”

We thanked her and slowly fell asleep.
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I woke up slowly in the middle of the night. The first thing I noticed was the hardness between my legs, my cock rigid and nestled right against Isla’s ass, pressing into the crack. She was still asleep, her back pressed firmly against my chest, her warm breathing the only sound besides the waves. My left arm was trapped under her head, and I felt something wet: her drool had pooled on my right arm, which was trapped under her breasts. Somehow, I found it cute.

It was dark, but something had pulled me from sleep. A glow caught my eye, and I blinked, trying to focus. There, a stone’s throw away from our shelter, stood a figure that made my eyes wide.

It was her—the same woman I’d glimpsed during the storm. She was completely naked, her body radiating an ethereal light that illuminated the pinkish sand around her. Her form was perfect, curves flowing like water, her long, lustrous hair floating as if suspended in liquid rather than air. But it was her face that captivated me most. It was oval-shaped, framed by smooth, flowing hair, and her skin looked pure, radiant, and glowing with health. When a faint smile tugged at the corners of her lips, her high cheekbones caught the light and gave her an alluring warmth. A pink blush bloomed across her cheeks, as if her beauty itself was shy of being seen.

She smiled at me, innocent yet feminine, and raised one luminous hand in greeting.

“Hello,” I mouthed silently, afraid to wake the others.

I tried to rise, to get closer, but Isla’s grip on my arm tightened in her sleep. The glowing woman’s smile widened, and she began to drift backward, her feet barely touching the sand. She moved toward the tree line, her light casting strange shadows that danced across the beach.

I carefully tried to extract my arm from under Isla’s head, but the movement caused her to stir. When I looked up again, the woman had vanished into the dark wall of the forest, her glow fading like a dying star.

Beside me, Isla shifted and mumbled something incoherent. Her hand drifted down her body and brushed lightly between her legs before moving to touch my arm.

“Noah, are you awake?” she whispered.

“Yes,” I answered, my mind still fixed on the vanished goddess.

My response startled her. She quickly moved her hand away from my arm, as if caught doing something she shouldn’t.

“Sorry,” she whispered. “I didn’t think you’d actually be up. Couldn’t sleep?”

“I just woke up suddenly,” I said, my eyes still searching the tree line for any sign of the glowing woman.

Isla yawned and stretched slightly. “Must be telepathy. I just woke up too.” She paused, then added, “I need to pee, but I don’t want to go alone. Will you come with me?”

“Sure,” I replied, grateful for an excuse to look for the mysterious woman.

As we carefully extracted ourselves from the shelter, trying not to wake Mom and Delia, Isla glanced down at the front of my shorts and grinned. “You definitely have a boner now.”

“It does that at night,” I reminded her with a shrug, trying to sound nonchalant despite the obvious bulge.

Isla tilted her head, eyes still fixed on my shorts. “It felt really hard,” she whispered. “Like steel against my butt.”

“Are you going to pee or not?” I asked, changing the subject.

She just giggled, and I followed Isla to the edge of the forest, keeping a few steps behind her. While she found a spot to do her business, I scanned the tree line, searching for any sign of the glowing woman. The darkness between the trees was absolute, with no hint of her ethereal light. Had I gone insane? I shook my head. It couldn’t be a coincidence that I’d seen the exact same woman twice.

Isla’s quiet sigh drew my attention back to her. She’d settled into a low squat, her back to me, but I could still make out her silhouette in the moonlight. The sound of her urine hitting the sand was surprisingly intimate, and I found myself unable to look away. As she shifted position slightly, I caught glimpses of her pussy between her legs, the pink flesh barely visible in the darkness.

When she finished, she stood and adjusted her bikini bottom, then turned and walked toward me. Without warning, she wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed her cheek against my chest.

“Thanks for coming with me,” she murmured. “You’re a good brother.”

“It’s okay,” I said, awkwardly patting her back.

She looked up at me, her face half-hidden in shadow. “Does it annoy you when I tease you? You know, about your … reactions?”

I shook my head, surprised by the sudden change in her voice. “No, I love it,” I told her. “I love it as much as I love you.”

Her smile was immediate and bright, even in the darkness. She took my hand, intertwining her fingers with mine, and we walked back to the shelter. As we crawled back inside, Isla resumed her position in front of me, and I settled behind her, our bodies fitting together like puzzle pieces.

Sleep came quickly, pulling me under into a vivid dream. I was floating in a warm lake, the water caressing my naked skin. Isla was there too, her body pressed against mine as I held her. Her wet hair clung to her shoulders, drops of water sliding down her collarbone and between the valley of her breasts.

“Noah,” she whispered, her lips inches from mine.

I pulled her closer, all cultural norms gone. I pressed my lips to hers, tongues sliding together as if we were lovers, not siblings. Her skin was wet and warm against mine, our bodies moving together in the gentle current as we held the forbidden kiss.

We came off and looked each other in the eyes. I saw only love and lust, and a desire to explore our feelings together.

“Let’s go to shore,” she said desperately, as if she were dying to make love.

We swam to the edge of the lake and emerged from the water, both fully nude.

We lay on the shore, our bodies moist and warm in the moonlight. I could feel every part of her against me, her skin youthfully smooth. Without hesitation, she pulled me on top of her, spreading her legs to welcome me between them. My cock brushed against her wet opening, the sensation making us both moan.

“Push your love inside me,” she whispered, her eyes locked with mine.

I pushed forward slowly, feeling her sex yield to mine. We moaned in unison as I slid completely inside her, till her incestuous pussy covered every inch of me.

“God, Noah,” she breathed against my neck, her nails digging into my shoulders.

I began to fuck, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper. The tension built quickly, too quickly, and I felt myself approaching the forbidden climax.

“I’m going to—” I couldn’t finish the sentence as the pressure exploded into intense pleasure.

My eyes snapped open. I wasn’t on a moonlit shore with Isla. I was under our shelter, my underwear soaked as I came hard against Isla’s backside. My cock was nestled right in her ass crack, twitching as it emptied itself, releasing spurt after spurt of hot, sticky cum. I felt the warm wetness spreading through the fabric of my shorts, some of it already soaking through to her bikini bottom.

I froze in panic, mortified yet still riding the waves of orgasm. Isla stirred slightly but didn’t wake. Behind me, Delia slept on, unaware of what had just happened.

Carefully, I shifted my hips back, creating some distance between us. Shame washed over me, but alongside it was an undeniable sense of relief. The tension that had been building since we’d arrived on the island had found release, even if only in the most inappropriate way possible.

I lay there in my wet underwear, listening to the steady breathing of my family around me. What the hell was wrong with me? I’d just had a wet dream about my sister and came against her in my sleep. Yet part of me couldn’t deny how good it had felt, and how real the dream had been.

It was light outside, and despite the wet dream, I’d slept soundly. Once I looked across the beach, I noticed that Mom was already awake, carrying papaya to the extinguished campfire. She smiled when she noticed me, her eyes crinkling at the corners.

“Rise and shine,” she said in a lowered voice, careful not to wake the girls.

I started to sit up, but then remembered the sticky mess in my shorts. Heat rushed to my face. I tried to casually adjust myself, hoping she wouldn’t notice, but as she got closer, her expression shifted.

“What’s going on?” she asked, her eyes dropping to the dark stain on my shorts.

My heart nearly stopped. “It’s not what you think,” I blurted out. “I didn’t do it on purpose. I was asleep and—”

Mom pressed her lips together, clearly trying to stifle a giggle. “It’s fine, Noah,” she said, her voice warm with maternal understanding. “Actually, it’s good to know everything’s functioning properly.”

I gave her a look, but found myself trying not to laugh too. The absurdity of the situation was almost too much.

Mom extended her hand to me. “Come on, I’ll help you wash it off before the girls wake up.”

“Fine,” I muttered, taking her hand and letting her pull me to my feet.

I noticed she had already filled some papaya peels with fresh water. “You thought of everything,” I said, genuinely impressed by her resourcefulness.

“Always prepared,” she replied with a wink.

We walked down to the sea together. When we reached the water’s edge, I turned to her awkwardly.

“I can rub it off myself,” I said, feeling my face burn. “Just … tell me if it’s gone?”

She nodded, turning slightly to give me some privacy while still keeping an eye out. I quickly scrubbed at the stain, the seawater washing away the evidence of my embarrassing night.

“How’s that?” I asked, turning so she could see.

Mom glanced at my shorts and nodded. “All clear.”

As we stood there with our feet in the surf, she asked, “Did you sleep well? Besides the, um, excitement?”

“Yeah, I did,” I said, relieved to change the subject. “Isla woke up to pee in the middle of the night, and I followed her. She was scared to go alone.”

Mom’s face brightened. “You’re a good brother, Noah.”

“I try my best,” I said and scratched my neck.

She looked back toward our shelter where the girls were still sleeping, then lowered her voice. “What do you think about this place? Do you believe we’re on an uncharted island?”

I squinted out at the horizon, considering her question. “I’m not sure,” I admitted. “But so far, everything feels weird. The storm, how it just vanished, this perfect beach with no people…”

Mom agreed with a sigh. “I hope the girls will be alright. I’m most worried about Isla,” she said, her gaze returning to me. “She’s never been the outdoorsy type. Even as a child, she preferred shopping malls to parks. This situation…” She gestured at our surroundings. “It’s going to be hardest on her.”

I nodded, understanding completely. While Delia had joined us on a few camping trips over the years, Isla had always found excuses to stay behind. The closest she’d ever come to roughing it was a glamping trip where the “tents” had air conditioning and king-sized beds. I didn’t judge her. She’d grown up as a supermodel at the peak of her beauty. Everyone wanted to be on their knees for her. She belonged to a palace, not in the wilderness.

“I’ll do my best to keep her comfortable,” I said. “Maybe I can build a better shelter today, something that feels more secure. And I’ll stay close to her.”

Mom reached out to squeeze my arm. Her touch was warm against my skin, and I tried not to think about how her wet bikini clung to her curvy body.

“You’re a good son,” she said, pride evident in her voice. “And an even better brother.” She glanced toward our shelter, where Isla and Delia were beginning to stir. “Once they’re awake, we should head out. I want to explore more of the island, see if we can find any signs of civilization.”

I followed her gaze. Delia was sitting up now, stretching her arms above her head while Isla remained curled on her side.

“Time to get up, girls,” Mom told them as we headed to the shelter.

Isla’s eyes fluttered open. She looked around, confusion crossing her face before settling into a frown. “Where’s Noah?” she asked.

“I’m right here,” I said, waving at her. “I woke up before you.”

Isla relaxed at the sound of my voice. She sat up, running her fingers through her tangled hair. “I thought you left us,” she mumbled.

“I wouldn’t do that,” I said.

Mom had already started slicing the papayas she’d gathered earlier. The bright orange flesh glistened in the morning sunlight as she handed portions to each of us.

We sat in a circle, eating the sweet fruit with our fingers. The juice ran down our chins, and for a moment, it felt almost normal, like we were just on a family vacation, having breakfast on the beach.

Isla’s earlier anxiety seemingly forgotten as she enjoyed the fruit. “So what’s the plan for today?” she asked between bites.

Mom wiped her hands on her thighs and looked at each of us. “Noah and I will scout farther down the beach, see if we can find any signs of people or a way to contact help.”

“What about us?” Delia asked.

“You and Isla will stay here and make a large SOS sign on the beach,” Mom said. “Use driftwood, stones, anything that would be visible from the air. The bigger, the better.”

Isla’s face fell slightly. “You’re leaving us behind?”

“It’s not like that,” I said quickly. “We need to split up to cover more ground. The SOS sign is important. It could be our ticket off this island if a plane flies over.”

Isla considered this, then nodded reluctantly. “Fine. But don’t be gone too long, okay?”

“We won’t,” Mom promised. “We’ll be back before midday.”

We finished our breakfast, and as we prepared to leave, Isla and Delia approached me. Without warning, Isla threw her arms around my neck, hugging me tightly. “Be careful,” she whispered against my ear.

“I will,” I said, returning her embrace and holding her dearly. Then I saw Delia waving at me. When I broke the hug, I pulled her in a hug as well, holding onto her as warmly as I’d held Isla.

“I won’t be gone long, I promised them, gently untangling myself from Delia’s embrace. The concern in their eyes reminded me of how much I loved them.

“You better not,” Isla said, punching my arm lightly.

Mom smiled at the girls. “And you two, please get along while we’re gone. No fighting over who makes which part of the SOS sign.”

Delia nodded seriously while Isla rolled her eyes. “We’re not five, Mom.”

With one last wave, Mom and I set off down the beach, walking in silence for the first few minutes. The sand was warm beneath our feet, the morning sun already high in the sky. I kept glancing back until our camp disappeared around a bend.

“They’ll be fine,” Mom said, noticing my backward glances. “Delia will keep Isla calm.”

“I know. I just worry about them.”

We continued along the shoreline, where the beach gradually narrowed. The sand gave way to more pebbled terrain, and we found ourselves walking among the most beautiful rocks I’d ever seen. They were smooth and colorful, some deep blue like sapphires, others green and purple, all polished by countless years of waves washing over them.

“These are beautiful,” Mom said, bending down to pick up a pink stone that glittered in the sunlight. “I’ve never seen anything like this before.”

I nodded, running my fingers over a perfectly smooth blue stone. “It’s like they’ve been arranged here deliberately.”

We continued walking until we reached a curve in the shoreline. Just ahead, a stream flowed out to meet the sea, slicing a narrow path through the beach.

“Mom,” I said, stopping suddenly. “I need to tell you something.”

She turned to me. “What is it?”

I took a deep breath. “Last night on the yacht, right before the storm hit, I saw something. A light, like a glowing figure. A woman’s shape.”

Mom’s eyebrows rose. “A woman?”

“Yes. And then I saw her again last night, on the beach. She was standing outside our shelter, watching us.” I paused, searching her face for signs of disbelief. “She looked … I don’t know how to describe it. Like a goddess. Luminous and beautiful. When she noticed me watching her, she smiled and disappeared into the trees.”

“Are you sure you weren’t dreaming?” Mom asked gently.

I shook my head. “I was wide awake. It was right before Isla woke me up to go pee. I saw this woman clearly.”

Mom was quiet for a moment, her eyes thoughtful as she gazed out at the horizon.

“Do you think I’m going insane?” I asked.

She shook her head firmly. “No, I believe you. But it can’t be a coincidence that you saw her twice, especially right before the storm that brought us here.”

“You think she might be connected to this place somehow?” I asked, trying to make sense of the strange apparition.

“I’m not sure what to think,” Mom replied. “But we should stay alert. If you see her again, let me know.”

“I will,” I told her. “I didn’t tell Isla or Delia… not sure if they’d believe me, or if it’d just scare them.”

“They’d believe you,” Mom said with a nod. “But it might spook them, especially Isla.”

Continuing on, we approached a waterway that cut through the beach. As we drew closer, something unusual caught my eye.

“Mom, do you see that?” I asked, kneeling at the edge of the stream. “The water … it’s pink.”

She crouched beside me, her expression changing from curiosity to amazement. The water had a distinct rose-pink color that seemed to shimmer in the sunlight. It flowed gently over sand that shared the same fleshy pink tone, creating an almost surreal landscape.

“I see it … and I’ve never seen anything like it,” Mom whispered, reaching out to touch the water. She let it run through her fingers, examining it closely. “The consistency … It’s like juice.”

I dipped my hand in, feeling the warmth against my palm. The water was crystal clear despite its color, and I could see small pink pebbles lining the streambed.

“Do you think it’s safe?” I asked, bringing my cupped hand closer to my face. The liquid had a sweet, fruity scent that made my mouth water.

Mom looked at me, hesitation and curiosity battling in her eyes. “Only one way to find out.” She cupped her hands, collected some of the pink water, and took a small, careful sip.

I followed her lead, taking just enough to wet my tongue. The flavor exploded in my mouth, sweet and tangy, reminiscent of berries but with undertones I couldn’t identify. It was the most delicious thing I’d ever tasted.

We exchanged surprised glances, and I saw Mom’s face light up with wonder. She took another sip, more confident this time.

“This is some kind of fruit juice,” she said, her smile widening. “It’s like nothing I’ve ever tasted before.”

“You’re right,” I agreed, taking another drink. “It’s amazing. It must be coming from somewhere upstream.”

I stood up, scanning the direction from which the stream flowed. It disappeared into the dense jungle, winding between the trees.

“We should follow it,” I suggested, suddenly eager to discover the source. “Maybe there are fruit trees producing this juice, or maybe…” I didn’t finish the thought, but the possibility hung between us, maybe we’d find people.

Mom nodded. “I think that’s a good idea. If nothing else, we’ll have something delicious to bring back to the girls.”

We began walking alongside the pink stream, following its meandering path into the jungle. The vegetation grew thicker around us, but the flowing pink water served as our guide. Sunlight filtered through the canopy, creating dappled patterns on the forest floor. As we continued on, the scent of sweetness grew.

We followed the stream deeper into the jungle, the lush vegetation growing thicker around us. The sweet scent became stronger as we ventured farther. After about twenty minutes, the trees began to thin, and suddenly Mom stopped abruptly.

“Noah,” she said, pointing ahead. “Look!”

Through a break in the trees, I saw it, a structure of stunning pink-white marble rising from the jungle floor. The building gleamed in the sunlight, its smooth surface glowing.

Mom let out a deep sigh of relief. “Finally, we’ve reached someone. Thank God.”

I squinted, taking in the tall columns and sweeping archways. “It looks like some kind of luxurious resort,” I said, hope rising in my chest. “Maybe we can find help there.”

We quickened our pace, following the pink stream as it led us toward the structure. As we drew closer, the trees opened up completely, and we found ourselves at the edge of a valley. The view took my breath away, and it slowly dawned on me that this wasn’t a resort.

Below us stood a colossal open-air temple, its white and rose-colored marble glowing in the morning light. Towering columns surrounded the vast structure, each one crowned with ivy and flowering vines that swayed in the warm breeze. The architecture was unlike anything I’d ever seen: both ancient and timeless, with perfect proportions that seemed to defy human craftsmanship.

Our steps slowed as we descended into the valley. Goosebumps spread across my skin despite the warmth of the day.

“This is no resort,” I told Mom quietly.

“I know,” she replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

As we approached, the temple’s centerpiece came into view, and my heart nearly stopped. At its heart stood a goddess carved in breathtaking detail, rising far above even the highest arch. She was divine, serene and godly beautiful. Her long, flowing hair cascaded around her form, reaching her ankles, and her open eyes gazed forward with an expression of eternal wisdom and youth. She was fully nude, her body perfect in every way: sculpted, symmetric breasts that seemed to lift on their own, she had hips that promised warmth and comfort, wide enough to make any man weak, and everything about her radiated divine femininity.

I felt myself getting hard instantly before my mind could process what I was seeing. I stopped walking, unable to take another step.

“Noah, what is it?” Mom asked, noticing my sudden halt.

“It’s the woman,” I said after a deep breath. “The statue … it looks exactly like her. The one I saw last night.”

Mom nodded slowly, her eyes fixed on the goddess. “Should we go closer?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said, finding my voice again. We had to know more.

As we got closer, it became clear that the pink stream we’d been following flowed directly from the statue itself—specifically, from between the goddess’s legs. The liquid emerged from her vagina, cascading down into the stream. The stream shimmered as if by magic. We stood and gazed at her for a moment in awe before turning our attention to the temple walls. Etched along the surrounding temple walls were frescoes: a boy and girl in every stage of love: holding hands, sharing whispers and embracing under the moon.

We moved closer to the temple, in awe as we studied the frescoes. The craftsmanship was incredible, each image flowing into the next like chapters in a love story.

“She must’ve been some sort of beauty or fertility goddess,” Mom said, her voice hushed with reverence.

“From what religion?” I asked, running my fingers lightly over the intricate carvings. The stone felt warm beneath my touch as if it were alive instead of abandoned ruins.

She shook her head. “I don’t know. I’ve never heard of an island in the Caribbean with a statue like her.” Mom’s eyes were wide with wonder. “This place shouldn’t exist.”

We continued around the statue until we reached the wall behind it. There, etched into the smooth marble, was a long text written in an alphabet I’d never seen before.

“Do you recognize this?” I asked Mom, pointing to the strange characters.

She leaned closer, studying the inscription. “No, I’ve never seen this kind of alphabet before. It looks like a mix between Phoenician and Greek.”

Curiosity getting the better of me, I reached out and touched one of the characters. Instantly, the letter began to glow with an ethereal blue light. I jumped back, startled.

“What the hell?” I said, looking at my hand like it might have been transformed too.

Mom and I exchanged glances, both equally shocked. Then, before our eyes, the entire wall began to glow. The strange alphabet shimmered and shifted, the characters morphing and changing until they transformed into Latin right in front of our eyes.

I swallowed hard, my heart beating like a drum. “Do you want to read it?” I asked, trying to calm myself with a deep breath.

Mom nodded, her eyes reflecting the blue glow of the transformed text.

“In the beginning, there were two, not one. The first beings were twins, a brother and a sister who shaped the world together. They carved the mountains with their hands and filled the seas with their tears of joy. They planted the first seeds and breathed life into the first creatures.”

I moved closer, feeling drawn to the words as they glowed on the wall.

Mom continued reading, “When the world was young and new, no other humans existed. The twins loved each other with a love so pure and complete that it transcended all boundaries. In their solitude, they became more than siblings; they became lovers, breaking the first taboo of creation.”

Mom’s voice faltered slightly, and she glanced at me before continuing. “Their forbidden union released a force that neither of them could contain, the raw power of desire itself, untamed and wild. From this power, a daughter was born: Lysara, goddess of passion, desire, and love that defies all rules.”

The name sent a shiver through me. Lysara. It must have been the glowing woman I’d seen.

“Lysara grew more beautiful with each passing day,” Mom read. “Her body radiated divine attraction so powerful that the other gods who came after her were driven mad with lust. They could not look upon her without falling into obsession.”

As she matured, rival gods, kings, and spirits lusted after her, not merely for her body but for her essence. Each wanted to claim her for themselves. But Lysara refused to choose among them, instead offering her love freely to mortals who sought her.”

Mom paused, running her finger along the next line of text. “This enraged the divine pantheon. Their jealousy sparked a war that tore the heavens apart. Gods betrayed and killed one another. Some fell into eternal madness. The cosmos itself began to fracture under the weight of their conflict.”

The temple grew warmer still, and I felt sweat beading on my forehead. Mom’s voice seemed to echo now, filling the space around us. “Fearing she would unmake creation itself, Lysara’s divine parents, the original twins, had no choice. Not out of hatred but out of love, they sealed their daughter in enchanted sleep. They believed no mortal man could survive her full awakening, for her mere presence would shatter the minds of the unworthy.”

Mom took a deep breath. “They laid her to rest upon the island of Paradise, the place of her birth — a land said to hold the purest beauty of the world she once shaped. Paradise became both her cradle and her prison, hidden from gods and mortals alike.”

Her tone changed to something quieter as if the words themselves demanded respect. “From the place where her body rests, the temple of Lysara, streams of pink water began to flow, her divine juices seeping into the island’s heart. Drinking her sacred arousal is an act of worship, the highest form of prayer, said to fill the body with warmth and awaken dormant desire. The rest of the water is ordinary, born of rain and tide, but when it touches her blessing, it turns rosy, as if remembering her touch.”

Mom’s finger traced the final lines, her voice dropping to a whisper, “Before sealing her away, they whispered a prophecy, ‘Only one whose soul burns with passion, whose heart anchors love, and whose desire bears no greed shall wake our daughter, and not perish.’”

As Mom finished reading, the glowing text faded, returning to its original state. We stood in silence for a long moment, the only sound the gentle flow of the pink stream.

“The woman I saw,” I finally said, breaking the silence. “It must’ve been Lysara.”

Mom nodded slowly. “I think you’re right.” Her eyes met mine, serious and intent. “We need to tell the girls about this. They deserve to know what we’re dealing with.”

“I agree.” I breathed deeply, still trying to process everything. “And I think we should prepare ourselves to stay here long-term. If this island is what I think it is, well, rescue might not be coming.”

She sighed, her shoulders dropping slightly. “I think you’re right. Let’s head back.”

I took a look at the stream, seeing how it branched out in different directions. It looked beautiful, like something out of a fantasy. Before leaving, we both knelt by the stream again, cupping our hands to drink more of the sweet pink juice. The taste was even more exciting now that we knew its source.

As I swallowed another mouthful, Mom glanced at me with a curious expression. “Is it just me, or are you getting more… aroused from drinking this?”

I felt heat rush to my face … and elsewhere. “I thought it was just me,” I admitted with a nervous laugh.

“Well,” Mom said with a playful smile, “you saw the source.” She gestured toward the statue’s intimate area where the liquid flowed from. “And we read the inscription.”

I chuckled, trying to hide my embarrassment. “So we’re on a divine island, then? Called Paradise?”

“That’s what it seems to be called,” Mom agreed, rising to her feet. “This place has remained hidden from the world for who knows how long … Because the gods fought over a girl. A bit like the Iliad.”

“So legends and myths are real?” I asked, still struggling to accept everything we’d discovered.

Mom brushed sand from her knees. “Some of them, at least. We know that for a fact now.”

As we began our walk back, a thought occurred to me. “Do you think she pulled us here? Lysara, I mean.”

Mom looked at me, her expression unreadable for a moment. “Lysara might have seen something in you, Noah.” Her lips curved into a smile. “A lot of us women do.”

I chuckled awkwardly, wondering if that was an incest reference. This island seemed to be all about forbidden love between siblings, after all. The thought made me uncomfortable, yet at the same time, I couldn’t deny a strange pull I felt toward both Mom and my sisters since we’d arrived here.

We walked in silence the rest of the way back to camp. We gathered some fruits on our way, and when we rounded the final bend in the beach, I was surprised to see a large “SOS” sign already completed, made from driftwood and dark stones.

Isla spotted us first. She jumped to her feet, nudging Delia, and they both rushed toward us. Their matching pink bikinis gleamed in the sun as they sprinted across the sand, their faces lighting up with hope.

“Did you find someone?” Isla called out, breathless as she reached us. “Is there a resort? Or people who can help us?”

Delia caught up, her eyes as wide as her sister’s. “Did you find a way off the island?”

I exchanged a glance with Mom before answering. “We did find something, but not what you’d think.”

Their expressions shifted from hope to confusion.

“What does that mean?” Isla asked, her brow furrowing. “Did you find people or not?”

“Let’s sit down first,” Mom said, gesturing toward our camp. “We have a lot to tell you.”

We settled in a circle near the shelter. The girls sat close together, their shoulders touching as they waited for our explanation. We passed on some fruits and started eating before the girls reminded us to spill the details.

I took a deep breath, unsure where to begin. “Remember last night on the yacht when I said I saw someone outside?” I asked, looking directly at Isla.

She nodded slowly, licking the fruit juice from her lips. “Yeah, you said you saw a beautiful woman.”

“I did. And then I saw her again last night, here on the beach. She was standing outside our shelter, watching us sleep.” I paused, letting that sink in. “She was glowing, literally giving off light. And she was… beautiful. Not normal beautiful. Like perfect.”

Delia’s eyes widened. “You’re serious?”

“Completely,” I said. “She smiled at me, then disappeared into the jungle when Isla woke up.”

Isla arched an eyebrow, but she looked slightly creeped out.

Mom reached out to pat Isla’s knee. “There’s more, girls. Noah and I found a pink stream, and it led us to something out of a fantasy movie.”

She described the temple, the statue, and the mysterious text that had transformed before our eyes. As she spoke, the girls’ expressions shifted from skepticism to awe.

“The statue was of a goddess named Lysara,” Mom continued. “According to the inscription, she’s the goddess of passion and forbidden love, born from the union of divine twins.”

“Twins?” Delia whispered, glancing at her sister.

Mom nodded. “Divine siblings who were also lovers.”

Delia’s jaw dropped. “That’s… that’s crazy. You’re saying there’s some incest, love goddess living on this island?”

“I know it sounds unbelievable,” I said. “But the woman I saw matches the statue perfectly. And the text said she was sealed away in an enchanted sleep.”

“So you’re saying we’re trapped on some mythical island with a sleeping sex goddess?” Isla asked, her voice rising with disbelief.

“That’s what it looks like,” I admitted. “And I don’t think rescue is coming anytime soon.”

Silence fell over our little group as my sisters processed this information. Mom was the first to speak.

“If we’re going to be here for a while, we need to be better prepared,” she said, looking around at our camp. “This shelter won’t protect us if there’s another storm.”

“And what about food?” Isla added, her initial shock giving way to concern. “We can’t live on fruit forever.”

I nodded, an idea forming in my mind. “We need weapons,” I said decisively. “For hunting, protection, and gathering food. Mom and I can make some basic ones.”

“Weapons?” Isla raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

“Spears, for starters,” I said. “Maybe a bow and arrow if I can find the right materials. We could even set some traps to catch smaller animals.”

Mom looked at me proudly. “Those camping trips really paid off, didn’t they?”

“I guess they did,” I said with a smile, remembering every single one of them. “I’ll head into the jungle to gather materials.”

“I’ll come with you,” Isla said immediately. She stood up, brushing sand from her legs. “What? I don’t want to stay here doing nothing.”

Mom turned to Delia. “Would you like to come with me? I can also teach you.”

“Sure,” Delia said, getting to her feet.

With our plans decided, we gathered some equipment from the bags and split up. Isla followed me toward the edge of the jungle. I felt protective as she stayed close to my side.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” I told her as we entered the treeline. “I know you hate the outdoors.”

She gave me a stubborn look. “I’m not helpless, bro. I can handle a little dirt.”

I smiled at her determination. “Alright then. First, we need to find the right kind of wood for a bow. Something flexible but strong.”

