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Ishould be grateful that my family was well off enough to go on frequent trips, but my idea of fun was not packed into a small plane like sardines with most of my family on our way to some remote tropical location.

It’s one of those islands that look perfect on Instagram but you need big bucks to stay there.

The weather is perfect almost all of the time except for the occasional storm that helps the islands plant life and animal life thrive.

The waiting list for the island? Five years. That’s how long we’ve been waiting to go here so I shouldn’t complain.

And yet, I wanted to be anywhere but here.

I had just graduated from Harvard and this was a great way to celebrate and normally I’d be excited to be here.

The problem? My step-dad and I hadn’t seen eye to eye recently, especially since he had married his new wife in my first year of college almost four years ago. He married her not even a year after my mother died, so I wanted nothing to do with him anymore. But he paid for my college so I had to be sort of nice here and there.

Stephanie, evil step-monster from hell, acted like a complete bitch to me and my step-father refused to listen to my complaints.

But to my step-brothers? She was an angel and they didn’t know why I was so angry with her, believing it was my problem.

When she got pregnant almost immediately after the wedding, she acted like she was the only mother of my step-father’s children. This had slowly turned my step-brothers against her, something I was grateful for but I still hated losing my step-father like that.

He hadn’t met Stephanie when he put us on this vacation waiting list so when the time came to book, she wasn’t invited. The fight those two had was absolutely epic according to Damon - my eldest step-brother.

Stephanie was left at home with two young children while we went to a tropical paradise.

Somehow she had blamed me for it, causing yet another fight between the two of them.

Which is why my step-father was farthest away from me right now since he wasn’t talking to me. Not that he blamed me, but I have a feeling he was finally figuring out that I had been right about her all along.

Besides my step-dad, Damon had come with us as well. He was only a year older than me and one of my best friends - even during high school. We talked about everything. And I mean everything.

When he wanted to know more about girls, I was there for him and vice versa. He was there for me for my first broken heart and also through the slight bullying I experienced at the beginning of high school. Luckily for me he went to the same school as I did and that shit stopped fast.

He told me when he lost his virginity and I did the same.

We were closer than I was with any of my girl friends and I loved him more than anyone else in the world. Having those few months in which Stephanie painted me as a crazy jealous shrew really strained our relationship but Damon was the first to snap out of it and be on my side - well before our other two step-brothers had.

Damon was a massive dude so sitting next to him was a bit uncomfortable. College and the pandemic made me gain fifty pounds and I was excited to start to lose the weight. I had already been a bit chunky so weighing two hundred pounds now wasn’t ideal on my frame. Damon was all muscle and he had already agreed to help me once we got home. He was a personal trainer working on his masters so he was the perfect guy for it.

He really was perfect altogether. Tall, over six feet, muscular with tanned skin his blonde hair and blue eyes were a magnet to both men and women. I knew he liked both and he was never alone if he didn’t want to be.

I may have had a slight crush on my step-brother when I was younger. Not that I would tell anyone about it. I mean who has fantasies about their own step-brother? Not only was that gross but it was illegal. I got over it though once I started dating.

My other two step-brothers - Killian (Kill for short) and Jax - were almost carbon copies of Damon. Although both didn’t have quite the muscle definition our older step-brother did, they were still pretty big and they definitely looked like step-brothers. Kill was a year and a half younger than me and Jax had just turned eighteen making him six years younger than I was.

Kill was the most outgoing of the four of us. He could make friends everywhere and usually did. He wasn’t the greatest scholar but he breezed though high school enough to get into a decent college - just not Harvard like me. He had a different girl every weekend, sneaking her in and out of the pool house so that our step-dad never saw or heard. Although my step-dad wasn’t stupid and probably knew all about it.

Jax though was the quietest of the bunch. While he worked out, he did it just to spend time with his step-brothers. If he were on his own he probably wouldn’t even bother but he idolized Damon and Kill was one of his closest friends. Jax loved his video games and whatever other nerd stuff he did (he calls himself a nerd so it’s not like I’m insulting him). He was headed to MIT in September so this was an especially good time for this trip at least in his eyes.

The two of them were sitting just ahead of Damon and I with our step-father and step-dad’s step-brother Simon in front of them. step-dad’s step-brother Simon had taken the place that should have been for my mother and I had missed him so I was excited that he was coming along with us.

As we took off, I realized that I was the only woman in the six man group we had. Not that I cared because these men were family and they had always made me feel safe.

Damon leans over to whisper in my ear as I’m still thinking about the fact I really don’t want to be here right now.

“step-dad’s moved out of the suite he and Stephanie shared,” he tells me. I look up at him in surprise.

“Really? Why’s that?” I ask, even though I’m sure I know why.

“She really was hurt that she wasn’t allowed to come along. The waitlist was for six of us and with Mom gone, there was only room for one. She had the nerve to suggest that she leaves the babies in the care of some nannies,” he tells me as I cover the laugh that is threatening to come out.

Maybe now my step-dad will realize that Stephanie had targeted him after my mother’s death and was the worst woman alive to be married to. We all knew she married him for his money and I’m almost certain he was targeted after my mother’s death. I know that some women watch the obituaries for that sort of thing - I’m not kidding, I saw a news article on it once and there was even a study done on why women do this. Disgusting in my mind.

I loved my baby step-brother and step-sister, even though I barely saw them. I’d do anything for those two and leave them with nannies while we vacation? That I would never do. If they were my babies they would either come or I wouldn’t go.

Stephanie didn’t see it that way obviously.

I know that if we could have gotten our money back, we would have. But we paid for it years ago and this trip was too expensive not to go.

“How long has this been going on?” I whisper to him.

“A month now. Nobody mentioned it to you because you had exams and then graduation,” he said. “Which, by the way, I’m so proud of. My baby step-sister graduated Harvard with honors.” He pretended he was sniffling, wiping his eyes in jest, as he said that and I lightly punched him in the arm.

“Ow!” I said as I did. His arm was pure muscle so of course I hurt myself while attempting to hurt him.

Damon laughed loudly and everyone turned around to look at us.

“Little brat here decided to inflict violence on me but didn’t realize these guns were going to fight back,” he joked as he raised his arms to kiss his biceps. Everyone laughed at his antics.

I rolled my eyes. Men.

We sat in silence as the plane continued on. The ocean was below us and around us and all we could see in blue from both the water and the sky. There was hardly a cloud in sight.

Thank fuck I wasn’t afraid of planes or this would be torture. Having flown from an early age, fear of flying wasn’t really a thing for me or any of my siblings really.

Leaning back into my seat, I close my eyes and try to get some rest. Not sure how long the flight will be, but I’m a bit tired and would rather sleep now than when we get there.

Even though I was annoyed to be here, I had plans. The island resort was big enough that I could disappear and find my own fun - which is exactly what I planned on doing.

Ever since I had discovered sex, I needed it. All the time. You’d think a plus size girl wouldn’t be able to find partners but that was not the case at all. It didn’t hurt that I was cute. Not entirely beautiful but cute enough to attract the opposite sex.

This vacation was going to be fun for me, I just know it.

I’m not sure how long I was asleep but something jerked the plane enough to wake me up.

“What…” I started to say but before I could finish it, a flash of light came from outside the plane.

Looking out, I saw that we were now surrounded by what seemed to be a violent thunderstorm.

The two pilots were fighting to keep the plane steady as the storm rocked us with its violence.

My hands gripped the arm rests, my knuckles pure white with fear. Damon reached over and grabbed my hand in his and I wasn’t sure if that was for my benefit or his.

“We need to land and wait this storm out!” The copilot yelled from the front of the plane.

“There’s a series of small islands just to the west of us, I’ll set us down there while this passes,” the pilot responded as he changed heading to get away from this storm.

I wasn’t sure how long this storm had lasted while I was sleeping but it was bad enough to concern the pilots.

Five excruciating minutes pass by before I feel the plane going down trying to land. The plane is rocking so bad at this point that I feel ill. I just hope I don’t throw up until we land. Wherever that is.

The engine starts to sputter as we continue our descent and I hear the pilots swearing while trying to adjust the plane for an easy landing.

“Brace for impact!” One of them shouts and my grip on Damon’s hand gets tighter.

Suddenly the plane jerks harshly as it lands in the water but it seems like it’s intact as we all are.

“Alright, everyone out. There’s land just up ahead so if the six of you can make it, John and I will secure the plane,” the pilot said as he opened the hatch to the door. This is one of those seaplanes which means we’re not sinking or anything thank fuck.

My step-dad and step-dad’s step-brother get out first followed quickly by my younger step-brothers. When it’s time for me to get out, I jump out and get as far away from the plane as I can. Damon follows quickly.

We’re all soaked by the time we get to shore but that’s the least of our worries. The storm is still raging and we need to find shelter or make it.

The pilots make it to shore as well.

“We need to get out of this rain,” the pilot says. I’m not even sure what his name is but frankly I don’t care at this point. “Split up and come back in fifteen minutes. If you find anything, let us know.”

step-dad and step-dad’s step-brother Simon go one way along the beach while Jax and Kill go another. Damon and I are left to go into the jungle and we quickly do so.

My shoes are soaking wet but at least I wore runners and not flip flops like I originally planned so it makes the trek easier.

Fifteen minutes go by and we find nothing until I turn to go back and find a rock formation off to the east.

“Damon!” I say and point towards it. He leads the way over and we find a mini waterfall and pool of water but what’s amazing is that behind the waterfall? It looks like a cave.

“Stay here, I’m going to check it out quickly,” Damon says and leaves before I can protest.

A few minutes later he comes back unharmed. “No signs of any sort of animal life in there. It’s perfect. Let’s tell the others.” He grabs my hand and practically drags me behind him. The rain is still coming down and I’m soaking wet but so is Damon too.

I look over at his shirt plastered on him and I feel a twinge between my legs as I watch his muscles ripple.

Stop.

This is your step-brother.

He may be hot but you can’t get turned on by him. Not like this. Not ever.

We get back to the beach to find everyone waiting.

“We found something,” Damon says. “A cave with a waterfall and what looks to be fresh water.”

“Ok good,” the pilot says. “Let’s go there and wait out the storm. Once it’s over we’ll get the plane going again.”

The eight of us walk through the jungle until we’re back at the waterfall.

It doesn’t take long for us all to find our way behind it and into the cave.

Damon was right. This was perfect.

It was pretty large and went back a bit so that it was dryer at the back since the water couldn’t hit it. All of us could easily lie down here and still have room.

I noticed step-dad’s step-brother Simon had his bag with him and when he took out a pack of matches to light a fire I almost kissed him - I was that happy.

We tried to gather as much dry wood as possible and eventually got a fire going.

“We should try to get some sleep. The storm should pass overnight and by morning we can be on our way,” the pilot told us and we all agreed.

I took up a spot almost against the wall of the cave, right next to Jax. It didn’t take me long to fall asleep after the events of the day.

Next thing I know, I hear yelling and arguing. Opening my eyes, I see my step-dad arguing with Damon.

“What’s going on?” I ask sleepily.

“The fucking pilots are gone. They left us here,” my step-dad spits out. “And I don’t think they’re coming back since they dumped all of our luggage.”

Oh. My. God.
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It took us three days to get our stuff off the beach and to make the cave into a livable area.

Damon, Kill and Jax all went out to find any trees that had fallen to see if we could salvage any wood for our cave. The plan was to make separate areas so that I could have some privacy. I’m sure if I were a dude, they wouldn’t have cared, but it felt nice that they thought of it. I’m not sure how comfortable I’d be if I didn’t have my privacy.

In the past week, I still haven’t spoken much to my step-father. Even if I wanted to, we both were too busy to really have time to sit down and talk. But I know I wanted to do that before we were saved.

If we were saved.

We figured that the pilots had left our stuff and taken off in hopes of getting help but after the second day of them being gone we realized that they had left and had no intentions of coming back for us.

It was either that or they had met a terrible fate while trying to leave the island. Something I didn’t want to think of, not at this moment.

While the men were doing most of the heavy stuff like getting wood for the cave, I took every piece of luggage and went through it. I’m so glad there was nothing embarrassing in any of the bags because I can tell you I was this close to bringing my vibrator until I realized I could likely just find a man to fuck on this trip. At least that’s what I was hoping for.

I took my clothes to my little section of the cave and left the men’s clothes in big piles for them, just sorting them by shirts, shorts, etc. There was no soap so cleaning the clothes might be difficult but I’m sure we can manage.

After sorting the bags out and doing the best I could, I left the cave to wander out to the pool that the waterfall flew through. It was a gorgeous spot so we at least had that bonus to being stranded here.

“Lex?” My step-dad said from behind me. I was sitting near the pool of water on a rock just staring into the clear depths.

“Yeah step-dad?” I answered without even looking at him.

Before he said anything, I could feel and hear him settling down next to me.

“I was hoping we would have a chance to talk when we were at the resort, but I don’t think that’ll be happening now,” he sighed loudly.

“step-dad…” I said with tears in my voice. I didn’t want to think of never getting out of here. I don’t want to be stuck here, especially with him.

I can’t talk to him right now, even though I know he wants me to. The storm, the pilots stranding us here, everything is just overwhelming to me and I just don’t want to deal with my anger towards my step-dad on top of that.

I let the tears flow down my face and when my step-dad put his arm around me; I let him. He still smells and feels like my step-dad and right now that’s all I need.

He hauls me into his lap and rests his chin on the top of my head. I don’t know how long we stay like this, but eventually I get restless and start to try to wiggle off his lap.

I can feel his hard body under me and I’m suddenly aware of his cock, which is starting to get hard. I know it’s not because of me, just the fact I’m in his lap and grinding against him, even though I’m not doing it on purpose.

To avoid any embarrassment, I get up off his lap but turn around to look down on him.

“I’m still so mad at you, step-dad, and I don’t know how to get over it,” I tell him as I start to pace. “You married so fast after mom died that I wonder if you even loved her.”

He gets up to stop me, but I hold my hand up.

“Let me finish, please.” He nods and I go back to pacing away from him. “It was like you didn’t even care that Mom was gone. Six months after she was dead you were bringing a new woman home. A pregnant wife who is only a few years older than I am. You ignored me when I tried to protest, patting my head and saying that I needed to accept the situation now that Mom was gone. She was the perfect wife in front of you but behind your back? She was the wicked witch to me. And you ignored me when I tried to tell you. It was like you were dick blind because of her because she does have you by the balls. You made your choice, step-dad, and it wasn’t me.”

By this time, tears were running down my face, but I couldn’t stop.

“She bullied me until I left. Forgetting me whenever there were family plans - oh I know she told you that I wasn’t interested but how could I be when I was never invited anywhere? She would criticize my weight and make fun of me. Her favorite nickname for me was Miss Piggy. I tried going to you but somehow she managed to distract you every single time. I called you, no answer. I texted you, no answer. I kept asking you for your time and guess what? You never gave it to me. So when I had the chance to leave for college, I did. Damon helped me pack my shit up and drove me across the country. How long did it take you to realize I was gone? Did you even know what college I went to?”

I waited for his answer as he sat there with his head hung in shame.

“Thanksgiving. When we were all together and you were missing. She told me you had mentioned you had better places to be than your boring family’s place,” he said as his own eyes were filled with tears. It didn’t move me though because that was months of him not knowing I wasn’t around. Months.

“Un-fucking-believable. Three months you didn’t notice I wasn’t around? What a fucking amazing parent you are,” I spin around to go back to the cave as I hear him jump up and follow me.

“Honey,” he starts and I whirl back to face him.

“Don’t. I fucking hate you and I’m not sure I’ll ever forgive you. For years you’ve not cared enough to reach out. I’m surprised you even remembered I was alive for this trip - I would’ve preferred you had forgotten. Then I wouldn’t be stuck here with you,” I seethe and head back to the cave.

I meant every fucking word of that, too.

I came to terms with my step-father’s abandonment years ago when I left for college. Actually it was before that when I realized I would never be a priority for him again. When my mother died, I lost both parents and I don’t think I could ever forgive him for it.

Alexa
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Inever thought I’d be standing knee-deep in the ocean, holding a sharpened stick, trying to stab a fish while my step-brothers laugh at me like I’m some kind of circus act.

“You’re supposed to aim at the fish, Alexa, not scare it halfway to Australia,” Kill calls out, his voice dripping with that infuriating smirk I can hear even without looking at him.

“Oh, shut up,” I mutter, gripping the stick tighter. The water is cool against my legs, and the sun is beating down on my back, but all I can focus on is the stupid fish darting just out of reach. And Kill. And Jax. And how annoyingly good they both look shirtless, their tanned skin glistening with saltwater like some kind of tropical ad for sunscreen.

Jax wades over, his movements smooth and effortless, like he was born to do this. “Here,” he says, handing me a different stick—one with a sharper point. “Try this one. You’ll have better luck.”

I take it reluctantly, avoiding his eyes because if I look at him too long, I might start noticing things I shouldn’t. Like the way his hair curls at the edges when it’s wet or how his shoulders seem broader than they did back home.

“Thanks,” I mumble, focusing on the water again.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see my step-father sitting on the shore, fiddling with some kind of makeshift net he’s been working on for days. He hasn’t said much to me since we got here—not that I’ve given him the chance. Every time he tries to talk, I find an excuse to walk away. It’s not that I don’t want to forgive him; it’s just that every time I look at him, I remember how he acted before the crash and it makes my chest tighten in a way I can’t shake.

“Got one!” Kill shouts suddenly, pulling me out of my thoughts. He holds up a decent-sized fish triumphantly, grinning like he just won the lottery.

“Show-off,” Jax says, rolling his eyes but smiling anyway.

I can’t help but laugh a little, even though it feels weird to be laughing right now. Everything feels weird here—like we’re stuck in some strange limbo where the rules don’t apply anymore. No school, no jobs, no expectations. Just us and this island and whatever we can scrape together to survive.

“Let’s head back,” Jax suggests after a while, nodding toward the shore. “We’ve got enough for dinner.”

I nod and follow them out of the water, trying not to notice how Kill’s muscles ripple as he carries the fish or how Jax’s laugh seems to echo in a way that makes my stomach flip. This is ridiculous. They’re my step-brothers. This island is messing with my head—that has to be it.

As we walk back toward camp, I glance over at my step-father again. He’s still working on that net, his hands moving methodically, but his eyes flicker up to meet mine for just a second. I look away quickly, pretending to be fascinated by the sand beneath my feet. It’s easier that way. Easier than admitting that maybe, just maybe, I’m starting to see him differently too.

“Hey, step-dad,” Jax calls out, holding up the fish. “We’re eating good tonight.”

My step-father looks up, his face softening into a smile that doesn’t quite reach his eyes. “Good job, boys,” he says, his gaze flicking to me for a second before he looks away.

I don’t know why that stings so much. Maybe because it feels like he’s still trying to figure out how to fit me into this new version of our family—or maybe he’s just given up trying altogether. Either way, it’s not my problem. At least, that’s what I tell myself as I drop the stick on the ground and head toward the fire pit.

Kill and Jax start cleaning the fish while I sit on a log, watching the flames dance. The sun is starting to set, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink that make everything feel surreal. It’s almost beautiful enough to make me forget where we are—almost.

“You okay?” Jax asks suddenly, sitting down beside me with a plate of fish.

I nod, taking the plate even though I’m not sure I can eat. “Yeah. Just… thinking.”

“About what?”

I shrug, poking at the fish with my fingers. “Everything. Nothing. This place.”

He doesn’t say anything for a while, just sits there quietly while Kill joins us with his own plate. The three of us eat in silence for a few minutes, the only sounds coming from the crackling fire and the waves crashing in the distance.

“You know,” Kill says finally, breaking the quiet, “this isn’t so bad.”

I raise an eyebrow at him. “Are you serious? We’re stranded on an island with no way off.”

He grins, leaning back on his hands. “Yeah, but we’ve got food, shelter, and each other. Could be worse.”

“Could be better,” I mutter under my breath, but even as I say it, I know he’s right. We could be dead—should be dead—but we’re not. And somehow, against all odds, we’re making it work.

As the fire dies down and the stars begin to appear overhead, I find myself glancing at Jax and Kill more than I should. Their laughter fills the air again as they tease each other about something stupid, and for a moment, I let myself forget about everything else—the crash, my step-father, this island—and just exist in this strange little bubble we’ve created.

But then Jax catches me looking at him and smiles that soft smile that makes my stomach do flips all over again, and I quickly look away before he can see how much it affects me. This is dangerous territory—territory I shouldn’t even be thinking about—but here we are anyway.

Jax nudges me with his elbow, his voice low and teasing. “What’s going on in that head of yours, Alexa?”

Nothing,” I say too quickly, my cheeks burning. I focus on the fire, willing myself to stop being so obvious. But it’s hard when he’s sitting this close, his arm brushing against mine every time he moves.

Kill leans forward, his grin widening. “She’s probably plotting how to get off this island without us.”

“Maybe,” I shoot back, trying to match his tone. “Or maybe I’m just wondering how you two managed to survive this long without me.”

Jax laughs, a deep, warm sound that makes my chest tighten. “We’re lucky to have you, Alexa. Even if you can’t catch a fish to save your life.”

I roll my eyes, but there’s no real annoyance behind it. It’s strange how easily the banter comes now, like we’ve slipped into some unspoken rhythm that didn’t exist before. Back home, we barely spoke unless it was about chores or school or whatever argument my step-father and I were having. But here? It’s different. Everything is different.

My step-father clears his throat from across the fire, and I stiffen instinctively. He’s been quiet all evening, watching us with that unreadable expression of his. “We should start thinking about building a signal,” he says finally, his voice rough but calm. “Something big enough to be seen from the air.”

Kill nods, his playful demeanor shifting into something more serious. “We could use rocks or driftwood. Something that stands out against the sand.”

“I’ll help,” Jax offers, glancing at me like he’s waiting for me to chime in.

I don’t. Instead, I stand up abruptly, brushing sand off my legs. “I’m going for a walk,” I announce, not waiting for a response before I start heading toward the tree line.

The night air is cooler now, and the sound of the waves follows me as I walk along the edge of the jungle. My mind is racing, thoughts colliding in a way that makes it hard to breathe. This island is messing with me—with all of us—and I don’t know how much longer I can pretend everything is fine.

The path curves toward the beach, and I’m about to turn back when I see them. Damon and Simon, wading out of the ocean like they’re in some kind of slow-motion movie scene. Water glides off their bodies as they step onto the sand, their swimsuits clinging in ways that make my throat go dry. Damon’s hair is plastered to his forehead, and Simon’s broad shoulders catch the moonlight like he’s carved out of marble.

I freeze, my heart pounding so loud I’m sure they’ll hear it. They don’t notice me, though. Damon says something to Simon, his voice low and teasing, and Simon laughs—a deep, rumbling sound that sends a shiver down my spine.

I should look away. I *should* turn around and walk back to camp before they see me standing here like some kind of creep. But I can’t. My feet are rooted to the spot, my eyes glued to the way Damon’s muscles flex as he runs a hand through his hair or how Simon’s chest rises and falls with each breath.

This is bad. This is so, so bad. They’re my step-brother and step-dad’s step-brother, for crying out loud. What is wrong with me?

Damon turns slightly, and I duck behind a palm tree, my face burning. I press my back against the rough bark, trying to steady my breathing. What if they saw me? What if they *know*?

“You think we should head back?” Damon asks, his voice carrying on the breeze.

“In a minute,” Simon replies, his tone relaxed. “It’s nice out here.”

I peek around the tree just in time to see Simon stretch his arms above his head, his body silhouetted against the moonlit sky. My stomach does this weird flip-flop thing again, and I quickly pull back before I do something stupid like sigh audibly.

This island is turning me into a lunatic. That’s the only explanation. The isolation, the heat, the constant proximity—it’s all messing with my head. It has to be.

I force myself to move, stepping quietly away from the tree and back toward camp before they can catch me lurking like some lovesick teenager. My mind is racing as I walk, replaying the image of them over and over again like some kind of forbidden highlight reel.

By the time I reach the fire pit, Jax is still there, poking at the embers with a stick. He looks up when he hears me approach, his expression softening when he sees me. “Hey,” he says quietly. “You okay?”

I nod, even though it’s a lie. “Yeah. Just needed some air.”

He studies me for a moment like he doesn’t quite believe me but doesn’t push it either. “We were thinking about starting on that signal tomorrow,” he says instead, gesturing toward a pile of driftwood nearby. “Want to help?”

“Sure,” I say automatically, sitting down beside him even though my mind is still miles away. Or rather, it’s on the fact that I’m starting to see these men as more than family. I’m not sure I like where my mind is going but I’m not sure I can stop either.
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The forest is a liar.

It looks peaceful from the outside—lush, green, inviting—but the second we step into its shadow, it feels like the island is holding its breath. Damon walks ahead of me, his machete slicing through vines and branches with a practiced ease that makes me feel both impressed and useless.

“You sure you’re up for this?” he asks, glancing over his shoulder with that half-smirk of his.

“I’m fine,” I say, even though my legs are already starting to ache. “Just don’t leave me behind.”

He laughs, the sound low and warm, and I try not to think about how it makes my stomach flip. This is Damon. My step-brother. The guy who used to steal my snacks and tease me about my taste in music. Not… whatever my brain keeps trying to turn him into.

We’ve been walking for what feels like hours, but the forest doesn’t change. It’s all the same—trees, vines, more trees. No signs of life except for the occasional bird or lizard that darts out of our way.

“This is pointless,” I mutter, swatting at a mosquito that’s been buzzing around my ear for the last ten minutes. “There’s nothing here.”

“We don’t know that yet,” Damon says, his tone annoyingly optimistic. “We haven’t even gone that far.”

“Far enough,” I grumble under my breath, but I keep following him anyway because what else am I going to do? Sit in the cave and listen to Kill and Jax argue about whose turn it is to clean the fish?

The ground starts to slope upward, and I have to grab onto tree roots and rocks to keep from slipping. Damon doesn’t seem to have any trouble, though. He moves like he was born in this jungle, his steps sure and steady even as the terrain gets rougher.

“Careful,” he says when we reach a narrow ledge overlooking a small ravine. “It’s a bit steep here.”

“No kidding,” I mutter, peering over the edge. It’s not a huge drop—maybe ten feet—but it’s enough to make my stomach clench.

Damon steps onto the ledge first, testing his weight before turning back to me. “You good?”

I nod, even though my heart is pounding. “Yeah. Just… don’t fall.”

He grins, that same infuriating smirk that always makes me want to punch him and hug him at the same time. “Don’t worry about me.”

And then it happens. One second he’s standing there, perfectly balanced, and the next he’s gone—just *gone*—disappearing over the edge with a sharp cry of surprise.

“Damon!” I shout, scrambling forward so fast I almost go over myself. My heart is in my throat as I peer down into the ravine, half-expecting to see him lying there broken and still. But he’s not still—he’s moving, groaning as he pushes himself up onto his hands. Blood streaks his side, dark and alarming against his tanned skin.

“Damon!” I shout again, my voice cracking as I scramble down the slope, slipping and sliding in my haste. My knees scrape against rocks, but I barely feel it. All I can think about is the way he’s clutching his side, his face pale and twisted in pain.

“I’m okay,” he grits out, though the way he’s breathing—shallow and uneven—tells me he’s anything but. “Just… give me a second.”

“You’re bleeding,” I say, my voice trembling as I kneel beside him. My hands hover uselessly over the wound, unsure of what to do. The cut is deep, jagged, and already staining his shirt crimson.

“Yeah, I noticed,” he mutters, wincing as he tries to sit up straighter. “Help me up.”

I hesitate, afraid of making it worse, but he’s already reaching for me, his hand gripping mine with surprising strength. Together, we manage to get him to his feet, though he sways slightly, his free hand pressed tightly against his side.

“We need to get back,” I say, my voice steadier now as panic gives way to determination. “Can you walk?”

He nods, though his jaw is clenched tight. “Yeah. Just… don’t let go.”

I don’t. I keep one arm around his waist, supporting him as we make our way back through the forest. Every step feels like an eternity, the weight of him leaning on me more than I’m used to but not enough to make me falter. The forest seems darker now, the shadows deeper, and every rustle of leaves makes my heart skip a beat.

By the time we reach the cave, Damon is sweating profusely, his breathing ragged and shallow. Kill and Jax are by the fire, their heads snapping up as we stumble into view.

“What happened?” Jax demands, already on his feet and moving toward us.

“He fell,” I say quickly, my voice tight with worry. “Cut his side on something sharp.”

Kill curses under his breath as he helps me lower Damon onto a makeshift bed of leaves and blankets near the fire. step-dad appears a moment later, his face grim as he kneels beside Damon and peels back the blood-soaked shirt to inspect the wound.

“It’s deep,” step-dad says after a moment, his tone calm but urgent. “We need to clean it before it gets infected.”

Jax disappears into the cave and returns with a bottle of water and a strip of cloth that looks like it was torn from one of our spare shirts. step-dad takes them without a word, pouring water over the wound while Damon grits his teeth against the pain.

I hover nearby, feeling useless as step-dad works to clean and bandage the injury. My hands are still shaking, adrenaline coursing through me even though the immediate danger has passed. Damon catches my eye at one point and gives me a weak smile that does nothing to ease the knot in my stomach.

“Thanks,” he murmurs, his voice strained but sincere. “For not letting go.”

I nod, swallowing hard. “You’d do the same for me.”

He doesn’t argue, just closes his eyes and leans back against the makeshift pillow, his face pale but calm. The firelight flickers across his features, softening the sharp edges of pain etched into his expression.

Kill sits down beside him, his usual smirk replaced by a rare look of concern. “You’re lucky it wasn’t worse,” he says, though there’s no bite to his words. “Next time, maybe watch where you’re going.”

“Next time, maybe you come with us,” Damon shoots back, his tone light despite the exhaustion in his voice.

Jax chuckles softly, but it’s forced, like he’s trying to ease the tension in the air. “We’ll take turns playing jungle guide from now on. No more solo missions.”

I sit down on the ground near Damon, my legs finally giving out as the adrenaline fades. My hands are still trembling, and I clasp them together to keep them steady. The image of him falling—of that moment when he disappeared over the edge—keeps replaying in my mind like a broken record.

step-dad finishes tying off the bandage and sits back on his heels, wiping his hands on his pants. “He’ll be okay,” he says, more to me than anyone else. “But he needs rest. And we need to keep an eye on that wound.”

I nod again, though I’m not sure what to say. My throat feels tight, like there’s something lodged there that I can’t quite swallow. Damon reaches out and brushes his fingers against mine, a small gesture that makes my breath catch.

“Stop looking at me like I’m about to die,” he says quietly, his voice barely above a whisper. “I’m tougher than I look.”

“You better be,” I reply, forcing a smile even though my chest feels like it’s caving in.

The others give us some space after that, moving to the other side of the fire to talk in hushed tones about what happened and what we should do next. I stay where I am, my shoulder pressed lightly against Damon’s as we both stare into the flames.

“You scared me,” I admit after a while, my voice so soft I’m not sure he hears me at first.

He turns his head slightly to look at me, his eyes dark and unreadable in the firelight. “I scared myself,” he admits with a faint smile, his eyes closing as he fights falling asleep. “But I meant what I said earlier—thanks for not letting go.”

I don’t know what to say to that, so I just nod knowing he probably had already passed out and lean into him a little more, letting the warmth of the fire and the steady rise and fall of his breathing ground me. The forest outside is quiet now, its earlier menace replaced by an eerie stillness that feels almost peaceful.

Damon’s breathing evens out eventually, but it’s shallow and uneven, like he’s fighting something even in his sleep. I stay close, my hand resting lightly on his arm, feeling the heat radiating off him. It’s not long before I notice the sweat beading on his forehead, his skin flushed and damp.

“He’s burning up,” I say, my voice tight with worry.

step-dad leans over, pressing the back of his hand to Damon’s forehead. “Fever,” he confirms grimly. “We need to bring it down.”

My mind races, and then it hits me—the pills. I scramble to my feet, nearly tripping over my own legs as I rush to where we’ve stashed our supplies. My hands fumble with the zipper of my bag, and I pull out the two bottles: Tylenol Extra Strength and Tylenol 3.

“Here,” I say, shaking out a couple of pills from each bottle. “This should help.”

Jax helps me prop Damon up enough to get the pills into his mouth, and we manage to coax him into swallowing them with a sip of water. He groans softly but doesn’t wake, his face still twisted in discomfort.

The hours drag on, the fire crackling softly as we take turns keeping watch over him. Kill paces nervously near the entrance of the cave, while Jax sits cross-legged beside me, his eyes never leaving Damon’s face. step-dad busies himself with boiling water and cleaning the bandages again, though there’s not much else we can do but wait.

I don’t realize I’ve dozed off until Jax gently shakes me awake. “His fever broke,” he says quietly, relief softening his voice.

I blink, disoriented for a moment before leaning over to check Damon myself. His skin is cooler now, the flush gone from his cheeks, and his breathing is deeper, more even. A wave of relief washes over me so strong it almost knocks me back.

“Thank God,” I whisper, sinking back onto the ground beside him.

Jax gives me a small smile, though it doesn’t quite reach his eyes. “He’s tough,” he says simply. “But you helped.”

I don’t know what to say to that, so I just nod and let my head fall back against the cave wall. The tension in my chest eases slightly, but it doesn’t go away completely. We’re not out of the woods yet—literally or figuratively—and this island has already proven it doesn’t care how tough we are.

As dawn begins to creep into the sky outside the cave, Damon stirs slightly, his eyes fluttering open for a moment before closing again. His hand brushes against mine weakly, and I take it without thinking, lacing my fingers through his.

“You scared us,” I murmur softly, though I know he can’t hear me. “Don’t do that again.”

I hated the thought of losing him. Of losing anyone on this island.
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Damon’s leg is still a mess, but at least he’s not groaning in pain every five minutes anymore. I’ve taken over the wood-gathering duty, which is fine by me. It gets me out of the camp, away from the awkwardness of watching him try to move without wincing. Plus, it gives me an excuse to spend more time with Alexa.

She’s been helping me with the wood, though I don’t think she realizes how much I’m struggling to keep my focus. Every time she bends down to pick up a branch or brushes her hair out of her face, I have to look away before she catches me staring. It’s ridiculous, really. We’re stranded on this godforsaken island, and all I can think about is how her laugh makes my chest tighten.

Today, we’re working in silence, which is both a blessing and a curse. The sound of the waves crashing against the shore fills the air, but it doesn’t drown out the thoughts racing through my head. She’s forbidden—Damon made that clear from the start—but that just makes it worse. The more I tell myself I shouldn’t want her, the more I do.

“You’re quiet today,” she says suddenly, breaking the silence. Her voice is soft, almost hesitant, like she’s not sure if she should say anything at all.

I shrug, trying to play it cool. “Just thinking.”

“About what?”

“Survival,” I lie, stacking another piece of wood onto the pile. “Always survival.”

She nods like she believes me, but there’s a flicker of something in her eyes—curiosity, maybe? Or is it just wishful thinking on my part? Either way, I can’t afford to let this go any further. Damon would kill me if he knew what was going through my head right now.

We finish gathering the wood and head back to camp, the weight of it heavy on my shoulders—both literally and figuratively. Alexa walks beside me, close enough that our arms brush occasionally, and each touch sends a jolt through me that I try desperately to ignore.

When we get back, Damon is sitting by the fire, his leg propped up on a makeshift stool. He gives us a nod as we drop the wood nearby. “Good haul,” he says gruffly, but his eyes linger on Alexa for a moment too long before shifting to me.

I force a smile and nod back, hoping he doesn’t notice the tension in my shoulders or the way my hands are clenched into fists at my sides. “Yeah,” I say casually. “We got enough to last us a while.”

Alexa sits down next to Damon, and I take a seat across from them, trying to focus on anything but her. The fire crackles between us, casting shadows that dance across her face, and I can’t help but wonder if she feels it too—this pull between us that neither of us can act on.

“I’ll be back soon, need to get this grime off of me,” she says as she gets up and heads off to the pool of water we had discovered a while back. It was perfect to have a swim and also a shower since there was a bit of a waterfall there too. My eyes follow her, hungry, as I watch her ass sway as she walks away. I don’t notice that Damon is looking at her similarly and he doesn’t notice me either.

“Well, guess that means I should get back to work. Not all of us can be lazy bastards,” I joke to Damon as he rolls his eyes.

I quietly leave Damon and head into the jungle, trying not to alert Alexa to my presence.

After a few minutes, I stand at the edge of the jungle watching my step-sister as she swims around the pool of water just outside our cave that’s become home. She’s naked even though we have all of our clothes and I can feel my cock harden at the thought of dropping my shorts and joining her.

If anyone asks me, I would deny this, but I’ve fantasized about Lex for years. She was the first woman I had jerked off too and to this day was still the star of many day dreams.

Kill suspected my feelings but said nothing. The two of us were close and he knew how awkward I was with women.

That wasn’t why I fantasized about Lex though.

I thought she was the sexiest, most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. She kept saying how fat she was but I didn’t see it. I saw a woman with generous curves and one who wouldn’t break while in bed with me.

While I was a virgin still, I knew that my tastes ran to the rougher, darker side of sex. A woman who was skin and bones could never handle what I wanted since I was a big dude.

With my skill in computers, I had huge files on my computer mostly of incest porn - and we’re talking about real incest, not the fake shit you see everywhere. Most of the videos I have saved were from the depths of the dark web. But that was only a part of what I liked.

Primal stories and videos were my favorite. Chasing a girl - my step-sister in all of my fantasies - through a forest, catching up with her and ravaging her made me come so hard that I saw stars. I couldn’t imagine how hard I’d come if I did it for real. I want my woman to be a bit scared of me, even if I would never hurt her. Tying her up? Yes. Whipping her? No. Spanking? Hell yes, if not done in anger. Drawing blood? Not for me.

Porn really helped me find what I liked without experimenting. Even though I want to experiment more because you never know what you like until you try it.

I heard water splashing and saw Lex get out of the water to ring out her hair. She stood on a rock buck naked and my cock was now rock hard - almost painfully so.

Once she stopped fiddling with her hair, she lay down on the flat part of the rocks she was likely to get a suntan.

We had promised her a couple hours to herself but I had come back, although it completely slipped my mind as to why I had come back. All I can think of is the gorgeous woman before me.