We moved deeper into the jungle. I tried not to stare as she picked her way carefully over roots and fallen branches, her pink bikini standing out against the greens and browns of the forest.

After about fifteen minutes of searching, I spotted what I needed: a young sapling with just the right amount of bend.

“This is perfect,” I said, pulling out the pocket knife. I carefully cut the sapling, explaining to Isla what I was doing as I worked.

“Now we need cord,” I said, looking around. “In a pinch, we can use vines, but they’re not ideal.”

Isla’s face brightened. “Wait, I have something!” She reached behind her neck and untied her bikini top string. “Will this work?”

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my eyes on her face as she held out the string. “Uh, won’t you need that?”

She shrugged, keeping her top in place with one arm. “Do you have a better idea?”

“We’ll figure something out. Don’t worry about it for now.”

“Okie,” she said, tying it back on and giving her boobs a gentle lift.

We gathered more materials: straight branches for arrows and spears, some flexible vines as backup cord, and stones that could be sharpened for arrowheads. As we worked, I showed Isla how to strip bark from branches and sharpen the ends of sticks into points.

“Like this?” she asked, awkwardly trying to whittle a point onto a stick.

I moved behind her, reaching around to guide her hands. “Almost. Try holding it at this angle.” I was acutely aware of how close we were, her back pressed against my chest, her hair tickling my chin. It was like when we’d slept … and when I’d blown my load all over her rear.

She tried again but ended up cutting too deeply. The stick snapped, and she let out a frustrated sigh. “I’m hopeless at this. Too clumsy.”

“It’s alright,” I assured her, stepping back to give her space. “It takes practice. And honestly, the company is lovely.”

That earned me a smile. She sat down on a fallen log, watching as I continued working on the bow. “Do you think it’s a coincidence?” she asked suddenly.

“What do you mean?”

“That we slept together last night, and then we find out about a goddess born from… you know, incest.” She lowered her eyes for a second before raising them to meet mine. “Maybe Lysara thought we were cute together. Maybe we reminded her of her parents.”

The suggestion caught me off guard, but I found myself smiling. “Maybe,” I said.

She moved closer, helping me wrap the vine cord around the bow. “You know, I’ve never really cared about the attention I get in the modeling industry,” she said. “All those photographers and agents telling me I’m beautiful … it never meant anything.”

“No?” I asked, surprised by this revelation.

She shook her head. “The only time I felt truly happy was when you complimented me. Your opinion always mattered more.”

Her words hit me hard. All this time, I’d thought she thrived on attention from others. “You’ve always been a beauty, Isla,” I told her sincerely. “Since we were kids.”

A blush spread across her cheeks. “I had a dream about you last night,” she admitted quietly.

“Tell me about it.”

She nodded, suddenly shy. “We were naked by a lake … and did some stuff.”

I stared at her, realizing I’d dreamt the same. “I dreamed the same thing,” I said, barely able to get the words out.

Her eyes widened. “Really? The exact same dream?”

“I don’t know if it was exactly the same, but we were both by a lake … swimming and doing other stuff.”

“I felt something sticky behind me when I woke up,” she admitted, “but I thought it was just my drool or something.”

My face burned with embarrassment. “It wasn’t,” I said. “I had a… wet dream. It wasn’t intentional, I swear.”

“Right,” she said playfully.

“Hey, it wasn’t,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Sure …” she said, almost giggling.

I reached out and tickled her side. She screamed and squirmed. “Oh, now it’s on!”

Retaliating, she reached out and tickled my sides, making me drop the half-finished bow.

“Hey!” I said, laughing despite myself. I grabbed her wrists to stop her, but she was persistent, wiggling her fingers to reach my ticklish spots.

I lost my balance and fell backward, pulling her down with me. We wrestled playfully, both laughing as we rolled around. I ended up on top of her, my body pressed against hers as we continued to struggle. Our clothes rubbed against each other, creating friction that sent unexpected waves of pleasure through me. My bulge kept hardening, and I noticed a wet patch in the middle of her bikini bottoms, just growing heavier and darker.

Our laughter gradually subsided as we became aware of our position. I looked down at her. Her hair was spread out around her head, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath me.

Before I knew what was happening, she bucked upward, trying to throw me off. I lost my balance again, and we rolled once more. This time, Isla landed on top of me, our faces inches apart. Her lips brushed against mine, an accidental touch that sent a wave of fire through me.

We froze, both surprised by the contact. Then, slowly, she pressed her lips more firmly against mine. The kiss deepened, our tongues meeting as years of forbidden feelings broke through the surface.

I felt myself growing hard against her, and she must have felt it too because she shifted slightly, pressing herself more firmly against my hardening bulge.

Her lips were soft and youthful, not a crack or wrinkle as I ran my tongue along her seam. I wrapped my arms around Isla, pulling her closer, feeling the curve of her back beneath my palms. She tasted sweet, like the fruit we’d eaten, and something forbidden. My hands slid lower, tracing the outline of her waist, then moving to her hips.

Isla made a small noise in the back of her throat, a mix between a gasp and a moan that warmed my chest. Her fingers tangled in my hair, tugging gently as our tongues swirled. I felt dizzy, overwhelmed by sensation and the forbidden nature of what we were doing. This was my sister, yet nothing had ever felt even better.

“Noah,” she whispered against my lips, her breath warm and quick. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

My hands moved to her bare sides, feeling the smooth skin just below her bikini top. “Me too,” I admitted, the words coming out ragged. “God, Isla, I’ve tried so hard not to think about you this way.”

She shifted above me, her hips pressing down deliberately against my erection, which was now straining painfully against my shorts. The friction made me groan, my fingers digging into her skin.

I broke the kiss, gasping for air.

We stared at each other, both unsure and breathless, our hearts pounding in unison.

“That was…” I began.

“Nice,” she finished, her cheeks pink. “It felt really nice.”

I nodded, unable to form words as desire coursed through me. Isla suddenly turned her head, looking past me into the jungle. “Mom and Delia,” she whispered, climbing off me quickly. “They’re over there, but their backs are to us. They didn’t see.”

I sat up, adjusting my shorts to hide my obvious erection. A smile tugged at my lips as I looked at Isla, her hair disheveled, her lips slightly swollen from our kiss.

“Should we, uh, finish these weapons?” I asked awkwardly, picking up the half-completed bow from where I’d dropped it.

Isla nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Yeah, we should.” Her voice was slightly breathless as she smoothed down her bikini.

We worked in silence for a few minutes, but neither of us had forgotten that kiss. The damp patch of her skin still lingered on mine. My hands trembled slightly as I wrapped the vine around the bow, securing it tightly. Isla helped by holding the wood steady, her fingers occasionally brushing against mine.

When we finished the basic weapons: a bow, several arrows, and two crude spears, we gathered them up and headed back toward camp. As we walked, I kept glancing at her, remembering the feel of her warm body against mine.

“We should probably not mention what happened,” she whispered as we neared the camp. “I mean, not yet.”

I nodded in agreement, though part of me wanted to shout it from the treetops. “Our secret,” I said.

When we returned to camp, Mom and Delia were already there, working on their set of weapons. Mom had made an impressive bow, the wood smooth and perfectly curved. It was way better than mine.

“Look at you two,” Mom said, smiling as we approached. “Productive expedition?”

I felt my face flush, hoping she wasn’t referring to anything beyond the weapons we carried. “Got everything we needed,” I replied, setting down our collection.

Mom gestured for me to join her. “Come help me finish these bows. Your knots are better than mine.”

I sat beside her, taking the bow she offered. As I worked on securing the cord, Mom watched me with an appraising eye.

“You’ve always been a great listener,” she said, pride evident in her voice.

“Thanks … Although I had the best teacher,” I said, focusing intently on the task to avoid meeting her gaze. I felt certain she’d see something different in my eyes, some evidence of what had transpired between Isla and me.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed Delia watching us. Her expression was hard to read, but there was a hint of longing or perhaps envy in her eyes. She turned away quickly when she realized I’d caught her looking.

After finishing Mom’s bow, I approached Delia, who was sitting a little apart from the others, working on sharpening a stick into a spear.

“Those look good,” I said, nodding toward the weapons she’d made.

Her cheeks colored slightly. “Mom did most of the work,” she said, not meeting my eyes. “I’m not very good at this survival stuff.”

“Hey, you’re doing fine,” I said, sitting down beside her. “It takes practice, that’s all.”

She smiled, the envy gone from her stare. “You make it look so easy.”

“Years of camping with our mother,” I said with a shrug.

“That’s true,” Delia said.

I listened to Mom talking to Isla. “I noticed you were looking a bit flushed when you came back from the jungle. Everything okay?”

I froze, my hands still working on the bow. I glanced over at Isla, and her face turned an even deeper shade of red, confirming Mom’s suspicions.

“We were just wrestling a bit,” Isla said quickly. “For fun.”

Mom’s eyes narrowed slightly, flicking between Isla and me. “Hmm,” she hummed, clearly not entirely convinced. “Well, as long as it is for fun and you don’t start fighting.”

“No, we would never do that … right?” Isla asked me.

I nodded and gave her a thumbs up, and when I turned back to Delia, she looked even more suspicious than earlier.

As the sun began to set, casting long shadows across our camp, I gathered driftwood and arranged it in a pile. Mom grabbed the box of matches from her bag, striking one against the side. The flame caught quickly, spreading to the dry kindling.

We gathered around the growing fire, the fruits we’d collected arranged in the center of our circle. The orange glow illuminated our faces, creating a sense of intimacy in the growing darkness.

“What happens when we run out of matches?” I asked Mom, watching as she carefully dropped the small box to her bag.

She glanced up at me. “Then we’ll have to do it the old-fashioned way. Sticks and stones.”

“You know how to do that?” Delia asked, sounding impressed.

Mom nodded. “It’s not easy, but it’s possible. But luckily for us, your brother has a strong pair of hands.”

Isla sighed dramatically, leaning against my shoulder. “I miss civilization already,” she said, gazing into the flames. “Hot showers, real beds, and room service…”

“At least we have each other,” I reminded her, trying not to react to the warmth of her body against mine.

She tilted her head, looking up at me with a smile. “Yeah. And it does feel kind of cozy, doesn’t it? Just the four of us around a fire.”

I turned to Delia, who had been quiet for a while. “How are you holding up?”

She smiled. “I’m alright. I feel safe, with all of you here.”

“Plus,” Isla added, “no photographers or industry guys hitting on me all the time.”

Mom chuckled, reaching over to pat Isla’s knee. “Oh, don’t pretend you don’t enjoy the male attention, sweetie.”

Isla shook her head. “It’s not that I don’t like attention. It’s just … it’s the wrong kind. All those men in the industry, they’re so fake. I want someone who’s nice and … strong.”

“Like who?” Mom asked, her tone curious rather than challenging.

Isla straightened up beside me, her eyes finding mine before she looked at Delia. “Kinda like Noah,” she said with a cute giggle.

“Well, then you’re the luckiest sister in the world,” Mom said.

We talked about various topics as the sun continuously lowered.

Mom yawned, stretching her arms above her head. “I think we should get some sleep,” she said, changing the subject. “Tomorrow, I want to explore further in the direction of the temple. There might be more structures we haven’t discovered yet.”

“Good idea,” I said. “But tomorrow, we go together.”

Isla sat up straighter. “Can I sleep naked tonight?” she asked bluntly. “These bikini bottoms are getting uncomfortable, and the top string keeps digging into my neck.”

My mind immediately filled with images of her nude body pressed against mine.

“I suppose we’re not in the civilized world anymore, are we? Do what makes you comfortable, sweetheart,” Mom said and patted her thigh.

Delia shifted closer to the fire, hugging her knees to her chest. “I want to keep the same sleeping positions as last night,” she said quietly. “It felt safe and cozy.”

All eyes turned to me, waiting for my input.

“That’s fine with me,” I said, trying to sound normal. But deep inside, I knew this arrangement was going to be problematic. After our kiss in the jungle, having Isla’s naked body pressed against me all night would be pure torture.

As we finished our meal, the sun began its descent toward the horizon. The clouds turned a deep, rich pink that reflected off the water.

“Look at that sunset,” Mom said, her face tilted upward in wonder.

Last night we’d been too caught off guard to really appreciate it, but now I could see how extraordinary it was. The entire sky glowed with a pinkish light that seemed almost supernatural in its intensity. As I stared at the horizon, the curved opening between two clouds created a shape that reminded me distinctly of female sex.

Before I could redirect my thoughts, Isla voiced exactly what I was thinking. “Doesn’t that look like a giant vulva?” she asked, pointing at the clouds.

Delia giggled while Mom shook her head, a smile playing at her lips. “You don’t have to be so lewd about everything, Isla,” Mom said. “But yes, I see the resemblance.”

We sat in comfortable silence, watching as the pink glow deepened and the first stars appeared in the darkening sky. When the fire began to die down, Mom stood up, brushing sand from her legs.

“Time for bed, I think,” she said.

We all rose and prepared to return to our shelter. As we approached, Isla wasted no time. She reached behind her neck and untied her bikini top, letting it fall away.

I couldn’t pretend anymore. I found myself staring openly at her bare breasts. The pink sunset bathed her skin in an ethereal glow that made her look almost divine. Her breasts were flawless: full and round with small, light pink nipples that I badly wanted to suck on.

“God, Isla,” I whispered, unable to look away.

She smiled at my reaction, reaching down to slide her bikini bottoms off her hips. They fell to the sand, and she stood before me completely nude. The pink light caressed every inch of her, highlighting the swell of her hips, the flat plane of her stomach, and the small triangle of blonde hair between her legs. Then it was her sex itself, looking pink, moist and so tempting like a forbidden fruit I was dying to taste. And the way her blonde hair cascaded down her was like the cherry on top.

“Are you gonna say something?” she asked, her voice youthfully teasing.

“You’re beautiful.”

A strange, powerful, primal lust surged through me that I’d never felt before. Being on this island with three gorgeous women, all of them family, was awakening something in me that had been dormant my entire life. The taboo nature of it only seemed to intensify the feeling, especially with Isla standing naked before me.

She strode toward me confidently as if she were modelling, her hips swaying with each step. The pink sunset outlined her body, which made her look like a walking goddess, a certified upgrade from a model. When she reached me, she placed a hand on my chest.

“Is it still okay if I sleep next to you tonight?” she asked, looking up at me through her lashes.

“Yes,” I said without hesitation.

“Great.” As she turned slightly, I noticed something that made my cock stir. The inside of her thighs glistened with wetness that caught the pink light, making her thighs shimmer. She was aroused, and she made no effort to hide it.

“I’ve been having these… itches,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “In certain places. Do you think you could help me with that?”

“Sure,” I said, knowing perfectly well what she meant.

I pulled my shirt over my head and pushed my shorts down my legs, leaving only my underwear, tented like a pole. As I straightened up, I caught Mom watching me from the shelter, her eyes briefly dropping to the popped wood before she looked away with a grin.

Isla and I made our way to the shelter. I lay down first, settling down. Isla followed, her naked body pressing against mine as she backed her ass directly against my erection. Even if I wore underwear, I still felt the heat from her bare bottom pressed against the crown of my cock. The tip sank into her cheek, and she wiggled her butt so it pressed against the crack instead. I stifled a groan as she wiggled slightly, getting comfortable.

“I’m cold,” she whispered, reaching for my hand.

Before I could respond, she guided my palm to her breast. The soft weight of it filled my hand as if it were made for me. I squeezed gently, feeling the soft flesh yield beneath my fingers. The warmth of her skin against mine made me even hornier as I fondled her breast, my thumb circling her hardened nipple. Her breathing quickened, and she pressed herself more firmly against my erection.

“Noah,” she whispered. “It’s itching a bit under.”

She began to guide my hand lower, down her stomach toward the apex of her thighs, when Mom’s voice cut through the darkness.

“Isla, Noah,” Mom said firmly from beside us. “Some of us want to sleep.”

I froze, my hand still on Isla’s breast. Heat rushed to my face as I realized Mom had been awake the whole time, listening to everything.

“Fine,” Isla sighed, clearly disappointed. She gave my hand one final squeeze before releasing it. “Goodnight, everyone.”

“Goodnight,” Mom replied, her tone mellowing slightly.

I felt Isla’s body relax against mine as we both descended into sleep. Despite the embarrassment of being caught, I felt a strange comfort in our closeness. My last thought before drifting off was of the goddess, Lysara, and whether she was watching us from somewhere in the darkness.
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I woke to a nudge against my chest. Through the haze of sleep, I realized Isla had turned around in the night. She was facing me now, her hand stroking the bulge in my underwear.

“Hey,” she whispered. “You’re awake.”

I smiled at her, still half-asleep but very aware of her hand tracing the outline of my hardness. “What time is it?” I asked, my voice husky with sleep.

“I dunno … Middle of the night, I guess,” she replied, continuing her semi-hand job. “Mom and sis are still sleeping.”

I glanced over my shoulder to see Mom and Delia both sound asleep, their breathing deep. When I looked back at Isla, her expression had changed.

“I have to pee,” she said, her hand stilling on my underwear. “Will you come with me? I don’t want to go alone in the dark.”

“Of course,” I whispered. “I can follow you.”

We carefully rose, trying not to wake the others. Isla was still completely naked, her skin glowing in the moonlight. I followed her to the edge of the jungle, keeping a respectful distance as she found a spot behind some bushes.

After she finished, she rejoined me, making no attempt to cover herself. “Look,” she said suddenly, pointing deeper into the jungle. “Fireflies!”

I squinted in the direction she was pointing. There were indeed small points of light floating between the trees.

“It might be her, Lysara,” I said as I thought of how I’d seen her last night, and I also wanted to see her again.

Isla’s eyes widened. “Really? Should we go see?”

“Let’s check it out,” I said. “But stay close.”

We ventured deeper into the jungle, following the dancing lights. The vegetation grew thicker, but somehow a path seemed to open before us, guiding our way. After walking for what felt like a minute or two, the trees suddenly gave way to a clearing. Unfortunately, I couldn’t see Lysara, but what I saw was equally as pretty.

“Oh my god,” Isla said beside me, her hands covering her mouth in shock.

Before us lay a perfectly circular lake, its surface still as glass. Small waterfalls cascaded down rock formations around its perimeter, creating a soothing sound. The air was filled with a sweet scent that reminded me of honey and exotic flowers, and fireflies lit it up along with the moonlight.

But what truly caught my attention was the color of the water: it was pink, just like the stream we’d found earlier.

“Wow … it’s pink!” Isla said in awe, moving closer to the edge.

“It comes from the statue of Lysara,” I said, remembering what Mom and I had discovered. “The stream we found earlier flows from her… um, between her legs.”

She giggled. “Her vagina, right?” She wiggled her eyebrows.

“Yes,” I said.

Isla crouched down, trailing her fingers through the pink water. She brought her wet fingers to her nose and inhaled deeply.

“It smells so sweet … kinda musky,” she said, her eyes wide with wonder. “It’s like nothing I’ve ever smelled before.”

I knelt beside her and cupped my hands in the water. The pink liquid shimmered in my palms, luminous in the moonlight.

“Try it,” I said, bringing my hands to my lips. I took a small sip, and the flavor exploded on my tongue, sweet, fruity, and indeed musky. The sensation spread through my body like warm honey, pooling low in my stomach.

Isla watched me curiously, then mirrored my actions. She dipped her hands into the lake and brought them to her mouth, taking a delicate sip. Her eyes fluttered closed as the taste hit her.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, licking her lips. “That’s … really good.” She took another sip as the pink juice trickled down the valley between her breasts. “Noah, I feel funny. Like I’m getting really turned on.”

I nodded, feeling the same sensation coursing through my veins. My cock strained against my underwear, harder than I’d ever felt it before.

“Me too,” I said, trying to control my breathing.

Without warning, she reached for my hand, intertwining our fingers. “Let’s go in,” she said, sounding more eager now than sleepy. “I want to feel it all over me.”

Her excitement was contagious, and even if it was in the middle of the night, I couldn’t resist. “Yeah, I want that too.”

I stood and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my underwear. With one swift motion, I pulled them down and stepped out of them, my erection springing free. Isla’s eyes widened as she stared at my cock, a slow smile spreading across her face.

“Nice,” she said, reaching out to wrap her fingers around my shaft. “You’re so big and hard.”

Her touch warmed my core. She gave me a gentle tug, leading me toward the water’s edge, her hand never letting go of my erection. We stepped in together, the warm liquid caressing our skin like a warm bath. It was the perfect temperature, neither too hot nor too cold, enveloping us like a lover’s touch.

We waded deeper until the water reached our waists. The pink liquid swirled around us, clinging to our skin in a way that normal water wouldn’t.

Isla and I gravitated toward each other, drawn by a forbidden lust. Our bodies pressed together, my erection nestled against her stomach. I wrapped my arms around her waist, and she twined hers around my neck.

“I want to kiss you again,” I whispered, my lips hovering just above hers.

“Then do it,” she replied.

And we did, my lips pressing against hers, and the world around us seemed to fade away. All that existed was Isla and me, our bodies pressed together in the warm, pink waters of the lake. My erection pressed firmly against her stomach as we deepened the kiss, her tongue sliding against mine. I could taste the sweetness of the lake water on her lips, mixed with her youthful scent. My hands roamed her back, feeling every curve and dip of her spine. Her skin was soft and smooth beneath my touch, so pleasant to hold onto.

When we finally broke apart, a string of saliva clinging from lip to lip, Isla’s eyes locked on mine.

“I’ve been so turned on lately,” she whispered, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “Ever since we got to this island, it’s like I can’t think straight. All I can think about is you.” She paused, looking up at me through her lashes.

“For protection?”

“Yes, but not only … I think for love too.”

“I love you too, Isla,” I told her, which came from the bottom of my heart.

“Can you show me that … make love to me?”

I felt my heart hammering in my chest. Every part of me wanted to say yes, to give in to the desire that had been building between us. But a small voice of reason still fought through the haze of lust.

“Isla, we probably shouldn’t be doing this,” I said, my voice strained. “I mean, this is…”

“Why not?” she asked, her hands sliding down to my waist. “Why shouldn’t we do what feels right?”

“Because we’re siblings,” I reminded her, though my body betrayed my words as my cock twitched against her.

“I’ve always had a thing for you, Noah,” she confessed, her voice barely audible above the gentle sound of the waterfalls. “Always. And I think… I think the gods did this. Brought us here for a reason.”

“We don’t know if they exist for certain,” I said, trying to cling to rational thought even as her touch drove me wild. “We don’t know what any of this is yet.”

Isla hugged me harder, pressing her naked body fully against mine. “I’m scared,” she admitted, vulnerability in her voice that I rarely heard. “We don’t know what’s going to happen to us here, or if we’ll ever get home. I just … I just want to feel loved by you. Is that so wrong?”

I looked down at her, my beautiful sister, her blonde hair darkened by the water, and her vulnerable eyes reflecting the moonlight. The truth spilled from my lips before I could stop it.

“I’ve always had a thing for you, too,” I said. “Ever since we were teenagers. I tried so hard to ignore it, to push it down because … because we’re related. But I can’t deny how I feel anymore.”

Tears welled in Isla’s eyes, and to my surprise, I felt moisture gathering in mine as well. My erection pressed insistently against her waist and mine.

“Last night,” I continued, “I had this dream. We were in a lake, and we were together. We were making love in the water, and it felt so real.” I swallowed hard, my voice dropping to a whisper. “I … finished in my sleep. Against you.”

Isla’s eyes widened. “Oh my god,” she said, her fingers digging into my shoulders. “I had the exact same dream. We were in a lake, just like this one. We were kissing, and then you… you were inside me.” Her cheeks flushed pink. “I woke up so wet and aching for you.”

“The same dream?” I asked, shocked. “How is that possible?”

“I don’t know,” she whispered, pressing closer. “But I think it was a sign. Like the island, or this Lysara, is telling us something.”

“Maybe you’re right,” I said. Our lips gravitated toward each other again, and then I felt her smooth lips again. The sweet water lapped at our bodies as we kissed deeply, our hands exploring each other more intimately. My fingers traced the curve of her waist, sliding down to cup her ass, pulling her firmly against me. I couldn’t hold anything in. I wanted her flesh more than anything.

“Let’s go to shore,” I murmured against her lips. “I want to see all of you.”

We moved through the water together, our bodies never separating completely. When we reached the edge, I lifted Isla in my arms, carrying her to a soft patch of sand near the water’s edge. I laid her down gently, her blonde hair spreading out beneath her.

I lowered myself over her, our bodies pressing together. My cock slid along her wet pussy lips, and the moisture spread along my cock. She moaned at the contact. Her legs spread, wrapping around my waist to pull me closer.

“Are you sure?” I asked, the head of my cock poised at her hole, pressing so her honey coated the crown.

Isla nodded, her eyes never leaving mine. “I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she whispered. “I love you, Noah. Not just as a brother.”

“I love you too, Isla,” I said, feeling a weight lift from my chest as I finally admitted what I’d kept hidden for so long. “In every way.”

“Show me.”

I pushed forward slowly, parting her pussy channel as inch after inch slid deeper inside her. The sensation was tight, wet and warm. Isla’s eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting as I slowly filled her till my entire length was twitching inside her.

“Oh my god,” I groaned, burying my face in her neck. “You feel amazing.”

“So do you,” she said, tensing under me as she breathed deeply. “You’re so deep, Noah. I can feel you everywhere.”

I pulled out, being aware of every inch of her snug walls caressing my length. Then it was time to slide all the way inside. She was so wet, nature’s lube, and so snug, I’d never felt such a pleasurable pussy like hers. I took my time, and the slow, deep thrusts made her gasp with each push.

I glanced at her beautiful face, the high cheekbones, the dimples and the natural blush on her cheeks. Gosh, she was pretty, and now she was all mine on top of it.

I cupped her perky breast with one hand, feeling the perfect weight of it in my palm. They jiggled and bounced for each thrust, her nipples sharpening to diamonds.

She moaned, arching her back for every fuck.

“Noah,” she said, her breath hot against my ear. “Deeper. It feels so good when you slide all the way in.”

I shifted my position, lifting her legs higher around my waist. The new angle let me slide in completely, and I felt myself bottom out inside her with her wet lips against my groin. The sensation was borderline overwhelming. The tight grip of her pink pussy around my cock, the sand beneath us, and the sweet scent of the pink water and sex still clinging to our skin.

“God, Isla,” I said, admiring her beauty. “You’re perfect. So perfect.”

She cupped my face in her hands, pulling me down for a kiss. Our tongues tangled as our bodies moved together, finding a natural rhythm that felt like we’d been doing this forever. I couldn’t believe how right it felt, how perfectly we fit together.

“I’ve dreamed of this,” I said between kisses. “Watching you model, seeing you every day … it was torture.”

“I know,” she whispered, her eyes locked with mine. “I’d catch you looking sometimes. I’d pose just for you, hoping you’d notice … I certainly noticed your boner more than once.”

“I always noticed,” I said, my voice rough with emotion. “Every little thing about you.”

I increased my pace, driving into her with long, deep strokes that made her gasp with each thrust. Her breasts bounced even more and I lowered my head to lick her right boob, sucking her erect nipple. The moans she made were almost enough to trigger my climax.

“I love you,” I murmured against her skin, trailing kisses up her neck to her lips. “I love you so much, Isla.”

“I love you too,” she answered, her voice breaking as I hit deep inside her. “Oh god, right there.”

I maintained the angle, feeling her inner walls begin to flutter around me like a blooming flower. Her breathing quickened, her nails digging harder into my shoulders. I knew she was close.

As I continuously thrust into her, our flesh slapping, I saw her face contort with pleasure. She tensed and squirmed beneath me, her back arching sharply as the orgasm hit her. She moaned out my name, her inner muscles clamping down around my cock in rhythmic pulses. The sensation was too much. The tight grip of her pussy, the look of pure bliss on her face, and the knowledge that I had brought her to this peak made me come hard.

With one final thrust, I buried myself as deep as I could and let go, flooding her soaked, warm pussy with my fresh cum. It spread through me like fire under my skin, intense pleasure radiating from my core and spreading through my entire body. I held Isla’s gaze as I came, our eyes locked in an intimate connection more powerful than anything I’d ever experienced. I was acutely aware of the taboo we were breaking. She was my blood-related little sister, but that knowledge only seemed to heighten the pleasure as I emptied myself deep inside her.

“Oh god, Noah,” Isla whispered, her eyes wide with wonder. “I can feel your cum. It’s so warm.”

We stayed connected for several long moments, both of us breathing heavily. I could feel small aftershocks rippling through her body, her inner muscles still gently squeezing me of every last drop.

“Wow,” I said, unable to find words adequate enough.

“I know,” she said, a smile spreading across her face. “It was more than wow. Better than I ever imagined.”

I lowered my forehead to rest against hers. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

“Me neither,” she admitted, her fingers tracing patterns on my back. “I don’t think I can go back to normal sex after this.”

I laughed, pressing a gentle kiss to her lips. “You’re mine now.”

“I know,” she said. “Promise we’ll have sex again?”

“I promise,” I whispered, meaning it with every fiber of my being. “Whenever we can.”

Reluctantly, I pulled out of her, both of us moaning at the last friction of sex against sex. I watched, fascinated, as my semen began to trickle out of her fresh, pink lips.

“We should probably clean up in the lake,” I suggested.

We waded back into the pink water, which seemed to welcome us, swirling around our bodies. It washed away the evidence of our lovemaking, but not the memory or the feeling.

After we were clean, I looked up at the position of the moon. “We should head back. They might wake up and wonder where we are.”

Isla nodded, though I could see the reluctance in her eyes. “You’re right.”

We gathered our minimal clothing, just my underwear, as Isla had been naked the whole time, and made our way back through the jungle.