I don’t know how long I watched her, but I decided I couldn’t take it anymore and walked into the waterfall area. She hasn’t seen me as I start to approach her.

Later I’m sure I’d question my sanity, but right now I have this raging need to just touch her.

She doesn’t move and I assume she’s asleep until I see her hand twitch and move down her body. I’m not close enough to touch her but I have a great view of what she’s doing. Her legs part and I can see her fingers drawing up and down her slit. My breath stops and I’m frozen in place watching her.

She bends both knees and sticks one finger into her pussy, pumping a few times before she drags it up to her clit. She circles her clit a few times but then goes back to her pussy. She’s getting her clit wet so she can give herself an orgasm but there’s no fucking way she’s doing that to herself.

Moving from the position I’m in, I kneel in between her legs and as her fingers are deep in her pussy, I add mine and curl her finger with mine so we’re both knuckle deep in her wetness.

She gasps and starts to withdraw from me. “What the fuck?” She says loudly.

“Let me help you, Lex. Please,” I begged her.

“No, please. Stop,” she protests, albeit weakly. “You’re my step-brother!”

“So? Wouldn’t you rather have my thick fingers playing with your pussy? Or better yet, my hard cock balls deep inside you?” I rasp as I continue to thrust my fingers in and out of her, taking my other hand and circling her clit.

I may be a virgin, but I’ve had lots of experience with oral sex. I never wanted to stick my cock in anyone but Lex so the women I know had to be satisfied in other ways. Not to brag, but I’ve not had any complaints while going down on a woman.

I’ve never let a woman reciprocate though. Again, I’ve been saving it for Lex.

Lex moans loudly as I continue fucking her with my fingers, her body trembling with pleasure. Her eyes flutter shut, and she throws her head back in pleasure, a beautiful display of her surrender to the sensations coursing through her. I watch her beg for more, her voice breaking, pleading with me to keep going.

“Oh my god, please,” she whimpers, her eyes wild and filled with desire. “Don’t stop, please.”

At her request, I don’t let up. Instead, I lean down and lick her clit, the taste of her wetness like nectar against my tongue. I suck on her clit, feeling her body pulse under my touch. She gasps, her breathing ragged, as I increase the pressure on her sensitive nub.

“Oh fuck, yes,” she cries out, her voice breaking with emotion. “Oh my god, that feels so fucking good.”

I continue to lick and suck on her clit, feeling her body tremble with pleasure. Her pussy is so wet, I can feel the juices pooling between my fingers. I slide my free hand down her body, teasing her nipple with my thumb. She gasps and arches her back, pushing herself closer to me.

“My turn,” I whisper, releasing her clit and standing up. Lex looks up at me, her eyes wide with desire and realization. She knows what I want, and she can see how hard my cock is.

“No, please,” she begs, but it’s too late. I climb on top of her, positioning my cock at her entrance. She tries to resist, but I’m too strong for her. With one strong thrust, I enter her, feeling her tightness wrap around me like a glove. I start to move, slow

and steady, watching her face as she processes what’s happening. Her eyes are wide, her mouth slightly open, and a look of wonder and fear mixed with desire.

“Lex, look at me,” I say, my voice low and urgent. “This is what I’ve been waiting for. This is what I need. I won’t hurt you, I promise.”

She swallows hard, her body still trying to resist, but she can feel the intensity of my gaze, the sincerity in my voice. And then, slowly, she nods her head, surrendering to the moment.

I begin to move faster, my cock sliding in and out of her, each thrust deeper and harder than the last. She gasps and moans, her hands clutching at the rocks beneath her, her nails digging in as she tries to hold on. I lean down, my lips meeting hers in a passionate kiss, our

tongues entwining as we lose ourselves in the heat of the moment.

“Oh Lex, you feel so good,” I groan, my eyes locked on hers. “I need you so much.”

She whimpers, her body trembling with pleasure as she climbs towards her peak. I can feel it too, the tightness of her pussy gripping me with each thrust, driving me closer to my own release.

“I’m going to cum,” I gasp, my voice ragged with need. “I’m going to cum inside you, Lex.”

Her eyes widen at my words, but she nods, her mouth forming a silent “okay.” I pick up my pace, my thrusts becoming erratic and driven by the raw need coursing through me.

“Cum with me, Lex,” I beg, my voice hoarse with passion. “Cum for your step-brother.”

With a final thrust, I release myself deep inside her, feeling her body clench around me in the moment of release. Lex whimpers and arches her back, her orgasm washing over her in waves. I collapse on top of her, my heart pounding in my chest. We lay like that for a moment, our breath mingling, our bodies still joined.

Slowly, Lex pushes me off, her eyes filled with a mix of emotions - fear, desire, and something I can’t quite put my finger on. “Why did you do this?” she asks softly, her voice shaking.

I swallow hard, trying to find the words to explain the depth of the feelings I have for her. “It’s been building up for so long, Lex. I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to be with you, to feel you. And I knew you needed this too.”

She looks at me, her eyes filled with tears. “You’re right,” she whispers, her voice barely audible. “I did need this. But now what? What do we do now?”

I take a deep breath, trying to find the words to explain the complex emotions swirling within me. “I don’t know, Lex. But whatever happens, I promise I’ll be there for you. And if you ever need me like this, just let me know.”

She nods slowly, her eyes softening as she looks at me. “I will, step-brother. I will.”

We lay there for a moment longer, basking in the afterglow of our passion. Slowly, we stand up, our bodies still connected by the thin layer of sweat and desire. Lex looks around, her eyes lingering on the beautiful waterfall behind us.

“Let’s go back, they’ll notice if we’re both gone too long,” she suggests, her voice barely above a whisper. Grinning at her, I jump into the water still naked even though all I want to do is keep her smell all over me. We can’t get caught though - there will be too many questions. Lex joins me and we wash off the day before putting our clothes back on.

I don’t want to tell anyone but I’m glad we crashed here. Lex wouldn’t be mine if we hadn’t. And she will be mine. Forever.
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The day after Jax and I slept together, I tried my best to avoid him.

I fucked my step-brother?! Not only is that illegal, it’s morally wrong. Was I that desperate for human touch?

I should’ve stopped him but I didn’t. I let it happen. I could’ve screamed or ran away or something. But no, I wanted it. I wanted him.

I’m not going to lie and say I’ve ever thought of him in a sexual manner because I hadn’t. Damon was the one I had fantasies about when I was younger. Not that I would admit that to anyone, ever. But Jax? He was my little step-brother and it would be wrong.

Leaving the cave, I decide to go a different way than I did yesterday. I didn’t want to end up in the same position I was in when Jax found me, literally.

My pussy tingled though at the thought of him catching me again but I really just needed privacy to clean myself up.

There were so many little lakes and ponds and mini waterfalls all over the island. Almost none of the terrain is even making walking around a bit of a bitch but it makes finding a secluded washing area pretty easy to find.

I didn’t know where the fresh water came from and I didn’t care as long as I could do my business in private and wash myself.

I had grabbed the bag of toiletries I still had since I was rationing them but I still needed to use them occasionally. I was so lucky I stuck a new large bottle of shampoo and conditioner in my checked bag for this trip. My hair was difficult on the best of days so it was the one thing I refused to compromise on. Since I had checked the bag I was allowed a full large size of both bottles onto the plane and I was very good at rationing both of them.

It was surprising how easy it was to do with less when you didn’t know you could get more of something. I also didn’t wash my hair every day.

I was also thankful I had a huge amount of hair ties or these curls would be a rats nest at this point.

Finding a waterfall that was far enough away from the cave, I put my stuff down and jumped into the pool of water, dunking my whole body under to get wet. The smaller pools didn’t have fish in them and I was very grateful for that fact.

Lathering up the shampoo, I relished in the clean feeling of the shampoo. With the humidity here, I sweat like crazy and my scalp was suffering. Washing my hair once a week sucked but at least I could wash it. Can you imagine if I was here with no supplies? I shudder at the thought.

As I wash the suds out of my hair, I use it as best as I can to wash my body and then use the conditioner I brought with me.

Finishing up, I frowned as I was still alone. Did I want Jax to find me? Did I want a repeat of yesterday?

I didn’t want to think too much into that as I started to leave the pool when I heard rustling in the jungle around me.

We still hadn’t explored much of the island and I was not sure if there were any animals out here that could hurt me.

What if it was like Lost and it was a wild board? Or a polar bear? Oh my god, please no.

My heart was racing as I hear the rustling getting louder as if it were coming my way. Taking off into a run, I didn’t look back at what was behind me but I know I should’ve.

My feet were swept off the ground and before I could even scream Jax’s face was in front of my laughing. He had me in a fireman’s grip and I actually felt small and dainty in his arms.

“Fucker, what the hell were you doing?” I hiss at him as I smack his arm.

He laughs. “I was coming to find you, of course. Hoping you were alone again just like yesterday.”

“Jax, we can’t do that again. It’s wrong,” I tell him as he puts me down. I smooth my shorts and shirt out as they were riding up in his arms. I’d rather not flash my step-brother again, not when he wants a repeat of yesterday.

“Who’s going to know? And is it so wrong out here? The only people here are us and if we keep it a secret, how will anyone know?” He protests as he rubs his hand up and down my arm. I shiver because I somehow want his touch even though I know I shouldn’t.

“Yes of course it’s wrong! You’re my step-brother. We came from the same parents and it’s illegal. Come on Jax, we shouldn’t have done it. We didn’t even use protection!” I start hyperventilating now that I’m thinking about it.

“Didn’t need protection, did we? You’re on birth control, right?” He asks and I nod.

“Yeah, I have an IUD. No babies for me, thank you,” I answer. “I haven’t had sex in a while and I got tested after my last partner. What about you?”

He raises his brow. “As if you didn’t know there’s been no one else for me.”

“Wait, what? Seriously?” I’m in awe. Jax is gorgeous and I know he’s had women all over him since he turned fifteen and started to fill out. How the fuck was he a virgin until yesterday? And oh my god, I took my step-brother’s virginity.

I start to dry heave at the thought and he pats my back, being patient with me.

“I didn’t know that. I took your virginity! My own step-brothers virginity. Holy shit,” I ramble on.

“I’ve only ever wanted you. I’ve had women give me blow jobs but I never wanted to stick my dick in anyone but you.”

“What if we never came here? What then?” I ask.

He shrugs. “I would’ve found a way.”

“Jax, I need time. This is too much, okay? I can’t do this right now,” I tell him before turning on my heel and walking away from him.

Hearing his words made me think of all the times in the past few years where he and I have hung out. Did he try to put the moves on me before and I didn’t know?

This whole situation sucked and I just needed time away from him.

But as I walk back to the cave all I can think of is how much I enjoyed fucking him. Fucking my own step-brother.

Does that make me a bad person or has this place warped me?

I reach the cave and collapse onto the makeshift bed of leaves and blankets, my mind spinning. The walls of the cave feel like they’re closing in, or maybe it’s just the weight of everything pressing down on me. I bury my face in my hands, trying to block out the images that keep flashing in my head—Jax’s hands on me, his breath hot against my skin, the way he looked at me like I was the only thing that mattered.

I hate that I can’t stop thinking about it. I hate that part of me wants it to happen again.

The sound of footsteps outside makes my stomach twist. I don’t even have to look to know it’s him. Jax has this way of moving, like he’s always in control, even when he’s not. He steps into the cave, his silhouette framed by the sunlight streaming in behind him. For a moment, neither of us says anything. The silence is heavy, loaded with all the things we’re not saying.

“Alexa,” he finally says, his voice low and steady. “We need to talk.”

“Do we?” I snap, sitting up and crossing my arms over my chest. “Because I think we’ve already said enough.”

He takes a step closer, and I can see the determination in his eyes. “No, we haven’t. You’re freaking out, and I get it. But this isn’t just some random thing for me. It never has been.”

I shake my head, refusing to meet his gaze. “Jax, you don’t get it. This isn’t just about us being stuck here or whatever twisted feelings you think you have for me. This is about who we are. We’re family.”

“Stepfamily,” he corrects quickly, his tone sharp. “And what does that even mean out here? There are no rules on this island, Alexa. No one to judge us or tell us what we can or can’t do.”

“That doesn’t make it right,” I argue, my voice rising. “Just because there’s no one around to see it doesn’t mean it’s okay.”

He takes another step closer, and this time I can feel the heat radiating off him. “Then why does it feel so right?” he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.

I open my mouth to respond, but no words come out. Because deep down, I know he’s right—it *does* feel right when we’re together. And that scares me more than anything.

Jax reaches out, his fingers brushing against my arm, and I flinch at the contact. “Don’t,” I say, pulling away. “I can’t do this right now.”

He hesitates for a moment before nodding and stepping back. “Fine,” he says quietly. “But you can’t avoid this forever.”

As he turns and walks out of the cave, I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding. My heart is pounding in my chest, and my mind is racing with thoughts I don’t want to confront.

But as much as I want to push him away, I can’t shake the feeling that he’s right. This island has stripped away everything—society, rules, expectations. All that’s left is us, raw and unfiltered. And maybe that’s the problem. Maybe I’m not ready to face what that means.

I lie back down on the makeshift bed, staring up at the jagged ceiling of the cave. The sound of the waves crashing against the shore outside is steady, almost soothing, but it does nothing to calm the storm inside me. My thoughts keep circling back to Jax, to the way he looked at me, the way he touched me. It’s like a fire has been lit inside me, and I don’t know how to put it out.

I close my eyes, trying to clear my mind, but it’s no use. Every time I think I’ve pushed the thoughts away, they come rushing back, stronger than before. I feel like I’m losing control, like I’m being pulled in a direction I don’t want to go.

But maybe that’s just it—maybe I don’t have a choice. Maybe this island has already decided for me.

I sit up abruptly, my heart racing again. I can’t stay here, not with Jax so close by. I need to get out of this cave, away from him, away from everything.

The sand is warm under my feet as I trudge toward the shoreline, the rhythmic crash of waves drowning out the chaos in my head. No one else is here—not Damon with his quiet intensity, not Killian and his stupid smirk, not step-dad or Simon who always seem to be watching me lately. Just me and the ocean and this messed-up realization clawing its way to the surface.

Jax was right.

The thought makes my skin prickle. There *is* something here—with him, yes, but also with the others. Damon’s lingering glances, Killian’s teasing touches, the way step-dad and Simon seem to orbit me like I’m their damn gravity. Back home, it would’ve been wrong. Unthinkable. But here? There’s no one to gasp in horror, no laws to shake their heads in disapproval. Just us, stranded together, rewriting the rules as we go.

I sink onto the sand, digging my fingers into the warm grains as the tide rolls in. The water laps at my toes, cool and insistent. Maybe that’s how this feels—inevitable. Like the ocean erasing footprints, smoothing everything into something new.

Taboo doesn’t exist here. The word feels foreign now, meaningless. Who decides what’s right when there’s no society left to judge? My pulse quickens, not from fear this time, but something darker—excitement. Possibility.

What if I stopped fighting it?

The image surges forward before I can stop it: Jax’s hands on me again, but also Damon’s low voice in my ear, Killian’s smirk as he pins me against the rocks. Even step-dad and Simon, their expressions shifting from step-brotherly concern to something hungrier. My breath hitches.

“Fuck,” I mutter, pressing my palms to my heated cheeks. This is insanity.

But insanity is all we have left.

And I’m going to do what I want as long as the others are ok with it too.
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Two days.

That’s how long I took to think about Jax and what he had said to me.

Although it was really my pussy that demanded we talk to Jax again. I was throbbing imagining his thick cock inside of me again.

I knew what this was.

It was PMS. Even with the IUD, my hormones went crazy around the time I should be getting my period.

My vibrator always had a good workout this time of the month. But I can’t do that now since I’m stuck on this freakin’ island!

So what was I to do?

Use Jax as my personal vibrator of course.

The fire crackled on the beach, its orange glow flickering against the darkening sky. I could feel the heat from it even from where I stood, but it was nothing compared to the fire burning inside me. My skin felt too tight, my thoughts too scattered. I needed something—someone—to take the edge off. And there he was, sitting by the fire, his back to me, all broad shoulders and that infuriatingly confident posture. Jax.

I didn’t bother hiding my approach. The sand shifted under my feet, but he didn’t turn around. He knew it was me. Of course he did. He always knew.

“You’re staring,” he said, his voice low and teasing, without even glancing my way.

“Maybe I am,” I shot back, stepping closer. The warmth of the fire wrapped around me, but it was nothing compared to the heat pooling low in my stomach. “Got a problem with that?”

He finally turned, those sharp eyes locking onto mine. A smirk played on his lips, and I hated how much it made my pulse quicken. “Depends. You here to start something, or just stand there looking pretty?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I closed the distance between us, my hips swaying just enough to make him notice. His gaze dropped for a split second, and I felt a thrill of satisfaction. He wasn’t as unaffected as he wanted me to think.

“Move over,” I said, my voice soft but commanding.

He raised an eyebrow but shifted slightly, making room for me on the log he was sitting on. I didn’t sit beside him, though. No, I stepped between his legs, my hands resting on his shoulders as I lowered myself onto his lap. His body tensed beneath me, and I could feel the hard line of his cock pressing against my thigh even through our clothes.

“Alexa,” he said, his voice rough now, “what are you doing?”

I leaned in, my lips brushing against his ear. “What does it look like?” I whispered, my breath warm against his skin. I felt him shiver, and it only made me bolder. My hands slid down his chest, feeling the firm muscles beneath his shirt. “You’re not going to tell me no, are you?”

His hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer until there was no space left between us. “You know I won’t,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “But don’t think for a second you’re in control here.”

I laughed softly, my fingers trailing lower, tracing the outline of his cock through his pants. “Oh, Jax,” I murmured, “you’re so predictable.”

He growled, his hands tightening on my hips as I rocked against him. The friction was electric, sending sparks of pleasure through me. I could feel how hard he was, how much he wanted me, and it only fueled my own need.

“You want me to use you?” I asked, my voice dripping with challenge. “Then let me.”

His eyes darkened, and for a moment, I thought he might push me away. But then he leaned back, his hands sliding up to rest on my thighs. “Go ahead,” he said, his tone daring me. “Show me what you’ve got.”

I stood up, my body humming with anticipation, and reached for Jax’s hand. His fingers wrapped around mine, warm and firm, as I pulled him to his feet. The firelight danced across his face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw and the hunger in his eyes. I didn’t say a word—I didn’t need to. My intentions were clear in the way I pushed him back, guiding him down onto the soft sand. He went willingly, his smirk never faltering, as if he’d been waiting for this moment just as much as I had.

I straddled him, my knees sinking into the sand on either side of his hips. The heat of his body beneath me was intoxicating, and I could feel the hard length of his cock pressing against my entrance through the thin fabric of my shorts. I leaned forward, my hands resting on his chest, and ground against him slowly, deliberately. The friction sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I let out a soft moan, my head tipping back slightly.

“You’re not playing fair,” Jax murmured, his voice low and rough. His hands found my hips, gripping them tightly as I continued to move against him.

“Fair?” I teased, my lips curving into a sly smile. “Since when do we play fair?”

He chuckled, but there was no humor in it—only desire. His fingers dug into my skin, urging me on as I reached between us to tug at the waistband of his shorts. I freed his cock, thick and already straining, and positioned myself over him. My own shorts were pushed aside, and I could feel the wetness between my thighs as I guided him to my entrance.

I sank down onto him slowly, inch by inch, savoring the way he filled me. His breath caught, and his hands tightened on my hips as I took him all the way in. I paused for a moment, letting myself adjust to the sensation, before I began to move. My hips rolled in a steady rhythm, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

Jax’s eyes never left mine, his gaze intense and unwavering. “You’re in control,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “But don’t think for a second that I’m not enjoying every fucking second of this.”

I laughed softly, my hands sliding up his chest to rest on his shoulders. “Good,” I replied, my voice breathless. “Because I’m not stopping anytime soon.”

I picked up the pace, my hips moving faster as I rode him. The sound of our bodies meeting filled the air, mingling with the crackle of the fire and the distant crash of waves against the shore. Every thrust sent a new wave of pleasure through me, and I could feel the tension building deep inside me.

Jax’s hands moved from my hips to my ass, squeezing firmly as he helped guide my movements. His cock hit that perfect spot inside me with every thrust, and I couldn’t hold back the moans that escaped my lips. My nails dug into his shoulders as I leaned forward, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps.

“That’s it,” Jax growled, his voice rough with need. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My hips moved with a newfound urgency, each thrust deeper and harder than the last. The pleasure was overwhelming, consuming me completely as I lost myself in the rhythm of our bodies moving together. I could feel the heat building inside me, coiling tighter and tighter until it threatened to explode.

Jax’s hands moved to my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples through the fabric of my top. The added sensation pushed me even closer to the edge, and I let out a cry of pleasure as my orgasm crashed over me. My body trembled as wave after wave of ecstasy washed through me, and I felt Jax’s cock pulse inside me as he came with me.

For a moment, everything else faded away—the fire, the sand, the island—and it was just the two of us, lost in the intensity of the moment. My body slumped forward, my forehead resting against his as I tried to catch my breath.

Jax’s hands slid up my back, pulling me closer as he pressed a kiss to my lips. It was slow and deep, a stark contrast to the frantic pace we’d just set. When he finally pulled away, he smirked up at me, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“Not bad,” he said, his voice teasing. “But I think we can do better.”

I raised an eyebrow, a challenge sparking in my eyes. “Oh? And what did you have in mind?”

I slid off him, my body still humming from the intensity of what we’d just shared. The firelight flickered across his skin, casting shadows that made him look even more dangerous, more irresistible. My eyes locked on his, and I could see the challenge in them, the unspoken dare. He wanted me to come to him, to take what I wanted. And I was more than ready to oblige.

I turned around, positioning myself between his legs, my hands resting on his thighs. His cock was still hard, glistening with the evidence of our earlier passion. I leaned in, my breath warm against him, and heard the sharp intake of his breath as I hovered just inches away.

“You’re not going to make this easy, are you?” he asked, his voice low and teasing.

I smirked up at him, my fingers tracing a slow path up his inner thigh. “Where’s the fun in that?”

His jaw tightened as I finally closed the distance, my lips brushing against the tip of him. I could feel him twitch under my touch, and it sent a thrill through me. I took him into my mouth slowly, savoring the way he felt against my tongue. He was warm, smooth, and I could taste the saltiness of his skin as I began to move.

Jax’s hand tangled in my hair, not pushing, not pulling, just holding on as I took him deeper. I could feel him growing harder in my mouth, and the sound of his low groan only spurred me on. I swirled my tongue around him, teasing the sensitive spot just beneath the head before taking him all the way down until my nose brushed against his stomach.

“Fuck, Alexa,” he muttered, his voice strained. “You’re killing me.”

I pulled back slightly, looking up at him through my lashes. “Good.”

His grip tightened in my hair, and I could see the tension in his body as he fought to keep control. But I wasn’t done yet. I took him deep again, my throat relaxing to accommodate him as I moved in a steady rhythm. My free hand wandered lower, cupping his balls and giving them a gentle squeeze. He hissed through his teeth, his hips bucking slightly as I worked him over.

I could feel the power in this moment, the way he was unraveling under my touch. It was intoxicating, knowing that I could bring him to the edge like this. I quickened my pace, my lips sliding up and down his length as I focused on every little detail—the way he tasted, the way he felt, the way his breathing grew ragged as he got closer and closer.

“Alexa,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “If you don’t stop…”

I didn’t stop. Instead, I took him even deeper, my throat tightening around him as I swallowed him down. His hips jerked, and I felt him pulse in my mouth as he came, his release hot and thick against my tongue. I kept going, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until he finally pulled me away, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath.

I sat back on my heels, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand as I looked up at him. His eyes were dark, filled with a hunger that hadn’t been satisfied yet. He reached for me, pulling me up until I was straddling him again.

“You think you’re in control,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “But you’re not.”

I raised an eyebrow, my hands resting on his shoulders. “Oh? And what are you going to do about it?”

His hands slid down to my hips, gripping me tightly as he flipped us over so that I was lying on my back in the sand. He hovered above me, his eyes locked on mine as he positioned himself between my legs. I could feel the heat of him pressing against me, and I arched my back, inviting him in.

“I’m going to show you who’s really in charge,” he said, his voice a low growl.

He pushed into me in one smooth motion, filling me completely. I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move. His pace was relentless, each thrust driving me closer to the edge. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper as I met him stroke for stroke.

The firelight danced across his skin as he moved above me, his muscles flexing with every motion. I could feel the sweat dripping down his chest as he leaned down to capture my lips in a searing kiss. His tongue tangled with mine, and I could taste myself on him, a reminder of what I’d just done.

“You’re mine,” he whispered against my lips, his voice rough with desire. “Say it.”

I shook my head, a defiant smile playing on my lips. “Make me.”

He growled, his hips slamming into me with even more force. I cried out, my body trembling as the pleasure built inside me. He reached between us, his fingers finding the sensitive bundle of nerves and rubbing it in tight circles. I couldn’t hold back anymore, my body arching off the sand as I came undone around him.

Jax didn’t stop, his thrusts growing more erratic as he chased his own release. When he finally came, it was with a low groan that sent shivers down my spine. He collapsed on top of me, his breath hot against my neck as we both tried to recover.

For a moment, we just lay there, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore filling the silence.
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Lex and Jax had been acting strange the past few days.

Neither one looked at the other much and their body language read as if they were avoiding each other.

If they weren’t siblings, I would think that they had fucked and regretted it or they were still fucking but nobody could know about it like an affair. But with those two, it was likely they had a fight and were still mad at each other.

Although… they could’ve seen each other naked and that’s why they were like this.

We were sitting around the fire having just eaten (fish, again, if you’re wondering) and Lex was beside me while Jax was across the fire next to my step-dad.

I would find out what’s going on here. If it was something stupid like he walked in on her naked, they’d have to get over it. It didn’t look like we would be rescued any time soon so who knows how long we’d be here?

It had been a month on this island and I was certain that they were looking for us. They had to be, I couldn’t think of any other scenario.

“I’m turning in for the night,” my step-dad says and he and step-dad’s step-brother Simon both head over to where they’ve set up their beds in one corner.

“Same here,” Kill said with a yawn. Both Jax and Lex got up without saying a word and while I wasn’t tired, I decided to lay down as well.

Within minutes the cave was quiet after everyone was down for the night, yet I was wide awake still.

What I wouldn’t give to have a woman here… Or a man. I wasn’t picky, I liked both. But what I would give for a warm, wet pussy…

It had been a couple of months since I last had sex and my hand just wasn’t cutting it anymore but what was I going to do? The only people on this island were family.

Reaching into my shorts, I fisted my hardening cock at the thought of a willing pussy when I heard movement at the other side of the cave. I lifted my head slightly to see Lex getting up and exiting the cave as quietly as she could.

The night would have been pitch black had the moon not been full and high in the sky, giving the area we were in an eerie glow but also enough light to see what was going on.

Before I could get up and follow Lex to make sure she was ok, I saw Jax get up as well, following her out of the cave.

Huh… that’s suspicious.

Maybe this had to do with their weird behavior?

I wait a minute after Jax leaves and follow him along a path we’ve made in the past month. He’s going toward a cliff I know well that overlooks a valley we haven’t yet explored and is absolutely breathtaking to just sit and watch the day go by.

Since I’m pretty sure I know where he’s going, I hang back a bit so he doesn’t know I’m following him.

I’m light on my feet so no one hears me approaching the edge of the jungle before the cliff’s large edge.

I almost stumble over something as I take in the scene before me.

Both Jax and Lex are here, with Lex in Jax’s arms as he devours her mouth. She’s making these breathy moans that makes my cock harden even more.

Out of all the scenarios that ran through my head this definitely wasn’t one of them.

And yet, I’m not disgusted about the whole thing.

Would I think the same if we were back at home? Probably not, but we were in paradise all alone with an unlikely chance of being rescued anytime soon.

I continue to watch the two and very quickly Jax has Lex naked and on her hands and knees. He’s naked too and I can appreciate both their bodies. Lex is all woman, even if she’s considered ugly by society’s standards. She’s all curves and softness and in the moonlight she is the most gorgeous thing I have ever seen. Jax is tall like me and muscular but it’s a leaner muscle. He’s cut even more than before we got here as we’re more physical here and I can see the hard planes of his body that I want to lick up and down. Same with Lex. They’re the opposite of each other so it’s the best of both worlds in my opinion.

They’re both kneeling on the ground now, their knees protected by their clothing they’ve stripped off. I don’t doubt it would be hard to fuck like that on the hard rock.

I can’t see Jax’s cock but I desperately want to so I move along the edge of the jungle so I can get a better view.

There. Much better.

As soon as I’m in a better position, I kneel down so that they definitely can’t see me and palm my cock in my hand through my shorts.

Jax has his fingers in Lex’s pussy and even from here I can see how wet she is.

“Look at my baby girl, all wet for me,” Jax growls at Lex and she whimpers in response.

“I’ve been desperate for you all night. I need you now,” he tells her as he fists his cock and lines himself up.

“Fuck me, Jax. Now, please,” Lex begs and he slams inside of her, causing her to let out a scream.

“Shhh, bad girl,” Jax says as he covers her mouth with his hand. She’s now bent back so that he can fuck her and keep her quiet.

I can’t tear my eyes away. My hand moves faster, my breath hitching as I watch Jax pound into Lex with a rhythm that’s almost hypnotic. She’s taking it all, her body arching into his, her moans muffled by his hand. The sound of skin slapping against skin is barely audible over the rustling of the jungle, but it’s enough to make my head spin.

I shouldn’t be here. I know that. But the thought of stopping now feels impossible. My body is on fire, every nerve alight with a mix of guilt and desire. I’ve never seen anything like this—something so raw, so primal. It’s like they’ve shed every rule, every boundary, and I’m caught in the middle of it, unable to look away.

Jax shifts his grip on Lex, pulling her up so her back is pressed against his chest. He’s still inside her, his hands roaming over her body as he whispers something in her ear. I can’t hear what he’s saying, but whatever it is, it makes Lex shudder. Her head falls back against his shoulder, and she lets out a low, guttural moan that sends a jolt straight through me.

I’m so close now, my hand moving frantically as I try to keep quiet. My heart is pounding in my chest, and I can feel the heat building in my gut. I bite down on my lip to stifle any sound, my eyes locked on the two of them.

Jax’s movements become more erratic, his breathing ragged as he drives into Lex harder and faster. She’s practically writhing in his arms, her hands gripping his thighs as she pushes back against him. And then, with a low growl, Jax buries himself deep inside her and stills. Lex lets out a muffled cry, her body trembling as she comes undone.

I can’t hold back any longer. My own release hits me like a wave, washing over me in a rush of heat and pleasure. I clamp my mouth shut to keep from making a sound, my body shaking as I ride it out.

For a moment, everything is still. The only sounds are the soft rustling of leaves and the distant crash of waves against the shore. Jax and Lex are slumped together, their bodies glistening in the moonlight as they catch their breath.

I should leave. I know I should leave before they notice me here. But I can’t seem to move. My legs feel like jelly, and my mind is still reeling from what I just witnessed—and what I just did.

Finally, Jax pulls out of Lex and helps her to her feet. They don’t say much as they start to gather their clothes, their movements slow and deliberate. There’s an intimacy between them that feels almost tangible, something that goes beyond just physical attraction. Something I want with Lex, too. Something I’ve always wanted if I’m to be honest. Comparing every woman I’ve been with to Lex wasn’t fair to those women but I couldn’t help it. I had always wanted her, even if I didn’t let myself admit it until now.

As they start to head back toward the cave, I finally force myself to move. I slip deeper into the jungle, careful not to make any noise as I make my way back to camp. My heart is still racing, and my mind is a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions.
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The next night the same thing happens again, Lex and Jax sneak away without the others really realizing it.

This time, I’m ready. I wait a beat, then slip into the shadows after them. The jungle is thick, but their path is clear—crushed leaves, snapped twigs. They’re not exactly subtle. My heart pounds as I follow, the air heavy with the scent of damp earth and something else, something primal.

I stop just before the clearing. Through the tangle of vines, I see them. Lex’s back is to me, her skin glowing faintly in the moonlight. Jax is already shirtless, his hands on her hips, pulling her close. They don’t speak, don’t need to. It’s all movement, heat, and hunger. My breath catches as they fall to the ground, tangled together, their bodies moving in a rhythm that feels both foreign and familiar.

I can’t look away. My body betrays me, heat pooling low in my stomach as I watch them. Lex’s moans are soft but sharp, cutting through the night like a knife. Jax growls something I can’t make out, his hands gripping her tighter. I’m hard now, achingly so, and I know I can’t stay hidden any longer.

Before I lose my nerve, I get up and walk out of the jungle. Neither have seen me yet as Jax pounds himself hard and fast into her pussy. The only sounds are skin slapping against skin and Lex’s quiet moans.

I drop my shorts and walk in front of Lex.

“I’ve got a way to shut her up,” I tell Jax and they both startle seeing me there.

Jax doesn’t even stop thrusting into Lex but he takes his hand away and grips her waist hard enough that it’ll leave bruises tomorrow.

Taking my cock in my hand, I grip the base of it in one hand and the other hand grabs Lex’s hair. I guide my hard length to her mouth and sink myself in as far as she’ll let me.

“Fuck me,” I groan. “I’m going to fuck your mouth. If you need to stop, tap my leg, ok, baby?” She hums around my dick in response and I take that as a yes.

Using Jax’s rhythm, I thrust in and out of Lex’s mouth each time getting a bit deeper inside of her warmth. She flattens her tongue and I feel it up and down my length with every thrust.

This is the hottest thing I’ve ever done in my life.

I’ve had sex so many times with the most adventurous people but nothing, and I mean nothing, compares to fucking my step-sister’s mouth while my step-brother rails her from behind.

Jax is the first to come. I look over at him and see his body shaking as he thrusts violently into Lex.

“Come with me,” he grunts as Lex circles her clit. I hadn’t notice her doing that but I was too focused on her mouth wrapped around my dick.

With a final thrust, Jax shouts Lex’s name and holds himself in her.

Fuck me. He came inside her.

I want that next.

I feel my balls tingle and seeing my siblings come, I know it won’t be long until I do as well.

I look down to see Lex drooling, her eyes watering as my cock slams into her mouth. I know I’m rough with her but I told her she could literally tap out but she hasn’t yet.

With her hair wrapped in my hands, I keep her head steady as I stuff my cock in her mouth as I continue to shoot ropes of cum into her mouth. She starts to gag and I quickly remove my cock.

I wanted to face fuck her, not kill her.

She gasps for air as some of my cum drips down from her mouth. It’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve seen.

The three of us spend a few minutes catching our breath in the quiet of the night.

Lex collapses onto the ground below her but before she can get comfortable, Jax picks her up and puts her in his lap.

“I’m guessing this isn’t just sex for you, Jax?” I ask since it’s clearly not.

He shakes his head. “No. Never has been. Lex has always been the one I’ve wanted. Even when it was wrong and it was illegal to be together.”

“Technically it’s still illegal,” I point out.

“Not really. It’s likely this island isn’t claimed by a country so laws are what we make of it. Even if it were under a country’s jurisdiction, there’s obviously no one to enforce those laws,” Jax says as he starts to stroke Lex’s hair. She cuddles into him as she falls asleep, trusting Jax to keep her safe.

We sit in silence for a while. It’s not uncomfortable or anything, which is a nice thing. I hate talking if it’s not necessary. Small talk is the devil in my mind.

“So how long has this been going on,” I ask him as I nod to Lex.

“A week now,” he answers.

“I thought there was something going on earlier. You two were avoiding each other and it just seemed weird to me.”

“Do you think the others’ noticed?” He asks me honestly.

“No, I was just bored enough to look at it,” I answer as I stand up to put my shorts back on.

As I do, I see Jax staring at my now limp cock. It’s still wet from Lex’s mouth but I came so hard there’s no way it was getting hard again tonight. But with him looking at me like that, and licking his lips too? I might just getting turned on again.

He snaps out of his trance and nudges Lex awake.

“Baby, time to get dressed,” he whispers to her as she protests his treatment of her.

Lex hates having her sleep disturbed but she’s compliant with Jax so I know she must care for him a lot.

When we’re all dressed, we head back to the cave to get some more sleep.

I’m now exhausted and I know I’ll have no problems sleeping again. I want to talk to Lex and Jax about tonight but we have time for that. It seems that’s all we have lately is time.

It doesn’t take us long to get back to the cave and as we try to sneak back in, I hear our step-fathers’ voice.

“Where the fuck have you three been?”

Oh, shit.
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When I woke up tonight to find three of my kids missing, I panicked. I got both Simon and Kill up and we were about to search for them when I heard them trying to sneak back into the camp.

It was like they were teenagers all over again but instead of sneaking back into the house, it was this cave that was home for now.

My gaze went immediately to Lex and noticed she was flushed and looked out of breath. Her hair was all over the place too and her clothes looked like she had rushed to put them back on.

She had the freshly fucked looked, but that was impossible.

Her step-brothers would never do that to her.

“Well?” I ask as I cross my arms over my chest. “Where the hell did you go at this time of night? Do you know how worried I was?”

I hated sounding like the irrational parent but they really did scare me.

Lex rolled her eyes before saying anything. “Oh come on step-dad, it’s not like there’s anything out there that can harm us.”

Her casual dismissiveness to my question made my blood pressure rise. I could feel my face getting red with anger.

I had tried to talk to her but she’s barely listened to me. I need to tell her how right she was without actually saying those words.

But she won’t listen no matter how hard I try and now this attitude?

Fuck this.

“You little…” I grab her arm and pull her towards me. I’m not going to bruise her and in the corner of my eye I see Jax lunge towards us, ready to take me on if I hurt his step-sister. Only Damon is strong is enough to keep him back, which he does.

Lex’s eyes are wide but not scared. There’s also something else there that I don’t really want to acknowledge. Something I feel as well as my dick twitches in my pants.

“I have tried so hard to talk to you the past month so we could move forward and you ignore me at every turn. Now you’re giving me attitude. I asked a simple fucking question and you roll your eyes at me!” I’m starting to yell at her now, I’m so angry with her.