When we reached our shelter, I was relieved to see Mom and Delia still sound asleep, their breathing deep and even. Isla and I slipped back into our spot, her body curling against mine.

“I love you, Noah,” she whispered, placing a kiss on my chest.

“I love you too,” I replied, holding her close.

Despite the exertion, sleep claimed me quickly. I drifted off with Isla in my arms, feeling more content than I had in years.

But my dreams were far from peaceful.
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Darkness enveloped me completely. I was floating in nothingness, weightless and disembodied. Then came the heat, sudden and all-consuming. I felt as if I were being pulled apart, molecule by molecule. The sensation lasted only a moment before I found myself somewhere else entirely.

The air felt thick with smoke and blood. My feet burned against scorched stone as I tried to make sense of my surroundings. I wasn’t on the island anymore. I wasn’t anywhere I recognized.

“What the hell?” I whispered, my voice lost in the cacophony around me.

I stood on what looked like a massive battlefield stretching endlessly in all directions. The ground beneath me was cracked and blackened, radiating heat through the soles of my feet. Time itself felt wrong here. One moment seemed to stretch for an eternity, and the next snapped by in an instant, like a film breaking and jumping ahead.

The sky above burned red and black, with massive clouds swirling in unnatural patterns. Black ash fell like snow, coating my skin and hair. I brushed it away, only for more to settle immediately.

That’s when I saw them.

Towering figures, each at least thirty feet tall, moved across the battlefield. They weren’t human, though they had vaguely humanoid shapes. Each glowed with a different elemental power, and their faces were both beautiful and terrible, impossible to look at directly.

“Gods,” I said, understanding without knowing how.

“They came not for justice. Not for peace. Only for me.”

The voice was feminine and divine. I looked around, but couldn’t see a woman in sight. It seemed to come from inside my head, calm and clear despite the chaos around me.

I watched, mesmerized, as the gods clashed. When the fire god struck the earth god, mountains erupted from the ground. When the water goddess raised her arms, oceans formed and boiled away in seconds. Lightning split the sky, winds howled with hurricane force, and the very fabric of reality seemed to tear at the seams.

I should have been terrified, but instead I felt strangely detached, as if I was meant to witness this. As if someone were showing me this on purpose.

“What is this place?” I asked, though I didn’t expect an answer.

The battle raged on. I watched as a god of ice froze an entire section of the battlefield, only to be shattered by a goddess wreathed in molten metal. A god of darkness swallowed three others whole before being pierced through by spears of pure light.

“Why are they fighting?” I asked.

“Because of me.”

I looked around, but couldn’t see anyone. Then it dawned on me. “Lysara?”

“Yes,” came the reply. “They have always fought for me. But none are worthy.”

One by one, the gods fell. Some crumbled to dust, others melted into pools of elemental energy, and still others simply winked out of existence. Their powers lingered, floating above the battlefield like colored mist.

From the center of the destruction, she emerged. Lysara. I recognized her from earlier, both from the statue and her ethereal form. Her form seemed to solidify from the air itself, untouched by the devastation surrounding her. The battlefield that had claimed so many gods lay in ruins, yet she walked barefoot across it as if strolling through a garden. Her body radiated power, shifting colors flowing beneath her skin like liquid light.

I couldn’t move, couldn’t look away as she approached. With each step, the ground beneath her feet bloomed with life, flowers pushing through the scorched earth, only to wither as she passed.

She stopped several yards from me, raising her arms toward the sky. The mists of power that had been the fallen gods responded to her call, swirling down in ribbons of elemental energy. They flowed into her outstretched hands, each color merging with her being. It all absorbed into her form until she glowed so brightly that I had to shield my eyes.

When I looked again, she stood directly before me. I had never seen such thick, lustrous hair. It flowed all the way to her ankles, so dense it veiled her boobs and her sex. Her face looked like a flawless sculpture from antiquity, the kind of beauty every man would desire. It was oval, perfectly balanced, with skin so smooth it almost seemed to glow. Her jaw was soft yet defined, leading to a chin. Her cheekbones caught the light, high and warm, like they’d been shaped by the sun itself. Her eyes were almond-shaped, framed by thick lashes, and their color seemed to shift between gold and blue, depending on how she moved. Her nose was straight and delicate, fitting her face. And her lips, full, plush, and faintly parted, looked like they were made for lust.

“Noah,” she said, my name on her lips, sending a shiver through my entire body. “You have witnessed what no mortal was meant to see.”

Her eyes held mine. I felt naked before her gaze, as if she could see every thought I’d ever had, every desire I’d ever felt.

“For being a strong, loving man to your family and loved ones,” she said, raising her hand to my chest, “let me give you this gift.”

Her palm pressed against my sternum. At first, there was only warmth, but it quickly intensified. Heat spread through my chest, turning from discomfort to searing pain in seconds. I tried to pull away, but couldn’t move.

The pain became unbearable, radiating outward from where her hand touched me. But alongside it came pleasure so intense it bordered on agony. My vision went white as I screamed, the sound echoing across the ruined battlefield.

* * *

I jolted upright with a desperate gasp, my lungs burning as if I’d been underwater too long. My heart hammered against my ribs like it was trying to escape. Sweat soaked my skin, my hair, and the sand beneath me.

I blinked rapidly, trying to clear my vision. The afterimage of Lysara’s face lingered, burning behind my eyes like I’d stared at the sun.

“Noah! Oh my god, Noah!”

I turned toward the voice, disoriented. Isla sat beside me, her face streaked with tears, a wet cloth clutched in her trembling hands. Her eyes were wide with fear and relief.

On my other side, Delia gripped my arm tightly. Her face was pale, lips pressed into a thin line as she fought back tears.

Mom knelt nearby, an empty shell bowl in her hands. Water dripped from its edges onto the sand. Her composed expression had cracked, her expression pale and shaken.

“What… what’s going on?” I choked out, still dazed.

Mom’s voice trembled slightly, but she steadied herself. “You had a fever. You were thrashing in your sleep: sweating, mumbling things, and moving like you were fighting something.”

“How long?”

“You’ve been out for hours. We couldn’t wake you,” she said, reaching to touch my forehead gently.

Delia sniffled, wiping her face. “We thought you were dying…”

Isla collapsed against me, arms wrapping tightly around my waist. “Don’t do that again. Ever.”

My heartbeat still pounded, but it felt like something ancient was pulsing beneath my skin. I touched the spot on my chest where Lysara’s mark had burned into me in the dream. The skin there was warm and faintly glowing, but only for a second.

“I…” I struggled to form coherent thoughts. “I was somewhere else. I don’t remember exactly, but it was intense.”

Mom and Delia exchanged a worried glance.

“Maybe you were hallucinating,” Mom said. “The heat and the stress of the shipwreck have affected you.”

I shook my head, trying to clear the fog. “No, it wasn’t just a hallucination. It was real.” I looked at my chest, but I couldn’t see anything. I felt more confused than ever. Maybe it was a hallucination after all.

Mom sat back on her heels, her expression guarded. “Noah, you’ve been unconscious with a high fever. Your body was burning up. We’ve been trying everything to cool you down.”

I looked around our shelter, noticing the pile of wet cloths. They must have been working non-stop to keep my fever down.

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling guilty for scaring them. “I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s not your fault,” Mom said. “But we need to get you hydrated. Can you drink something?”

I nodded, and Delia quickly handed me a shell filled with fresh water. I drank it greedily, the cool liquid soothing my parched throat. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” she said adorably.

I turned toward Isla, our eyes meeting as she huddled close to my side. Though the details of my dream were already fading like morning mist, what remained crystal clear was what had happened between us at the pink lake. I remembered the feel of her skin against mine, the way she’d gasped my name, and most vividly, the sensation of coming inside her without protection. A shared secret that felt both forbidden and amazing at the same time.

She must have read the recognition in my eyes because her lips curved into an intimate smile despite her tear-streaked face. I reached out and gently wiped the moisture from her cheeks with my thumb.

“I’m okay now,” I whispered, then turned to Delia, who still looked shaken. I brushed away her tears, too. “I’m okay.”

Mom stood up and stretched her back. “We should all eat something. You especially, Noah. You need to regain your strength.”

We gathered around our pile of fruit. The sweet papaya flesh helped restore some of my energy, and the juice quenched my lingering thirst. As we ate, I noticed Isla stealing glances at me, her eyes filled with concern but also love and lust. She and Delia were dressed in bikinis while Mom wore a knee-length summer dress.

“How many clothes survived?” I asked my mother.

“We have a couple of outfits,” Mom said. “But unless we start making our own, they’ll eventually wear out.”

That’s right. Skimpy, worn clothes would soon be the norm. I wasn’t sure if I was against it.

“I think we should go back to the temple today,” Mom said, licking her finger. “We need to explore this island more thoroughly if we’re going to survive here.”

“Good idea,” I agreed, feeling stronger after eating. “Maybe we’ll find more answers there.”

Mom nodded, grabbing a couple of spears. “We should bring these. If we spot any animals, we might be able to catch some meat.”

As we prepared to leave, Isla sidled up to me. “Can I hold your hand?” she asked. “I was really scared when you were having a nightmare.”

“Of course,” I replied, taking her hand in mine.

I noticed Delia watching us, a passive smile on her lips.

“Here,” I said to Mom, passing her one of the spears.

She took it with a nod.

Then I extended my other hand to Delia. Her smile widened as she took it, and I felt connected to both my sisters in a way that was comforting after my frightening experience.

We walked along the beach, and birds called to one another overhead, and insects buzzed around us. Despite the beauty, I couldn’t stop thinking of something that had changed within me after that dream. I didn’t know what it was, but I felt a heat coursing through me.

“Your hand is really warm,” Isla noted.

“I feel it too,” Delia said.

“Hopefully the fever will fade,” I said, not sure whether it was a fever or not. I didn’t feel sick at all. I felt alive.

After walking for about twenty minutes, we came upon the pink stream. Delia stopped in her tracks, her mouth falling open as she stared at the glowing pink water.

“What is this?” she asked, crouching down to get a better look.

“It’s connected to the temple,” Mom explained. “Or Lysara, to be more precise.”

Delia stared in awe. Her fingers hovered just above the surface, a bit nervous to touch it.

I glanced at Isla, who remained unusually silent. Her eyes met mine briefly, a secret passing between us. She’d seen the pink water yesterday, but I knew she wouldn’t mention it in front of Mom and Delia.

Isla knelt by the stream’s edge, dipping her fingers into the glowing pink water. With a playful smile, she flicked her wet fingers at me, splashing droplets across my chest.

“Hey!” I said.

With a giggle, she did it again. I crouched down and scooped up a handful of the pink water, splashing her back. She squealed, the sound echoing through the jungle.

We continued our water fight, Isla giggling as she tried to dodge my splashes while launching her own counterattacks. The pink water clung to our skin, making us both shimmer. If this continued, I knew it would lead to another intimate wrestling match.

Once we spilled over Mom’s dress, she gave us a look. “Come on, you two.”

We stopped playing and resorted to drinking.

“Mom, why’s it so sweet?” Delia asked.

Mom grinned. “Soon you’ll see the source … you’re old enough to figure out the rest.”

The cryptic answer intrigued her and Isla. We decided to move on.

I stood, offering my hand to help Isla and Delia up. We continued following the pink stream as it wound deeper into the jungle. Mom led the way. The jungle floor became more uneven, roots crisscrossing the path. Isla was too busy stealing glances at me to watch her footing. Suddenly, her foot caught on a thick, gnarled root, and she stumbled forward with a surprised cry.

I reacted instantly, lunging to catch her. My arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her against my chest before she could fall. The momentum spun us slightly, leaving us face to face, her hands pressed against my chest.

Our faces were inches apart. I could feel her warm breath against my lips, see the flecks of gold in her hazel eyes. Every cell in my body wanted to kiss her. From the way her gaze dropped to my mouth, I knew she wanted the same.

But I sensed Mom and Delia watching us. They had stopped walking and turned back. The weight of their gaze kept me from closing the distance.

“Are you okay?” I asked instead, my voice husky.

Disappointment flickered across Isla’s face, but she nodded, reluctantly stepping out of my embrace. “Yeah, thanks for catching me.”

“Be more careful,” Mom said. “The last thing we need is an injury.”

We resumed walking, the moment broken but not forgotten.

As we neared the temple, the pink stream widened, flowing more rapidly. The jungle began to thin out, and soon the stone structure came into view once again.

The temple stood as we’d left it, ancient and mysterious, with the pink stream flowing directly from the statue of Lysara’s sex and branching out in several directions. Isla and Delia walked forward in awe, gazing up at the massive stone figure with wide eyes.

“Wow,” Delia whispered, running her hand along the base of the statue.

Isla tilted her head, examining where the pink liquid flowed from between the statue’s legs. Suddenly, she burst into giggles, her hand flying to her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she said between laughs. “We’ve been drinking… this is… it’s basically goddess pussy juice!”

Delia’s eyes widened as the realization hit her. “What? No way!” But then she started laughing too, the sound echoing around the temple.

“That’s why it tastes so sweet and makes us feel so good,” Isla continued, barely containing her laughter. “We’ve been drinking divine … feminine essence!”

Even Mom cracked a smile, though she tried to look stern. “That’s enough, girls.”

Delia moved closer to the statue, examining it and letting her hand run along the leg. “I’ve never seen anything like this,” she said, her voice filled with wonder. “The detail is unbelievable.”

Isla nodded in agreement. “Me neither. It’s like someone captured a real woman in stone.”

“I haven’t either,” Mom admitted, her professional demeanor momentarily giving way to genuine amazement. “And I’ve visited temples all over the world for photo shoots.”

Delia turned to me. “Noah, who do you think built this? It must have taken incredible skill and years of work.”

I looked up at the statue, remembering my dream and the power I’d felt emanating from Lysara. The answer came to me with absolute certainty. “Only a god could build something like this,” I said quietly. “No human hands could create something this perfect.”

Isla shivered beside me. “It’s a bit spooky when you think about it. Like we’re trespassing in someone else’s sacred space.”

I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, pulling her close. The contact sent a pleasant warmth through my body, and I noticed Mom watching us with an unreadable expression.

“We’ve been fine so far,” I reassured Isla. “If anything, I think we were meant to find this place.”

“What makes you say that?” Delia asked, her head tilted in curiosity.

“Just a feeling,” I finished vaguely. “I don’t think it is a coincidence we ended up on this island, that’s all.”

“How big do you think it is?” Delia asked.

“I’m not sure, but I believe it’s a lot bigger,” I said, looking around.

“I agree,” Mom said, looking beyond the temple structure. “There seems to be more to discover.” She pointed to what appeared to be a narrow opening behind the statue.

We circled around the massive stone figure and found what looked like a perfect path of soft grass leading deeper into the island. The trail was unnaturally even, as if it had been carefully maintained.

“Should we follow it?” Delia asked, her voice filled with both excitement and hesitancy.

“I think we should,” I said. “We need to understand this place better if we’re going to survive here.”

Mom nodded, taking the lead once more. “Stay close together,” she said. “We don’t know what we might find.”

As we walked along the grassy path, the vegetation on either side grew thicker and taller. The trees reached higher into the sky, their canopies forming a natural tunnel above us. Sunlight filtered through in dappled patterns, casting the path in a green-gold glow.

“This island feels huge,” Isla whispered beside me. “Much bigger than it looked from the beach.”

She was right. What had seemed like a modest tropical island was revealing itself to be a lot vaster. I wondered how it could have remained undiscovered, unmarked on any map or chart.

The path curved gently upward, leading us to slightly higher ground. From this vantage point, I could see the true scale of our surroundings. The jungle stretched for miles in every direction, broken only by a mountain peak in the distance and what looked like a vast body of water glimmering through the trees ahead.

“Look,” I said, pointing. “There’s something up there.”

We quickened our pace, eager to discover what lay beyond. The path narrowed as we continued, forcing us to walk single file. I led the way now, pushing aside broad banana-like leaves that dripped with morning condensation.

Dragonflies darted between the leaves, and in the distance, I could hear bird calls unlike any I’d ever heard before, haunting and melodic. And something else, the flutter of large wings somewhere above the canopy.

I paused, straining to catch another glimpse of whatever had made that sound, but saw nothing through the dense foliage.

“What is it?” Isla asked from behind me.

“I’m not sure,” I replied. “I thought I heard something big flying overhead.”

Before she could respond, we reached what appeared to be a natural curtain of vines. I pushed them aside, and the foliage parted.

“Wow,” I whispered.

Before us lay a hidden paradise: A fantastical lake surrounded by trees that arched like cathedral vaults. Emerald light streamed through the leaves in rippling columns, giving the scene an otherworldly glow. Purple orchids grew wild across gnarled roots, and vines climbed the trees like veins glowing.

At the lake’s edge, moss formed a carpet, and stone ledges wrapped around like natural terraces, carved not by human hands but by time, and perhaps, something divine.

In the distance, a waterfall tumbled down from a high cliff, feeding the lake with crystal-clear water, unlike some of the other sources we’d seen, which had been pink. Just beneath the surface, I could already see plump fish darting between colorful coral clusters.

And at the far side of the lake stood a statue, twice the height of a man. The statue seized our attention immediately. She stood proud and tall, like a goddess carved from white stone. Unlike the youthful Lysara at the temple, this figure’s features were more mature but powerful, her face turned down toward the lake in serene thought.

I found myself staring at her full, curvy hips that flared outward in a perfect maternal shape, suggesting fertility and abundance. She had to be at least ten feet tall, towering over any human woman I’d ever seen. Her stone hair cascaded down her back in waves, so long it actually touched the grass beneath her feet. My eyes couldn’t help but travel to her full, heavy breasts that jutted proudly from her chest, each one perfectly shaped with detailed nipples that seemed almost alive despite being stone.

Between her legs, the sculptor had carved a triangle of pubic hair, framing her sex with such precision it made my cheeks flush.

“She’s beautiful,” Delia whispered beside me, her voice filled with awe.

“She looks like Lysara’s mother,” I said without thinking.

I felt drawn to her, my feet moving forward before my mind had decided to approach. The others followed silently behind me.

In front of her, etched into a stone tablet, were lines of a foreign script, the same alphabet we’d seen before at the temple. Mom and I exchanged glances, and she nudged me ahead. “Go ahead … let’s see what it says.”

I turned to the girls. “Prepare for something magical.”

I reached out and pressed my hand to the inscription. It responded. The stone warmed beneath my palm, and the foreign script began to glow with a blue light. The light spread, following each curve and line of the strange alphabet.

“Noah, what did you do?” Delia gasped.

I shook my head, mesmerized. “I don’t know, but the same happened at the statue of Lysara,”

The glowing lines shimmered, and words, in English now, formed along the stone’s surface like mist across glass. It had been fully translated. I glanced at Mom, the girls still in awe and too shocked to speak. “Do you want to read it out loud for us?”

Mom nodded and stepped forth. “To my daughter, born of forbidden lust. I give you this lake, sweet as you and pure as your dream. May it reflect your heart always, and feed your soul when the gods forget your name. Let this water remember love. Let the fish kiss your skin and feed you with nutrients that will keep you healthy and glowing. Let the light dance for you. May no war take this from you, no throne claim it. It is yours alone, forever made by your mother, Elyndra.”

I stood frozen, a shiver running down my spine. I sensed the depth of maternal love embedded in those words. Something about them made me think of my own mom.

Mom moved beside me, her expression touched. “So it’s a gift,” she said. “From mother to daughter.”

Isla stepped closer to the lake’s edge, enchanted by the coral reef visible beneath the crystal water. “The water’s so clear,” she said, kneeling down. “I can see everything.”

Delia lingered near the statue, quietly reading the inscription again and again. “Born of forbidden lust,” she repeated thoughtfully as if it were a beautiful poem.

Before I could answer, a rush of wind passed overhead, so powerful it made the trees sway. We looked up in unison to see something we’d never seen before: massive birds, each the size of a horse, gliding silently between the treetops. Their wings spanned so far that they brushed the canopy as they passed, shaking loose a shower of colorful petals that floated down around us. We all stood mesmerized, our faces turned skyward.

“What are they?” Isla whispered, her hand reaching for mine.

“I don’t know,” I said, squeezing her fingers. “They look like something out of a fantasy. Like giant birds from another world.”

Mom shaded her eyes, watching the creatures circle above us. “I’ve never seen anything like them. They’re magnificent.”

The birds, if that’s what they were, glided in perfect formation. And then they flew away, further inland. “Damn, we have a lot to explore here.”

Mom nodded. “We certainly do.”

Isla turned her attention to the lake. “Mom, can we swim? The water looks amazing, and we’re all so hot and sticky.”

Mom considered for a moment, then nodded. “Sure, why not? But first, I’d like Noah to help me catch some fish for dinner. Those ones near the surface look perfect … And we’ll see if they’ll make us glow.” She ended with a wink.

“I’m in,” I said, happy to be useful. “I can see several good-sized ones from here.”

“Great,” Mom replied. “Girls, go ahead and swim. Noah and I will see what we can catch.”

Isla and Delia didn’t need to be told twice. They stripped down to their bikinis and waded into the crystal-clear water.

Mom turned to me with a slight grin. “Noah, I should mention … I only brought panties. I didn’t wear a bra under this dress. I want to keep the dress dry for later.”

“It’s fine,” I assured her.

Mom nodded and slipped her sundress over her head. Except for her white cotton panties, she was completely nude.

I tried not to stare, but it was the second time I’d seen her full, nude breasts, still firm despite her age. They were shaped like two bells and topped with thick, peachy nipples.

I couldn’t help but look back at Mom’s body, though I tried to be discreet about it. My eyes were drawn to her curves, the ones that had graced magazine covers around the world when I wasn’t even born yet. Her skin glowed with a light bronze tan that looked flawless against the white of her panties. Her thighs were long and toned, tapering down to slender calves and ankles that still bore the muscle definition of someone who’d spent decades walking runways.

Mom caught me looking and smiled, not embarrassed in the slightest.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling my face heat up.

“Don’t be shy, Noah,” she said, wading into the shallows. “Closeness is what will make us survive.”

I wondered why she felt the need to warn me about shyness. Had she noticed something between Isla and me? The way we’d been looking at each other, touching each other? A cold feeling washed over me at the thought. But if she had, wouldn’t she have said something directly?

“Noah?” Mom’s voice pulled me from my thoughts. “Are you ready to fish?”

“Sorry,” I said, forcing my eyes to stay on her face. “I was just thinking about how we’re going to catch’em.”

Despite my efforts, my gaze kept drifting down to her breasts, but her nude presence radiated warmth. I felt a stirring of arousal and immediately felt ashamed. This was my mother, but she was hot as well.

She waded into the shallows, the water lapping at her thighs. “Come on,” she said, gesturing for me to follow. “The fish are swimming closer to shore over here.”

I stepped into the water, spear in hand. The lake was pleasantly warm, like bathwater. In the distance, I could hear Isla and Delia splashing and laughing.

“Look at you two being so serious!” Isla said. She was floating on her back, her bikini-clad body barely breaking the surface. “Hey Mom, why are you topless anyway? You could’ve kept your bra on.”

Mom laughed, completely at ease with her nudity. “We need to save our clothing, honey. They’ll wear out eventually, and we don’t know how long we’ll be here.”

“Good point,” Delia said.

“We’re basically turning into savages anyway,” I said, gesturing to our spears and minimal clothing. “Might as well embrace it.”

“Speak for yourself,” Isla said back, but she was grinning.

Mom touched my arm, pointing toward a shadowy area near some rocks. “Come with me,” she said. “I think I saw some bigger fish over there.”

I followed her through the water, trying not to stare as her hips swayed with each step, her breasts bobbing gently with the movement. It all felt so primitive: her near-nakedness, the spears in our hands, and hunting for food in this mysterious paradise. Like we’d stepped back in time to some earlier stage of human existence with gods and massive birds.

“There,” Mom whispered, crouching slightly. “See that fat one? Moving slowly between those two rocks?”

I followed her gaze and spotted a large, silver-scaled fish lazily swimming through the crystal-clear water. It was at least the size of my forearm, moving with little concern for predators.

“I see it,” I whispered back. “Should I try?”

She nodded. “Go ahead. Wait for it to swim closer.”

We stood perfectly still, barely breathing as the fish drifted toward us. Mom’s nude shoulder pressed against mine. I tensed, waiting for the perfect moment. Then, I thrust the spear downward. The wooden tip pierced the water with barely a splash, striking true. I felt the resistance as it penetrated the fish’s body.

“Got it!” I shouted, lifting the spear from the water. The fish thrashed weakly, impaled on the sharpened point.

Mom clapped her hands together. “That was perfect!”

I held the fish aloft like a trophy, feeling proud to have made my mother smile. The fish was heavy, pounds of pure protein and fat to keep us satiated. It would feed all of us tonight.

Mom placed her hands on my shoulders and rose on her tiptoes to kiss my cheek. Her wet breasts brushed against my chest for a brief moment.

“You’re a natural hunter-gatherer,” she said, pulling back with a warm smile.

“Thanks,” I said, trying to ignore the warmth that spread across my face where her lips had touched. “Beginner’s luck, probably.”

“Don’t sell yourself short. You’ve always had good instincts.”

We waded back to shore, the fish still writhing weakly on my spear. Mom spotted a flat arrangement of stones near the edge of the lake and gestured toward it.

“Let’s sit for a minute,” she suggested. “The girls are having fun, and we deserve a short break.”

I nodded and followed her to the rocks. We sat side by side, our feet still dangling in the water. Mom pushed her wet hair back from her face, water droplets cascading down her neck and over her collarbone. More droplets clung to her breasts, glistening in the sunlight. Her white panties had become nearly transparent from the water, clinging to her sex.

I tried to keep my eyes on her face, but found myself repeatedly glancing downward. The outline of her camel toe was clearly visible through the wet fabric, and I could also see the labia, creating a distinct mound that pushed against the clingy material. Unlike Isla’s more compact shape, Mom’s was fuller, with more pronounced outer lips that created an elegant curve. Her womanhood was slightly darker in tone, where I could see through the wet white cotton, with what appeared to be neatly trimmed pubic hair peeking from the edges of her panties. There was something undeniably beautiful about the maternal fullness there, but at the same time, I felt a stab of guilt at noticing such details about my own mother, but it was impossible not to see.

“You know,” Mom said, “this might not be so bad after all.”

I looked up at her face, grateful for the distraction. “The island, you mean?”

She nodded, gesturing around us. “Look at this place. It’s beautiful. We have fresh water, fruit, fish … it’s like our own private paradise.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I agreed, setting the spear with the fish beside me on the rock. “But everything’s still mysterious. The statues, those weird birds, and the glowing inscriptions… none of it makes sense.”

Mom leaned back on her hands, tilting her face toward the sun. “We’ll figure it out,” she said, running a hand through her wet hair, which made water trickle down her breasts. “One day at a time.”

I nodded, trying to keep my eyes on her face. “Yeah, I guess. But I can’t help wondering why we’re here. I don’t know why, but it seems like Lysara wanted us here for one reason or another.”

“Maybe it is a test,” she said thoughtfully. “Or maybe it’s just a random chance. Either way, we’re alive, we’re together, and we’ve found food and water. That’s something to be grateful for.”

“You’re right,” I admitted, admiring her optimism. “And this place is beautiful.”

Mom smiled, looking out over the lake. “I’ve been all over the world for photo shoots, and I’ve never seen anything like this.”

“Noah! Look what I found!” Isla said eagerly, seizing our attention. She held up a pinkish, smooth heart-shaped stone, polished by the water. I looked up, touched.

But before she could walk over, Delia appeared behind her, holding an identical stone. “Wow. Funny. I was about to give mine to him too.”

Isla turned, smile faltering. The sisters locked eyes, and something hostile flashed between them.

“I was first. I saw mine earlier,” Isla said.

Delia’s voice was flat. “So? You’re not the only one who cares about him.”

Isla blinked. Then narrowed her eyes. “This isn’t about caring, Delia. You just want to compete.”

Delia stepped forward. “Says the girl who’s been glued to his side ever since we got here. You act like he belongs to you.”

“And you act like you’re always in my shadow. Maybe because you are.”

Delia’s mouth tightened. The stone dropped from her hand and hit the mossy ground. “Go to hell.”

“Why don’t you grow up?”

Their voices rose, and Delia took a step forward, and Isla didn’t back down, just clutched the stone tighter.

“Geez,” Mom said and rose to her feet. “What’s the matter with you two?”

Delia turned away sharply, not answering. Isla stood still, clutching the stone like a trophy she wasn’t sure she wanted anymore.

“I asked you a question,” Mom said, her voice firm. Neither of them responded. “What’s going on? I want an answer.”

Neither of them spoke. Isla stared at the ground while Delia crossed her arms defensively.

I sighed, watching them. This wasn’t the first time they’d fought over something trivial. Growing up, they’d competed for attention, whether it was in school or at home. Isla won the competition most of the time, and I was left comforting Delia. As the older brother, I’d spent countless hours mediating their petty arguments and thankfully, restoring peace most of the time.

I stood up, leaving my fish spear on the rock, and approached them. First, I went to Delia, whose eyes were still bright with anger. “Are you okay?” I asked carefully.

“I’m fine,” she said.

I bent down to pick up the heart stone she’d dropped. “Thank you for thinking of me,” I said, holding up the smooth pink stone. “It’s beautiful.” I leaned forward and placed a kiss on her forehead. Her eyes closed briefly at the contact, and then I saw her smile.

I moved to Isla, who was still clutching her stone in her fist. “And thank you for yours,” I said, gently taking it from her hand. “I’ll keep both of them safe.” I kissed her forehead too.

Both sisters smiled, but the tension between them remained visible. Their eyes didn’t meet, and their postures were stiff.

Mom pulled her dress back over her head, adjusting it over her damp skin. “I think we should head back to camp,” she suggested, her voice deliberately light. “We can cook this fish and have a proper meal.”