“Fuck you, step-dad!” Is all she says and I completely lose it. My grip on her arm tightens as I sit down and throw her over my knee.

I don’t want to hurt her but I need to teach her a lesson. I’m still her step-father and while I haven’t spanked her since she was a child, her attitude towards me is driving me to do this.

I flip her dress up and notice she’s bare underneath. My cock, which was already starting to twitch is now semi-hard over my stepdaughter. Her ass is round and soft and all I want to do is spank it right now.

Thwack!

My hand hits her bare ass and she squeals.

“step-daddy, stop…” she protests, even though it doesn’t seem like she really wants me to. Maybe that’s just my mind making it up though. Wishful thinking and all that.

“No. You will stop with this fucking attitude towards me and you will listen to me. Now, count to ten, baby girl and then you’ll be done,” I tell her as I smack the other globe of her ass. It jiggles under my hand and I know by the end of this I’m going to be rock hard.

“One,” she says just before I bring my hand down again.

“Two.”

I continue on, never smacking the same side in a row. I can hear heavy breathing but I’m not sure if it’s me, Lex or the other men in the cave. There’s no way I’m looking up now because all I can see is my stepdaughter laid out on my knee taking my punishment beautifully. My dick is already half hard and I know if this continues, I’ll be hard as a rock soon.

Just after she calls out “eight”, her legs move open a bit. They’ve been shut this entire time but are now slightly open and I can see wetness dripping down her legs.

I bring my hand down again for the ninth time and just before the final one, I nudge her legs open even more.

What the hell is wrong with me? Why am I obsessed with seeing my stepdaughters’ pussy?

I’m staring at my baby girl’s pink and glistening pussy. I can see she’s wet but I’m also experienced enough to know what it looks like when a woman is dripping in cum that isn’t hers.

My eyes jerk up to look over at Damon and Jax who were with her. Jax’s shorts are tented and he’s biting his lip as if he likes what’s going on. Damon is smiling slightly as he stares at my stepdaughter - his step-sister. I can see his cock hard as well.

So that’s why they were out in the dark of night. I groan loudly at the thought of the three of them together before turning my attention back to my stepdaughter.

Thwack!

“Ten,” she murmurs and she wiggles as if she’s going to try to get up.

Holding her in place, I skim my hands along the back of her thighs. She shivers from that and I make my move.

I yank her legs open wider and I thrust two fingers inside of her, causing her to scream loudly.

She’s so fucking wet and I know it’s not just my sons’ cum in her. She’s turned on right now because of me.

Me. Her step-father.

I pump my fingers in and out of her a few times as I feel her pussy clamping around them. My cock is straining against my pants and I need to be inside of her.

There’s no time for foreplay - that’ll be for another time.

I guide her off my lap and lay her down on my makeshift bed. Her legs open wide for me as she lays on her back, watching my every move.

She’s hairless and I’m a bit surprised as we’ve been here for almost five weeks. But now isn’t the time to ask her.

I quickly shed my pants and since I have nothing on underneath my cock bobs up towards my stomach since it’s so hard. I can’t remember the last time I was this turned on.

Not bothering to ask for permission, I lay on top of her and guide my dick to her wet pussy thrusting balls deep in her in one move. There would be another time for foreplay, I can guarantee that. Right now though I need her desperately.

“Fuck me,” I whisper. She is so tight and feels so good wrapped around my dick.

She giggles as if she was drunk. “That’s what I’m doing, step-daddy.”

Fuck. It’s the step-daddy that kills me.

She hasn’t called me that since she was young but I need her to call me that from now on. Especially when I’m destroying her pussy like I plan to tonight.

Taking all my anger and frustration against her, I set a harsh pace as I’m not gentle. I almost hit her cervix with every thrust and only pull out halfway before shoving myself back in. My balls slap against her ass and I can feel her clenching with every one of my thrusts. She wraps her legs around my waist and I’m able to get even deeper inside of her.

My hands are on both sides of her head and before I know it, I’m leaning down to kiss her. Her arms come up and she starts to lightly run her fingers up and down my back.

I’ve not felt so close to a woman since her mother died and I feel like I’m in heaven. Because this? It’s not just sex for me.

My pace picks up and she grips my back, her nails digging into me. There will be marks tomorrow for sure and I’ll wear them proudly.

“Oh my god, step-daddy,” she says breathlessly as her eyes close with pleasure.

I thrust a few more times before I pull out, making her whine when I do.

“Shh, baby girl, trust me,” I soothe as I kneel back on my feet and pull her towards me. Lifting one of her legs and wrapping it in my hand, I shove myself back in her. This angle makes it easier for me to hit her g-spot and she starts to pant and moan loudly. She’s now really pushing back against my thrusts and I’m mesmerized by her breasts jiggling.

“step-daddy, please…” she begs of me.

“Please what, baby girl?” I ask her.

“I need to come, please, step-daddy,” she tells me as she takes her breasts in her hands and starts to play with her nipples.

I reach down and pinch her clit, making her scream out loud.

I can hear moans behind me along with the very clear sounds of men jerking off. If I weren’t so focused on my baby girl, I’d turn to take a look. I know Jax and Damon would definitely be into this. But what about my step-brother and Kill?

Those thoughts are for later though.

I can feel myself starting to come soon and I’m not sure how long it’ll take her so I flip the both of us over so I’m now on my back and she’s straddling me. My cock never even left her fucking amazing pussy while I did this.

“Ride me, baby girl. Ride your step-daddy,” I plead with her.

She places her legs on either side of me how she likes it before she lifts herself up almost completely off my cock. Slamming down hard on me she does this a few more times.

“Baby girl, I’m going to come. Where do you want it?” I hope she says inside her.

“Inside me, step-daddy, please,” she says just seconds before I feel my balls explode. I grip her waist and hold her down on my cock as I shoot my cum deep inside of her.

“Oh my god, step-daddy,” she moans as she starts to grind on me, chasing her own orgasm. She’s close as I feel her pussy spasming and clenching around me.

She giggles slightly as she leans down to whisper in my ear. “Mmm, step-daddy. From bouncing on your knee to bouncing on your cock.”

Fuck. Me.

If I wasn’t already spent, I would be now with that statement. My cock twitches at what she says but I know I can’t get it up again just yet.

She screams as she comes and all I can do is look up at her as she does. She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve seen in years right now and I’m in awe of her.

We both stay like this as we catch our breath, my dick softening in her pussy. Neither of us move and I’m suddenly afraid I’ve taken it too far. Especially with our last conversation being what it was.

“Baby?” I say hesitantly.

“It’s ok, step-daddy,” she responds as she moves to lie down on top of me. “We’ll talk about it tomorrow. I’m sleepy now.”

Wrapping my arms around her, I draw her into my side. I can hear the others getting into their beds for the night.

It takes me a while to sleep and all I can think of is: what the hell have I done?


Eleven

Alexa
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The following morning brought clarity almost as soon as I woke up.

What the fuck did I do last night?

Was I so seriously dick drunk that I fucked my step-father when I disliked him still? I begged for his cock even though I just had been fucked by both Jax and Damon?

Getting up from my makeshift bed, I was quiet as I left the cave. I needed time for myself and while everyone else was sleeping, this was a perfect time to go to the beach without someone coming after me.

The sun was just rising and I hated that we were stuck here but the sunrises almost made it bearable. The sky was filled with oranges, yellows and reds as the sun crested over the horizon. Like most days, there were only a few clouds in the sky - they were the full, fluffy ones that made the whole scene look almost unreal.

As I sat there, I couldn’t help but remember my behavior from last night.

Damon fucking me was a huge surprise and I’m sure it’ll never happen again but I’m ok with that. Once was enough for my curiosity to be satisfied. Although I won’t say no to any repeats.

My step-dad though? I was shocked at how angry he was towards me. Yes, he had tried to talk to me but I didn’t want anything to do with listening to him. Why would he be so angry when I was the one he left behind? I didn’t want to hear his stupid excuses so I didn’t let him say anything to me. I made sure I was always with someone and when I wasn’t I just walked away from him.

What could he say to make up for the past four years?

I don’t want to keep onto this anger though. How much longer will we be here? It had been weeks and there was no signs of rescue. Could I be mad at him for remainder of the time we had here? And what if we never got rescued. That sort of anger was fucking exhausting.

The sand is cool under my feet as I walk closer to the water, the waves lapping at my toes. I take a deep breath, the salty air filling my lungs, and for a moment, I let myself forget everything. The mess of last night, the tangled web of emotions, the fact that we’re stranded on this godforsaken island—it all fades into the background.

But it doesn’t last long.

My mind starts racing again, and I can’t help but wonder what the hell we’re going to do. Weeks have passed, and there’s still no sign of rescue. No planes overhead, no boats on the horizon. Just us, this island, and the endless ocean. It’s like we’ve been forgotten by the world.

I sit down in the sand, letting the waves wash over my legs. The water is cold, but it feels good against my skin. I close my eyes and try to focus on the sound of the waves, but my thoughts keep pulling me back to last night.

Damon was… unexpected. I didn’t think he’d ever look at me that way, let alone touch me like that. And Jax—well, Jax is Jax. He’s always been a wildcard, but last night was something else entirely. And then there’s my step-father. God, what was I thinking?

I shake my head, trying to push the thoughts away. It doesn’t matter now. What’s done is done. I’m not going to beat myself up for fucking my step-brothers and step-father. Rules don’t matter here and if this helps us pass the time and keep our sanity, then so be it.

Besides, how can I be upset? The men in my family are built, especially after weeks in this place, and they’re blessed with above average cocks. I’m a very lucky girl.

The sound of footsteps behind me makes me tense up. I don’t need to turn around to know who it is—I can feel his presence like a weight on my chest.

“Alexa,” he says softly, his voice barely audible over the sound of the waves.

I don’t respond. I don’t know what to say to him. How do you even begin to have a conversation with someone you’ve spent years hating?

He sits down beside me, keeping a careful distance between us. For a long time, neither of us speaks. The silence is heavy, filled with all the things we haven’t said to each other over the years.

Finally, he breaks it. “I know you don’t want to hear it,” he says, his voice low and hesitant, “but I need to say this.”

I clench my fists in the sand, bracing myself for whatever excuse he’s about to throw at me. But when he speaks again, his words catch me off guard.

“I’m sorry,” he says simply. “For everything.”

I turn to look at him then, surprised by the sincerity in his voice. His eyes are filled with regret, and for the first time in years, I see him not as the man who walked out on us but as someone who made mistakes—just like everyone else.

“I know I can’t make up for what I did,” he continues, his voice trembling slightly. “But if we’re going to survive this—if we’re going to get through whatever comes next—I need you to know that I’m here. Not just physically, but… for you. I’ve spent too long running from my mistakes, and I don’t want to do that anymore.”

I stare at him, the words sinking in slowly. My chest feels tight, like there’s a weight pressing down on me, but it’s different from the anger I’ve been carrying around for years. It’s heavier, more complicated.

“Why now?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. “Why here? Why not when it actually mattered?”

He looks down at the sand, his hands fidgeting nervously. “Because I was scared,” he admits. “Scared of being alone. But being here… it’s made me realize that life is too short to keep hiding. And if something happens to us—if we don’t make it off this island—I don’t want to die with this between us.”

I swallow hard, my throat dry. Part of me wants to scream at him, to tell him that it’s too little, too late. But another part of me—the part that’s been aching for closure for so long—feels a strange sense of relief.

“And what happened last night…” he said as he looked at me. “I don’t regret it. That was the best night I’ve had in years. Who knew the best sex I’ve ever had would be with my own daughter?”

“I don’t regret it either. It’s not a bad way to pass the time we have here,” I say with a smirk. step-dad laughs and the tension between us is gone. We’ll still have issues, especially if we’re rescued but I can’t hold onto anger anymore.


Twelve

Simon
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Icould barely fucking sleep last night.

Seeing my step-brother fuck his stepdaughter was the hottest, most taboo thing I’ve ever seen. I was surprised that he didn’t notice her getting turned on when he started spanking her though, it took almost until the end for him to realize she was soaking wet.

I definitely had noticed her growing up, especially after she left for college. Her breasts stared in many fantasies and I couldn’t wait to get them in my mouth.

What I would give to see her round with child so they’d get even bigger. But even more so, after she gives birth I want to suck on those titties of hers - milking her dry. Her kid and I would have to fight to get in there.

Does that kink make me weird? I don’t think it’s as bad as fantasizing about a family member.

The cave is empty now since everyone left to do whatever it is they do during the day. Likely going off to fuck Lex now that I think of it.

My cock is rock hard thinking of Lex breastfeeding and I lower my shorts as I lay in my makeshift bed, gripping my hard cock in my hand. I’m already leaking pre-cum and every swipe of my fingers smears the wetness all over me, making my hand run smoothly up and down my shaft.

I can’t stop thinking of Lex now. I want to fuck her so bad, fill her up with my cum and breed her.

Imagining her pregnant with my kid turns me on even more.

“Lex…” I murmur. My eyes are closed so I can concentrate on my fantasy so I don’t see anyone come into the cave until it’s too late.

Another hand joins mine and I jerk my eyes open to find Lex kneeling next to me.

“Oh, step-dad’s step-brother Simon, your cock is so pretty,” she sighs as she stares at our hands as they stroke my cock.

I’m not as big as my nephews’ or even my step-brother but I’m not that small either. Just slight above average sized dicks are perfect for really rough sex and anal sex - both of which I absolutely love. I could fuck a woman for hours and she would feel it, but wouldn’t be super sore after like she would with someone really big. Then, the next day, we could do it all over again. Can’t do that with monster dicks, not really.

I don’t think Lex will have a problem taking multiple big dicks all day long and then doing it again the next day though. I have a feeling she was made for this family.

I groaned, both in surprise and pleasure, as her tongue swirled around the head of my cock, teasing me.

I struggled to keep still, my fingers digging into my sides as she worked on me. The feeling was overwhelming, and it was all I could do not to thrust into her mouth. Her eyes met mine for a brief moment before she continued, an unspoken challenge in her gaze. I gritted my teeth, trying to hold back my climax, wanting to prolong this moment as long as possible.

Just as I thought I might explode, she pulled away, leaving me shivering and desperate for more. “You’re such a tease,” I murmured in protest, reaching out for her. She ignored me, climbing on top of me with a playful grin on her face, straddling my hips.

“I’m not the only one,” she retorted, unbuttoning her shirt and revealing her full breasts. My eyes widened at the sight, wanting my mouth on those beautiful orbs, and she giggled as she leaned forward to kiss me softly on the lips. Her hands trailed down my chest, tracing the contours of my muscles as she kissed me deeply, passionately.

I pulled her closer, our bodies colliding in a wave of pure desire. Her nipples brushed against my chest, sending shivers down my spine, and I could feel myself getting harder with each passing second. She slowly unbuttoned my pants, revealing my erect cock, and let out a low whistle before taking me into her hand once more.

This time there was no hesitation – we were both fully committed to this encounter. As she stroked me, I reached up to cupped her breasts in my hands, savouring their softness and weight. She moaned softly into my ear as I gently pinched her nipples between my fingers, eliciting a response from deep within her core.

She leaned down to kiss me again as she slowly lowered herself onto my cock, savored every inch of me that slid inside her until we were joined completely. We paused there for a moment – savoring the feeling of being connected – before Lex began to move again, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through us both.

I held onto her hips, guiding her as she rode me. Our bodies moved in perfect synchronicity, each thrust sending shivers of pleasure down our spines. Her eyes met mine, filled with passion and desire, as she continued to move against me.

Her hips rocked back and forth, each movement sending waves of pleasure through me. I watched as her face contorted with pleasure, wondering how long it would take before she reached her climax. I gripped her hips tighter, encouraging her to go faster.

Her breaths accelerated as she closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensations. Sweat dripped down her forehead as she continued to ride me. Her body shook slightly as she approached the peak of her ecstasy, and I couldn’t help but wonder how it felt to be on the brink of such intensity.

Just when I thought I could take it no longer, Lex let out a cry of pure pleasure as she climaxed. Her body shook violently for a moment before going limp against me. She leaned forward and kissed me softly on the lips, before collapsing onto my chest, still panting for air.

I ran my fingers through her hair, feeling the sweat on her forehead and the flush of excitement still visible on her cheeks. I looked down at our intertwined bodies and wondered how we had ever gone so long without this feeling of completion. It was more than physical satisfaction – it was a connection that went deeper than words could describe.

We lay there for a while, savoring the feeling of each other’s bodies pressed against us. Finally I hear her soft snores and quietly extract myself from her. I’d love nothing more than to stay here with her but after an orgasm I tend to be restless. I can usually go again quickly or I get up to do things after my partner has fallen asleep.

Leaving Lex to sleep, I wander outside for the first time today. As always, the island is a true paradise. One that people would pay exorbitant amounts of money to visit - which is exactly what we were originally doing when we got marooned here.

When step-dad asked me to come, I didn’t hesitate to say yes. Ever since his wife Julia died - the kids’ mother - he hadn’t been the same. Marrying Stephanie was likely his biggest regret although it gave him two more kids so he wasn’t completely regretful. The babies - three year old Liam and six month old Kinsley - were the bright spot of his life right now. I know if he could have brought them he definitely would have. But babies on vacation? Hell no. So here I was.

I had never married, had no kids that I know of so it was easy for step-dad to invite me in Julia’s place. My plan was to find a hookup for the two weeks and fuck her senseless. I hadn’t been laid in almost a year so I wanted to break my dry spell.

Although if I looked at it, I did find someone to fuck senseless. She just happened to be related to me.

I found step-dad sitting on the beach alone just watching the ocean. One of the kids came here every day to make sure that our SOS sign was still here and directions were given to our cave.

I hated coming out here because I knew deep down we weren’t being rescued. I don’t think the others really had accepted that fact yet and I wasn’t going to be the one to throw it in their faces. They’d come to that realization eventually and hopefully they would accept it.

“Hey,” I said to him as I sat down next to him on the sand.

He sighs. “Hey.” But he doesn’t say anything more.

I need to know he’s ok though. It’s not every day you find out your kids are fucking and then fuck your stepdaughter.

“You ok?” I ask simply. “About Lex, I mean.”

“Surprisingly, yeah. Maybe this island has warped me. Warped us all. But fucking Lex was the best thing that’s happened to me since Julia died,” he tells me as he grabs a rock from the sand and throws it into the water. I was a bit shocked over that statement but I wasn’t going to pry much more, at least not now. It’s nice to see that he’s realizing how evil Stephanie actually is.

“Am I ok with everything else? Not in the slightest. I’m afraid we’ll be here forever…”

“And what if we are?” I ask.

He’s silent for a while and as I get up to leave him to his thoughts, he finally answers. “Then we’re here forever. We’ll probably need a more secure place to live eventually. What happens when Lex gets pregnant? Because the way we’re all going, it will happen. I’d like to have the baby is a more secure place.” A shiver runs down my spine at the thought of my niece pregnant. My cock is now hard again even though it hadn’t been an hour since I was inside of her.

It seems he really has thought of us staying here in the long run though, and he wasn’t freaking out over fucking his stepdaughter so I’d call this conversation a win.

“We should talk to her, talk to everyone about this. But first, my dick is hard and I need to go find her,” I tell him as I slap his back and head back to the cave, knowing he’ll be following me.

Lex was in the cave alone for once but sleeping on her makeshift bed.

step-dad and I approached her quietly, not wanting to wake her if this was a deep sleep.

The two of us surrounded her on either side, kneeling as we reached out to wake her up.

“step-daddy?” Lex asked sleepily as step-dad nudged her.

“Are you awake, baby girl?” I asked and she nodded.

“Just needed a cat nap after step-dad’s step-brother Simon wore me out,” she said with a yawn and I grinned at that.

Without saying anything else, she sat up and took both her shirt and shorts off, leaving her naked lying in between the two of us.

step-dad reached out and tweaked her nipple as he leaned down to kiss her. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen - my step-brother with his stepdaughter. It shouldn’t turn me on but fuck if it did.

My mouth latches onto the nipple step-dad isn’t lavishing and I groan at the taste of her. I wanted to lie here and worship her tits all day long. As I’m nibbling on her breast, my hand snakes down to finger her pussy, finding it already wet.

“Fuck, Lex, you’re so tight,” I groaned as I thrust my fingers in and out of her dripping cunt. “I can’t wait to feel this pussy gripping my cock.”

My cock was so hard feeling her wetness envelope my finger. I couldn’t wait any longer and I leaned down to take a nipple into my mouth. I wanted to worship her breasts and when she gasped at the feeling of my tongue I knew she loved what I was doing.

With one smooth thrust, step-dad sank deep into her, filling her to the hilt. She cried out as my body accommodated his size, stretching around him.

“Yes, yes!” Lex moaned, her legs wrapping around step-dad’s waist as he began to move inside her. His hips rocked slowly at first, savoring the feeling of being completely enveloped by her tight, warm pussy.

As their pace picked up, I watched them, feeling my own desire build. I wanted to join them, to feel what they were feeling.

I had no idea what to use as lubrication, so I reached down and dipped my hand inside of her, coating my cock with her natural wetness.

I moved behind Lex, lining up with step-dad. “Do you want to be filled by two cocks tonight? Do you want to feel your pussy stretched beyond its limits?” I asked, my voice a low growl.

Lex turned her head to look at me, her eyes wide with excitement. “Yesss,” she hissed. “Give me your cocks.”

As one, step-dad and I sank into Lex’s waiting warmth. It was a tight fit for both of us, but it felt incredible. Our cocks slid in and out of her wet pussy together, our balls slapping against each other with every thrust.

“Fuck…” step-dad groaned. “I can’t believe we get to do this.”

“Mmm,” I agreed. “This is amazing.”

Lex moaned loudly each time our bodies connected, her pussy milking our cocks as we moved inside her. The feeling was intense – it was like being wrapped up in a warm blanket of pleasure that just kept building and building.

I reached around and grabbed onto Lex’s breasts again, pinching and pulling on her nipples as we continued our rhythmic thrusts. Lex screamed out in ecstasy, her body shaking like she was about to come undone at any second.

“I’m gonna come!” step-dad warned us as he neared his peak – and then he was coming inside Lex’s pussy, his hips bucking as he filled her with his hot seed.

Seeing him shoot his load triggered something deep within me – I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a loud cry of pleasure, I came too, spurting my cum deep inside Lex as well. We continued to move inside her for several more seconds until we slowly pulled out of her dripping pussy – leaving behind a mess that only served to heighten our collective lust even further.


Thirteen

Kill
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This island has really warped all of us.

As I hear my step-dad and step-dad’s step-brother fucking my step-sister, I know it’s true. If we weren’t here, this wouldn’t be happening.

I’m not judging them because this shit is not easy to deal with. It’s been six weeks now with no signs of human life and no likely chance of being rescued.

But deep down, I’m not sure it’s the island. I’ve seen how Jax looks at our step-sister and I know that whatever they have he will fight for when we get back to civilization. Damon has always been close to Lex and I know that as soon as he saw her as a sexual and romantic option, he took it. My step-dad and step-dad’s step-brother though? I think the stress of this whole thing drove them to fuck Lex.

As for me, I know I’ve never thought of her in a sexual way until the other night when step-dad spanked her and then fucked her in front of us all. Now she’s all I can think of.

I always thought she was cute but now she’s more than that. She thinks she’s fat but I love her curves, although she is losing weight just being on the island and I hope she doesn’t lose too much of it.

I head to the beach as I do every day to make sure that our SOS sign is still there.

There are traces of island wildlife all over and some of the rocks and logs have moved so it takes me a while to make sure everything is back in order.

After I’m done, I sit down on the sand and look out at the ocean. I’ve always loved the water and the ocean especially but I think after this I’ll be staying on a solid land mass from now on.

I’m so lost in my thoughts I don’t hear anyone come up behind me until I feel someone sit down next to me.

“Holy shit, you scared me Lex,” I say with a strained laugh.

“I’m sorry. I wanted to come see how you were doing. I’m worried about you,” she said as she nudges my shoulder with hers. With the last six weeks stranded on this island, she’s gained a lot of strength and that almost hurt what she just did. Ow.

“I’m ok, all things considering. I mean the longer we’re here, the less likely we’ll ever leave,” I tell her as tears form in my eyes. My step-dad was far ahead of his time and always encouraged his boys to cry as he felt it was an outlet for emotions and keeping those in would cause problems. He’d much rather us cry than use our fists - especially towards the women in our life. It’s why you’d never see any of the men in my family raise their hands to a woman, although Stephanie being the royal bitch she was deserved a good smack sometimes.

“I’ve accepted my life either way. I’m happy here with you guys but I’d be happy if we went back as well,” she tells me.

“Would you really be happy going back though? All those cocks of yours would disappear,” I tease her and she smiles as she turns to look at me.

“Can always get more cocks,” she smirks at me. “Although I like these ones.” She says that with a sigh and I nod in response.

“I feel as if I accept your offer that means I’ve given up hope of going home,” I tell her softly.

“Oh, Kill…” she says as she gets up to straddle my lap, her legs on either side of mine. “No, don’t think like that. Think of it as passing the time until we’re out of here.” She grinds in my lap and it’s sexier than any lap dance I’ve ever had. I’m only human and there’s a half naked woman in my lap. She is my step-sister though.

Ah, fuck it.

“Fuck me.” I grab her hair in one hand and her hip in another so that I can control her movements. We both have something on so there’s fabric between us but as I grind myself into her, I can feel her wetness through the layers dripping onto me.

Admitting why I hesitated with her has helped a lot, more than I thought it would. I’ve been mostly hard since the other night but I couldn’t wrap my brain around it. Somehow I had gotten it into my head that sex with Lex equaled giving up hope. Obviously that’s not true and having her here in my lap makes me realize that I was wrong.

“As much as I want to fuck you, sand and sex does not mix,” Lex giggles and it’s so cute and infectious I find myself laughing as well. Pulling her up with me, I grab her hand to pull her back to the cave.

I’m going to fuck the hell out of her and I want the others to watch.

Then I’ll apologize for being me and explain why. But not after a few orgasms with my gorgeous step-sister.

It doesn’t take us long to get back to the cave and we find it surprisingly empty. I know the others wanted to explore so I’m sure that’s what they’re doing. Not that there’s much else to do at this point.

I took a step towards Lex, my heart pounding with anticipation. Her eyes sparkled with desire, and I could see the hunger in them. I gently caressed her face, my fingers tracing the delicate line of her jaw. She closed her eyes, leaning into my touch, and let out a soft moan. My lips found hers, and we kissed passionately, our tongues dancing wildly. My hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve and contour. I unbuttoned her shirt, revealing her breasts, full and heavy, straining against the lace of her bra. I couldn’t resist any longer.

I peeled off her shirt and bra, exposing her creamy breasts with pink nipples that were already hard and erect. I lowered my head and took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then with increasing fervor. Lex arched her back, pushing her chest towards my face, encouraging me to take more of her. I switched to the other nipple, teasing it with my tongue, biting gently, making her squirm with pleasure.

“Oh, Kill,” she whispered, her breath hot and raspy. “I need more.”

My hands moved downwards, unzipping her shorts and sliding them down her slender legs. She wasn’t wearing any underwear, and I felt my dick twitch at the sight of her smooth, shaved pussy. It glistened with arousal, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I pushed her back gently until she was lying on the soft sand, her legs falling open invitingly.

Positioning myself between her thighs, I paused for a moment to admire her beauty. Her pussy was perfect, the lips plump and glistening, already wet with desire. I leaned down and blew gently, making her shiver and giggle. “Tease,” she whispered, her voice thick with need.

I smiled and dove in, my tongue finding her clit. I flicked it gently, then faster, as her hips began to move in rhythm with my mouth. The taste of her was intoxicating, and I wanted to devour her. I inserted a finger into her wetness, then two, stretching her, filling her as my tongue continued its dance.

Lex’s moans filled the cave, echoing off the walls, driving me wild with desire. Her hands gripped my hair, urging me on as her body trembled on the brink of release. I sucked her clit into my mouth, drawing hard, and that was all it took. She came with a scream, her body bucking wildly as waves of pleasure washed over her.

But I wasn’t done yet. I wanted to give her more. I positioned myself above her, my hard cock pressing against her entrance. I looked into her eyes, seeking permission, and she nodded, her face flushed with post-orgasmic bliss.

In one smooth motion, I thrust into her, filling her completely. She was so wet and warm, her pussy gripping my dick like a tight, silken glove. I started to move, slowly at first, then harder and faster, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust.

“Yes, Kill, fuck me!” she cried out, her nails digging into my back.

I obliged, pounding into her with abandon, our bodies slick with sweat. The sound of our flesh slapping filled the cave, mixing with our heavy breathing and erotic moans. I felt her pussy tighten around me, signaling her impending climax.

“I’m gonna come again!” she shouted, her voice raw.

I reached down, rubbing her clit in circles as I kept thrusting. “Come for me, Lex,” I growled.

Her body tensed, and she cried out, her pussy convulsing around my cock as she came hard. The sensation was too much for me to bear. I thrust a few more times, then spilled my seed deep inside her, filling her with my cum.

We lay there, entangled in each other’s arms, our chests heaving as we tried to catch our breath. The cave seemed to glow with the aftermath of our passion, and I felt a deep sense of connection with Lex.

As we lay there, exhausted and satisfied, we heard the sound of voices outside the cave. step-dad and step-dad’s step-brother Simon had returned to see the two of us naked on the cave floor.

“Don’t stop on our account,” step-dad’s step-brother Simon said, his voice rough and deep. “Just keep going, and we’ll enjoy the show.”

Lex and I exchanged a glance, and without a word, we gave in to the moment. I positioned her on all fours, her ass in the air, and entered her from behind. The strangers watched silently, their eyes burning with lust as I slammed into Lex, claiming her body as mine.

The thought of being watched sent another wave of desire through me, and I fucked her with renewed vigor. Lex matched my pace, her cries filling the cave, urging me to take her harder. I reached around, rubbing her clit as I pounded into her, determined to make her cum again.

“Oh God, I’m so close!” she screamed.

I felt her pussy clench around my cock as she came, her juices flowing around my shaft. This time, I held back my orgasm, wanting to prolong the pleasure. I kept thrusting, enjoying the feeling of her tight, wet heat. The men watched silently, their eyes fixed on the explicit display before them.

As I continued to fuck Lex, I felt my control slipping. My balls tightened, and I knew I couldn’t hold on much longer. With a final, powerful thrust, I emptied my load deep inside her, crying out in release.

We collapsed in a sweaty heap, our bodies spent and satisfied. The men remained silent, their eyes never leaving us. I felt a strange mix of embarrassment and arousal as I realized they had witnessed our raw, primal passion.

As we caught our breath, step-dad spoke. “That was quite a show. Let’s let Lex have her rest now. With all the cock she’s getting I’m sure she’s exhausted.”

The four of us laugh, Lex and I exhaustedly as I gather her in my arms and settle in for a nap.


Fourteen

Alexa
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The fire crackled, its orange glow casting flickering shadows across the sand. The island was quiet except for the soft crash of waves in the distance and the occasional pop of burning wood. We’d been here for weeks now, and the nights had become a strange mix of boredom and something else—something I couldn’t quite name. Tonight, though, the air felt different. Heavier. Charged.

I sat cross-legged on the sand, my bare feet digging into the cool grains. Damon was to my left, his sharp jawline illuminated by the firelight. Killian lounged next to him, his usual smirk playing on his lips. Jax was sprawled out on his back, staring up at the stars, while step-dad and Simon sat on the other side of the fire, their low voices murmuring about something I couldn’t quite catch.

“Alexa,” Damon said suddenly, his voice cutting through the quiet. “You’ve been awfully quiet tonight.”

I glanced at him, raising an eyebrow. “What do you want me to say? That I miss Wi-Fi? Or maybe that I’m tired of eating fish every damn day?”

Killian chuckled, leaning back on his elbows. “You could always entertain us. You know, like you used to.”

I felt my cheeks flush, though I wasn’t sure if it was from the fire or his words. “Entertain you? What am I, your personal circus act?”

Jax propped himself up on one elbow, his dark eyes glinting. “Come on, Alexa. You know what he means. You’ve got that… energy. That spark. Why not let it out?”

I hesitated, glancing around the circle. Their eyes were on me now, and I could feel the weight of their gazes. It wasn’t just curiosity—it was something more. Something that made my stomach twist in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“Fine,” I said finally, standing up and brushing the sand off my legs. “But don’t blame me if you regret it.”

I stepped into the center of the circle, the firelight dancing across my skin. I could feel their eyes following me, and it sent a shiver down my spine. I started slow, swaying my hips to an imaginary rhythm. The heat from the fire warmed my skin, and I closed my eyes for a moment, letting myself get lost in the movement.

When I opened them again, Damon was watching me with an intensity that made my breath catch. His hand was resting lazily on his thigh, but I could see the way his fingers twitched, like he was holding himself back. Killian’s smirk had faded, replaced by something darker, more focused. Jax was sitting up now, his gaze locked on me like he was trying to memorize every move.

I reached for the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head in one smooth motion. The night air kissed my skin, and I heard a low whistle from Simon. I glanced over at him, catching the way his eyes roamed over my body. step-dad was quieter, but I could see the way his jaw tightened, the way his hands clenched into fists.

I let my hands trail down my sides, my fingers brushing against the waistband of my shorts. I could feel the tension in the air now, thick and electric. I hooked my thumbs into the fabric, sliding them down my legs and stepping out of them. The firelight danced across my bare skin, and I could hear the sharp intake of breath from someone—maybe Damon, maybe Killian. I didn’t look to check.

I moved closer to the fire, letting the heat wash over me. My hands found their way to my hair, pulling it loose from its tie and letting it fall around my shoulders. I turned slowly, letting them all see me, letting them feel the weight of my gaze as much as I felt theirs.

Damon’s hand moved then, sliding down to the front of his pants. I could see the bulge there, and I knew he wasn’t hiding it anymore. Killian followed suit, his hand moving lazily over himself, his eyes never leaving me. Jax was more subtle, but I could see the way he shifted, the way his breathing quickened.

step-dad and Simon were harder to read, but I could feel their eyes on me, their attention unwavering. I stepped closer to Damon, my hips swaying with every step. He looked up at me, his eyes dark and hungry.

“You’re playing with fire,” he said, his voice low and rough.

I smiled, leaning down so my lips were just inches from his ear. “Maybe I like the burn.”

His hand shot out, grabbing my wrist and pulling me down onto his lap. I could feel him beneath me, hard and unyielding. His other hand slid up my back, pulling me closer until our bodies were pressed together.

“Careful,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my neck. “You might get more than you bargained for.”

I laughed softly, tilting my head to give him better access. “Promises, promises.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Killian stand up, his movements slow and deliberate. He walked over to us, his eyes never leaving mine. He reached out, his fingers brushing against my arm before sliding down to my waist.

“You’re not the only one who wants a taste,” he said, his voice low and teasing.

I looked up at him, my heart pounding in my chest. “Then take it.”

Damon’s hands gripped my hips tighter, his fingers digging into my skin as he pulled me flush against him. I could feel the hard length of him pressing against my ass, and a shiver ran down my spine. Killian’s fingers traced the curve of my waist, his touch light but deliberate, before sliding around to cup my bare ass. His palm was warm against my skin, and I couldn’t help but arch into his touch.

“Let’s see how much you can handle, little step-sister,” Killian whispered in my ear, his breath hot against my neck. His words sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I felt my body respond almost instantly.

I turned my head to look at him, my lips brushing against his as I spoke. “I can handle more than you think.”

Killian smirked, his eyes dark with desire. “Prove it.”

Before I could respond, Damon’s hands moved from my hips to my thighs, lifting me slightly so he could position me over his lap. I could feel the heat of him beneath me, and I shifted, grinding against him just enough to hear the low groan that escaped his lips.

“Fuck, Alexa,” Damon muttered, his voice rough. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

I smiled, leaning back against him as Killian stepped closer, his hands roaming over my body. His fingers brushed against my breasts, teasing my nipples until they were hard and aching. I let out a soft moan, my head falling back against Damon’s shoulder as Killian’s mouth found my neck, his teeth grazing my skin.

“You like that?” Killian asked, his voice a low murmur against my ear.

I nodded, unable to form words as his hands continued to explore my body. One hand slid down my stomach, his fingers dipping between my legs. I gasped as he touched me, his fingers sliding through my wetness before finding the sensitive bundle of nerves that made my entire body tremble.

“She’s already so wet,” Killian said, his voice filled with amusement. “Looks like she’s been waiting for this.”

Damon’s hands tightened on my thighs, and I could feel the tension in his body as he watched Killian’s fingers move against me. “Let me taste her,” Damon said, his voice low and commanding.

Killian smirked, pulling his hand away and stepping back slightly. Damon shifted me in his lap, turning me so that I was facing him. His hands moved to my hips, guiding me forward until I was straddling him. I could feel the hard length of him pressing against my core, and I rocked against him, earning another groan from his lips.

“You’re going to drive me crazy,” Damon muttered, his hands moving to my ass as he pulled me closer.

I leaned in, my lips brushing against his as I whispered, “That’s the idea.”

Damon’s lips crashed against mine, his kiss hungry and demanding. I kissed him back with equal fervor, my hands tangling in his hair as he deepened the kiss. His tongue slid against mine, and I could feel the heat building between us as our bodies pressed together.

Killian’s hands were on me again, his fingers tracing the curve of my back before sliding down to grip my hips. He pulled me back slightly, breaking the kiss as he positioned himself behind me. I could feel the heat of his body against my back, and I shivered as his lips found my shoulder.

“You’re not getting all the fun,” Killian said, his voice low and teasing.

Damon smirked, his hands moving to my breasts as he leaned in to kiss me again. Killian’s hands slid down my hips, his fingers finding their way between my legs once more. I gasped as he touched me, his fingers sliding through my wetness before finding that sensitive spot again.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my body trembling as Killian’s fingers worked their magic.

Damon’s hands moved to my hips, guiding me forward until I was positioned over him once more. I could feel the tip of him pressing against me, and I rocked against him, earning another groan from his lips.

“You ready?” Damon asked, his voice rough with desire.