Isla and Delia nodded in silence. They gathered their things and started walking ahead of us, maintaining a careful distance from each other. Neither spoke, each pretending the other didn’t exist.

Mom and I hung back, me carrying the spear with the fish.

“Noah,” Mom said finally, her voice low enough that the girls couldn’t hear. “What’s going on between you and Isla?”

My heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean?”

She gave me a knowing look. “Something’s changing between you and Isla. It’s not subtle.”

I swallowed hard, looking ahead to make sure the twins were out of earshot. “I didn’t mean for it to happen,” I admitted quietly.

“I didn’t say you did.” She sighed, folding her arms across her chest. “But Delia’s not blind… And you know how she’s felt about being in her sister’s shadow.”

I felt a flash of anger at Isla’s earlier comment. “What she said to Delia was unacceptable. I need to talk to her about that.”

Mom nodded. “Yes, you should.”

Mom paused for a moment before continuing in an even lower voice. “Noah, I need to know… Have you and Isla been intimate?”

The question hit me hard. I didn’t expect it. I opened my mouth, closed it, and then finally managed to whisper, “We’ve kissed.”

Mom’s eyes searched mine. I could tell she knew there was more. “And?”

I looked down at the path, unable to meet her gaze. The weight of our secret pressed down on me until I couldn’t hold it any longer. “We’ve had sex,” I admitted, my voice barely audible.

Mom didn’t gasp or yell. She just nodded slowly, as if confirming something she already suspected. “Thank you for being honest with me.”

“You’re not … mad?” I asked, finally looking up.

She shook her head. “I won’t judge you, Noah. I can’t explain it, but this island… It changes things. Makes us feel differently.” She hesitated before adding, “I’ve felt it too. Since coming here, I’ve been more aroused than usual, and then there’s the myth of Lysara.”

Her admission didn’t shock me, and also made me feel less alone. “I’ve found Isla attractive for a long time, though.”

“I know that … but you crossed that line here, didn’t you?”

“You’re right,” I said.

We walked in silence for a few moments, not sure what to say.

“What should I do?” I finally asked. “About Isla and Delia?”

Mom sighed. “Be gentle with both of them. And be careful. Whatever’s happening here, we still need to survive together. We can’t afford a petty fight, let alone a serious one.”

When we arrived back at camp, Isla and Delia had already separated to opposite sides. Isla sat near the water, staring out at the horizon, while Delia busied herself organizing our meager supplies.

“I’ll prepare the fish,” Mom said, taking the spear from me. “Why don’t you help?”

I nodded and followed her to our campfire. We worked together, skinning the fish and cutting the meat into pieces for skewers.

“They still aren’t speaking,” Mom said, sighing and glancing at the twins. “I hate seeing them like this.”

“Give them some time,” I said, threading chunks of fish onto a thin, straight stick. “They’ll open up eventually.”

“I hope so,” Mom said, her eyes worried.

Once the fish was ready, Mom called everyone for dinner. Delia approached first, her face still tense.

“How are you doing?” Mom asked her.

“Fine,” Delia replied curtly, though it was obvious she was still irritated.

Isla arrived moments later, completely topless. Delia immediately glared at her.

“Isla,” Mom said with a raised eyebrow. “Why are you topless?”

Isla shrugged, sitting down on one of the logs we’d dragged to our camp. “The straps are itchy,” she said, rubbing her shoulders where red marks showed.

As a man, I couldn’t deny the fact that her breasts seized my attention. The perky teardrops topped with pink nipples and matching areolas were works of art, and it triggered sexual scenes when I’d taken her by the lake, coming inside her raw. She noticed and gave me a sideways grin, her boobs jiggling as she reached for a fish.

I watched as Delia’s eyes narrowed, studying her twin for a moment before making a decision. Without warning, she reached behind her back, unhooked her bikini top, and pulled it off. Her breasts sprang free, exposed to the open air. It was the first time in my life I’d seen her ripe boobs bare.

“Mine were itching too,” she said curtly, tossing the garment aside.

Mom rolled her eyes and sighed. “I see where this is going,” she muttered under her breath, turning her attention back to serving the fish.

I couldn’t help but stare at Delia’s breasts. They were fuller than Isla’s, with larger areolas that were light pink. Her thick, matching nipples stood erect in the cooling evening air. Even if they were rounder, with a natural cleavage that could easily catch a pen, they sat impressively high on her chest. She had that youthful beauty that easily turned heads. I felt a strange pull toward them, wanting to touch and fondle them. I’d never seen Delia like this before, and the comparison between the twins was impossible to avoid.

Isla noticed my gaze and followed it. Her face hardened when she realized I was admiring her sister’s body.

“Are those even real?” Isla asked with a sneer. “They look like silicone to me.”

Delia’s face flushed red. “At least I don’t need to flash everyone to get attention,” she snapped back. “Some of us have natural beauty.”

“That’s enough!” Mom interrupted, her voice sharp. “If you two can’t be civil, you’ll eat separately. I’m not having this tonight.”

The twins fell silent, both looking away from each other. The silence between them said everything, but at least they stopped arguing.

As the fire flickered in front of us, I accepted a skewer of fish from Mom, grateful for the distraction. “This smells amazing,” I said, taking a bite. The flesh was tender and flaky, with a delicate flavor that melted on my tongue. “It’s delicious, but I miss salt.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Mom said, nibbling at her portion. “Maybe we could try evaporating some seawater to get salt.”

“I guess that could work,” I said, nodding.

The conversation shifted to survival tactics, and gradually, the tension eased. Both Isla and Delia ate quietly, occasionally joining the discussion but avoiding direct interaction with each other.

When we finished the fish, Mom brought out the fruit we’d gathered earlier. Juicy mangoes and what looked like star fruit, their flesh glistening in the fading light.

Isla bit into a ripe mango, and juice ran down her chin, dripping onto her bare, jiggling breasts. She made no move to wipe it away, instead looking directly at me as the sticky liquid trickled between her breasts.

“Noah,” she said, her voice honey-sweet. “Could you help me clean up?”

“Sure,” I said, grabbing a cloth from our supplies and moving to sit beside Isla.

As I wiped the sticky mango juice from her skin, I leaned in and whispered, “We need to talk. Privately.”

Her eyes met mine, and I saw a flash of understanding. She nodded slightly.

After we finished our meal, I approached Mom while Isla and Delia began cleaning up.

“Mom,” I said quietly. “I’m going to talk to Isla about what happened. Could you maybe speak with Delia? She seems pretty upset.”

“I was thinking the same thing. Go ahead, I’ll take care of Delia.”

I caught Isla’s eye and nodded toward the beach. She followed me silently as we walked away from camp, our feet sinking into the cool sand. The sun was setting as clouds gathered in the sky.

When we were far enough away that the others couldn’t hear us, I stopped and turned to face her. “Isla,” I began, trying to keep my voice gentle but firm. “What you said to Delia today about her being in your shadow … that was inappropriate.”

She crossed her arms defensively. “It’s true, though.”

“That doesn’t make it okay to say it,” I said. “Especially not like that.”

Isla sighed. “I know, I know. I just… I got upset, that’s all. I’m not clinging to you to make her jealous or angry. I wouldn’t mind if she clung to you too … as long as there’s room for me.”

“What?”

She stepped closer, placing her palm against my chest. “I don’t mind sharing you with her, Noah.”

I took her hand in mine, squeezing it gently. “You should’ve said that instead of insulting her. It’s a touchy subject for Delia, and you know that.”

Isla looked down at our intertwined fingers. I thought about how Delia had always lived in her sister’s shadow. While Isla had been the beauty queen, the popular one, and the one who got all the modeling jobs and attention, Delia had often been overlooked. We all knew it hurt her, even if she rarely complained.

“I’m sorry,” Isla said, lowering her eyes.

“We need to stick together,” I said firmly. “All of us. We can’t survive here if we’re fighting amongst ourselves.”

Isla looked out at the ocean for a long moment, then back at me. “You’re right,” she said finally, her shoulders slumping. “What I said was inappropriate. I’ll apologize to her.”

“Thank you,” I said, relieved. “That’s all I’m asking.”

She leaned in and kissed me, her lips smooth and plump against mine. The familiar forbidden lust sparked between us, but I pulled back after a moment.

“I need to talk to Delia too,” I said.

Isla nodded. “Sure. Go ahead.”

I made my way back toward our camp, spotting Delia sitting alone at the water’s edge, her arms wrapped around her knees. Mom was cleaning our camp, probably giving Delia some space. I approached slowly, not wanting to startle her.

“Hey,” I said.

Still being topless, Delia looked up at me and smiled, but it quickly faltered. “Hey,” she said.

I sat down beside her, close enough that our shoulders touched. “How are you feeling?”

She shrugged, tracing patterns in the sand with her finger. “Like a shadow.”

“I talked to Isla,” I said. “She says it was inappropriate.”

Delia let out a humorless laugh. “Of course she’d say that.” She looked out at the darkening horizon. “But we both know it’s true. I’ve always been in her shadow. The boys in high school who’d chase after her and not me, the modeling agencies that would sign her on the spot while I never stood a chance, all the attention she gets everywhere we go, or when Mom tried to land us acting jobs for commercials.” She sighed deeply. “I rarely got anything.”

The pain in her voice made my chest ache. I’d always known about this dynamic between them, but hearing her say it out loud was different.

“I just … I never got to be the one people looked at first,” she said.

“You’re not invisible to me,” I told her, meaning every word. “You’re beautiful, Delia, in a way that’s just yours.”

She smiled, then wiped at her eyes with the back of her hand. “Then why have you been clinging to Isla?” she asked.

The question hit me hard. How could I explain something I barely understood myself? “I didn’t plan any of this,” I said gently. “It just… happened. But it doesn’t mean I don’t care about you, too.”

Delia looked at me with a bittersweet smile. “A man always reaches for the shiniest apple.”

I shook my head. “Maybe. But sometimes there’s more than one. And they’re different, not better.” I reached out and brushed her cheek with my fingertips, then leaned in and kissed it gently. Her skin flushed pink under my touch, and I saw her heart beat quicker.

“Did you kiss her on the lips?” she asked softly.

I nodded, not wanting to lie. “We’ve done that, yes.”

“Can I… Can we too?”

I knew I had to make her feel better. I would’ve kissed her anyway. My heart was beating for her in the same way it beat for Isla … and also Mom. My heart pounded as I leaned closer till our lips touched and lightly pressed. I felt her breath against my lips, then the softness of her mouth as I parted it with my tongue. My hand cupped her face, her skin hot beneath my palm as the kiss deepened. Her hand slid up my chest, fingers curling against my skin as if to anchor herself. I held it, exploring her mouth with my tongue and melting into the heated kiss.

When we finally broke apart, Delia’s eyes remained closed for a moment longer. When she opened them, a smile spread across her face that lit up her features.

“I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” she whispered.

I brushed a strand of hair from her face. “I wish I’d known.”

She leaned her forehead against mine. I held the moment for as long as necessary.

When it was time to head back, I helped her to her feet. We walked back to camp in comfortable silence, our fingers occasionally brushing against each other. The night had grown darker, with clouds beginning to gather overhead, blotting out the stars.

When we returned, Mom was tending the fire while Isla sat nearby, poking at the embers with a stick. She looked up as we approached, her eyes finding mine before flicking to Delia. Something passed between the sisters, not forgiveness, exactly, but a silent acknowledgment. Neither spoke to the other, but the hostility had faded to a cool distance.

“There you are,” Mom said, looking up. “I was starting to worry.”

“Sorry,” I said. “We lost track of time.”

Mom nodded, her eyes studying our faces. “We should get some sleep. I don’t like the look of those clouds.”

We settled into our shelter, arranging ourselves for the night. I found myself in the middle, with Isla curling up in front of me. She pressed her back against my chest, finding my hand and pulling my arm around her waist. Behind me, Delia positioned herself a bit more cautiously, leaving a small gap between us. Mom lay at the far end, near Delia.

I tried to sleep, but my mind kept replaying the kisses I’d shared with both sisters. How had I ended up in this impossible situation? More importantly, how would I navigate it without hurting either of them?
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We didn’t fall asleep. Instead, a low rumble of thunder kept interrupting my thoughts. Isla tensed against me.

“That sounded close,” she whispered, squeezing my hand tighter.

Another rumble followed, louder this time. The wind picked up, whistling through the cracks in our shelter. Isla shifted closer, her body trembling slightly.

“I’m scared,” she admitted.

I tightened my arm around her. “It’s just a storm. We’ll be fine.”

But as the minutes passed, the thunder grew louder and more frequent. The wind strengthened, howling now as it tore at our shelter. I felt Delia shift behind me, moving closer until her body pressed against my back.

Rain began to fall, light at first and then heavier, drumming against the roof of our shelter. I lay awake, sandwiched between my sisters, listening to the storm build. Something about it felt wrong.

I carefully untangled myself from between Isla and Delia.

“Noah?” Isla mumbled, her eyes fluttering open. “Where are you going?”

“Just checking the weather,” I whispered. I ducked out of our shelter into the rain. The wind immediately slapped against my face, cold and harsh. I squinted through the downpour, my eyes widening. Massive waves rose like mountains, crashing against the shore with thunderous force. The palm trees bent almost double under the assault of the wind, their trunks creaking. The rain fell in sheets so thick I could barely see twenty feet ahead.

“Jesus,” I muttered, my heart racing.

I hurried back to the shelter. “Mom,” I called, shaking her shoulder. “Mom, you need to come see this.”

She woke instantly. “What is it?”

“The storm. It’s bad, really bad.”

Mom followed me outside, pulling her dress over her head as she went. She stood beside me, her hair immediately plastered to her face by the rain. I watched as she took in the churning ocean, the bending trees and the fury of the elements.

“We need to move inland,” she said without hesitation. “Right now.”

I nodded, already turning back to wake the twins. “Isla, Delia, get up. We have to go.”

They stirred, confused and sleepy. “What’s happening?” Delia asked, rubbing her eyes.

“The storm’s getting worse,” I said quickly. “We need to move away from the beach.”

Isla sat up, suddenly alert. “How bad is it?”

“Bad enough,” Mom said from the entrance. “Grab whatever you can carry, but be quick about it.”

We scrambled to collect our possessions. I shoved the heart-shaped stones the girls had given me into my pocket, grabbed a few pieces of fruit, and slung a bag over my shoulder. Mom had already grabbed our spears and was helping Delia and Isla with their clothes.

“Stay close to me,” I told the girls as we stepped out into the full force of the storm.

The rain stung my skin, driven almost horizontal by the wind. Isla grabbed my hand, her fingers cold and trembling. Delia clung to Mom, both of them hunched against the gale.

“This way,” Mom shouted over the wind, pointing toward the jungle. “We need to get to higher ground.”

We battled forward against the wind. Isla and Delia stayed close to us, fear evident in their wide eyes. Isla clutched my hand so tightly her nails dug into my skin, while Delia pressed against Mom’s side. Their faces were pale in the dim light, hair plastered to their heads from the relentless rain.

“Stay together!” I yelled as the wind threatened to tear us apart.

The path into the jungle quickly turned treacherous. What had been firm ground earlier was now a muddy slick that pulled at our feet with each step. I nearly lost my balance several times, only staying upright by determination. The girls struggled even more, their lighter frames buffeted by the wind.

The storm pounded down in sheets, and the wind howled through the trees, shaking the canopy above. Branches cracked and fell around us. I held Isla’s hand tightly as we moved, each step pulling our feet deeper into the mud.

We were searching for higher ground, but the terrain was turning against us fast.

“Noah,” Mom said, pointing ahead through the dense rain.

I turned and stopped cold. A stream we had crossed earlier, just a shallow trickle through the forest, had turned into a raging flood at least fifteen feet across. It foamed with debris, tree branches, and thick brown water that surged faster every second.

To our sides, the jungle was too dense to push through. Thick vines, thorns, and fallen trunks blocked everything.

“We can’t go that way,” Mom said. “The jungle is too thick.”

I scanned the stream and pointed. “There. That stretch of rocks. We can use them to cross.”

Beyond the stream, I spotted a clearer path winding into the jungle. It was open, and it was the only way forward.

“I’ll go first,” I said, letting go of Isla’s hand. “Then I’ll help each of you.”

I stepped into the stream. The water was cold and strong. It slammed into my legs and nearly swept them out from under me. I steadied myself and pushed forward, using the rocks as handholds. Every step took effort. By the time I reached the middle, the water was up to my waist.

“Mom, come on,” I said.

Mom nodded and stepped in. The current pulled hard at her, but she kept her focus. I reached out, caught her arm, and helped her to the middle stone beside me.

“Isla, you’re next,” I called.

She stood frozen for a second, then moved forward. As soon as she stepped into the current, she slipped.

“Noah,” she cried.

“I’ve got you,” I said. I grabbed her wrist and pulled her upright. Mom held onto my side while we guided Isla to the middle.

“Delia, come on,” I said.

Delia looked terrified, but she stepped in. She moved slowly, focusing on each step. Halfway across, she lost her footing. Her foot slid on a mossy stone.

“Noah,” she screamed.

I lunged for her, our fingers brushing for one brief moment before the current tore her away. She disappeared into the churning water, swept downstream in an instant.

“DELIA!” Mom and Isla screamed in unison.

I watched in horror as my sister was swept away, her arms flailing above the churning water before disappearing around a bend.

“Mom, get Isla across!” I shouted, already moving. Without waiting for a response, I plunged into the raging current, letting it carry me in the direction Delia had gone.

The water slammed me against rocks and debris, but I barely felt the pain. My only thought was finding her. The current dragged me downstream at frightening speed, spinning me so I could barely tell which way was up. I fought to keep my head above water, scanning desperately for any sign of Delia.

“Delia!” I screamed whenever I managed to surface. “DELIA!”

The roar of the water drowned out my voice. Rain pelted my face, making it nearly impossible to see. I caught glimpses of Mom and Isla running along the bank, their mouths moving as they shouted, but I couldn’t hear them over the storm.

Then I saw a flash of pale skin against dark water, caught against a fallen tree. My heart nearly stopped. She wasn’t moving.

I dove beneath the surface, swimming with the current but angling toward where I’d seen her. The underwater pressure was intense, but I pushed through it, kicking hard. My lungs burned for air, but I refused to surface until I reached her.

When my hand finally touched her arm, relief surged through me. I wrapped my arm around her waist and kicked upward, breaking the surface with a desperate gasp. Delia’s head lolled against my shoulder, her lips blue and her eyes closed.

“I’ve got her!” I shouted, though I wasn’t sure if Mom and Isla could hear me.

The current still pulled at us, but I managed to angle us toward the bank, fighting with every ounce of strength I had left. My muscles screamed in protest as I dragged Delia’s limp body through the water. When my feet finally touched the bottom, I staggered forward, lifting her completely into my arms.

I carried her to a relatively flat area on the bank and laid her down gently. She wasn’t breathing. Her skin was cold and pale, her lips tinged blue.

“No, no, no,” I muttered, tilting her head back and checking for breath, but nothing came.

I pressed my ear to her chest but couldn’t find a heartbeat.

“Delia, please,” I begged, tears mixing with the rain on my face. I pinched her nose, sealed my mouth over hers, and breathed into her lungs, once and then twice. Then I positioned my hands on her chest and began compressions, counting under my breath.

I was vaguely aware of Mom and Isla arriving, their footsteps splashing through the mud. Mom fell to her knees beside me, her face a mask of terror.

“Is she breathing?” she asked, her voice breaking.

“Not yet,” I said, continuing compressions. “Come on, Delia.”

I breathed into her mouth again, tasting the river water on her lips. Her chest rose with my breath, then fell still. I resumed compressions, pressing harder.

Isla cried behind me and was on the verge of having a breakdown.

I was about to breathe into Delia’s lungs again when her body suddenly convulsed. She jerked upward, water spewing from her mouth as she coughed violently. I quickly turned her onto her side, supporting her as she vomited river water onto the muddy ground.

“That’s it,” I said, relief washing through me. “Get it all out.”

Delia continued coughing, each spasm bringing up more water. Her eyes fluttered open, confusion evident in her gaze as she tried to make sense of her surroundings.

“What … happened?” she said between coughs.

Mom pulled Delia into her arms, holding her tightly. Tears streamed down Mom’s face, mingling with the rain.

“You fell in the river,” Mom said with visible tear tracks on her cheeks. “Noah swam after you. He saved your life, baby.”

Delia’s eyes found mine over Mom’s shoulder. A weak smile formed on her blue-tinged lips. “You did?”

I nodded, unable to speak past the lump in my throat. The fear I’d felt watching her disappear into the current, the terror of finding her lifeless body, it all crashed over me at once. Tears spilled down my cheeks, hot against my rain-chilled skin.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

I pulled her into my arms, cradling her against my chest. Her body felt so fragile and precious. I buried my face in her wet hair.

“I’ve never seen you cry before,” Delia murmured, her voice still weak but touched with wonder.

“I thought I lost you,” I admitted, pulling back to look at her face. “I was so worried.”

Without thinking, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers. It wasn’t like our earlier loving kiss, this was desperate and filled with relief and lingering fear. I didn’t care that Mom and Isla were watching. Nothing mattered except that Delia was alive, breathing, and warm in my arms.

When I finally pulled away, Delia’s eyes were wide, her cheeks flushed despite her ordeal. Before she could speak, Isla threw herself at both of us, wrapping her arms around Delia.

“Don’t ever scare me like that again,” Isla said, tears streaming down her face. She clung to Delia, all their earlier animosity forgotten in the face of nearly losing her.

“I’ll try,” Delia said, embracing Isla.

As they embraced, Mom suddenly gasped and grabbed my arm. “Christ, Noah. You’re bleeding.”

I looked down and noticed a long gash running from my elbow to my wrist, blood mixing with rainwater and mud. In the chaos of rescuing Delia, I hadn’t even felt it, and I wasn’t even sure where it came from. It must have happened when I dived after Delia.

“It’s just a scratch,” I said, trying to pull my arm away. “I must have hit a rock in the river.”

Mom’s grip tightened. “This is not just a scratch. This is a big deal. It could get infected.”

I wanted to argue, but the adrenaline was wearing off, and the pain was starting to register. The cut stung fiercely, and now that I was looking at it, I could see it was deeper than I’d initially thought.

The rain was still falling, but the downpour had lessened, and the sky was gradually lightening. The violent storm was passing, but we were all soaked, exhausted, and now injured.

“We need to find shelter,” Mom said, her voice shifting into command mode. “Somewhere dry where I can look at this properly.”

I helped Delia to her feet, keeping my injured arm pressed against my chest to slow the bleeding. She was still weak, leaning heavily against me, but her color was returning.

“Are you okay?” Isla asked me, her eyes fixed on my bleeding arm.

“I’m fine,” I said. “Don’t worry about me. Let’s just focus on finding shelter.”

Gathering our bags and weapons, we began moving away from the river, climbing uphill where the ground was more stable. The jungle was dense here, the vegetation providing some protection from the rain. Mom led the way, pushing aside branches and vines, looking for anywhere we could take refuge.

“You’re still bleeding,” Delia said beside me.

“Don’t worry about me,” I said. “I’m more worried about you. How are you feeling?”

Before she could answer, Mom called out, “Over here, I found something.”

We pushed through a tangle of ferns to find Mom standing before what looked like a small cave in the rocky hillside. It wasn’t very deep, more of an alcove, with a slight overhang that offered protection from the rain.

“It’s not much,” Mom said, “but it’ll keep us dry while I tend to that arm.”

The space was just big enough for the four of us if we sat close together. Mom directed me to sit with my back against the smooth stone wall. She settled beside me, her hip pressed against mine as she reached for the small emergency kit.

Isla and Delia huddled together on my other side, their arms wrapped around each other. The sight of them supporting each other after their earlier fight made me feel relief and affection.

“This might hurt,” Mom said as she examined my arm. She gently cleaned the wound with a piece of cloth dampened by rainwater, her hip pressed firmly against mine in the cramped space. She carefully removed bits of dirt and debris from the cut.

I winced as she touched a sensitive spot.

“Sorry,” she murmured, her face close to mine. “I’m trying to be gentle.”

“It’s okay,” I said to her, captivated by the intense concentration in her eyes.

Mom wrapped a bandage over my arm. Her breath was warm against my skin as she leaned in closer, tying the cloth with care. The intimacy of the moment struck me, her body pressed against mine, her hands on my skin, her face inches from my own.

“How does that feel?” she asked.

“Better,” I said, suddenly aware of how dry my mouth had become. “Thank you.”

She didn’t move away immediately. Instead, her hand lingered on my bandaged arm, her thumb stroking my skin just below the wound.

“Is he going to be okay?” Delia asked, her voice still weak from her near-drowning.

Mom blinked, as if coming out of a trance, and shifted slightly away from me. “Yes, he’ll be fine. The cut isn’t as deep as I feared.”

Isla reached across Delia to touch my knee. “You saved her life,” she said, her eyes shining with a mixture of gratitude and something deeper. “You were so brave.”

“Anyone would have done the same,” I said, embarrassed by their attention.

“No,” Delia said. “Not anyone.” She leaned her head against Isla’s shoulder, and Isla’s arm tightened around her protectively.

Outside our small shelter, the rain had slowed to a gentle patter. The wind no longer howled, and the distant rumble of thunder suggested the storm was moving away from us. Faint light filtered through the jungle canopy as the clouds began to break.

“The storm’s passing,” Mom observed, her shoulder still pressed against mine. “But we should rest here for a while. Delia needs to recover, and you need to let that arm heal a bit before we move on.”

I nodded, suddenly aware of how exhausted I was. The adrenaline that had carried me through Delia’s rescue was fading fast, leaving me feeling drained.

Delia inched her hips closer to me, shivering visibly. “I’m so cold,” she said, her teeth chattering. Her wet clothes clung to her skin, and I could see goosebumps forming on her arms.

“Me too,” I said. The adrenaline that had kept me warm was wearing off, and now the chill of my soaked clothes was setting in. I wrapped my good arm around her shoulders, trying to share what little warmth I had.

Mom looked around our small shelter. “We need a fire. There might be some dry wood deeper in this alcove.” She crawled toward the back of our shelter, feeling around in the darkness. “I know I had matches in one of our bags.”

After a few minutes of searching, she returned with a handful of relatively dry twigs and branches. “I can’t find the matches. They must have fallen out when we were crossing the river.”

“Great,” Isla muttered, huddling closer to Delia and me. “So we just freeze?”

“We’ll be okay,” Mom said, though her voice lacked conviction. “We should all huddle together for warmth. Body heat is better than nothing.”

We arranged ourselves in a tight circle, arms around each other, sharing what little warmth we had. Delia’s body trembled against mine, and I pulled her closer, wishing I could do more to help her.

“Try to get some sleep,” Mom said. “The storm’s passing, and things will look better in the morning.”

I closed my eyes, exhaustion tugging at me, but sleep remained elusive. As I drifted in that strange space between wakefulness and dreams, fragments of one previous night’s dream floated back to me. The war of the gods, and how Lysara had given me a gift. She reached out, placing her hand on my chest. Heat radiated from her touch, spreading through my body.

Something clicked in my mind. I focused on that memory of heat, that feeling of power flowing through me. I concentrated, drawing the sensation up from deep within, directing it toward my hands. To my amazement, I felt warmth begin to build in my palms.

Delia stirred against me. “Noah?” she whispered, pulling back slightly to look at me. “Why are you suddenly so warm?”

I stared down at my hands in wonder. They weren’t glowing exactly, but heat radiated from them in waves I could actually see, like the shimmer above hot asphalt in summer.

“I… I think I remembered something,” I said, my voice hushed with awe. “That night, when I woke up panting and you thought I had a fever, I saw this battle, the battle of the gods, and how Lysara had recovered their powers … I think she gave me something.”

The three of them stared at me, expressions ranging from confusion to wonder. “Gave you what?” Isla asked.

“I think some sort of magic power of heat.”

“I certainly feel a lot warmer when leaning into you,” Delia said.

“Noah,” Mom said hesitantly, “may I… can you touch me?”

I nodded, understanding what she was asking. I reached out with my warm hand and gently placed it on the center of her chest, just above where her cleavage began. I concentrated, willing the heat to flow from me into her.

Mom gasped, her eyes closing. “Oh my god,” she whispered. Her skin flushed pink, starting where my hand touched and spreading outward. A glow seemed to emanate from beneath her skin, pulsing with her quickened heartbeat. Her lips parted, and an involuntary moan escaped her.

I quickly pulled my hand away, startled by her reaction.

“No,” she said, catching my wrist. “It’s … it’s incredible. Like nothing I’ve ever felt.” Her eyes were dilated, her breathing uneven. “It’s not just warmth. It’s like life itself flowing into me.”

Isla shifted closer, her eyes wide. “Me next,” she whispered.

I hesitated, then placed my palm against her collarbone. Again, I focused on channeling the warmth, but more gently this time. Isla’s reaction was immediate, her head tilted back and eyes closing as a smile of pure pleasure spread across her face. The same glow appeared beneath her skin, radiating outward from my touch.

“It’s like sunshine,” she murmured, “but from the inside out.”

When I pulled away, both Mom and Isla looked at me with new eyes, as if seeing me for the first time.

Delia watched all this with a mixture of fascination and apprehension. “How are you doing that?” she asked.

“I don’t know exactly,” I said. “I just feel it inside me, and I can direct it somehow.”

Mom was staring at my hands thoughtfully. “Noah, do you think you could light a fire?”

The question surprised me, but somehow it made sense. “I could try.”

Mom quickly gathered the driest twigs and branches, arranging them in a small pile. I knelt beside it, uncertain how to proceed. I extended my hands, palms facing the kindling, and tried to concentrate the warmth, to intensify it.