I nodded, biting my lip as he guided himself inside me. I gasped as he filled me, my body stretching to accommodate him. Damon’s hands tightened on my hips as he thrust up into me, and I moaned, my head falling back as pleasure coursed through me.

Killian’s hands were still on me, his fingers continuing to tease that sensitive spot as Damon moved inside me. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” Damon muttered, his voice low and rough. “Take it all.”

I moaned, my body trembling as Damon thrust into me again and again. Killian’s fingers moved faster against me, and I could feel the tension building inside me until it finally snapped. My body convulsed as pleasure washed over me, and I cried out, my nails digging into Damon’s shoulders.

Damon groaned, his hands tightening on my hips as he thrust into me one last time before spilling himself inside me. I collapsed against him, my body still trembling from the intensity of it all.

Killian’s hands were still on me, his fingers gently stroking my skin as I caught my breath. “You did good,” he said, his voice filled with admiration.

I smiled, leaning back against Damon as I looked up at Killian. “I told you I could handle it.”

My eyes flicked to step-dad, who had been sitting quietly by the fire, his gaze fixed on me with an intensity that made my stomach tighten.

He stood slowly, his movements deliberate, his strong jaw set in a way that sent a shiver down my spine. Without a word, he crossed the distance between us, his eyes never leaving mine. Damon’s hands fell away as step-dad reached for me, his large hands gripping my waist and lifting me effortlessly from Damon’s lap. I gasped, my body instinctively wrapping around him as he carried me toward the edge of the clearing.

“step-dad—” I started, but he cut me off with a low growl, his voice rough and commanding.

“Quiet,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. He pressed me against the rough bark of a tree, his body pinning me in place. His hands roamed over my skin, exploring every curve with a hunger I hadn’t seen from him before. His touch was firm, possessive, and it sent a jolt of heat straight to my core.

I could feel the others watching us, their eyes heavy on my skin, but I couldn’t tear my gaze away from step-dad. His quiet intensity had always been alluring, but now it was something else entirely—something raw and unbridled. His hands slid down my sides, his fingers digging into my hips as he leaned in, his breath hot against my neck.

“You’ve been teasing me all night,” he murmured, his voice low and gravelly. “Dancing like that, letting them touch you… Did you think I wouldn’t want a turn?”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. “I didn’t think you’d care,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

step-dad’s lips curved into a faint smile, but there was no humor in it. “Oh, I care,” he said, his hands sliding up to cup my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. I gasped, arching into his touch as he leaned in closer, his lips brushing against my ear. “I’ve been watching you, Alexa. Every move you make, every sound you let out… It’s driving me crazy.”

His words sent a thrill through me, and I could feel myself growing wetter by the second. step-dad’s hands moved lower, sliding down my stomach until they reached the apex of my thighs. He paused for a moment, his eyes locking with mine as if he was waiting for me to stop him. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. Instead, I bit my lip and nodded, giving him the permission he was silently asking for.

His fingers slipped between my legs, and I moaned softly as he found my clit, rubbing slow, deliberate circles that made my knees weak. His other hand gripped my hip, holding me steady as he worked me with practiced ease. I could feel the roughness of the tree bark against my back, but it was nothing compared to the sensations step-dad was stirring inside me.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “Let me hear you.”

I whimpered, my head falling back against the tree as pleasure coursed through me. step-dad’s fingers moved faster, his touch growing more insistent as he pushed me closer to the edge. I could feel the heat building inside me, my body tightening with every stroke of his fingers.

“step-dad,” I breathed, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’m close…”

He didn’t respond with words. Instead, he leaned in, capturing my lips in a searing kiss that left me breathless. His tongue slid against mine, claiming me in a way that made my head spin. At the same time, he added a second finger, curling them inside me in a way that had me crying out against his mouth.

The orgasm hit me hard, waves of pleasure crashing over me as I clung to step-dad for support. He didn’t stop, his fingers continuing to work me through it until I was trembling in his arms. When he finally pulled away, I was left panting, my body still tingling from the intensity of it all.

step-dad’s eyes were dark with satisfaction as he looked down at me, a small smirk playing on his lips. “You’re not done yet,” he said, his voice low and husky. “Not even close.”

Before I could respond, he dropped to his knees in front of me, his hands gripping my thighs as he spread them wider. I gasped as his mouth found my core, his tongue lapping at me with a hunger that left me reeling. My hands tangled in his hair, holding on for dear life as he devoured me like a man starved.

The others were still watching—I could feel their eyes on us—but I didn’t care. All I could focus on was the way step-dad’s tongue moved against me, the way his hands held me in place as he brought me to the brink once again. My moans filled the night air, mingling with the crackling of the fire as pleasure consumed me.

“step-dad,” I cried out, my voice breaking as another orgasm tore through me. He didn’t let up, his tongue working me through it until I was shaking uncontrollably.

When he finally pulled away, I slumped against the tree, my legs barely able to hold me up. step-dad stood slowly, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he looked down at me. “You’re mine tonight,” he said, his voice firm and unwavering. “And I’m not done with you yet.”

I could only nod, my body still trembling as he reached for the waistband of his pants. The sound of his zipper being pulled down sent a fresh wave of anticipation through me, and I watched with bated breath as he freed himself from his confines.

step-dad stepped closer, his hands gripping my hips as he lifted me slightly, positioning himself at my entrance. I could feel the heat of him pressing against me, and I bit my lip as I looked up at him.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

I nodded again, unable to form words as he pushed into me slowly, filling me completely. I gasped at the sensation, my nails digging into his shoulders as he began to move. His thrusts were deep and deliberate, each one sending sparks of pleasure through me.

The others were still there—I could see them out of the corner of my eye—but they might as well have been miles away. All that Mattered was step-dad and the way he was making me feel. His hands gripped my hips tightly as he drove into me again and again, his pace relentless.

“You feel so good,” he growled, his voice strained with effort. “So fucking perfect.”

I moaned in response, my body responding to every thrust as pleasure built inside me once again. step-dad’s lips found mine in a bruising kiss, his tongue tangling with mine as he continued to move.

“step-dad,” I gasped when he finally broke the kiss. “I’m going to—”

“Come for me,” he interrupted, his voice commanding. “Now.”

His words were all it took to push me over the edge. My body convulsed around him as another orgasm ripped through me, my cries echoing through the night. step-dad groaned, his thrusts growing erratic as he followed me over the edge, spilling himself inside me with a low growl.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us breathing heavily as we came down from the high. step-dad’s forehead rested against mine, his eyes closed as he tried to catch his breath.

“You’re mine,” he murmured again, his voice softer this time but no less possessive.

I didn’t argue. How could I? After what had just happened, there was no denying it. But as I looked over step-dad’s shoulder and saw the others watching us—their eyes dark with desire—I couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

Killian stepped forward first, his smirking smile back in place as he approached us. “My turn,” he said, his voice light but laced with intent.

step-dad hesitated for a moment before stepping back, his hands lingering on my hips for a second longer than necessary. “Don’t keep her too long,” he said, his tone firm.

Killian chuckled as he took step-dad’s place in front of me. “Oh, I won’t,” he said, his hands already moving to explore my body. “But I plan on making every second count.”

I shivered as Killian’s fingers traced patterns on my skin, his touch lighter than step-dad’s but no less electrifying. His lips found mine in a teasing kiss, his tongue darting out to taste me before pulling away.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured against my lips. “And so fucking irresistible.”

I could feel myself responding to him already, my body still sensitive from what step-dad had just done to me. Killian’s hands moved lower, his fingers slipping between my legs once again.

“Let’s see how many times I can make you come,” he said.

I was still catching my breath, my body humming with the aftershocks of Killian’s touch, when Jax stepped forward. His dark eyes locked onto mine, intense and unyielding, cutting through the haze of pleasure that had settled over me. The firelight flickered across his muscular frame, casting shadows that made him look even more imposing.

“My turn,” he said, his voice low but firm, leaving no room for argument.

Killian paused, his smirk returning as he glanced between Jax and me. “You sure you can handle her after the rest of us have had our fun?” he teased, though there was a challenge in his tone.

Jax didn’t respond to the jab. Instead, he closed the distance between us in a few quick strides, his presence overwhelming. I could feel the heat radiating off him, or maybe it was just the fire, but either way, it made my skin prickle with anticipation. He reached out, his fingers brushing against my cheek before sliding down to grip my chin gently but firmly.

“I’ve been waiting,” he murmured, his voice rough with desire. “Watching. You think I can’t handle you? I’ll show you exactly what I can do.”

His words sent a shiver down my spine, and I felt my body respond almost instantly, a fresh wave of arousal pooling between my legs. Jax’s gaze dropped to my lips, and then he was kissing me, hard and demanding. There was no teasing, no slow build—just raw hunger. His tongue pushed past my lips, claiming my mouth with a possessiveness that made my knees weak.

I moaned into the kiss, my hands instinctively reaching for him, my fingers digging into the hard muscles of his shoulders. He broke the kiss only to trail his lips down my neck, his teeth grazing my skin in a way that made me gasp. His hands were everywhere—cupping my breasts, sliding down my sides, gripping my hips—and every touch felt like it was setting me on fire.

“Turn around,” he ordered, his voice a growl against my ear.

I obeyed without hesitation, my heart pounding as I faced away from him. His hands settled on my hips, pulling me back against him, and I could feel the hard length of him pressing against my ass. He leaned down, his breath hot on my neck as he whispered, “You’re going to take everything I give you.”

His words sent a thrill through me, and I arched my back, pressing myself even closer to him. One of his hands slid between my legs, his fingers finding me already wet and ready. He groaned, the sound low and guttural, as he stroked me, his touch firm and deliberate.

“Fuck, you’re soaked,” he muttered, his fingers circling my clit before slipping inside me. I cried out, my hands gripping his thighs for support as he worked me with expert precision. It didn’t take long before I was trembling on the edge, my body tightening around his fingers.

But Jax wasn’t done. He pulled his hand away, leaving me aching and desperate, and I whined in protest. He chuckled darkly, his hands moving to grip my hips again. “Patience,” he said, his voice thick with amusement. “I’m just getting started.”

I felt him shift behind me, and then the head of his cock was pressing against me, teasing my entrance. He pushed in slowly, inch by inch, until he was fully sheathed inside me. I gasped at the stretch, the sensation overwhelming as he filled me completely.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hands tightening on my hips. “Take it all.”

He began to move, his thrusts deep and steady, each one sending waves of pleasure crashing through me. I could feel every ridge of him as he slid in and out, the friction driving me wild. My moans filled the air, mingling with the crackling of the fire and the sound of his ragged breathing.

Jax leaned over me, his chest pressing against my back as he increased his pace. His lips found my ear again, his voice rough and urgent. “You feel so fucking good,” he growled. “So tight, so perfect.”

His words only heightened the pleasure coursing through me, and I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge. One of his hands slid around to my front, his fingers finding my clit once more. He rubbed it in time with his thrusts, the dual stimulation pushing me over the edge.

I came with a cry, my body convulsing around him as pleasure exploded through me. Jax didn’t stop, his thrusts becoming even more frantic as he chased his own release. It didn’t take long before he was groaning loudly, his hips stuttering as he spilled himself inside me.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us panting and trembling, before Jax finally pulled out. He turned me around to face him, his dark eyes searching mine. “Told you I could handle you,” he said with a smirk.

I laughed breathlessly, my legs still shaky as I leaned into him. But before I could respond, Simon’s voice cut through the night. “Looks like it’s my turn now.”

Simon’s voice was low, almost a growl, as he stepped forward, his eyes locked on mine. The firelight flickered across his face, casting shadows that made his smile seem even more dangerous. He didn’t wait for me to respond—his hands were already on me, sliding up my sides, his touch firm and possessive. I could feel the heat of his palms through the thin layer of sweat on my skin, and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“You’ve been teasing me all night,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear. His breath was warm, and the way he said it made my stomach tighten. “I want you to ride me, Alexa.”

His words were like a spark, igniting something deep inside me. I could feel myself getting wetter, my body responding to him before I even had a chance to think. His hands moved lower, gripping my hips, and he pulled me closer until there was no space between us. I could feel the hard length of him pressing against my stomach, and it made my breath catch.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the crackling of the fire. But Simon heard me. He always did.

He guided me backward, his hands never leaving my body, until we reached a spot where the sand was soft and warm from the fire’s heat. He sat down, pulling me with him, and I straddled his lap, my knees sinking into the sand on either side of him. His hands slid up my thighs, his fingers digging into my skin just enough to make me gasp.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “You’re fucking perfect.”

I could feel my cheeks flush, but I didn’t look away. Instead, I reached between us, my fingers wrapping around his cock. It was hot and hard in my hand, and I gave it a slow stroke, watching as his eyes darkened with need. He groaned, his head falling back for a moment before he looked at me again.

“Don’t tease,” he warned, though there was a hint of a smile on his lips.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I shifted my hips, positioning myself over him, and then slowly lowered myself down. The feeling of him filling me was intense, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning too loudly. Simon’s hands tightened on my hips, helping me as I took him inch by inch until he was fully inside me.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his voice rough. “You feel amazing.”

I started to move, rocking my hips against his, and the sensation was almost overwhelming. Every time I rose up, I could feel him sliding almost all the way out, and when I came back down, it was like he was hitting a spot deep inside me that made my whole body tremble. Simon’s hands moved to my ass, squeezing as he helped guide my movements, his grip firm but not painful.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice low and husky. “Just like that.”

I could feel the pleasure building inside me, each thrust sending waves of heat through my body. My hands were on his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as I tried to hold on. Simon’s eyes were locked on mine, and there was something in his gaze that made me feel like he could see right through me, like he knew exactly what I needed.

“Simon,” I gasped, my voice trembling. “I’m close.”

“Me too,” he admitted, his hips bucking up to meet mine. “But I want to feel you come first.”

His words pushed me over the edge, and I cried out as the orgasm hit me, my body clenching around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. Simon groaned, his hands tightening on my hips as he thrust up into me one last time, his own release following mine.

We stayed like that for a moment, both of us breathing heavily, before Simon finally pulled me down to lie against his chest. His arms wrapped around me, holding me close, and I could feel the steady beat of his heart beneath my ear.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, his voice soft but filled with awe.

I smiled, feeling a sense of satisfaction that went deeper than just the physical.


Fifteen

Alexa
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Like many mornings, I woke up with my pussy filled with someone’s cock.

These men were fucking insatiable but then again, so was I since coming to this island. Was it the location or the men themselves?

An arm was wrapped around me and grabbing one of my breasts hard and I knew it could only be one person with how rough he was with them.

“step-daddy…” I moaned as I felt his breath near my ear.

“Fuck, baby girl, even in sleep you’re always ready for me. For us,” he says as he picks up his pace, lifting my leg over his so he can slam deeper inside me.

I’m facing the main part of the cave and step-dad’s step-brother Simon comes up and lays down next to us, his tongue lapping at my clit.

Whimpering, I grab the back of his head and keep him there at my clit.

“Oh fuck me, your tongue is on my cock. Don’t stop…” My step-dad groans and Simon starts to lick both my step-dad’s cock and my clit.

Jax is sitting against his wall, his cock out as he strokes it while staring at me. He’s not looking at the two men - just me and he smirks at me when he notices my stare.

My step-dad’s cock may be the one deep inside of me, pounding me into oblivion, but it feels like it’s just Jax and I here. The intensity of his gaze makes me not want to look away so I don’t.

His cock is leaking and every time he brushes over the tip, it lubes him up even more. I can hear his hand sliding up and down his cock as he strokes himself faster and faster.

“I’m not coming unless it’s inside your sweet cunt,” Jax growls from where he’s at.

Behind me, my step-dad’s thrusts start to get erratic and I know he’s about to come. With an almost painful twist of my nipple, he shouts his release.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck! Baby girl….” He slams his cock into me and I feel the warmth of his release.

I want to stay like this all day with his cock residing in my pussy but Jax needs me.

My step-dad pulls out and flops onto his back, an arm draped across his face as he attempts to catch his breath.

My legs won’t be able to work so instead of standing, I crawl towards Jax on my hands and knees. It wasn’t meant to be sexual but the feral look on Jax’s face tells me this is exactly what he wants from me.

Just as I approach him, he reaches out to grab me and hauls me into his lap. He positions his cock under me and slams me down on him.

“Oh Jax,” I moan as I throw my head back, the feeling of him inside me is unlike anything I’ve felt before.

Jax is the biggest one of them all but since it’s bent slightly up, it hits my g-spot whenever he’s inside me.

I’m too tired to move much but it’s ok since Jax has his big hands on my waist and starts to pound into me from below. He’s doing all the work and all I can do is go along for the ride.

The feeling of him is too much. All of this, all of them - it’s too much.

I whimper as tears start streaming down my face.

Jax’s eyes lock onto mine, his expression a mix of concern and lust. “Shh, sweetheart,” he whispers, drawing me in for a passionate kiss. His hands never falter in their pace, never ceasing to thrust into me.

As the cave fills with our moans and gasps, I can’t help but wonder if the others can hear us from across the house. But the thought only serves to increase my arousal, knowing that I’m being taken while they are just outside.

Jax’s grip on my waist tightens, and he begins to thrust with more fervor, our bodies creating a friction that threatens to consume us both. “Oh God,” I breathe, feeling the climax building deep within me. “I’m going to come.”

Jax smirks against my lips and continues his assault on my body, driving me over the edge as his own release approaches. “That’s it,” he growls, his voice rough and full of desire. “Come for me.”

And so I do, my body convulsing around him as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me. The sensation is all-encompassing, making every nerve ending in my body sing with pleasure.

When we finally come down from our high, Jax tenderly pulls me close to him, our hearts beating in sync as we catch our breaths. “That was… incredible,” I manage to say between gasps.

“As incredible as you are,” Jax replies, kissing my temple gently.

Before either of us can do anything else, I hear Kill and Damon shouting outside the cave.

“A plane! We just saw a plane fly over!” Kill yells as step-dad, Jax and I scramble to get dressed and head down to the beach where our S.O.S. is in big letters. There’s no way anyone missed that.

Keeping an eye on the sky, I almost miss the boat heading towards us.

“Hey! Boat!” My step-dad yells as he runs towards the waters edge waving his arms. Up above a small plane circles around the boat.

Finally we’ve been saved.

But did I really want to leave this paradise? As the men jump for joy as we see a small craft heading towards the beach, I know that our time together has ended and I’m more than a little sad about that.

The boat grows larger as it nears the shore, and I can see the figures of two people aboard, waving back at us. My heart pounds in my chest, a mix of relief and something else—something heavier, like regret. The men around me are shouting, laughing, their voices carrying over the sound of the waves. But I’m quiet, my thoughts tangled.

Jax stands beside me, his hand brushing against mine. He doesn’t say anything, but I can feel the tension in him too. This island has been our world, our escape from everything else. Out there, beyond the horizon, there are rules, expectations, judgments. Here, we were free. Here, we were something else entirely.

The boat pulls up to the beach, and a man jumps out, wading through the shallow water toward us. He’s wearing a uniform, some kind of rescue team insignia on his chest. “Are you all okay?” he calls out, his voice loud and authoritative.

My step-dad steps forward, nodding vigorously. “We’re fine! Just stranded for a while. Thank God you found us.”