At first, nothing happened. Then I closed my eyes, picturing flames erupting from my palms, feeling the heat build and concentrate. A strange tingling sensation spread through my arms, gathering intensity at my fingertips. When I opened my eyes, I gasped. My hands were glowing orange, and suddenly, with a whooshing sound, twin jets of flame shot from my palms directly into the pile of kindling.

“Holy shit!” I said, jumping back.

The wood caught instantly, flames dancing higher than they should have from such small kindling. The fire cast flickering shadows across our shelter, illuminating the shocked faces of my family.

Isla’s mouth hung open, her eyes wide as saucers. Delia’s expression was a mixture of fear and awe.

“Noah…” Mom whispered, her voice barely audible over the crackling of the flames. “What… how did you…?”

I stared at my hands, which looked completely normal now. The power that had surged through them moments ago was dormant, but I could still feel it inside me, waiting to be called upon.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I just thought about fire, and it happened.”

Isla cautiously moved closer, reaching for my hands. She turned them over in hers, examining my palms with fascination. “They’re not even burned,” she murmured.

“Are you okay?” Delia asked, still keeping her distance. “Did it hurt?”

I shook my head. “No. It felt natural, somehow. Like I was meant to do it.”

Mom was watching me with an unreadable expression. “So,” she said slowly. “Lysara. She gave you this power?”

“I think so,” I replied. “She said something about the fire of the gods.”

The implications of what had just happened began to sink in. I had created fire from nothing. I had channeled heat and energy through my body. This shouldn’t be possible, and yet, it had happened.

“I’m a walking lighter,” I joked weakly, trying to dispel the tension.

Delia finally moved closer, drawn by the warmth of the fire. “Could you… hurt someone with it?” she asked quietly.

The question sobered me. “I don’t know. I guess I could.” The thought was unsettling. I’d never considered myself dangerous before.

“Let’s not worry about that now,” Mom said, practical as always. “What matters is we have fire. We’re warm. We’re safe.” She glanced outside. “It’s still dark. Let’s try to get some sleep while we can.”

We arranged ourselves around the small fire. Mom suggested that Isla and Delia lie closest to me, one on each side.

“You can channel your warmth to them,” she said, settling down across from us. “They need it most after what happened today.”

“What about you?” Isla asked, concern evident in her voice as she pressed against my side. “Won’t you be cold over there?”

Delia nodded in agreement, her still-damp hair brushing against my shoulder. “You should be close to him too.”

Mom smiled, the firelight casting her face in a warm glow. “I’ll be fine. I can feel the warmth from Isla’s back. The fire helps too.” She positioned herself so her body curved around Isla’s, forming a protective shell around all three of us.

“Are you sure?” I asked, feeling guilty about her being furthest from the direct heat I could provide.

“Positive,” she replied, reaching across Isla to squeeze my hand. “Just take care of your sisters.”

I nodded and focused on the warmth inside me, letting it flow gently outward. Not the intense heat that had created fire, but something more nurturing. I felt Isla and Delia cuddle closer than before, drawn not just to the physical warmth but the intimacy that flowed between us. Isla’s head nestled into the crook of my neck, her breath warm against my skin. Delia’s arm draped across my chest.

“That feels amazing,” Delia murmured sleepily.

I closed my eyes, listening to their breathing slow as they drifted off to sleep. The fire crackled, its light dancing behind my eyelids.
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The battlefield materialized around me once more. Gods and goddesses clashed in the heavens, their weapons blazing with supernatural light. I recognized the scene from my previous dream.

Thunder cracked as divine powers collided. The very air seemed to tear apart, revealing glimpses of other worlds through the rifts. I watched in awe as deities fell, their essence scattering like stardust across the cosmos. The violence was both terrible and beautiful, unlike anything that could exist in the mortal world.

When the smoke finally settled, only one figure remained standing amidst the devastation. She turned toward me, and even in the hazy dreamscape, I knew it was Lysara. Her face was difficult to make out clearly, as if she existed slightly out of phase with reality, but her presence was unmistakable.

She extended her hand, and I took it without hesitation. Her touch sent warmth spiraling up my arm. “Come,” she said, her voice sweet and divine. “Let me show you my island.”

She guided me across the island, leading me through dense jungle and over rocky hills. The landscape shifted and blurred at the edges of my vision, reality bending in this dream realm. Her hand in mine felt solid, though, her fingers warm against my skin.

“I’ve been watching you,” she said. “You have impressed me with your devotion.”

“My devotion?” I asked, struggling to keep up with her movements.

She turned, her face shimmering like light reflecting off water. Though I couldn’t quite make out her features clearly, I sensed her smile.

“Your love for your siblings. The way you risked your life to save your sister today. Such selflessness is rare among mortals.”

We emerged onto a beach. The ocean stretched before us, calm and endless.

“What happened?” I asked.

She gestured toward the sky, where I could see faint echoes of the battle I’d witnessed earlier. “They destroyed each other for my sake, and made my parents seal me in a sleep. Their powers, all their powers, flowed into me as they fell.”

I tried to focus on her face, but it remained frustratingly indistinct. “Why are you helping us? Why me?”

“Because you interest me,” she said simply. “And because I’ve been alone for so very long.” She stepped closer, her body nearly touching mine. “I’ve already given you the gift of fire. But there is more I can share.”

Her hands slid up my chest, leaving trails of tingling warmth. “The gods held many powers. Life, death, creation, destruction.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Fertility which comes with heightened senses.”

She pressed against me, her body sinuous and warm. I felt heat building inside me, different from the fire power.

“This gift may seem indulgent,” she said with a light, flirtatious laugh. “But it is among the most ancient and powerful forces in existence.”

She moved around me, her body sliding against mine in a dance that was almost predatory. My breath quickened as she trailed her fingers down my stomach. I wanted to ask her so many questions. How could I wake her and see her in real life? Why was she so mysterious, and why had she even brought me to her island in the first place?

“The power to awaken lust,” she murmured. “To enhance fertility. To bring pleasure or withhold it.”

I reached for her, but she evaded my grasp with a playful smile. “Not yet,” she teased. “This power must build within you first.”

She continued her sensual dance, never quite giving me what I craved. Her hands and body touched me everywhere except where I most wanted her to. I felt frustrated as she built a pressure inside me that felt like it would explode.

“Feel it growing,” she whispered. “The power to bring pleasure to others… and yourself.”

She pressed her body against mine from behind, her breasts rubbing against my back while her hands traced patterns on my chest and stomach. Every touch sent electric jolts through my body. My cock strained painfully against my shorts as she continued her teasing dance around me.

“You need to learn control,” she murmured in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “Power without control is dangerous.”

She moved to face me, her body undulating against mine in a sensual rhythm. Her hips ground against my erection, creating delicious friction that made me groan. I tried to grab her waist, to pull her closer, but she caught my wrists.

“No,” she said firmly. “Let me guide you.”

She pressed her body fully against mine, her breasts flattening against my chest as she slid down, then up again. The movement was maddeningly slow, deliberate in its teasing. I could feel her warmth, her softness, everywhere except where I needed it most. Each time I tried to angle my hips to make contact with her center, she shifted away, denying me that final pleasure.

“Please,” I begged, my voice hoarse with desire.

She smiled, continuing her torturous dance. “The power builds in denial,” she said, grinding against my thigh but avoiding my cock. “Feel it gathering inside you.”

She was right. Something was building within me, not just arousal, but energy, pulsing and swirling through my body.

“When you wake,” she whispered, sliding her body against mine again, “you’ll carry this power with you. The power to control, channel and awaken lust and fertility.”

Her movements became more intense, her body rubbing against mine in long, fluid motions. My breathing grew ragged as pressure built in my groin. I was so close, desperate for release, yet she continued to deny me direct contact where I needed it most.

“Now,” she said, pressing her entire body flush against mine and rolling her hips in a circular motion. “Release the power.”

I exploded, and I woke up with a gasp, my body jerking upright. Sunlight filtered through the shelter’s entrance, illuminating three concerned faces that stared at me. Mom, Isla, and Delia were gathered around, their expressions a mixture of worry and curiosity.

“Noah?” Mom asked, placing a cool hand on my forehead. “Are you okay?”

I blinked, trying to orient myself. My heart was racing, and I felt disoriented. The vivid sensations of my dream still lingered on my skin.

“I… I had another one of those dreams,” I said, my voice hoarse.

“We know,” Isla said, kneeling beside me. “You were thrashing around and moaning. We’ve been watching you for almost ten minutes. We tried to wake you, but you kept making noise.”

“We were worried,” Delia added. “But we kind of knew from last time that it wasn’t serious, but still.”

I shifted uncomfortably, suddenly aware of a sticky wetness in my shorts. I glanced down and froze in embarrassment as I noticed the large, damp stain spreading across the front of my shorts. The evidence of my dream was clear as day.

Isla followed my gaze and her eyes widened slightly. “You were … um, really excited,” she said, a slight blush coloring her cheeks. “Like, rock, steel hard. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“You came quite hard,” Mom said matter-of-factly, her clinical tone somehow making it less embarrassing. “It happened right before you woke up. Your whole body tensed and then… well.” She gestured vaguely toward my shorts.

I wanted to disappear into the ground. “Jesus,” I muttered, trying to adjust myself to hide the evidence, but it was too late.

“What were you dreaming about?” Delia asked, her voice gentle but curious.

The memories flooded back: Lysara’s touch, her body against mine, and the power building inside me. I took a deep breath and told them everything, starting with the battlefield of gods and ending with Lysara’s sensual dance. I left out some of the more explicit details, but they got the general idea.

“She wanted to give me another gift,” I said. “Something about desire and… fertility.”

Mom’s face had grown increasingly serious as I spoke. “Noah,” she said slowly, “I think I understand what’s happening. This Lysara … she’s passing on the powers of the gods to you.”

“But why?” Isla asked, turning to Mom with a furrowed brow. “And why doesn’t she just show up in person instead of these dreams? If she’s so powerful, why not just help us directly?”

Mom shook her head. “Because her parents sealed her in a sleep, remember? The gods, kings and so on fought over her beauty. And maybe dreams are the only way she can reach us right now.”

“She’s mysterious,” Delia said thoughtfully. “Maybe that’s part of it. Gods in myths never just show up and explain everything clearly. They speak in riddles and dreams.”

I nodded, considering this. “But what am I supposed to do with this… this sexual energy?” I asked, gesturing awkwardly at my damp shorts. “The fire thing I understand, it’s useful, but this?”

Mom stared at me thoughtfully. “Maybe it could help us survive.”

“I hope so.”

She glanced out of our shelter. The storm had passed completely, leaving behind a bright, sunny day. The jungle glistened with raindrops, steam rising from the ground as the tropical sun beat down.

“Shall we get moving?” she suggested. “We need to find food and get our bearings after that storm.”

All of us nodded. We gathered our few belongings. We made our way away from the alcove, squinting against the harsh sunlight. The air was hot and humid, making our still-damp clothes stick uncomfortably to our skin.

“I’m starving,” Isla complained after we’d been walking for about thirty minutes. Her stomach growled loudly as if to emphasize her point.

Delia nodded in agreement. “Me too. I don’t think I’ve ever been this hungry.”

We searched the jungle for fruit trees or anything edible, but this part of the island seemed barren compared to where we’d been before. The storm had washed away any easy pickings, and we were far from the areas we’d previously found food.

“There’s nothing here,” I said, frustration evident in my voice. My own stomach was cramping with hunger, but I was more worried about the girls. Delia especially needed nourishment after her near-drowning.

Mom pulled me aside as Isla and Delia continued searching a few yards away.

“Noah,” she said in a low voice, “I’ve been thinking about what Lysara told you about your new gift.”

“What about it?” I asked, confused by her serious expression.

Mom leaned closer. “Let them… you know… suck you and share your cum.”

My jaw dropped. “Mom, what?”

“Listen,” she said quickly, her cheeks flushing. “Semen is very filling, and if you have the power of fertility, then it shouldn’t be difficult to use it accordingly.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“It would bring them together again after their fight,” she continued, her voice taking on an excited quality. “Like a final nail in the coffin of their rivalry. Show them that you love them both equally.”

I mulled it over, fantasizing about Isla and Delia on their knees for me. It was tempting, and it warmed my heart knowing I could do something for them. “Alright then.”

“I’ll look out in the meantime,” she interrupted. “Make sure nothing disturbs you.”

I noticed her breathing had quickened slightly as she spoke, and I could tell Mom was getting turned on as she made this suggestion. A flush had spread across her chest. The way she kept glancing at my crotch while talking about my upcoming deed made it obvious.

Isla approached us. “What are you two whispering about?” she asked, brushing leaves from her hair. Delia trailed behind her, looking exhausted and hungry.

Mom gave me a meaningful look. “Noah has something to tell you.”

I shot her an incredulous glance, but she just nodded encouragingly. I swallowed hard, unable to believe I was even considering this.

“Um…” I started, feeling my face burn.

Isla’s lips curved into a mischievous smile. “Actually, I heard everything,” she said with a light giggle. “And honestly? I’d love to… you know… with Delia.” She glanced at our sister, who was now standing beside her, looking confused.

“Love to what?” Delia asked.

Isla leaned over and whispered in Delia’s ear. I watched Delia’s eyes widen, her cheeks turning crimson, but she didn’t immediately object.

“I’ll give you some privacy,” Mom said, already backing away. “I’ll look for fruits while you… take care of each other.”

“What about you?” Isla asked. “Aren’t you hungry too?”

Mom shook her head. “I’m fine. You two need it more than I do. I’m not as hungry.”

As Mom disappeared into the foliage, Isla and Delia turned to me with giggles.

“How do we do this?” Delia asked, her voice barely audible.

Isla, ever the confident one, smiled up at me. “We’ll suck him together,” she said, reaching for the waistband of my shorts.

Despite having already climaxed during my dream, I felt my cock hardening immediately. It was as if Lysara’s gift was working through me, summoning an energy I’d never possessed before. When Isla pulled down my shorts, my erection sprang free, fully hard and throbbing.

Delia’s eyes widened. “What a big dick,” she said.

“I know,” Isla said, wrapping her fingers around my shaft. “He’s huge.”

They both dropped to their knees, and Isla stroked me a few times, then turned to Delia. “You go first,” she said, guiding my cock toward Delia’s mouth.

Delia hesitated then parted her lips. She took me in slowly, sucking me in, her eyes closing as the head of my cock slipped into her warm mouth. I slid right over her rosy tongue till I hit some resistance. Then her muscles closed in on the crown, and I felt a sweet, delicious friction. She opened her eyes and looked up at me. A smile reached her eyes, and I ran my fingers through her hair as I twitched inside her mouth. It was our first sexual experience together, and it felt so damn good seeing her pleasing me like that.

Delia pulled back, and once she came off, my cock was drenched in her saliva, bobbing up and down. She giggled as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “It’s more challenging than I thought,” she said, her eyes bright with excitement. “I wanted to take it deeper, but my mouth felt so stretched.”

“You did fine,” I told her, patting the back of her head, making her tits jiggle under her bikini top. “Your turn, Isla.”

Isla wasn’t shy. She was hungry for some cock. She took me into her mouth and pushed deeper than Delia had dared, taking me into her throat until she gagged slightly. She kept me there, sucking the tip. She looked up to me, her hazel eyes looking so innocent and pure. She pulled back, catching her breath while stroking me with her left hand.

“Don’t hurt yourself,” I said, concerned.

“I’m fine,” she said to me before returning to simply sucking the head of my cock, her cheeks hollowing as she created suction.

“Hmm,” I moaned while cupping her neck. “That’s a good girl.”

The friction started becoming more and more intense, and I was already lightly thrusting my hips, wanting to send my cock deeper down her throat.

After a minute, she came off with a wet pop. “Your turn again,” she told Delia, who eagerly leaned forward to take me back in her mouth.

As Delia sucked me, Isla moved to the side and began licking along the shaft where Delia couldn’t reach. The sensation of both their mouths on me made the experience more intense.

“That’s perfect,” I groaned, watching them work together. Delia slobbered over my cock while Isla licked the sides and planted kisses all over it.

“Try swirling your tongue around the head,” Isla suggested to Delia. “He seems to like that.”

Delia followed her advice, and I couldn’t hold back a moan of pleasure as I saw her tongue move around the tip like a cherry.

They continued taking turns, sharing techniques and encouraging each other.

“Use your hand at the base while you suck,” Delia suggested when it was Isla’s turn again.

The sight of my sisters working together so perfectly, their earlier animosity completely forgotten, was almost as arousing as their actual oral sex.

“I’m close,” I said after I’d lost count of how many times they’d passed my erection back and forth, and how many licks, swallows and kisses they’d peppered my shaft with. “I’m going to come soon.”

Isla passed my soaked erection to Delia. “Here, suck him off.”

Delia quickly moved into position, wrapping her lips around the head of my cock. She bobbed her head rapidly over the sensitive crown. I cradled her neck with both my hands and helped feed her my cock. I got closer and closer, and she pushed me as deeply as possible as my cock twitched like mad. I leaned back and let out a groan of pleasure. Then I exploded, pumping thick ropes of cum into her young mouth. Her eyes widened at the volume, and I watched as she swallowed some but couldn’t manage all of it.

Delia pulled back with her cheeks still bulging, and my cock seeping with pearly cum. She turned to Isla and, to my amazement, opened her mouth, letting the rest of my seed spill into her sister’s mouth. Isla closed her lips, swallowing with obvious pleasure.

Then Delia went back, catching the string of cum that was about to land in her cleavage, and then she swallowed my erection again, sucking out the last drops. Then she came off my cock with a kiss.

“That was so filling,” Delia said, licking her lips. “I already feel better.”

“Me too,” Isla agreed. “It’s like… instant energy.”

I felt incredible, like I was floating in air. The power Lysara had gifted me was clearly at work. Instead of feeling drained, I felt energized. I focused on that energy, channeling it into my cock, which began to harden again almost immediately.

“Look at that,” Isla said in awe. “He’s ready again already.”

“We can go another round if you want,” I said, amazed at my own recovery. “I think this is part of the gift Lysara gave me.”

The girls exchanged excited glances before eagerly returning their attention to my still-hard cock. This time, they sucked with more energy, taking turns wrapping their lips around me. Isla swirled her tongue around the head while Delia gently licked the shaft, working in tandem like they’d been doing this together for years.

“You’re both amazing,” I groaned as Delia took me deeper than before, her eyes watering slightly as she pushed her limits.

They switched positions fluidly, Isla taking over while Delia caught her breath. Isla’s blonde hair fell around her face as she bobbed up and down, while Delia watched with fascination, occasionally leaning in to lick along the shaft. Sometimes they’d work together, their tongues meeting as they licked opposite sides of my shaft. Other times, one would suck me while the other whispered encouragement.

“I’m getting close again,” I said as Isla took me deep into her mouth.

She moaned around my cock, the vibrations pushing me over the edge. And then once again, I erupted, filling her mouth with pulse after pulse of thick, sticky cum. Her cheeks bulged as she struggled to contain it all.

Coming off me, Isla turned to Delia with a mischievous glint in her eyes. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to Delia’s, letting my seed flow from her mouth into her sister’s. Delia accepted it eagerly, their lips locked in what was half-kiss and half-transfer. They both swallowed with obvious satisfaction.

“That was incredible,” Isla said, wiping her mouth. “I feel completely full now.”

“Me too,” Delia agreed, her eyes bright. “It’s like I’ve eaten a huge meal.”

I tucked myself back into my shorts, feeling surprisingly energized instead of drained. “Anytime you’re hungry, just let me know,” I said. “I’m happy to help my sisters.”

They both stood up, brushing dirt from their knees. Isla suddenly turned to Delia, her expression growing serious. She wrapped her arms around her sister in a tight hug.

“I’m sorry for what I said earlier,” she whispered. “That was cruel and untrue. You’re not in anyone’s shadow … you’re a star.”

Delia returned the hug, burying her face in Isla’s shoulder. “And I’m sorry too. I jumped to conclusions about you and Noah. I was jealous and insecure.”

They pulled back, still holding each other’s arms. “Let’s never fight again,” Isla said. “We’ll love Noah equally, and he’ll love us both the same.”

“Agreed,” Delia said.

It was a touchy moment, and I wished Mom would see this. When they released their hug, I took both their hands in mine, glancing around the clearing. “Where did Mom go anyway?”

We scanned the surrounding foliage until Delia pointed toward a dense patch of bushes. “There she is!”

Mom emerged from behind the vegetation, her cheeks flushed and her breathing slightly uneven. As she approached, I felt a strange tingling sensation wash over me, something new and powerful that seemed directly connected to Lysara’s gift. I could almost sense the arousal radiating from her body. The way her nipples pressed against her dress, the slight tremble in her hands, and the glossy look in her eyes. It all screamed that she’d been pleasuring herself.

“Everything okay?” I asked, studying her flushed face.

She nodded quickly, smoothing down her nightgown. “Just wanted to give you all some privacy. Did you… resolve everything?”

“More than that, the girls are getting along perfectly now,” I said, squeezing their hands. “No more fighting.”

Her face lit up with genuine happiness. “That’s wonderful! I was so worried about the tension between you two.” She pulled Isla and Delia into a tight hug. “We need to stick together on this island.”

As they embraced, I noticed Mom’s slick hand against Delia’s back. The scent coming from her was unmistakable, the musky aroma of arousal. My enhanced senses picked up everything: the slight dampness of her inner thighs, the way her pupils were dilated, and how she pressed her thighs together as she stood there.

She’d definitely been masturbating. I just knew by instinct. As Mom released my sisters from her embrace, I noticed for the first time how badly her summer dress had deteriorated. The once-elegant garment hung in tatters around her body, barely covering her essentials and flashing country miles of skin.

“Mom, your dress is completely ruined,” I said, gesturing to the rags that clung to her frame.

She looked down, seeming to notice the state of her clothing for the first time. “Oh dear,” she said, tugging at a particularly large tear near her thigh. “I guess the storm and jungle have taken their toll.”

“Do you have any extra garments?” I asked her.

“I think there might be a bikini, and also the nightgown, but it’s not in any better shape.”

Isla and Delia exchanged glances. They searched in the bag, and they found their nightgowns. The delicate fabric hadn’t fared any better than Mom’s dress. Both garments were torn beyond repair, with large holes and frayed edges. Their bikinis still held up though.

“Great,” Isla said, holding up what remained of her silk nightgown. “What are we supposed to wear now?”

“I guess we’re stuck in our swimwear,” Delia said, frowning as she folded what remained of her nightgown. “At least until we find something better.”

I watched them for a moment, an idea forming in my mind. “We could make clothes,” I said. “Primitive clothing from animal skins, like early humans did.”

Isla’s eyes widened with alarm. “Animal skins? You mean like, hunt animals? Are there dangerous animals here?”

I remembered the temple inscriptions. “The script at the temple mentioned predators. And we’ve already seen those huge birds circling overhead.”

“Those weren’t just normal seagulls,” Delia agreed, wrapping her arms around herself protectively. “Noah, please be careful among beasts if you go hunting. I don’t want you getting hurt.”

“I will,” I said. “Unless you both want to stay in bikinis and nightgown forever.”

Isla rolled her eyes but couldn’t hide her smile. “What about our shelter? Should we try to rebuild it here?”

Mom shook her head, already gathering our few belongings. “It most likely got destroyed in the storm. We need to move on, find somewhere more protected.”

“Where should we go?” I asked, helping her collect our things.

“Let’s head deeper into the island,” Mom decided. “Follow the water source. That’s always a good strategy for survival.”

With our plan set, we began our journey. Mom and I took the lead, pushing through dense foliage while Isla and Delia followed close behind. The jungle was alive with birds calling, insects buzzing, and occasionally, rustling in the undergrowth that made us all freeze momentarily.

“Look,” I said, pointing to a tree laden with papaya. “Those look edible.”

We gathered as many as we could carry, and I helped open them for the girls. We took a little break, biting into the sweet, juicy flesh to satisfy our immediate hunger.

“Yummy,” Delia said, juice running down her chin. “Sweet, but filling too.”

As we ate, I noticed a small stream cutting through the jungle floor. It gurgled pleasantly over smooth stones, the water pink and sweet.

“We should follow this,” I suggested, pointing to the stream.

“Is every stream here pink?” Delia asked funnily.

“According to the inscription, there are still clear water sources, like Lysara’s lake,” I said. “But so far it seems most of the water comes from her temple.”

“Lysara’s pussy,” Isla said lewdly.

We walked alongside the stream, which gradually widened as we progressed. The dense jungle canopy began to thin, allowing more sunlight to filter through. The girls seemed more relaxed now, chatting quietly behind us as they walked.

“How are you feeling?” I asked Mom, noticing how she kept adjusting what remained of her dress.

“I’m fine,” she said, though I could tell she was uncomfortable with how exposed she felt. “Just worried about finding proper shelter before nightfall.”

“You can always warm yourself with Noah,” Isla said.

Mom smiled, and I could tell she liked the idea by the look in her eyes. “You can hog him for now. I’m fine.”

The stream continued to widen until it became a proper river, flowing steadily through the increasingly open terrain. The jungle was giving way to something else entirely. We pushed through a final wall of vegetation and suddenly found ourselves staring at an open plain.

“Whoa,” I said. “This is huge.”

Before us stretched a vast plain; the river we’d been following cut it neatly in half. Tall grass swayed in the gentle breeze, creating waves of gold and green that stretched toward the horizon. In the distance, mountains rose, their peaks disappearing into low-hanging clouds.

“We can see forever out here,” Mom said, stepping out beside me. Her tattered dress barely held together, fluttering in the breeze.

At the entrance to the plain stood a towering stone statue: a bare-chested man with a beard of curls and a massive bow slung across his back. It was as tall as Lysara’s mother by the lake, and a stone tablet at the base glinted faintly.

I approached it, brushing moss from the inscription. Strange runes lit up beneath my fingers, and the script translated like earlier.

“To walk these fields is to honor Arkatheon, Hunter of Beasts and Father to Lysara. Hunt with respect. Kill only what you will use. Those who harm for pleasure shall be preyed upon.”

Mom frowned. “So this is Lysara’s father, eh?”

“Seems like it,” I said, my eyes scanning the expanse.

Beside the statue sat a wooden stand hidden by vines. When I pulled them away, they revealed a rack of weaponry: bows strung with sinew, arrows with obsidian tips, and long, carved spears. Animal hide belts hung neatly beside them, and there were also razor-sharp knives.

I let out a low whistle. “Looks like we just leveled up.”

Mom picked up a bow, testing its draw. “This isn’t for show. These are real.”

“We should leave the training spears,” I said, grabbing a quiver and slinging it over my back. “This stuff’s made for real hunting.”

I hefted one of the bows, feeling its perfect balance and tension. The craftsmanship was extraordinary, not primitive at all, but elegant and deadly efficient.

“Let me try that,” Mom said, reaching for the bow. Our fingers brushed as I handed it to her, and I felt that now-familiar spark of energy between us.

She tested the draw, pulling the string back with surprising strength. “It’s perfect,” she murmured. She glanced around the open plain, then pointed to a distant tree stump about fifty yards away. “Think you can hit that?”

“Only one way to find out,” I said, taking the bow back. I selected an arrow from the quiver, noticing how the obsidian tip gleamed in the sunlight.

The day was growing hotter, and sweat trickled down my neck. Without thinking, I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it aside. The breeze felt good against my skin.

I heard a collective intake of breath behind me. Turning, I caught all three women staring at my bare chest. Their expressions were identical: wide eyes, parted lips, and flushed cheeks.

“When did you get so…” Isla began, her voice trailing off as her eyes roamed over my torso.

“Muscular,” Delia finished for her, not bothering to hide her admiration.

I looked down at myself, surprised to see they were right. My body had become slightly more muscular. My chest was broader, my arms more defined, my stomach etched with muscle. I’d always been fit, but I looked way better now.

“You’re looking sexy,” Mom whispered, stepping closer.

She reached out hesitantly, then placed her palm flat against my chest. Her touch was arousing. I could feel her heartbeat quicken, sense the arousal building within her. It wasn’t just physical. I could literally feel her desire radiating from her like heat waves.

Mom didn’t pull her hand away. Instead, she let it linger, her fingers tracing the contours of my chest. “So proud of you,” she murmured.

Behind her, Isla and Delia watched with undisguised interest, their own arousal palpable to my enhanced senses.

Mom then blushed when she realized she’d been touching me for too long. “Sorry about that.”

“It’s fine,” I said. With effort, I stepped back, breaking the connection. “Let me try this shot,” I said.

Nocking the arrow, I turned to face the distant stump. I drew the bowstring back, feeling the tension build in my shoulders. The bow felt like an extension of my arm, responsive and alive. I took a deep breath, aimed, and released.

The arrow flew true, covering the distance in seconds before embedding itself dead center in the stump with a satisfying thunk.

“Wow!” Isla said, clapping her hands together. “That was amazing!”

Delia joined in the applause, her eyes wide. “I didn’t know you could shoot like that!”

I lowered the bow. “Neither did I,” I admitted. “I’ve only been shooting during camping trips with Mom, but I didn’t fire like that.”

Mom stepped forward. “My turn,” she said, her voice tinged with excitement.

I stepped aside and watched as she selected an arrow from the quiver. She positioned herself, her tattered dress shifting with her movements. As she drew back the bowstring, I noticed how the fabric clung to her curves, how the muscles in her arms tensed with effort. She looked powerful and undeniably sexy, like some primal huntress goddess.

She released the arrow with a sigh, and it sliced through the air, striking the stump mere inches from my own shot.

“Bravo!” I called out, genuinely impressed.

The girls cheered and clapped enthusiastically. “Mom, that was perfect!” Delia exclaimed.

“You two are naturals,” Isla added, looking between us with admiration.

Mom looked around. “So, should we find some animals?”

Nodding, I scanned the open plain, noticing movement in the tall grass about a hundred yards away. “I think I see something out there,” I said, pointing. “Maybe game animals.”

Mom followed my gaze, her expression growing serious. “We should investigate. If we can hunt something, we’d have meat and hide for clothing…”

“Are we really going hunting?” Isla asked, her voice uncertain. “Like, actually killing animals?”

I nodded, already gathering more arrows. “We need to eat something besides fruit and fish. And we need proper clothes.”

We set off across the plain, moving quietly through the tall grass. The sun beat down on us, and I felt sweat trickling down my back.

We continued through the grass, moving more carefully. I took the lead, scanning the ground for signs of animals. It didn’t take long before I spotted distinctive hoofprints pressed into the earth.

“Look,” I whispered, kneeling to examine them. “These are fresh.”

Mom crouched beside me, her fingers tracing the outline of the print. “Large animal. Maybe some kind of deer or antelope?”

We followed the tracks deeper into the plain. The grass grew taller here, sometimes reaching above our waists. The wind picked up, carrying whistling sounds.

“What’s that?” Delia whispered, pressing closer to me.

“Just the wind,” I assured her, though I wasn’t entirely convinced.

The tracks led us to a small clearing where the grass had been trampled flat. Something had been feeding here recently. Mom bent down to examine a pile of droppings.

“Still warm,” she murmured. “We’re close.”

A low, rumbling sound came from somewhere to our left. We all froze, barely daring to breathe. I slowly nocked an arrow, my eyes scanning the surrounding grass. The rustling grew louder, moving around us in a circle. It felt like we were being stalked.

“Everyone back to back,” I instructed, positioning myself so that Mom was behind me with the twins on either side.

The whistling sound came again, closer this time, followed by a deep snort. The grass parted about thirty yards ahead, and I caught my first glimpse of our upcoming kill.

It wasn’t a deer or antelope. It was a bison. Its shaggy coat was dark and matted, its horns curved and wickedly sharp.

“Let’s sneak up on it,” Mom whispered, grabbing my arm. “It’s eating and distracted. If we’re quiet enough, we can get closer for a better shot.”

“That thing looks terrifying,” Isla said, her voice trembling as she clutched Delia’s hand. “Those horns could impale us.”

Delia tilted her head, studying the massive beast. “I think it looks kind of cute, actually. Like a big, fluffy cow.”

Mom gave her a funny look. “You’ve been watching too many Disney films. Bison are extremely dangerous. They can gore you with those horns or trample you to death in seconds. There’s nothing cute about an animal that could kill you with a single charge.”

“Maybe we should forget this,” Isla said, tugging at my arm. “We could go back to the lake and catch fish instead. That was working fine before.”

I placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “We’ll be okay. Mom and I will handle the hunting part. You two just stay back where it’s safe.” I looked at both of them seriously. “We need meat and hide for proper clothes. Fish won’t give us that.”

Mom nodded in agreement. “Noah’s right. Just keep your distance and let us handle this.”

With that settled, Mom and I began our careful approach, crouching low in the tall grass. The twins hung back about twenty yards, watching nervously. I moved as silently as possible, placing each foot carefully to avoid snapping twigs or rustling the grass too much.

The bison continued grazing, occasionally lifting its massive head to scan the plain before returning to its meal. We made slow progress, inching closer and closer until we were about thirty yards away.

“I should’ve stayed behind,” Isla muttered from where she and Delia crouched. “This is insane.”

Mom glanced at me, her expression serious. “We should both shoot at the same time,” she whispered. “Aim for the spot just behind the front leg. That’s where the heart is.”

I nodded, already nocking an arrow. Mom did the same. We drew our bowstrings back simultaneously, the tension building in our arms.

“Ready?” Mom whispered.

“Ready,” I confirmed.

“Now,” she said.

We released at the exact same moment. Our arrows whistled through the air and struck the bison with twin thuds. The beast let out a bellow of pain and staggered sideways, blood immediately darkening its shaggy coat where our arrows protruded.

But it didn’t go down. Instead, its head swung toward us, eyes locking on our position. With another enraged bellow, it lowered its horns and began charging toward us, its gait uneven and limping from the wounds we’d inflicted.

“Run!” I shouted, grabbing Mom’s arm and pulling her back.

We scattered in different directions as the bison barreled through the spot where we’d been standing. I rolled to my feet and spun around, arrow already nocked. I tried again, and I let it fly, but the beast was faster than I anticipated. The arrow grazed its flank, drawing a trickle of blood but doing little to slow it down.

The bison wheeled around with surprising agility for its size and focused on Mom, who was scrambling to her feet several yards away.

“Mom! Look out!” I shouted, already reaching for another arrow.

She turned just in time to see the beast charging toward her. With impressive reflexes, she dove to the side, but the bison’s horn caught the edge of her tattered dress, ripping it further. She tumbled to the ground, momentarily stunned.

“Mom!” the girls cried in worry.

I fired another arrow, this one striking the creature’s shoulder. It bellowed in pain and rage, turning its attention to me. Those glowing dark eyes locked onto mine, filled with primal fury.

“Noah!” the girls screamed from somewhere to my right. “Be careful!”

The bison charged again. I waited until the last possible moment before leaping aside, feeling the rush of air as the massive body thundered past. I stumbled but managed to stay on my feet, already drawing another arrow.

“Spread out!” I called to the girls. “Keep moving!”

Mom was back on her feet now, her own bow drawn. She fired an arrow that embedded itself in the bison’s haunch. The beast roared and spun around, focusing on her once more.

I ran across the clearing, trying to draw its attention. “Hey! Over here!”

The bison ignored me, intent on Mom. It charged again, head lowered and horns aimed directly at her chest. She fired another arrow, but in her haste, it flew wide.

“Mom! Run!” I screamed, sprinting toward her.

She turned to flee but tripped on the uneven ground. The bison was almost upon her when Delia darted in from the side, waving her arms and shouting. The distraction worked. The beast veered slightly, its horn missing Mom by inches. But the massive shoulder still clipped her, sending her sprawling.

Blood streamed from multiple wounds, and its strength diminished. The bison turned toward me, pawing the ground. I knew I needed a kill shot. The head or the heart. But to get that, I’d need to be directly in its path.

“Noah, what are you doing?” Delia cried as I positioned myself in the open.

I ignored her, focusing entirely on the massive beast. I took a deep breath, centering myself. Time seemed to slow as the bison charged. I could see every detail: the matted fur, the rippling muscles, and the glow of its eyes.

I waited until I could see the individual hairs on its forehead, then released my arrow. It struck true, burying itself between the creature’s eyes. But the momentum of its charge didn’t stop.

I tried to leap aside, but the bison’s massive bulk slammed into me. Pain exploded through my body as I was thrown through the air. I hit the ground hard, the breath knocked from my lungs. The world spun around me as I gasped for air.

Through blurred vision, I saw the bison staggering, my arrow protruding from its skull. It took several more faltering steps before collapsing to its knees, then toppling onto its side with a ground-shaking thud.

“Noah!” Three voices called my name simultaneously.

Hands were on me, turning me over, checking for injuries. I blinked, my vision clearing to reveal Mom, Isla, and Delia hovering over me, their faces etched with concern.

“I’m okay,” I said, though every part of me ached. “Just got the wind knocked out of me.”

“Are you sure?” Mom asked as she helped me sit up. Her hands fluttered over my chest and sides, checking for injuries.

“I’m fine,” I insisted, wincing as I pushed myself to my feet. “Just sore. What about you? That thing nearly gored you.”

Mom touched her side where the bison had clipped her. “Thanks to you, I’m okay. Just a bruise.” She sighed in relief, brushing grass from her hair. “That was tougher than I imagined it would be.”

“Yeah, but we succeeded,” I said, turning to look at the fallen beast. It lay motionless, its massive bulk still impressive even in death. “We got our meat and hide.”

“Mom, are you sure you aren’t hurt?” Delia asked, turning to check on our mother.

Mom had a scrape on her arm and her dress was barely hanging on, but she shook her head. “I’m fine. Thanks to Noah.”

“And thanks to Delia’s quick thinking. You saved Mom’s life,” I told her.

Delia blushed, looking uncharacteristically modest. “I just ran and waved.”

“We all worked together,” Mom said, helping me to my feet. “But Noah… that final shot was bullseye.”

I stumbled over to the fallen bison, the others following close behind. The massive creature lay still, its dark eyes now dark and lifeless.

“I can’t believe you took down something this size,” Delia whispered, staring at the beast in awe.

Mom placed her hand on my shoulder, her eyes shining with pride. “You were magnificent. Like a god of the hunt.”

“Our god,” Isla murmured, taking my hand. “Our protector.”

“Noah, the god of the hunt,” Delia added, her voice filled with reverence as she took my other hand.

“I’m no god. I just did what I had to do to protect us.”

“Nevertheless,” Mom said, cupping my face in her hands, “you saved us. All of us.”

She leaned forward and pressed a kiss to my forehead, her touch lingering longer than what a mother would usually kiss her son.

We worked together to collect what we needed from the bison. Using the knives, we harvested chunks of meat and the hide.

“We should take this back to the statue,” Mom suggested, wiping sweat from her brow. “We can set up camp there for the night.”

We gathered as much meat as we could carry and made our way back to the statue of Arkatheon.

When we returned to the statue, we gathered the sharp knives and other butchering tools. We no longer felt so poor with this equipment.

We built a small camp around a fire pit, using large leaves to create a clean surface for the meat. I began butchering the bison. It wasn’t professional, but I tried my best.

“How do you know how to do that?” Delia asked, watching me work.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m trying my best.”

Mom and the girls looked at the hide. It was enough for all of us. Luckily for us, our mother knew a lot about design, and she’d help with the clothes.

I told the girls to gather wood, and they were eager to help. Once they had gathered the wood, they waited for me. I focused on my palm, visualizing heat and fire. A small flame appeared in my hand, hovering just above my skin without burning me. I concentrated harder, and the flame grew, shooting from my palm toward the fire pit where it ignited the kindling we’d gathered.

“Wow … so cool,” Isla said.

“I agree,” Delia said.

We cooked the bison meat over the fire, the rich aroma making our mouths water. The first bite was tender, juicy, and filling in a way the fruits had never been.

“This is the best thing I’ve ever tasted,” Isla moaned, licking her fingers.

We ate until we were stuffed, then lounged around the fire, our bodies relaxed and satisfied for the first time since washing up on the island.

“We should make a toast,” Mom suggested, raising an imaginary glass. “To Noah, our mighty hunter.”

“To Noah,” the girls echoed, smiling at me across the fire.

The flames cast flickering shadows across their faces, highlighting their beauty in the gathering darkness. Suddenly, Isla slapped her leg with a yelp of pain.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, immediately alert.

She examined her leg, revealing an angry red welt forming just above her knee. “Something bit me,” she said, frowning as she prodded the raised skin. “Some kind of insect, I think.”

We all gathered around to look at the bite. The area around it was turning an alarming shade of red, spreading outward from the puncture.

“That doesn’t look good,” I said, leaning closer. “Does it hurt?”

Isla shrugged, though I noticed her wince slightly. “It stings a bit, but it’s not too bad. Probably just a mosquito or something.”

Mom knelt beside her, gently touching the inflamed area. “Are you sure? That’s quite a reaction for a simple mosquito bite.”

“I’m fine, really,” Isla insisted, forcing a smile. “It’ll go away soon enough.”

“Maybe we should put something on it,” Delia suggested, looking around. “Is there anything we can use as a salve?”

Mom checked Isla’s leg again, her brow furrowed with concern. “It’s spreading rather quickly. Are you feeling anything else? Dizziness? Nausea?”

“I’m fine, Mom,” Isla said, batting her hand away with a laugh that sounded slightly forced. “Stop fussing. It’s just a bug bite.”

“If you’re sure…” Mom said, not looking entirely convinced.

“I am,” Isla assured her. “Really, I feel okay.”

I moved closer to Mom, drawn to her in a way that felt both natural and forbidden. The firelight danced across her features, highlighting the curve of her cheek, the fullness of her lips. Her tattered dress revealed glimpses of smooth skin, and I found myself unable to look away.

“You were amazing out there today,” I said. “The way you handled that bow, your athleticism… your confidence.”

She turned to me, her eyes reflecting the flames. “Thank you,” she murmured. A smile played at the corners of her mouth. “I enjoyed it too. Being out there with you… it reminded me of our camping trips.”

“When it was just the two of us,” I said, memories flooding back.

“Remember how we used to sleep in that small tent? You were always so protective, even as a teenager.”

“Of course, I do.” I nodded, remembering those nights all too well. The confined space, her body close to mine, and her scent filling the tent. Even then, I’d felt something, not the full-blown desire I felt now, but flickers of it. Fantasies I’d pushed away, buried deep. But they were coming back, rather quickly.

“Those were some special days,” Mom said, smiling at the memory. She glanced at Delia and then back at me. “Maybe Delia wants to spend time with you.”

She was sitting by herself, waving at me once I looked at her.

I blinked, surprised by her words. “What?”

“Delia,” she said, caressing my thigh. “Maybe you could do something together.”

I nodded slowly, trying to process what she was suggesting. It was a bit confusing after I’d gotten closer to Mom, talking intimately, and then she reminded me to be with Delia.

A weak voice interrupted us. “I’m really thirsty,” Isla said, her face looking flushed in the firelight. “Could I have some water?”

Mom immediately shifted her attention, moving to check on Isla. She placed a hand on her forehead, frowning slightly. “You said you were okay, but you feel warm.”

Isla showed her leg where the redness had spread further. “It’s fine. Just thirsty.”

“I can get some water from the river,” I said, standing up.

“Delia should go with you,” Mom said, her eyes meeting mine meaningfully. “I’ll stay here with Isla.”

Delia jumped to her feet, eager to help. “I’ll find some big leaves we can use to carry water.”

We gathered a few wide, sturdy leaves from nearby plants and set off toward the river that cut through the middle of the plain. The night was warm, and the plain was lit up by the moonlight and stars.

Delia walked close beside me, our arms occasionally making contact. “You were so hot out there today,” she said, her voice quiet but intense. “The way you took down that bison… I’ve never seen anything like it.”

I smiled at the compliment. “Thanks.”

“I was worried sick though,” she said, her voice growing more serious. “That bison could have killed us all. It nearly did.”

“I know,” I admitted. “Everything’s uncertain here. But so far, we’ve managed to survive. We’re adapting.”

“I think so too,” Delia said. “What was that conversation with Mom about?”

“We just talked about camping,” I said with a shrug, but I could see her eyes searching.

“You looked quite intimate,” she said with a grin.

“She’s our mom,” I reminded her.

“And?” she said. “It’s not like we haven’t done anything.”

She reached out suddenly, her fingers brushing against my chest. The contact sent a tingling sensation across my skin. I stopped as my enhanced senses detected her arousal: the subtle shift in her scent, the quickening of her pulse, and a flush crept across her neck and cheeks. It wasn’t just physical signs; it was as if I could actually feel waves of desire radiating from her body.

“Delia,” I whispered, realizing she was horny.

Her fingers lingered on my chest, tracing the newly defined muscles. “You’ve changed so much,” she murmured. “Not just your body, but everything about you.”

I took her hand and held it dearly. “Maybe I have on the outside, but I will always be your brother, and I’ll always love you.”

She smiled, but not fully. “Will you love me more as a brother?”

“I will love you till you smile fully,” I said, and then she broke out in a smile.

I took her hand and we continued.

We reached the river, its pink waters gleaming under the moonlight. The gurgling sound was peaceful as we stood at the edge, looking at each other. The water reflected the stars above, making it seem like we were surrounded by light from above and below.

“You know,” Delia said, her voice taking on a playful tone, “I’ve always had a crush on you.”

I smiled, setting down the leaves we’d brought to carry water. “For how long?”

“Since puberty,” she admitted with a laugh. “But you were always so focused on your photography. And then there was Isla…”

“What about Isla?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Delia shrugged, looking down at the water. “She’s always been the one people notice first. The outgoing one. The beautiful one.”

“We’ve had this conversation before. You’re both beautiful,” I said honestly. “Just in different ways.”

She looked up at me, her eyes shimmering in the moonlight. “You really think so?”

“I know so,” I said, stepping closer to her.

Suddenly, I remembered my dream: Lysara’s sensual dance around me, the power she’d gifted me. The ability to sense and enhance desire, to control fertility. It wasn’t just a dream; I could feel it working through me now.

“Delia,” I said, my voice low. “Something happened in my dream with Lysara. Something more than just the fire power.”

Her eyes widened with interest. “What do you mean?”

“My senses… they’re heightened now. I can feel things, sense things that I couldn’t before.”

“Like what?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

I decided to be direct. “Like your arousal. I can sense how turned on you are right now.”

Her cheeks flushed crimson, but she didn’t back away. “That’s… that’s impossible.”

“It’s true,” I said. “I can feel it radiating from you. Your heart rate, and your breathing. Even your scent has changed. You smell sweet and tempting.”

Delia stared at me for a long moment, then slowly took my hand. Without breaking eye contact, she guided it down to the front of her bikini bottoms. The fabric was damp against my fingers.

“You’re right,” she whispered, pressing my hand firmly against her. I touched her a bit more, running my hand back and forth till my skin was wet. Then I took her hand in mine, feeling the dampness of her arousal against my fingers. Our eyes met, and without thinking, I pulled her against me, and I pressed my lips to hers. It felt great to kiss intimately again, feeling her smooth lips and hot, forbidden breath.

Delia moaned into my mouth, her body pressing eagerly against mine. My hands roamed over her curves, feeling every inch of her skin through the thin fabric of her bikini. She was trembling with need, her lust as clear as my own.

“Can we do something more than a blowjob?” she whispered against my lips, her fingers tangling in my hair.

“If it will make you smile,” I told her, seeing her smile bloom on her face.

“Just being with you makes me happy.”

We returned to kissing each other. Our kisses grew more passionate as we sank down onto the riverbank. The pink water lapped beside us, casting a rosy glow over Delia’s skin. I reached behind her, fumbling with the ties of her bikini top. With a snap, it came loose, and I pulled it away. Her breasts spilled free, full and round with rosy nipples that hardened in the night air. I cupped them reverently, marveling at their perfect weight in my hands.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, lowering my head to suck in a nipple and taste her areolas.

Delia gasped, arching into my touch. Her hands fumbled with my shorts, pushing them down my hips. I helped her, kicking them aside before reaching for her bikini bottoms. They slid down her legs easily, leaving her completely naked beneath me.

I paused to drink in the sight of her.

Delia’s breasts were fuller than her sister’s, rising and falling with her rapid breathing. They were topped with light pink, thick nipples and capped with matching areolas. Between her thighs, a patch of dark blonde curls covered her mound, not entirely concealing the pink flesh beneath. Wearing her dark blonde hair loose and long, she was slightly curvier and bustier than her sister, making me lust for her even more. The moonlight kissed her skin, highlighting every curve and valley. I felt myself hardening at the sight.

“Noah,” she whispered, reaching for me. “I want you.”

I lowered myself between her thighs, positioning myself at her entrance. The tip made contact with her lips, and she was wet and ready, her body trembling with anticipation. Just as I was about to push forward, she placed a hand on my chest.

“Wait,” she said, her voice suddenly anxious. “What about … what if I get pregnant?”

I paused, the question catching me off guard. Then I remembered Lysara’s gift, the power to control fertility. I could feel it humming inside me, waiting to be directed.

“I can control it,” I told her, my voice confident.

Her eyes widened. “Are you sure?”

I nodded, feeling the power thrumming through me. “I can make sure you don’t get pregnant if that’s what you want.”

She bit her lip, considering this for a moment. Then her expression changed, a flush spreading across her cheeks. “What if… what if I want to?”

“What?” I wasn’t sure I’d heard her correctly.

“I dunno, maybe in the future.”

“Then we could do that,” I told her. My cock twitched at her words, and I felt a surge of primal desire.

“Okie,” she said, pulling me closer. “But for now, I want to feel you finish inside me.”

I kept pressing the head of my cock against her entrance, feeling her wetness coat me. She gasped at the contact. Slowly, I pushed forward, feeling her tight warmth envelop me inch by inch.

“Oh god,” she said, her back arching off the ground. “You’re so big.”

I continued my slow penetration, giving her body time to adjust to my size. Her inner walls gripped me tightly, creating a delicious friction that made me groan with pleasure. When I was fully seated inside her, I paused, enjoying the sensation of being completely enveloped by my sister’s tight pussy. I twitched and throbbed, and I felt her muscles squeeze me in return. Then I pulled out, feeling the ring at the exit tightening along with the rest of her channel. Once only the crown remained I thrust forward again, the plunge feeling even better than the first.

I began to fuck her, making her gasp for every light smack while the pretty pink flush on her cheeks kept deepening. Her body responded beautifully, her hips rising to meet mine, making the penetration feel even better. Her mouth kept opening to the perfect ‘O’. And I leaned down to kiss her, her lips, smooth and warm against mine, my tongue exploring her mouth as my cock explored her depths.

“Noah,” she moaned against my lips. “You feel so good inside me.”

I broke the kiss to trail my lips down her neck, tasting the salt of her skin. My hands found her breasts, kneading the soft flesh and teasing her nipples. Each touch made her pussy clench around me, growing wetter with every passing moment.

“Your pussy feels amazing,” I whispered in her ear. “So tight and wet.”

She whimpered in response, her nails digging into my back. I increased my pace, driving deeper into her vagina. The sound of our bodies meeting, the wet slap of skin against skin, mingled with our heavy breathing and occasional moans.

I leaned back, seeing how my girth stretched her little kitty and how my erection came out soaked and wet after every thrust. I plunged it inside her, again and again, and for every penetration, it pushed me closer to my climax.

I felt her pussy getting wetter around me, her arousal coating my shaft and making each fuck smoother than the last.

“I’m getting close,” Delia gasped, her eyes wide with wonder. “I’ve never felt like this before.”

I could feel my own climax building, a pressure at the base of my spine that threatened to explode at any moment. But I held back, wanting us to reach that peak together.

I kept going, harder and harder, so the slap drowned out every sound around us, and our moaning rose to new heights. Delia moaned, her back arching off the ground, so her tits were almost pushed up to my face. “Noah! I’m going to—”

Her words dissolved into a series of gasps and moans as her orgasm washed over her. I felt her inner walls pulsating around my cock, squeezing me in the most delicious waves. The sensation was too much to bear, and as my climax approached, I focused intently on pleasure rather than fertility. I could feel the power Lysara had given me working through my body, directing my seed away from its natural purpose and toward pure sensation instead.

I exploded inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her incestuous channel. The intensity of it took my breath away, stars bursting behind my eyelids as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.

We clung to each other, trembling and gasping as our shared climax slowly subsided, but I kept slowly fucking her, my cock so sensitive and aware of her snug walls. I slowed down to a halt, but I remained inside her, unwilling to break our sex just yet. Her hands stroked my back lazily, and I peppered her face with kisses.

After a few moments, Delia giggled beneath me.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, smiling against her neck.

“It just felt so good,” she said, her voice filled with wonder. “To be loved by someone I love.”

“I love you too,” I whispered, stroking her hair. “More than I ever thought possible.”

“Your cum. I can feel it. It’s so warm,” Delia murmured, shifting slightly beneath me. Her fingers traced patterns on my back as she smiled up at me.

I kissed her forehead gently, still marveling at how natural this felt despite us being related.

“I’m glad Isla and I are friends now,” she said suddenly, her voice taking on a more serious tone. “That we can… share you.” She looked away, a hint of embarrassment coloring her cheeks. “I’ve always had a jealousy problem when it comes to her.”

I cupped her cheek, turning her face back toward mine. “Hey, you don’t need to be jealous. Not of Isla, not of anyone. You’re equally as pretty, just in different ways. Where she’s bold, you’re thoughtful. Where she’s fierce, you’re gentle. You complement each other.”

Delia’s eyes glistened. “You really think so?”

“I know so,” I assured her, leaning down to kiss her.

A sudden noise made us both freeze. We turned our heads simultaneously to see Mom standing a few feet away, arms crossed and a knowing smirk on her face.

Delia’s entire body tensed beneath me, her face flushing as pink as her pussy I was currently buried in. I felt a momentary panic, despite everything that had happened between us all since arriving on the island.

“I’m sorry,” I said quickly, still covering Delia’s naked body with mine. “We got… distracted. I’ll come with the water soon.”

Mom’s smirk deepened. “I didn’t mean to interrupt,” she said, her voice casual as if she’d caught us doing nothing more scandalous than skipping chores. “I just got a bit worried when you two took so long.”

I nodded and slowly pulled out of Delia, unable to hide the evidence of what we’d done. My cum immediately began to leak from her, a thick white stream against her pink flesh.

Delia scrambled to her feet, grabbing her bikini and slipping it on with trembling fingers. Then she moved to the river’s edge, kneeling down to wash herself in the pink water. I watched as she cupped handfuls of water between her legs, cleaning away the traces of our lovemaking.

After she’d cleaned herself, she carefully filled a large leaf with water, folding it to create a bowl. She passed Mom with blushing cheeks, unable to meet her eyes.

“I’ll hurry to Isla,” she mumbled, hurrying back toward our camp.

I quickly pulled on my shorts, acutely aware of Mom’s eyes on me. My heart was still racing from being with Delia, and now I felt a flush of embarrassment at being caught, though logically, I knew Mom had already seen and known about intimate moments between me and my siblings.

As I finished dressing, Mom approached me, her expression growing serious. “Noah,” she said, her voice low and measured, “I need to ask you something important. What happens if you get one of your sisters pregnant? Or both of them?”

I froze, the question hitting me like a bucket of cold water. “I… I won’t.”

“How can you be so sure?” Mom pressed, crossing her arms. “What you’re doing with your sisters, what we’re all doing, it feels wonderful, I know. But there are consequences. Real-world consequences that would follow us off this island. I want you to love them, to make them feel good, but I’m worried about children. That would complicate everything.”

I took a deep breath, gathering my thoughts. “I can control it, Mom. It’s part of Lysara’s gift.”

Mom raised an eyebrow, skepticism clear on her face. “Explain.”

“When I’m about to… finish,” I said, searching for the right words, “I can direct the energy. I can focus on pleasure rather than fertility. It’s like I can feel two different pathways, and I choose which one to follow. When I was with Delia just now, I made sure to focus only on pleasure.”

Mom studied my face carefully, looking for any sign of uncertainty. “And you’re absolutely sure about this? This isn’t just something you’re telling yourself to justify unprotected sex with your sisters?”

“I’m positive,” I said firmly. “I can feel it working. It’s as real as the fire I can create.”

After a long moment, Mom nodded slowly. “Alright. If you truly have that ability, then… it’s fine. Just be careful. This island has changed us all, but we still need to think about the future.”

“I understand,” I said, feeling relieved that she believed me. “And I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to take so long.”

Mom’s serious expression softened into a smile. “It’s okay. We’re in the wild after all. Normal rules don’t apply here.” She glanced back toward camp. “Though we should hurry with that water. Isla’s fever seems to be getting worse.”

I nodded, suddenly remembering why we’d come to the river in the first place. I quickly gathered several large leaves and formed them into bowls, filling them carefully with the pink water.

“Do you think it’s the bite?” I asked, concerned for Isla overriding everything else. “It looked pretty bad.”

“I’m not sure,” Mom admitted, helping me with the water. “But she’s definitely running a fever, and the area around the bite is getting more inflamed.”

We gathered the water-filled leaves and hurried back to camp, the urgency of Isla’s condition pressing on us. When we reached the statue of Arkatheon, I saw Delia kneeling beside Isla, helping her drink from one of the leaf-bowls we’d left earlier. The firelight cast dancing shadows across their faces, highlighting Isla’s feverish flush.

“Here’s more water,” I said, placing the makeshift containers nearby.

Isla’s eyes fluttered open at the sound of my voice. Despite her obvious discomfort, she smiled weakly. “What took you two so long?” she asked, her voice raspy.

Delia’s cheeks immediately flushed crimson. “Sorry,” she mumbled, avoiding Isla’s gaze.

“Sorry for what?” Isla asked, her eyebrows rising slightly. She took another small sip of water that Delia offered, then drew in a deep breath through her nose. Her eyes widened, and a knowing smile spread across her face. “You both smell like sex.”

Delia’s blush deepened as she busied herself with adjusting Isla’s makeshift pillow. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she muttered unconvincingly.

Isla giggled, the sound turning into a small cough. “I knew it,” she said once she’d recovered. “I told Mom you two would hook up if she left you alone.”

I glanced at Mom, who was arranging our sleeping area nearby, pretending not to hear this conversation, though I caught the smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“You should rest,” I said to Isla, trying to change the subject. “That bite isn’t getting any better.”

Isla nodded, her momentary amusement fading as another wave of discomfort passed over her face. “It hurts,” she admitted quietly.

“We should all get some sleep,” I suggested, looking around at my family. “Maybe things will look better in the morning.”

Everyone agreed. Mom spread out the large leaves we’d gathered to create a softer sleeping surface. We all began to undress for bed. I settled down in the middle, and Isla crawled in front of me, her back against my chest. Her skin felt too warm, concerning me further. Delia took position behind me, her breasts pressing against my back as she snuggled close. Mom completed our arrangement, curling protectively behind Delia.

As we lay together under the stars, I wrapped my arm around Isla’s waist, holding her securely against me. I could feel her heartbeat, slightly too rapid and her breathing shallow. I could sense the fever radiating from her body, making my concern deepen.

She nestled closer against me. Behind me, Delia’s breath was warm on my neck, her body still radiating contentment from our earlier intimacy. When we were all chained together, we slowly descended into a deep sleep.
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When I was dreaming, I was standing beside a crystal-clear lake. The air smelled of flowers and fruits, and it didn’t take me long before I recognized the lake. It was Lysara’s. The exact same one we’d visited earlier.

And she stood before me, more visible than in previous dreams. Her skin glowed with an inner light, and she was completely nude, her beautiful body on full display. Her hair flowed around her like liquid gold, moving in an invisible breeze, partly veiling her tits and also her sex.

“You’ve pleased me, Noah,” she said, her smile wide. “You’re learning to use your gifts well.”

She extended her hand, and I took it without hesitation. Her touch was warm, sending tingles of energy up my arm. She led me around the shore of the lake, the landscape shifting and changing around us.

“Your love for your siblings is beautiful,” she said, squeezing my hand. “The way you protect them, please them, and care for them… you are becoming the man I hoped you would be.”

“Thank you,” I said, uncertain how else to respond.

She stopped walking and turned to face me fully, her eyes, a swirling mixture of colors, boring into mine. “You are a loving, romantic, and protective brother. This pleases me greatly.”

Her approval sent a wave of warmth through me, though I wasn’t entirely sure why her opinion mattered so much. There was something about her, something that compelled me to want to earn her favor.

“I have another gift for you,” she said, her expression becoming more serious.

“Another gift?” I asked, remembering the fire and the sexual energy she’d already bestowed upon me.

“The gift of healing,” she said solemnly. “Your sister needs you now.”

“Isla? You know about her condition?”

Lysara nodded, her expression compassionate. “The bite she received … without intervention, the venom will spread.”

“Can I save her?” I asked urgently.

“With my gift, yes.”

“Where do these gifts come from?”

“When the gods fell, I inherited all their powers,” Lysara said, her voice taking on a deeper, more resonant quality. She moved closer, her luminous form gliding across the dreamscape. “I can make you as powerful as an allgod, Noah. A being with the combined strength of many deities.”

My heart raced at her words. “Why me? Why our family?”

Her lips curved into a mysterious smile. “Because you’ve proven yourself worthy. Your protection of your sisters, your love for your mother, your willingness to embrace the gifts I’ve given you.” She traced a finger along my jaw. “Your masculinity intrigues me. Your strength, your desire, and your passion for forbidden love.”

“And we can meet? In person?” I asked, hope rising in my chest. “Not just in dreams?”

I was about to ask how or when this meeting could happen, but Lysara giggled. She extended her palm toward me, and suddenly, a white-blue light appeared, hovering above her hand.

“This is the power of healing,” she whispered. “Take it, and save your sister.”

I reached out, and the light floated from her hand to mine. When it touched my skin, it spread like liquid fire through my veins, warm but not burning. I felt it settle somewhere deep inside me, joining the other powers she’d granted.

* * *

I gasped awake, my body jerking upright. Sunlight streamed through the jungle canopy, and I realized it was already morning. Sweat drenched my forehead, and I wiped it away with a trembling hand.

Mom and Delia knelt in front of me, their faces etched with concern.

“Thank God you’re okay,” Mom said, relief flooding her expression. “I was so worried. With Isla being so sick, I was afraid you might have caught whatever she has.”

Delia’s eyes were red-rimmed, and tear tracks were visible on her cheeks. She threw her arms around me, burying her face against my chest. “Isla’s bad, Noah. Really bad.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, returning Delia’s hug. “I had another one of those dreams about Lysara.”

Mom leaned forward, her expression intense. “Do you remember it?”

I started to shake my head, but fragments of the dream were coming back to me. “Not all of it, but… she gave me something.” I looked around our camp. “Where’s Isla?”

“Over there,” Mom pointed.

Isla lay a few feet away, her head propped up on a bag. Her normally vibrant face was pale and drawn, her breathing shallow. It hurt to see her like that. I moved quickly to her side and knelt down. She lay with her head propped up on a bag, her golden hair spread out. The contrast between her pale skin and her normally vibrant complexion was shocking. I leaned down and pressed my lips to her forehead, feeling the heat radiating from her skin.

“Hey, how are you feeling?” I asked, though I could already see the answer.

Isla’s eyes fluttered open, focusing on me with difficulty. “No good,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Everything hurts.”

I gently moved the covering from her leg to examine the bite. My stomach dropped. The redness had spread significantly, angry red streaks extending outward from the wound like spiderwebs. The center had turned an alarming purplish-black.

“This is bad,” Mom said, kneeling beside me. Her voice trembled slightly. “It’s so painful knowing we can’t do anything. We’re miles from any medical help.”

I stared at the wound, thinking hard about my dream. There was something important, something just beyond my grasp. I closed my eyes, focusing inward. I could sense the power Lysara had given me: the heat that allowed me to create fire, the ability to control fertility, and now something new, a cool, soothing energy that pulsed alongside the others.

“Mom,” I said slowly, opening my eyes. “I think I’ve figured something out. There’s a pattern with these dreams I’ve been having.”

“What kind of pattern?” Mom asked, her brow furrowing with concern.

“Every time I’ve been intimate with one of my sisters, or done something for them, Lysara appears in my dreams and gives me a gift.” I ran a hand through my hair, feeling awkward discussing this so openly, but knowing it was important. “After Isla and I were together, I got the fire power. After I saved Delia, I got fertility powers, and after Delia and I were together by the river, I had another dream. I think… I think she gave me the power to heal.”

Mom blinked rapidly, her eyes widening. “You’re right,” she said. “Every time you’ve had one of those weird dreams, it has corresponded with you being intimate with your sisters.”

Delia, who had been hovering anxiously nearby, moved closer. “If that’s true, can you use this power to help Isla?”

I looked down at my hands, then back to Isla’s feverish face. “I’ll try, but I’m not sure yet. I don’t exactly know how to use it.”

Isla broke into a violent coughing fit that shook her entire body. The sound was dry and painful, each cough seeming to drain more of her strength. It tore at my heart to see her suffering this way.

When the coughing subsided, Isla mumbled, “I feel really bad, Noah.” Her eyes were glassy with fever, unfocused and I knew we didn’t have much time.

I reached deep inside myself, searching for the healing power Lysara had given me. I closed my eyes, concentrating on the cool energy I’d sensed earlier. It was there, waiting to be used, like a reservoir of pure, restorative light.

The dream came back to me in vivid detail: Lysara’s glowing form, the white-blue light she’d passed to me, and her words about saving my sister. I knew what I had to do.

I leaned closer to Isla, taking her burning hand in mine. “Mom, I need you to undress her completely. The power needs to flow through her whole body,” I explained, somehow knowing this was true. “Her clothes will only get in the way.”

Mom didn’t question me. She quickly said, “Delia, help me.”

Together, they gently removed Isla’s sweat-soaked nightgown, revealing her feverish skin underneath. Mom carefully lifted Isla’s hips to slide off her bikini bottoms and then untied her bikini top. Delia supported Isla’s head, whispering reassurances as they worked.

Soon, Isla lay completely nude before us, her skin flushed with fever, and her breathing labored. The angry wound on her leg stood out in stark contrast to her pale skin.

“What now?” Mom asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“I need to touch her,” I said, positioning myself beside Isla’s prone form. “The energy needs direct contact to flow properly.”

I placed one hand on Isla’s forehead and the other over her heart. Her skin burned beneath my touch. I closed my eyes, concentrating on the cool, healing energy inside me. I visualized it flowing from my core, down my arms, and into my palms.

“Come on,” I whispered, willing the power to manifest.

At first, nothing happened. Doubt crept in, making me wonder if I’d misunderstood the dream. But then I remembered Lysara’s words. “Your love for your siblings is beautiful. The way you protect them, please them, care for them…”

I focused on my love for Isla, not just desire, but the deep, protective bond we shared. I thought about her smile, her laugh, and her fierce spirit. I couldn’t lose her.

Something shifted inside me. A tingling sensation spread through my hands, and when I opened my eyes, I saw a blue-white glow emanating from my palms.

“Oh my God,” Mom said, her hands fleeing to her mouth.

The light grew stronger, pulsing in rhythm with my heartbeat. I moved my hands, caressing Isla’s body with deliberate, gentle strokes. I traced the path of the venom from the bite on her leg up through her body, the light following my touch.

Isla slowly opened her eyes. “Noah?” she whispered, her voice stronger than before. “What’s happening?”

The blue-white light spread from my hands, enveloping her entire body in a glow. I felt the power flowing through me into her, purifying and healing as it went. The angry red streaks began to recede before our eyes, the dark center of the wound lightening and closing.

Color returned to Isla’s cheeks, the sickly pallor replaced by her natural, healthy glow. Her breathing deepened and steadied. The transformation was mind-blowing to witness.

“I can feel it,” she gasped, her eyes widening. “It’s like cool water flowing through me, washing away the pain.”

The light pulsed one final time, then slowly faded. I removed my hands, feeling drained but relieved. The bite mark on Isla’s leg had completely disappeared, leaving only smooth, unblemished skin.

Isla sat up suddenly. “I feel amazing,” she said, examining her leg where the wound had been. The angry red color was completely gone. “It’s like I was never bitten.”

I couldn’t contain myself. I reached out and pulled her into a tight hug, overwhelmed with relief. She hugged me back with equal fervor, her arms wrapping around me firmly.

“What did you do?” she asked against my shoulder, her voice filled with wonder.

“I loved you,” I said simply, the words feeling right. “That’s all.”

Isla pulled back slightly, her eyes meeting mine. A playful smile spread across her face. “That’s cute,” she said, touching my cheek gently.

I broke our embrace reluctantly, making room for Mom, who was waiting anxiously nearby. She immediately swooped in, gathering Isla in her arms and peppering her face with kisses.

“Oh my darling,” Mom said. “I was so worried. To see you smile again…” She couldn’t finish, too overcome.

After Mom had her fill, Delia took her turn, practically tackling her twin in an enthusiastic hug. The sisters held each other tightly, Delia’s shoulders shaking with relieved sobs.

“I feel so alive,” Isla declared when they finally separated. She stood up, seemingly unconcerned about her nudity, and stretched her arms above her head. “Better than ever. Like I could run a marathon or climb a mountain.”

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” Mom said, though she couldn’t hide her smile. “We should take it easy for a while.”

“So what do we do now?” Delia asked, looking around at our camp. “Should we continue exploring the island?”

Isla’s eyes lit up with excitement. “I’d love to go for a swim. Something to wind down and celebrate being better.”

“Me too,” Delia agreed eagerly.

I looked at my family, their faces bright with relief and excitement. Seeing Isla completely recovered felt like a miracle, and I couldn’t stop smiling.

“What about Lysara’s lake?” I said.

Mom turned to me. “You think you can find it with your heightened senses?”

“I think so,” I said.

“Well, lead the way then,” Isla said, quickly pulling on her bikini. She seemed eager to test her newly restored strength.

We gathered our belongings, along with the weapons, and I took the lead.

I could smell water in the distance, hear the subtle sounds of wildlife that others missed, and sense the subtle changes in terrain underfoot.

The jungle gradually thinned, and suddenly, we saw the statue of Lysara’s mother along with the lake in the background.

Isla didn’t wait for further discussion. She stripped off her clothes and ran toward the water, diving in with a joyful shout. Delia followed quickly, leaving her clothes in a pile on the shore. Their laughter echoed across the water as they splashed each other.

“Come on!” Isla called to us. “The water’s perfect!”

Mom and I exchanged glances, then smiled. We undressed and joined my sisters in the lake. The water was perfect, cool but not cold, silky against my skin. It seemed to wash away all the tension and fear of the past days.

We played like children, splashing each other and diving beneath the surface. Isla was particularly energetic, showing no signs of her recent brush with death. She dunked Delia repeatedly, their squeals of laughter filling the air.

As the afternoon wore on, the girls swam to the far side of the lake where a small waterfall cascaded down moss-covered rocks.

“We’re going to explore over there for a bit,” Isla called back to us, pointing toward the waterfall. “Girl time!”

“Don’t go too far,” Mom told them.

“We won’t,” Delia promised, following her sister.

Soon, Mom and I were alone in the lake. I swam closer to the shore where the water was calm and still.

“You look very handsome,” Mom said, swimming up beside me.

I glanced at her, her compliment warming my core. “Thank you.”

She reached out, her fingers trailing over my shoulder. “You’ve changed … You’re stronger now and more confident.”

“I feel different,” I said, watching her hand on my skin. “Like I’m becoming someone else.”

Mom’s eyes met mine, something intimate in her gaze. “Someone better, I think. The way you saved Isla today, and how you saved Delia earlier … I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“I couldn’t have done any of this without you,” I told her, my voice low. “The way you’ve held us together through everything. You’re amazing.”

She smiled. “Thank you … I raised a wonderful boy.”

“Maybe we should take some time for ourselves,” I suggested, surprising myself with my boldness. “Just the two of us. Isla and Delia are having their sister time. We could have our own…”

Mom looked toward the waterfall where my sisters had disappeared, then back to me. Her wet hair clung to her neck, water droplets glistening on her skin.

“That’s sweet of you, Noah,” she said a bit insecurely. “But I’m fine. I’m just an old woman, not young and beautiful like your sisters.”

I shook my head firmly, looking at her natural cleavage, her mature yet well-aged skin and her natural dark blonde hair. “That’s nonsense. You’re still incredibly beautiful.” Her face was like a mature version of Isla. She had those high cheekbones, plump lips and dimples deepened when she smiled.

Her eyes widened slightly. “You think so? Even after all these years?”

“Absolutely,” I said without hesitation. “You’re stunning. Age has only made you more beautiful.”

A genuine smile spread across her face, and I could see she was flattered by my words. She moved closer, placing a gentle kiss on my cheek. “Thank you,” she whispered against my skin. “That means more to me than you know.”

We swam back to shore together. As we reached the beach, Mom gave the bison pelt more attention.

She picked it up and examined it. “I could make us some proper clothes in the meantime.”

“With the little material we got?” I asked. After retiring from being a supermodel, she’d jumped into design, so this was her craft.

She nodded. “Primitive though, not designer clothes.”

I watched as Mom gathered the pelts and found a flat rock to use as a work surface. She began sorting through them, evaluating their size and quality.

“I’ll keep you company,” I offered, sitting beside her.

She smiled gratefully. “I’d like that.”

I watched as Mom got to work, using the knife to cut the garment and then using a needle and a thread from the first aid kit to sew it. Eventually, I noticed Mom wincing, her hand flying to her thigh.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, instantly concerned.

“Just a little pain,” she said, rubbing at her thigh muscle. “It must have come from when we were hunting.”

“Let me help,” I said, moving closer. “I think I can use my warmth to help with the pain … along with a massage.”

She smiled, not being able to resist. “If you want.”

“Anything for my dear mother.” I placed my hands gently on her thigh, calling forth the warm energy that Lysara had gifted me. Heat radiated from my palms, seeping into her skin. I began to massage the muscle, working out the knot I could feel beneath my fingers.

“Oh,” Mom said, sighing in relief. “That feels so warm and nice.”

As I continued the massage, I sensed a change in her. Her breathing quickened slightly, and a flush spread across her chest. The connection between us allowed me to feel her arousal building, much like I’d experienced with my sisters.

“Better?” I asked softly, my hands still moving in slow circles.

“Much better,” she murmured, her voice huskier than before. I kept massaging her. It didn’t only feel good for her, but also for me, seeing her pleased and feeling good. Her skin was smooth, and her thigh flared out perfectly. I felt privileged to be able to touch someone as gorgeous as her.

She opened her eyes, meeting mine with an intensity that made my heart race. “Noah, what you’re doing to me… it’s affecting me in ways I wasn’t expecting.”

I slowed my movements but didn’t stop. “I can tell. I can feel it somehow.”

She bit her lip, looking away. “I haven’t felt this way in years. So… alive. So aware of my body.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “So aroused.”

My heart pounded in my chest. “Would you want to… explore that feeling?”

Mom’s eyes snapped back to mine, wide with surprise. Then she sighed, shaking her head slowly. “I don’t know if I could cross that line, Noah. You’re my son. I raised you.” She reached out, touching my cheek gently. “But I can’t deny there’s something powerful happening between us all on this island.”

“I respect that,” I said, meaning it. “I would never pressure you.”

She smiled, her eyes soft with affection. “I know you wouldn’t. You’re a good man.”

I hesitated, then asked, “Could we at least sleep together tonight? Just to be close?”

Mom considered this for a moment. “If your sisters are okay with it. I don’t want to cause any jealousy or fighting between you all. This situation is complicated enough.”

I nodded, understanding her concern. Before I could respond, we heard laughter approaching from the lake.

Delia and Isla came running back, laughing and dripping wet. Isla held several ripe papayas while Delia clutched a bunch of mangoes.

“Look what we found!” Isla exclaimed, holding up papaya and mangoes.

I grinned. “Perfect timing. I was just getting hungry.”

“We should cook the bison meat,” Mom suggested, setting aside the pelts she’d been working with.

I nodded, standing up. “I’ll get a fire going.”

While the girls prepared the fruit, cutting it into chunks with a sharp stone, I gathered firewood and used my fire ability to light it. The flames caught immediately, crackling to life with barely any effort on my part. I was getting better at controlling it.

We skewered pieces of bison meat on sharpened sticks and held them over the fire. As the meat cooked, juices dripped into the flames, causing them to hiss and flare.

When the meat was done, we feasted. The bison was tender and flavorful, and the sweet fruit provided the perfect contrast. We ate until we were stuffed, the satisfaction of a good meal spreading through us.

As night fell, we prepared our sleeping area near the lake. Mom had arranged the pelts into comfortable bedding, and we settled down together.

“I want Mom to sleep in front of me tonight,” I said, patting the space beside me.

Isla frowned slightly. “Well, then I think Delia should sleep behind you. She deserves it.”

“That’s sweet of you,” Delia said, “but it wouldn’t be fair. I was the one who got to be close to Noah last night, and you were sick.”

“Girls,” Mom cut in, her voice gentle but firm, “don’t argue about who gets to be the most selfless. It’s sweet, but unnecessary.”

They both giggled, and I couldn’t help but join in.

“Fine,” Delia conceded. “I’ll sleep behind Noah since that was my position before.”

We arranged ourselves accordingly. Mom settled in front of me, her back to my chest and her gorgeous heart-shaped ass backed against my crotch. Delia pressed against my back, her arm draped over my waist. Isla curled up behind her sister.

I wrapped my arm around Mom’s waist, holding her close. Her skin was soft and warm against mine. Only the thin fabric of our underwear separated us, and I was acutely aware of her bare breasts just inches from my hand. It wasn’t just her breasts but also the way her full moon covered me, her warmth seeping to my cock.

“Are you comfortable?” I whispered. I was a bit unsure where to keep my hand since she’d told me earlier that she wasn’t prepared to cross that line yet.

Mom nodded, then reached for my hand. To my surprise, she guided it up to her breast. “It’s okay,” Mom whispered, her voice so quiet that only I could hear. “I want you to touch me.”

So it seemed like she’d changed her mind a bit. My hand trembled slightly as she pressed my palm firmly against her soft breast, but it was so big and round I could barely hold it all.

“Are you sure?” I whispered back.

She nodded, pressing back against me more firmly, making sure my cock nestled into her ass crack. “I’ve seen how happy you make your sisters. How you care for them. I want to feel that too.”

I cupped her breast gently, running my thumb across her areolas and peachy nipples. She shivered against me, a small sigh escaping her lips. I continued caressing her, marveling at how right it felt despite knowing it shouldn’t.

“Is this okay?” I asked, still unsure.

“More than okay,” she murmured, placing her hand over mine to encourage my movements. “It’s been so long since anyone touched me like this.”

I nuzzled against her neck, breathing in her scent as I continued to gently massage her breast. I sighed in relief, and I couldn’t ask for a better ending for this day than this. I kissed my mother’s neck and wished her sweet dreams. She just squeezed my hand in return.
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I awoke with a start, suddenly alert in the darkness. At first, I wasn’t sure what had roused me, but then I felt Mom’s body trembling against mine. Her breathing was ragged, coming in short, quiet gasps. My hand, still draped over her waist, was being guided lower by her own. In the dim moonlight filtering through the jungle canopy, I could see that her eyes were closed, her lips slightly parted, and her cheeks flushed as if … she were about to orgasm.

She was masturbating.

I remained perfectly still, feigning sleep while my body responded immediately to what was happening. My cock hardened instantly, pressing firmly against the curve of her ass. Mom’s fingers moved between her thighs in circles, occasionally brushing against my forearm. Her movements were subtle but unmistakable, her hips rocking gently against my groin.

The scent of her arousal reached me: sweet, musky, and primal. I breathed it in deeply, fighting the urge to press myself more firmly against her, and it took all my willpower not to reveal I was awake.

Her breathing quickened, her body tensing against mine. I felt her hot breath all over my hand, and also her core heating up. “Hmm,” she moaned. “A little bit more.”

I heard the squishy sound of fingers against wet flesh, imagining how she thrust her fingers in and out of her mature slit. The sweet, musky scent became even stronger, turning my wood into steel. Then she shuddered, a small whimper escaping her lips as she climaxed. The sound was so quiet I might have missed it if I hadn’t been so attuned to her every movement. Her body quivered through her release, her fingers finally stilling between her legs.

After a few moments, she sighed deeply in relief and satisfaction. With her honey-covered hand, she took mine, squeezing it gently before repositioning it back around her waist. Within minutes, her breathing evened out as she drifted back to sleep.

I remained awake for some time afterward, my erection throbbing painfully, my thoughts racing with what had just happened. Eventually, exhaustion won out, and I fell into a dreamless sleep.

* * *

Morning arrived with golden sunlight and the sound of birdsong. I woke to find myself still spooned against Mom, my morning erection pressing insistently against her backside. She stirred in my arms, turning slightly to look at me over her shoulder.

“Good morning,” she said. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yeah, I did,” I replied, making no move to adjust my position despite my obvious arousal. “How about you?”

“Very well. The sleep was deep.” Her voice had a satisfied quality to it, though she made no mention of what had happened during the night or of my current condition pressing against her.

Before we could say more, Isla and Delia began to stir behind us. Isla sat up first, stretching her arms overhead with a yawn.

“I’m starving,” she said. “Can we have more of that bison meat?”

“Good idea,” I said, moving away from Mom to sit up and quickly tucking my erection into the waistband. “I’ll get a fire going.”

We prepared breakfast together, roasting chunks of bison meat over the fire I started with my bare hands. The meat sizzled, and when it was done, we paired it with the remaining fruit from the previous day, creating a satisfying meal.

As we ate, I noticed Mom studying the mountain in the distance.

“What are you thinking?” I asked between fruit bites.

She gestured toward the peak with her mango. “I’m curious about what might be up there. We’ve explored the lake and some of the jungle, but we haven’t gone toward higher ground yet.”

“That’s a great idea,” Isla said with a wide smile. “We might get a better view of the whole island from up there.”

I nodded, considering the idea. “We could do some exploring after breakfast. Not all the way to the top, but at least start in that direction.”

“I’d like that,” Mom said, smiling at me.

After finishing our meal and gathering our enhanced weapons and knives, we set off toward the mountain. The terrain gradually became steeper as we hiked, the jungle thinning out to reveal more rocky ground. Despite the incline, we all maintained a good pace, our bodies seemingly stronger and more energized than before we arrived on the island.

About an hour into our climb, Delia spotted something interesting. “Look over there,” she said, pointing to a dark opening in the mountainside partially hidden by vegetation. “Is that a cave?”

We approached cautiously. Sure enough, there was a wide entrance carved into the limestone face of the mountain, almost completely concealed by thick vines and moss.

“Should we check it out?” Isla asked, already moving toward the opening.

Mom looked unsure. “I don’t know. Caves can be dangerous.”

“I’ll go first,” I said. “If it seems unsafe, we can turn back.”

I pushed aside the curtain of vines and stepped into the cave entrance. The temperature difference was immediate. There was cool, damp air washing over my skin. As my eyes adjusted to the dimmer light, I was surprised by what I saw.

“It’s beautiful in here,” I said back to the others. “And there seems to be enough light to see.”

The cave was more spectacular than I’d expected. The limestone walls glistened with moisture, creating an ethereal, magical atmosphere. Small openings in the ceiling allowed shafts of sunlight to penetrate, illuminating the interior with natural light. The floor was relatively smooth, with just a few scattered rocks and stalagmites to navigate around.

Mom, Isla, and Delia followed me inside, their expressions mirroring my own awe.

“This is beautiful,” Mom said, looking up at the cathedral-like ceiling.

While Mom and I examined the walls, Isla and Delia had moved ahead, their voices echoing through the cavern.

“Come on, slowpokes!” Isla called back, her laughter bouncing off the walls.

“Yeah, you’re missing the best part!” Delia added.

I took Mom’s hand and we followed their voices deeper into the cave. The twins had stopped about twenty feet ahead, standing close together and pointing at something on the wall.

“Look at this,” Isla said, barely containing her giggles.

“It’s so detailed,” Delia whispered, nudging her sister playfully.

As we approached, I saw what had captured their attention. Carved into the pinkish stone was an elaborate relief depicting Lysara. She was completely nude, her body rendered in detail. One hand was between her legs, fingers splayed in an unmistakable gesture of self-loving. Her head was thrown back, mouth open in pleasure.

“Wow,” I said, taking in the explicit artwork.

“That’s not all,” Isla said, pointing to another section of the wall. “Look.”

Next to the image of Lysara was another carving, this one showing what appeared to be her parents. They were locked in an intimate embrace, the male figure mounted behind the female in a primal mating position.

“These carvings must be thousands of years old,” Mom said, her voice filled with wonder as she traced the outlines with her fingertips. “But they look like they could have been made yesterday.”

“Do you think people worshipped Lysara by having sex?” Delia asked, her cheeks flushing slightly.

Before I could answer, a low rumble echoed through the cave. We all froze, looking at each other with wide eyes.

“What was that?” Isla whispered, grabbing Delia’s arm.

The rumbling grew louder, and small pebbles began to rain down from the ceiling. The ground beneath our feet trembled.

“Earthquake!” I shouted. “We need to get out of here!”

We turned to run, but the trembling intensified. The entire cave shook violently, and a deep, groaning sound filled the air. My heart hammered in my chest as I grabbed Mom’s hand.

“This way!” I shouted to my sisters, pointing toward the entrance.

We’d barely taken three steps when a deafening crack split the air above us. I looked up to see massive chunks of stone breaking free from the ceiling.

“Look out!” I screamed, pulling Mom backward.

A thunderous crash drowned my voice as tons of rock collapsed between us and my sisters. I threw myself over Mom, covering her body with mine as debris rained down around us. Dust billowed up, choking the air and stinging my eyes.

“Isla! Delia!” I called out when the initial collapse had stopped, but all I heard was the continued rumbling and the sound of smaller rocks still falling.

“Noah!” Their voices came from the other side of the rockfall, muffled but audible. “Noah, Mom, are you okay?”

“We’re alive!” I shouted back, my voice hoarse from the dust. “Are you two hurt?”

I could barely make out their response through the wall of rubble. “We’re fine! Just scared!”

Mom coughed beside me, pushing herself to a sitting position. Her face was streaked with dirt, her eyes wide with fear. “Girls?”

“We’re okay, Mom!”

“We’ll find another way out and come back for you!” I called out, trying to sound more confident than I felt.

I helped Mom to her feet, checking her for injuries. She seemed shaken but unhurt.

“What do we do now?” she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

I glanced around, squinting through the settling dust. The way back to the entrance was completely blocked by the rockslide, but the tunnel continued deeper into the mountain.

“We need to find another exit,” I said, summoning a small flame in my palm. The fire cast shadows on the cave walls, illuminating our path forward. “Come on, this way.”

I took Mom’s hand, guiding her deeper into the cave. The tunnel narrowed in places, forcing us to walk single file, but it remained passable. The warm walls radiated heat against our skin, a strange comfort in our precarious situation.

“Do you think the girls will be okay?” Mom asked as we navigated around a cluster of stalagmites.

“They’re smart and resourceful,” I said. “They’ll either wait for us or find their own way out.”

After walking for about ten minutes, we reached what appeared to be a dead end. The tunnel opened into a small chamber with no visible exits. I raised my flame higher, illuminating the space completely.

“Damn it,” I muttered, frustration building in my chest.

Mom squeezed my shoulder reassuringly. “Don’t worry. We’ll find another way.”

As I swept my flame across the chamber again, something caught my eye on the far wall. I moved closer, examining what appeared to be another series of carvings. These were different from the ones we’d seen before. They were more explicit and more intimate.

“Noah, look at this,” Mom said, her voice filled with wonder as she pointed to one particular carving.

I raised my flame higher, illuminating the scene in full detail. The relief depicted a woman lying on her back while a younger female straddled her face in the opposite direction, their mouths pressed to each other’s most intimate areas. The carving was incredibly detailed, showing the ecstasy on both women’s faces.

“Do you think that’s … Lysara and her mother?” Mom asked, her fingers tracing the outline of the figures.

I studied the carving carefully, noting the similarities to the statue we’d seen by the lake. “I think so. The younger one has the same features as Lysara from the other carvings.”

Mom nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving the explicit image. “The worship of fertility and pleasure must have been central to their culture.”

A cold draft suddenly whipped through the chamber, making me shiver despite my internal heat. Mom wrapped her arms around herself, her teeth chattering slightly.

“It’s cool in here,” she said, rubbing her bare arms.

“Let me help,” I said, putting my arm around her shoulders. I concentrated on my heating power, allowing warmth to flow from my body into hers.

Mom sighed in relief, leaning into the touch. “That feels wonderful,” she murmured, pressing closer to my side. “Thank you, Noah.”

We found a pair of relatively flat rocks and sat down, still huddled together. Mom’s expression grew distant, her brow furrowing with worry.

“I hope the girls will be fine. At least they have the meat.”

“We’ll get out of here,” I promised. “We just need to rest and gather our strength first.”

Mom leaned her head against my shoulder, and we sat in comfortable silence, holding onto each other as time passed. The warmth from my body enveloped her, and I could feel her gradually relaxing against me.

Eventually, Mom straightened up slightly. “I’m getting hungry,” she admitted. “Even though I’m warm and comfortable next to you.”

“Luckily, I’m fine for now,” I said, although I felt bad about my mother. Then I remembered how I’d fed my sisters earlier. “Maybe I could help with your hunger.”

“How?” she asked.

“You were the one who suggested this earlier when Delia and Isla were also hungry.”

“Oh … You’re thinking about your semen?”

I looked into her eyes, and she was opening up to the idea. I nodded. “If you want to. I’m not against it.”

“Will you let me?”

My cock hardened instantly at the suggestion, straining against my shorts. “Yes,” I said, barely able to believe what was happening. “Of course I’ll let you.”

Mom smiled, her expression turning playful despite the seriousness of the moment. “Will you even be hard for your mother?” she teased, though I could hear the genuine question beneath her words.

I couldn’t help but chuckle, relieved by her lightening the moment. “You’ve always turned me on,” I said. “Even before we came to this island. I just never let myself acknowledge it.”

“I’m forty-six though.”

“And you still look like a goddess.”

Her eyes widened at my compliment, and a flush spread across her cheeks. “Alright, time to take care of my son.” She moved to kneel in front of me, her expression eager and hungry. Her hands reached for the waistband of my ragged shorts, tugging them down along with my underwear. My erection sprang free, fully hard and throbbing with pearly precum at the slit.

“Oh my,” she whispered, her eyes fixed on my cock. “You’re so thick and beautiful.” Her fingers wrapped around the shaft, stroking experimentally. “I can’t believe I made this.”

I chuckled. “It’s all yours now,” I told her, feeling the taboo intensity.

Licking her lips, she leaned forward. “Here goes …” She opened wide and welcomed me into her mouth. The wet heat of her lips closing around me pulled a groan from deep in my chest. It wasn’t just her oral vagina, or how sexy she looked in that torn summer dress with a cleavage fully visible. She was my mother on her knees for me, and the fact itself made me thrust my hips upward. With her lips stretched, she looked up, maintaining eye contact as she slid me deeper, making slobbering and sucking sounds on her way.

“God, Mom,” I said, unable to look away from the sight of her lips stretched around my cock.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes locked with mine as she came off my wet erection. “Is this okay? Does it feel good?”

“Yes,” I said, my voice hoarse with desire. “It feels like a dream come true.”

She smiled before taking me back into her mouth, this time deeper and more hungrily. There was something wild in her eyes, something primal and needy. She worked her lips and tongue like a pro, taking me all the way to the back of her throat, squeezing a little, before pulling back, only to repeat the process. Once she came off for a breath, she swirled her tongue erotically over the crown, letting spit dribble down my shaft before she gobbled up my cock again.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the sight of my own mother on her knees, pleasuring me so enthusiastically. The taboo nature of what we were doing only heightened my arousal, and from the flush spreading across her chest and the small moans vibrating around my cock, I could tell she felt the same way.

“The fact that you’re my son,” she whispered during a brief pause, her hand still working my shaft while I felt her hot breath on the crown, “makes this so much more intense. So much more satisfying.”

“I know,” I said, my breathing already deeper.

“I love it when your cock twitches,” she said, licking around the shaft and gently pressing her tongue against it for optimal friction.

“Keep going,” I urged her, my fingers threading through her dark blonde hair. “It feels amazing, like a pussy but better.”

She smiled at my words and returned to her task. I felt every inch of her warm, wet mouth enveloping me, her tongue dancing along my length. When she took me deep, I could feel her throat contracting around my tip, her hot breath tickling the base when she pressed her nose against my skin.

“Geez, I can’t believe you’re deep throating me,” I said, seeing how her throat bulged and her eyes became moist. Through our connection, I sensed her growing arousal. Her thighs pressed together, seeking friction as she pleasured me. The knowledge that she was getting turned on by having me in her mouth made everything even more intense, if that was even possible.

I looked down into her beautiful hazel eyes, so similar to Isla’s, and cupped her neck gently in my palm. The tenderness of the gesture seemed to affect her deeply, and she moaned around my cock, sucking harder.

“Mom, I’m getting close,” I said, feeling the pressure building.

She didn’t pull away. Instead, she bobbed her head rapidly, her cheeks hollowing as she created more suction. Her eyes never left mine, communicating her desire for me to finish in her mouth. She emitted these hot slobbering sounds for every bob, making sure her lips squeezed perfectly at the tip. I started raising my pelvis, desperate for more of her oral friction. She knew I was coming as she resorted to only using her mouth while her hands were on my knees. I kept thrusting upward, moaning louder as it felt like my eyes rolled to the back of my skull. Then I opened and looked down. I wasn’t dreaming. I was aware of every inch of her wet, hot mouth.

“Oh, Mom.” On the next downward stroke, my orgasm hit me hard. I groaned loudly as pleasure coursed through my body, my hips bucking involuntarily. Mom didn’t even blink, swallowing every incestuous jet with a moan of satisfaction that vibrated through my shaft. She resorted to micro-bobbing her head, as if she knew my cock became sensitive after a climax, just milking the pleasure and also the cum.

When the last waves of pleasure subsided, she slowly released me with an audible pop. She kept her hand wrapped around me, giving a few final strokes that coaxed the last pearly drops from my tip. She caught them on her outstretched tongue, letting me watch as the white fluid landed there before she closed her mouth and swallowed with a satisfied smile.

“That was delicious,” she said, wiping her lips with her thumb. “I feel so much better already.”

I stared at her in amazement. There was a radiant glow that seemed to emanate from within. Her eyes sparkled with optimism, her posture more relaxed yet somehow more powerful.

“How did that feel?” she asked, her voice husky and satisfied as she moved to sit beside me again.

I grinned, feeling playful despite our dire situation. “That was like a dream come true. You know, you should really teach your daughters that technique sometime.”

She giggled, a sound I hadn’t heard from her in years, and cuddled up against my side. Her body felt warm and soft pressed against mine, her head resting comfortably on my shoulder.

“Thank you for being brave enough to let us take this step,” she whispered, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. “I know it couldn’t have been easy crossing this line with your own mother.”

“It’s fine,” I assured her, wrapping my arm around her shoulders. “More than fine.”

As we sat together in the dim light of the cave, I let my hand wander down to caress her thigh. The skin there was soft and warm, and I could sense her arousal building again through our connection.

“Mom,” I said, “I can feel how aroused you are.” My fingers traced higher on her inner thigh, feeling her heat. “Would it be okay if I went down on you? I think it might help with my thirst too.”

She looked at me with wide, lustful eyes. “I’m really horny,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “And yes, I’d love that.”

“I’m waiting for you,” I reminded her.

“Give mommy a second,” she said with a grin. Without hesitation, she stood and removed the few clothes she had on: her torn dress falling away, followed by her panties and bra. In moments, she stood completely nude before me.

She sat back down on the smooth stone surface and slowly spread her legs, revealing herself to me fully. I moved to position myself between her thighs, taking in the sight of her most intimate area. Her mature pussy was a work of art: dark pink folds glistening with moisture, framed by a neatly trimmed patch of dark blonde hair on her mound. The contrast between her tan lines and the paler skin of her most private areas was incredibly erotic. The labia itself was puffy and opened up like a blooming flower, and her clit was slightly hidden.

I lowered my head, drawn to her by an irresistible hunger. My first taste of her was like a dream: sweet, tangy and uniquely her. I licked her pink flesh slowly, enjoying every moment, and every inch of her wet sex. Her scent filled my nostrils, primal and feminine, driving me wild and making me horny again.

“Oh, my son,” she moaned, her fingers threading through my hair, guiding me to where she needed me most. I slipped a finger inside her wet pussy, groaning at how tight and hot she felt around me. As I curled my finger upward, finding a spot that made her gasp, I couldn’t help imagining what it would be like to push my cock inside her instead.

I worked my finger in and out while my tongue circled her clit, alternating between gentle licks and kisses. Her taste was addictive, making me hungry for more. I added a second finger, stretching her gently as I continued to pleasure her with my mouth.

“Yes, right there,” she said, her hips rising to meet my mouth. “Don’t stop, baby. Please don’t stop.”

I had no intention of stopping. Her pleasure was my only focus as I sucked her clit between my lips, my fingers pumping steadily inside her. I could feel her inner walls beginning to pulse around my fingers, her thighs trembling on either side of my head. Her legs then started closing around my head, and her hands kept pushing me against her sex. I breathed in her scent while tasting her with my mouth. Gosh, my mother tasted as sweet as a fruit. Pulling out my fingers, I licked them one by one. Then I pressed my tongue flat against her and trailed it up to her clit.

“Oh, I love that!” she said, her thighs trembling.

I kept going, kissing, licking and worshipping her pussy. And she kept pressing my face against her till I felt how her body stiffened. She came, and she cried out loudly on top of it, her voice echoing through the cave as she gripped my hair almost painfully. Her body shook with the force of her orgasm, wetness flooding my fingers and mouth as I continued to lick and stroke her through the waves of pleasure.

Only when she gently pushed my head away, too sensitive to take any more, did I finally stop. I moved up to hold her, wrapping my arms around her trembling body to keep her warm. She nestled against me, her breathing gradually slowing to normal.

“That was fantastic,” she whispered against my chest. “I haven’t come that hard in years.”

“I’m glad … I did it for you,” I said.

We stayed like that for several minutes, our bodies pressed together in comfortable silence. Eventually, she stirred and sat up.

“I should check on the girls,” she said, her voice tinged with concern. “I’m getting tired, and I want to make sure they’re okay before we try to rest.”

She stood and then walked nude to the tumbled stones that separated us from my sisters. I watched as she pressed her hands against the rocks, noticing her wetness lining the insides of her thighs.

“Isla? Delia?” she called out, her voice strong despite her recent climax. “Are you girls okay?”

Their voices came through faintly from the other side. “We’re fine, Mom! We ate some meat. But it’s starting to get dark in here!”

“Just hang on,” she reassured them. “We’ll figure out how to get you out tomorrow. Try to get some sleep if you can. We’re not far away.”

After a few more reassurances, Mom returned to where I sat. She looked drained but relieved.

“At least they’re not hungry,” she said, sinking down beside me.

I nodded, then suddenly remembered something important. “Mom, I think I might know how to get us out of here.”

She looked at me questioningly. “What do you mean?”

I took a deep breath, gathering my thoughts. “Do you remember how I told you earlier that every time I’ve been intimate with my sisters, or done something for them … Lysara has always appeared afterward, giving me a gift?”

Mom’s eyes widened with interest. “I do remember.”

I looked at her a bit longer before it clicked.

“So you think if we had sex, actual intercourse, you might receive more power? Something that could help us escape?”

“It’s worth a try,” I said, my heart racing at the suggestion. “We’ve already crossed a line. This would just be taking it a step further.”

Mom studied my face, her hazel eyes searching mine. “Do you want to? With me, I mean?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “I’ve wanted to since before we even came to this island.”

A slow smile spread across her face. “I want to as well. I’ve been fighting these feelings for so long, Noah. I know I told you earlier I didn’t want to cross that line since you’re my son, but maybe this island is giving us permission to stop fighting.”

“I think you’re right,” I said, feeling the heat between us.

She moved closer, and I marveled at how beautiful she was, even in this dim cave with dirt smudged on her cheek and her hair tangled from our ordeal. The soft curves of her body, the fullness of her lips, and her femininity … everything about her was captivating.

“You’re so gorgeous,” I whispered, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face. “The most beautiful woman I’ve ever known.”

Mom bit her lower lip, a girlish gesture that sent heat straight to my groin. “God, you make me feel like a horny teenager again,” she said with a laugh. “I haven’t felt this way in decades.”

I pulled her to me then, our lips meeting in a kiss that started gently but quickly grew more passionate. This wasn’t the tentative exploration of our earlier intimacy; this was filled with lust. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, dancing with mine as her hands roamed across my chest and shoulders.

I cupped her naked breast, feeling her nipple and areola against my palm. She moaned into my mouth, pressing herself more firmly against my hand, wanting me to touch her. The heat between us was building rapidly, my cock hardening again despite having just come in her mouth not long ago.

She came off my lips, her eyes trailing down to my ragged shorts. Mom bit her lower lip again and reached for my shorts.

I helped her remove them, and she wasted no time straddling my thighs. Her eyes locked with mine as she guided my cock to her pussy, rubbing the head up and down her slick folds with a mischievous grin that made my heart race.

“Are you ready?” she whispered, her pussy hovering over my cock.

“Go for it,” I groaned, gripping her hips.

She sank down onto me in one slow motion, taking me completely inside her till her pussy pressed against my base. We both moaned at the sensation, and when my cock tried to twitch and throb inside her, her walls hugged me tighter, leaving nothing else besides penetration.

“Oh my god,” she said, adjusting to my size. “You feel so good inside me.”

I was speechless as my eyes swept over her, focusing on her pussy and how it stretched around my bottom girth. She began to rock her hips, slowly at first, then with increasing confidence. Her hips rose and fell in a steady rhythm, her breasts bouncing tantalizingly in front of my face. As she rode me, I fondled and groped her tits lewdly, squeezing and sinking my fingers into them. It made her ride me even harder, our flesh starting to slap.

“You’re wild,” I murmured against her rack, my hands sliding to her hips and guiding her movements.

She laughed, the sound vibrating through both our bodies. “I’m just horny,” she corrected, grinding herself against me. “So, so horny.”

After a few more minutes of her riding me, I felt the urge to change positions. “Can we try doggy?” I asked. “You have a beautiful ass I’d love to see.”

“I’d love that,” she replied eagerly. “You can penetrate me so deeply that way.”

She came off my cock, which bobbed back and forth and glistened with my mother’s honey. We separated momentarily as she positioned herself on her hands and knees. I moved behind her, taking a moment to appreciate the heart-shaped perfection of her ass, so flawless it even gleamed in the dark. The rosebud was visible in the crack, followed by hints of her well-fucked pussy beneath. There wasn’t a single wrinkle, just smooth, mature flesh ready to be enjoyed.

“You’re gorgeous,” I told her, running my hands over the smooth curves. “Your ass is a work of art.”

“Better than my daughters?”

“Way better.”

She wiggled it playfully, glancing back at me over her shoulder. “Don’t keep me waiting.”

I lined myself up, rubbing the head along her folds, touching her rosebud for a sec before pushing it into her slit. I slid into her mature pussy with a groan of satisfaction, and she gripped me all the way till my pelvis was pressed against her ass. I began thrusting steadily, my hands gripping her hips as I built up a rhythm that made the slap sounds rise.

“Yes, Noah,” she moaned, pushing back to meet each thrust. “Just like that, baby.”

Her enthusiasm drove me wild. I fucked my mother harder, watching in fascination as my cock disappeared into her again and again. The wet sounds of our coupling echoed through the cave, mixing with our moans and the slapping of skin against skin. I also had a beautiful view of her pussy gripping me as I thrust back, seeing the sweet pink flesh wrapped around my cock before I sent it back inside the same depths I once came from.

She arched her back perfectly, her golden hair spilled over her back as her moans kept rising. After several minutes, Mom looked over her shoulder at me. “I want to ride you again,” she panted. “I want to look in your eyes when you come.”

We shifted positions once more, and I sat back against the cave wall as she straddled me, her eyes never leaving mine as she positioned herself over my cock. With slowness, she sank down, enveloping me completely. It was something out of an erotic dream: her warm wetness gripping me tightly, her weight on my thighs, and her breasts swaying inches from my face.

“You feel so good inside me,” she whispered, beginning to rock her hips. “I can’t believe we waited this long for some mother-son sex.”

I gripped her waist, guiding her movements as she rode me. Her pace quickened, her breathing growing more ragged with each rise and fall. I leaned forward, capturing her lips with mine. Our tongues danced together as our bodies moved in perfect rhythm.

The pressure built inside me, a tingling sensation spreading from the base of my spine with every stroke of her pussy. “Mom, I’m close,” I gasped against her lips.

“Come inside me … raw,” she urged, grinding down harder. “I want to feel it.”

Our kiss deepened, becoming almost desperate as my orgasm approached. I could barely focus on her lips as her pussy took me to heaven. When it hit, I moaned into her mouth, my hips bucking upward as I emptied myself inside her. I thought of pleasure instead of fertility, and wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, more intense than anything I’d ever felt before, as I looked my mother in the eyes.

Mom continued to ride me through my climax, her inner walls squeezing around me, milking every last drop and her hips rocking perfectly. Finally, she slowed to a stop, our foreheads pressed together as we caught our breath, my sex still inside hers.

When she carefully lifted herself off me, we both looked down at the mess between us. Thick white cum dripped from between her legs, far more than seemed possible.

“My god,” she said, touching the buttermilk with curious fingers. “I’ve never felt a load like that before. There’s so much of it.”

I couldn’t help but grin, still riding the high of my orgasm. “That was fantastic,” I told her, pulling her close for another kiss. “You fuck like a goddess.”

She giggled, clearly pleased by the compliment. “I have more experience than the girls,” she said, cuddling against my side.

We cleaned up as best we could with what we had, then settled down together on the cave floor. I folded my quiver to create a makeshift pillow for us, and we pulled a section of the animal pelt over us like a blanket. The cave had grown darker, but I could still make out the contours of her face as she nestled against me.

“Do you think you’ll dream about Lysara tonight?” Mom asked, her voice low in the darkness.

I tightened my arm around her. “I hope so.”

Mom turned her face toward mine, her features barely visible in the dim light. “I hope so too. For all of us.”

We shared a gentle kiss, her lips soft against mine. It felt natural now, this new intimacy between us.

“Goodnight, Noah,” she whispered.

“Goodnight, Mom.”

We drifted off to sleep, our bodies entwined on the hard cave floor.








  
  
  Chapter 10

  
  




As I dreamed, I found myself by the lake again, the water’s surface shimmering with a godlike glow. Lysara sat at the water’s edge, her legs tucked beneath her, looking almost innocent in the moonlight. When she saw me, she smiled and beckoned me closer with a wave of her hand.

I approached cautiously, the details of my surroundings shifting and blurring as they often do in dreams. Her form was the only constant, sharp and clear against the hazy backdrop.

“You’ve done well, Noah,” she said, her voice like music on the night air. “You’ve been there for your siblings, protecting them, pleasing them.” Her smile widened. “And finally, making love to your mother. I loved watching that.”

Heat rushed to my face. “It felt good,” I admitted. “Better than I ever imagined.”

“Of course it did,” Lysara laughed, the sound like crystal bells. “The more women you please, the stronger you’ll become. And eventually, hopefully, we can meet in person.”

I frowned, confusion washing over me. “How would that be possible? I’m stuck on this island with only my family.”

Lysara giggled, covering her mouth with her fingers. “Oh, sweet Noah. I have the power to summon others as well. Did you think your family arrived here by accident?”

The implication hit me like a physical blow. “Did you summon us from the start? The storm, the shipwreck … was that all you?”

Her eyes twinkled with mischief. “You’re smart enough to figure that out,” she said, rising to her feet. “For now, I have another gift for you. You’ve earned it.”

She extended her arms toward me, and a strange golden light began to flow around her hands, growing in intensity until it looked like she was holding twin suns.

“I give you the power of strength,” she declared. “Use it wisely.”

When she touched me, the light flowed from her hands into my body. It coursed through my veins like liquid fire, searing yet somehow pleasurable. I felt my muscles expanding, my body changing as the power took hold.

* * *

Suddenly, I woke with a gasp, my entire body tingling with energy. Mom was sitting next to me, her face etched with concern. “Noah?” Mom asked, touching my shoulder gently. “How are you feeling?”

I drew in a deep breath, my entire body humming with new energy. “I saw her again, Mom. Lysara. She came to me in my dreams.”

“What happened?” Mom leaned closer, her eyes searching mine.

“She gifted me power … Strength.” I sat up straighter, the strange energy still coursing through me. “She said I earned it … but I don’t remember the rest.”

“That’s fine. Maybe you’ll remember later.” Mom nodded, a knowing smile spreading across her face. “Look at yourself. You’re even more muscular than before.”

I glanced down at my arms, shocked to see prominent veins snaking across my biceps and forearms. Every muscle was defined, chiseled as if sculpted from stone. I flexed experimentally, watching the muscle bunch and ripple under my skin.

“Whoa,” I whispered in awe, running my fingers over the new contours of my chest. I rose to my feet and immediately noticed the difference in my perspective. The cave ceiling seemed closer, and Mom looked smaller sitting on the ground. I’d grown taller.

Mom stood as well, her head now reaching my neck. She looked up at me with undisguised awe in her eyes.

“My god, Noah,” she said, reaching up to touch my face. “You’re magnificent.”

She wrapped her arms around my waist, hugging me tightly. I embraced her in return, marveling at how small and delicate she felt against my new frame. When we pulled apart, our eyes locked, and I saw something more than maternal pride in her gaze: desire, admiration, and wonder.

“Before we go find the girls,” she said, her fingers tracing the lines of my abs, “I just want to say that the sex felt amazing. Better than anything I’ve experienced before.”

I smiled, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “I agree. It was incredible.”

Her touch lingered on my chest for a moment longer before she stepped back. “We should try to move those rocks and find your sisters.”

I nodded and approached the pile of rubble blocking our path. What had seemed like an insurmountable barrier now looked like a minor obstacle. I placed my hands against the largest boulder, easily the size of a small car, and pushed. To my amazement, it moved with barely any resistance.

Grinning, I gripped the massive rock and lifted it completely off the ground. It felt like it weighed no more than a pillow in my hands. With a laugh of pure joy, I hurled it aside, watching it crash against the far wall of the cave.

“That’s incredible,” Mom gasped, her eyes wide.

I turned my attention to the next boulder, then the next, tossing them aside effortlessly until I’d cleared a path large enough for us to walk through. Dust and smaller rocks continued to rain down, but the route was passable.

As the last of the debris cleared, I spotted Isla and Delia huddled together on the other side. Their faces lit up when they saw me, eyes widening in surprise.

“Noah!” they cried in unison, rushing toward us. They threw their arms around me, clinging tightly.

“We started getting scared,” Isla said against my chest. “We thought we might be trapped forever.”

Delia nodded vigorously. “The cave kept making these awful groaning sounds. We were afraid more rocks would fall.”

I held them both close, amazed at how small they felt in my embrace. “It’s okay. You’re safe now.”

They stepped back after a moment, finally taking in my transformed appearance. Isla’s mouth dropped open, and Delia circled me with wide, curious eyes.

“What the hell happened to you?” Isla asked, reaching out to touch my arm. “You’re taller … and your arms and chest …”

“You’re hot,” Delia added, craning her neck to look up at me. “Like, really hot.”

I ran a hand through my hair, feeling somewhat self-conscious under their scrutiny. “Lysara visited me in my dream last night. She gifted me with strength.” I flexed my arm, watching the muscle bulge impressively. “The dream’s a bit vague though. I don’t remember everything she said.”

“Did she say why?” Delia asked, her fingers tracing the new contours of my bicep.

I shook my head. “Not specifically. Just that I’d earned it.”

“Well, I’m not complaining,” Isla said with a playful smile, squeezing my arm. “You look amazing.”

Mom stepped forward, placing a hand on my shoulder. “His new strength is how we got through to you. He moved those boulders like they were made of styrofoam.”

“Can you show us?” Isla asked eagerly.

I nodded, turning to a boulder about the size of a refrigerator that still partially blocked our path. I gripped it with both hands, lifted it over my head with barely any effort, and threw it several yards down the tunnel. It crashed against the cave floor, breaking into smaller chunks.

“That’s amazing,” Delia whispered, her eyes wide with awe.

“Wow,” Isla said, her attention suddenly shifting from my display of strength to our mother. “Mom, you look… different.”

Mom’s cheeks flushed as she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. There was indeed something different about her. Her skin seemed to shimmer slightly, her eyes brighter than before.

Delia tilted her head, studying Mom with narrowed eyes. Then her mouth formed a perfect “O” of realization. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “You two had sex, didn’t you?”

I felt heat rush to my face, but Mom just smiled, completely unembarrassed. “Yes, we did,” she admitted, reaching for my hand and squeezing it. “Last night.”

Isla squealed and clapped her hands together. “I knew it! That’s why you both look so… satisfied.”

“And why Mom’s radiating light,” Delia added with a giggle. She walked over and hugged Mom. “You deserved some love too. It’s only fair.”

“Thank you, sweetie,” Mom said, kissing Delia’s forehead. “I have the best son in the world, and you have the best brother.”

“That’s true,” Delia said.

“So what’s the plan now?” Isla asked, looking between us. “Stay in this cave or head back outside?”

I glanced toward the cave entrance. “I think we should go back to the lake. We could all use a swim after being in here.”

“Good idea,” Mom agreed.

We gathered our few belongings and made our way through the tunnel toward daylight. When we stepped outside, I was momentarily blinded by the sun’s brightness. It felt like we’d been in the cave for days rather than just overnight.

“Which way to the lake?” Delia asked, shielding her eyes as she looked around.

I closed my eyes, focusing on my enhanced senses. “This way,” I said confidently, opening my eyes and pointing southeast. “I can feel it.”

We hiked through the jungle, with me leading the way. My new strength made navigating the terrain effortless. I cleared fallen trees and dense vegetation with ease, creating a path for my family to follow. Occasionally, I would help them over particularly difficult stretches, lifting each of them as if they weighed nothing.

After about an hour of walking, we broke through the treeline to see the familiar crystal-clear waters of Lysara’s lake spread out before us. The sight was breathtaking in the morning light, with mist rising from the surface and birds calling in the distance.

“Race you in!” Isla shouted, already stripping off her tattered clothes.

Within moments, all four of us were naked and rushing into the warm water. It felt so good against my skin, washing away the dust and grime from the cave. I dove under, feeling the refreshing water envelope me completely before surfacing with a splash.

“This feels amazing!” Isla shouted, swimming toward me with graceful strokes. She reached me and immediately ran her hands over my chest, tracing the new contours of my muscles. “I can’t believe how different you feel.”

Delia joined us, circling around behind me to wrap her arms around my waist. “You’re like a superhero now,” she said, her fingers exploring the ridges of my abs.

I laughed, enjoying their attention. Mom swam over too, her eyes bright with mischief as she joined my sisters in their exploration of my new physique.

“Let’s have some fun,” I suggested, splashing water at them playfully.

They squealed and splashed back, starting an all-out water fight. Their hands were all over me between splashes, touching my biceps, running fingers along my shoulders, and playfully pushing against my chest to test my strength.

“I want to try something,” I said, grinning at Isla. Without warning, I scooped her up in my arms.

“What are you doing?” she laughed, clinging to my neck.

“Hold your breath,” I said before tossing her into the air. She went flying higher than I expected, at least ten feet up, before plummeting back with a shriek of delight and splashing into the water.

When she surfaced, she was laughing uncontrollably. “Again! Do it again!”

Delia swam closer, eyes wide. “Me next!”

I obliged, lifting Delia easily and launching her into the air. She soared even higher than Isla had, her laughter echoing across the lake before she crashed back down into the water.

We continued like this for nearly an hour: swimming, splashing, with me occasionally throwing my sisters into the air while they squealed with delight. Even Mom joined in, though I was gentler with her, only tossing her a few feet up.

Eventually, I swam up to shore and sat on a flat stone.

“I need a little break,” I told them, needing a little breather. As I sat there catching my breath, fragments of my dream from the night before began filtering back into my consciousness, details I hadn’t remembered when I first woke up.

Mom noticed my distant expression and waded over to join me. “What are you thinking of?” she asked, placing a hand on my arm as water dripped from her bare tits.

I looked at her, the memories of the dream becoming clearer. “I remember more of what Lysara told me last night,” I said quietly.

“What did she say?” Mom’s eyes were intent on mine.

“She said that none of this was an accident,” I explained, lowering my voice so only my mother could hear. “The shipwreck, us ending up on this island… Lysara planned it all. She brought us here deliberately.”

Mom’s eyes widened. “Why would she do that?”

“She said she has the power to summon people to the island. And she specifically wanted us here.” I ran my hand through my wet hair, trying to piece together the fragments of memory. “She told me she can bring others here too … More women.”

Mom’s surprised expression slowly transformed into a knowing grin, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she glanced down at my enhanced physique. “Well,” she said, trailing her fingers across my chest, “you’re certainly big and virile enough for plenty more. This new body of yours could handle a whole harem.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You wouldn’t mind?”

“Mind?” She laughed. “Honey, nothing turns a woman on more than seeing a man who’s popular with other women. It’s primal. We want what other women want.” She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. “Watching you with your sisters was incredibly arousing. Imagine how it would feel with even more beautiful women worshipping this body.”

I leaned back on my elbows, considering this unexpected perspective. The thought of more women joining us on the island, of exploring these new sensations with different partners while my family watched, or joined in, sent a rush of heat through my body.

“Maybe this won’t be so bad after all,” I said, a slow smile spreading across my face. “Being stranded in paradise with beautiful women who want me… There are worse fates.”

“Much worse,” Mom agreed. She moved forward, straddling my lap as water droplets glistened on her naked skin. Her eyes locked with mine as she leaned in, her lips meeting mine in a deep, sensuous kiss.

I gripped her hips, pulling her firmly against me as our tongues danced together. Her wet skin slid against mine, our bodies finding a natural rhythm even in this simple embrace. As I held her, feeling her warmth against me and tasting the sweetness of her mouth, a profound realization washed over me.

This truly was paradise. Not the island itself, but this newfound connection with my family—this freedom to express desires I’d suppressed for so long.
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