The man looks us over, his eyes lingering on me for a moment before he turns back to the boat. “We’ll get you out of here,” he says. “There’s a plane waiting to take you to the mainland.”

The others start moving toward the boat, but I hesitate. Jax notices and stops too, his hand tightening around mine. “You okay?” he asks quietly.

I nod, but it feels like a lie. “Yeah,” I say softly. “Just… not ready for this to be over.”

He doesn’t respond right away, just looks at me with those intense eyes that always seem to see right through me. “It doesn’t have to be,” he says quietly. “Not really.”

I want to believe him, but I don’t know how that could be true. Out there, in the real world, things are different. People are different. We can’t just… be like this.

The others are already climbing into the boat when Jax pulls me close in a big bear hug. His lips brush against my ear as he whispers, “We’ll figure it out.” Nothing about this looks suspicious but I move away a bit not wanting to raise any issues.

And then we’re moving toward the boat too, stepping into the water that feels colder than it ever has before. As we climb aboard and the engine roars to life, I look back at the island one last time. The cave where we spent so many nights together is hidden among the trees now, just a shadow against the green.

The boat speeds away from the shore, and I feel something inside me break a little. The island shrinks behind us until it’s just a speck on the horizon, and then it’s gone. I sit down on one of the benches, my hands resting in my lap as I stare out at the endless blue of the ocean. Jax sits beside me, his arm around my shoulders as if he knows I need it.

The rescue team member is talking to my step-dad and step-dad’s step-brother Simon about what happened after the crash, but I tune them out.

I’m happy to be saved, right?


Sixteen

Matt
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The boat’s engine hums beneath my feet, a sound so foreign after months of silence. I clutch the railing, my knuckles white, as the captain radios in our coordinates. His voice is calm, but I can hear the urgency underneath. “We’ve got them,” he says, and I feel a lump rise in my throat. Three months. Three months of survival, of fear, of wondering if anyone was even looking for us.

The cops are waiting at the dock, their faces a mix of relief and disbelief. They usher us into separate vehicles—protocol, they say—and I want to scream. My kids are whisked away before I can even hug them properly. Damon’s face is pale, Kill looks like he’s about to cry, and Jax just stares blankly ahead. Alexa gives me a small wave before she’s led off, her expression unreadable.

The hospital is a blur of fluorescent lights and sterile smells. Nurses poke and prod me, asking questions I barely have the energy to answer. “Dehydration,” one of them mutters, scribbling on a clipboard. “Malnourishment.” No kidding, I think bitterly. I want to laugh, but it comes out as a choked sob.

Hours later—or maybe it’s minutes; time feels slippery now—they finally let me see the kids. Damon rushes to me first, burying his face in my shoulder. Kill follows, his usual bravado gone, replaced by something fragile. Jax hangs back for a moment before joining the huddle, his small frame trembling. Alexa stands a few feet away, her arms crossed like she’s not sure where she fits in this mess.

“We’re okay,” I whisper into Damon’s hair, though I’m not sure who I’m trying to convince—them or myself. “We’re okay now.”

But as we sit there in that sterile hospital room, surrounded by the hum of machines and the distant chatter of nurses, I can’t shake the feeling that we’re still stranded somehow. The island may be behind us, but its shadow lingers, heavy and unrelenting.

Alexa clears her throat softly. “What happens now?” she asks, her voice steady but laced with uncertainty.

I don’t have an answer for her. Not yet.

The next few days are a blur of motion and noise. We’re shuffled from the hospital to a hotel, then to an airport where a massive jet waits on the tarmac. It’s not the small, rattling prop plane that brought us to the island—this one is sleek and imposing, its engines roaring like a beast. I can’t help but flinch as we board, the memory of the crash still fresh in my mind. The kids are quiet, their eyes wide as they take in the unfamiliar luxury. Alexa sits across the aisle from me, her gaze fixed on the window, her fingers tapping nervously on the armrest.

When we land, my wife is there, waiting at the gate with a camera crew trailing behind her. She smiles brightly, her arms open wide for a hug I don’t want to give. “Welcome home,” she says, her voice dripping with fake warmth. I force a smile, pulling her into an embrace that feels more like a performance than anything else. The cameras click and whir, capturing every moment for the world to see. I hate it.

The days that follow are a whirlwind of interviews, debriefings, and awkward family dinners. My wife plays the part of the doting spouse perfectly, but I can see the cracks in her facade—the way her smile falters when she thinks no one’s looking, the sharp edge in her voice when she thinks I’m not listening. I don’t call her out on it. What’s the point?

Finally, after what feels like an eternity of travel and tension, we’re home. The house is exactly as we left it, but it feels different somehow—smaller, colder. The first night back is strange. We sit around the table for dinner, the silence heavy and suffocating. My youngest kids—both under three—are oblivious to the tension. They babble happily, their little faces lighting up every time they look at me. “step-daddy!” they squeal, reaching for me with sticky hands. I manage a smile for them, but it doesn’t reach my eyes.

As I push food around my plate, I can feel Alexa watching me from across the table. She doesn’t say anything, but her gaze is intense, like she’s trying to figure something out. Damon and Kill are quiet too, picking at their food with uncharacteristic restraint. Jax is lost in his own world, his fork tracing patterns in his mashed potatoes.

“So,” my wife says finally, breaking the silence with forced cheerfulness. “How does it feel to be back?”

I glance up at her, my jaw tightening. “Different,” I say simply.

She nods like she understands, but I know she doesn’t—she can’t. None of them can. Not really.

After dinner, I retreat to the living room while my wife herds the kids upstairs for bed. Alexa lingers in the doorway for a moment before joining me on the couch. We sit in silence for a while, neither of us sure what to say.

“You okay?” she asks finally.

I shrug. “I don’t know.”

She nods again before leaving me alone, like that’s answer enough. Maybe it is.

Stephanie’s footsteps are heavy on the stairs, and I don’t even have to look up to know she’s pissed. She stops in front of me, arms crossed, her face twisted into that familiar scowl. “You happy now?” she snaps, her voice sharp enough to cut glass. “This whole mess is your fault. If you’d just canceled the trip like a normal person, none of this would’ve happened.”

I lean back on the couch, my jaw tightening. “Yeah, well, maybe I’m glad it did,” I shoot back, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. “Three months without you? That was the best part of this whole nightmare.”

Her eyes widen for a second, then narrow into slits. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“It means our marriage is a disaster,” I say, my voice low but steady. “It means I’m done pretending. You need to go.”

She laughs—a bitter, hollow sound—and shakes her head. “I can’t leave my kids,” she says, but there’s no conviction in her voice. Just habit.

“You don’t care about them,” I say bluntly. “You never have. You can take the money and go. The kids stay with me.”

For a moment, she just stares at me, her lips pressed into a thin line. Then she smirks—that cold, calculating smirk I’ve come to hate. “Fine,” she says finally. “The lawyers can handle it.” She turns on her heel and walks out without another word.

I sit there for what feels like forever, staring at the empty doorway. My chest feels tight, like someone’s squeezing the air out of me, but there’s also this weird sense of relief. Like I’ve been holding my breath for years and finally let it out.

The house is quiet now—too quiet. I can hear the faint hum of the fridge in the kitchen and the distant sound of cars passing by outside. It’s strange how normal everything feels when nothing about this is normal.

I get up and head upstairs, pausing outside my kids’ rooms. Although they’re not really kids anymore, are they? Damon and Kill are not here anymore but Jax and Alexa are. Simon went back to his apartment and I hated that everyone was so far apart. We had spent so much time together that being on my own felt odd.


Seventeen

Alexa
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The whirlwind of coming home has left me exhausted.

Yanking the covers of my bed over my head, I snuggle deeper into its depths.

I haven’t left this room in three days, after all the interviews with officials and then interviews with the media. We had hoped to get it all out of the way and then hide out afterwards.

We were still big news though and it had been over two weeks since we were rescued.

Someone, likely my step-dad’s housekeeper Mary, had left trays of food outside my room for me so I could wallow in my room alone.

Everyone was avoiding everyone else in this house, which is why I’m staying in here for now.

I’m pretty sure they all regret their actions on the island, which is why none of them will talk to me.

But I don’t regret a thing.

Damon had left to go back to his apartment and I haven’t heard from him in a week. Same with step-dad’s step-brother Simon.

I could hear my step-dad and Stephanie arguing at all times of the day. My little half step-brothers are confused as to what’s going on but I still hear them laughing and running outside my room, their nanny shielding them from most of the fighting.

Kill disappeared right after we got back and wouldn’t talk to me.

But Jax was around, he would say hi and ask how I was but that was it.

To say I was hurt was an understatement. But I get it.

I must’ve been lost in my thoughts because I didn’t hear my bedroom door open. I almost screamed when I felt someone slide into bed with me under the covers but when they wrapped their arms around me, I relaxed.

I knew these arms.

Jax.

He pulls me against him, his chest flush against my back. He places soft kisses on my ear and down my throat. Fuck, I missed this. I missed him.

“I’m sorry,” he says quietly. “I’ve been avoiding you when I never meant to.”

“Why did you avoid me then?”

He was silent for a few moments. “Because I hated that we had to come back here. I was happy on that island and I felt like I needed to mourn it.”

I gasp and turn around in his arms so I can see his face.

“I didn’t want to come back either, but it’s for the best we did,” I tell him and I can see the anger suddenly in his face.

“Why is it best? Here we’re not allowed to be together, we could both go to jail for it. If anyone found out about us….”

“Is there an us? You’re my step-brother, Jax,” I say sadly.

“Of course there is,” he growls as he takes my chin in his fingers and makes me look at him. “There will always be an us, even if we have to leave and run away. I’m not giving you up. Not now I’ve had you. I love you, Lex, and not in a sibling kinda way.”

His lips are on mine and I sink into him.

I’ve missed him so much.

His hands moved to the hem of my pajama top, fingers slipping beneath the fabric to skim over my stomach. I gasped into his mouth as his touch sent sparks racing across my skin. He pulled back just enough to tug the shirt over my head, leaving me bare from the waist up. The cool air hit my skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of his gaze as he looked at me.

“Perfect,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire. His hands were everywhere now, tracing the curve of my waist, cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing over my nipples until they hardened under his touch. I arched into him, craving more, and he obliged, lowering his head to take one peak into his mouth.

The sensation was electric, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud while his teeth grazed it lightly. I moaned, my fingers tangling in his hair as he lavished attention on me. He switched to the other breast, giving it the same treatment, and I was already trembling, my body alight with need.

He didn’t stop there. His lips trailed down my stomach, leaving a path of fire in their wake. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of my pajama bottoms and tugged them down, along with my panties, leaving me completely exposed. His eyes darkened as he took me in, and I felt a flush spread across my skin, not from embarrassment but from the intensity of his gaze.

Jax leaned down, pressing a kiss to the inside of my thigh, and I shuddered. His lips moved higher, closer to where I needed him most, and I could feel my pulse pounding between my legs. When his tongue finally touched me, I cried out, my hips lifting off the bed instinctively. He chuckled softly, the sound vibrating against me, and then he focused entirely on pleasuring me.

His tongue was relentless, exploring every inch of me, teasing and tasting until I was writhing beneath him. He slid a finger inside me, curling it just right, and I gasped, my back arching off the bed. He added another finger, stretching me gently as his tongue continued its work. The pressure built inside me, coiling tighter and tighter until I thought I might burst.

“Jax,” I moaned, my voice barely recognizable. “Please…”

He didn’t make me beg. His mouth closed over me, sucking gently as his fingers thrust in and out, and that was all it took. Pleasure exploded through me, wave after wave crashing over me until I was trembling uncontrollably. He didn’t stop until every last tremor had subsided, and even then, he pressed a soft kiss to my inner thigh before moving back up to kiss me deeply.

I could taste myself on his lips, and it only made me want him more. My hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, desperate to feel his skin against mine. He helped me, shrugging out of it quickly before reaching for his belt. The sound of it unbuckling sent a fresh jolt of anticipation through me, and when he finally freed himself from his pants, I couldn’t help but stare.

He was magnificent, all hard lines and taut muscle, and I reached out to touch him, wrapping my hand around his length. He groaned, his hips jerking forward into my grip, and I stroked him slowly, reveling in the way he responded to me.

“Alexa,” he growled, his voice strained. “I need you.”

I nodded, unable to speak, and he positioned himself between my legs. He entered me slowly, inch by agonizing inch, until he was fully sheathed inside me. We both groaned at the sensation, and for a moment, we just stayed like that, connected in the most intimate way possible.

Then he began to move, pulling out almost all the way before thrusting back in. The pace was slow at first, almost torturous, but it gave me time to feel every bit of him. My nails dug into his back as he filled me again and again, each stroke hitting just the right spot. The pleasure built quickly this time, my body still sensitive from before.

“Jax,” I gasped, my legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His thrusts became harder, faster, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel him trembling with the effort to hold back, and when I finally came undone, screaming his name as pleasure ripped through me, he followed right after, burying himself deep inside me as he found his own release.

We collapsed together, our bodies still entwined, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. He pressed a kiss to my forehead, and I could feel the smile on his lips.

“Stay with me,” I whispered as he nodded. I knew then that everything would be ok. Now to only get the others on board.


Eighteen

Damon
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The whiskey burns its way down my throat, but it doesn’t do much to dull the noise in my head. The bar is dimly lit, the kind of place where people come to disappear, but I feel like I’m still on that damn island—like the sand is stuck to my skin and the sound of the waves won’t leave me alone. I’m halfway through my second glass when she slides onto the stool next to me.

“Hey,” she says, her voice smooth, like she’s practiced this a hundred times. “You look like you’ve got a story to tell.”

I glance at her. She’s all curves and confidence, her dark hair falling over one shoulder, her lips painted a shade of red that makes it hard to look away. “Maybe,” I say, because what else is there to say?

She leans in closer, her perfume wrapping around me like a trap. “I heard about the plane crash. You were one of them, weren’t you?”

I nod, not sure if I should be flattered or creeped out that she knows. Her hand brushes my arm, and for a second, I let myself imagine what it would be like to follow her out of here, to let her distract me from everything that’s been clawing at my brain since we got back. But then Alexa’s face flashes in my mind—her laugh, the way she looked at me when we were alone on that island—and suddenly the whiskey tastes bitter.

I down the rest of my drink and stand up. “Thanks for the company,” I say, tossing some cash on the bar. “But I’ve got somewhere to be.”

She looks surprised, maybe even a little offended, but I don’t stick around to find out. The night air hits me as I step outside, and for the first time since we got back, I feel like I can breathe. Alexa’s face is still there, clear as day, and I know I need to see her—not tomorrow, not later tonight. Now.

I hail a cab and give the driver her address. My heart is pounding like I’m running toward something instead of sitting in the backseat of a car. The city blurs past the window, but all I can think about is what I’m going to say when I see her. How do you tell someone they’re all you can think about? How do you explain that being back here feels wrong unless they’re with you?

The cab pulls up to the house, where all lights were off. They must be asleep.

The house was silent, the kind of quiet that made every creak of the floorboards feel like a betrayal. My heart pounded in my chest as I stood outside Alexa’s door, my hand hovering over the knob. I knew she was in there, asleep, her body warm and vulnerable under the covers. The thought alone sent a shiver down my spine, a mix of guilt and desire twisting in my gut. I shouldn’t be here. I knew I shouldn’t be here. But the pull was too strong, the temptation too real to ignore.

I turned the knob slowly, the soft click barely audible. The door opened with a whisper, revealing the dimly lit room. Alexa lay on her bed, her silhouette outlined by the faint glow of the moonlight streaming through the window. Her breathing was steady, rhythmic, the sound of someone lost in deep sleep. I stepped inside, closing the door behind me with the same care I’d used to open it.

My eyes adjusted to the darkness, and I could see her more clearly now. The sheets clung to her body, hinting at the curves beneath. She was naked—I could tell by the way the fabric draped over her, leaving little to the imagination. My mouth went dry as I approached the bed, my own body already responding to the sight of her.

I stripped quietly, letting my clothes fall to the floor in a heap. The cool air brushed against my skin, but it did nothing to quell the heat building inside me. I climbed onto the bed, the mattress dipping slightly under my weight. Alexa didn’t stir, her face still peaceful, her lips slightly parted. I leaned over her, my breath catching as I took in the sight of her up close. Her skin looked so soft, so inviting. I couldn’t resist.

I started with her neck, pressing my lips gently against the delicate skin there. She sighed softly in her sleep, a sound that sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core. I trailed kisses down her collarbone, my hands sliding under the sheets to find her waist. Her skin was warm, smooth, and I couldn’t help but let my fingers explore further, tracing the curve of her hip.

Her breathing changed, becoming slightly uneven as I continued to touch her. I moved lower, kissing her chest, my lips brushing against the swell of her breast. She stirred then, a faint moan escaping her lips. I paused for a moment, watching her face for any sign that she might wake up. But she remained asleep, her body responding to my touch even as her mind stayed in dreams.

I took one of her nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it gently. She arched her back slightly, a soft gasp slipping from her lips. I could feel her hardening under my tongue, her body reacting to the stimulation even in sleep. I switched to the other breast, giving it the same attention, my hands roaming over her body as I did.

Her hips shifted, pressing against the mattress as if seeking friction. I smiled against her skin, knowing she was close to waking up. I moved lower, kissing my way down her stomach, my hands sliding under her thighs to spread them apart. She was wet already, her arousal evident even in the dim light. I breathed in her scent, a heady mix of warmth and desire that made my own need grow stronger.

I pressed a kiss to her inner thigh, feeling her muscles tense under my lips. She moaned again, louder this time, and I knew she was on the edge of consciousness. I didn’t wait any longer. I leaned in, my tongue finding her clit and flicking it lightly. Her whole body jerked, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat as her eyes fluttered open.

“Wha—?” she started, her voice thick with sleep and confusion.

I didn’t give her a chance to finish. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, holding her in place as I continued to lick and suck at her clit. Her hands flew to my hair, gripping it tightly as she let out a strangled moan. Her hips bucked against my mouth, seeking more of the pleasure I was giving her.

“Oh god,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “What are you—?”

I pulled back just enough to look up at her, our eyes meeting in the darkness. “Shh,” I murmured, my voice low and husky. “Just let me take care of you.”

She stared at me for a moment, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Then she nodded, her grip on my hair loosening slightly. I didn’t waste any time. I dove back in, my tongue working her clit with precision as my fingers slid inside her. She cried out, her back arching off the bed as I curled my fingers, hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

Her moans filled the room, each one sending a fresh wave of heat through me. I could feel her tightening around my fingers, her body trembling as she got closer and closer to the edge. I added a third finger, stretching her just enough to make her gasp. Her nails dug into my scalp, urging me on as she rocked her hips against my face.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Please, don’t stop.”

I had no intention of stopping. I sucked her clit into my mouth, applying just the right amount of pressure as I fucked her with my fingers. Her thighs clamped around my head, trapping me in place as she came undone. Her orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing as she screamed my name.

I kept going, drawing out every last wave of pleasure until she finally collapsed back onto the bed, spent and trembling. I crawled up her body, kissing my way back to her lips. She met me halfway, her mouth hungry and desperate as she kissed me deeply.

“You’re insane,” she whispered against my lips, her voice still shaky.

I grinned, my own need throbbing between my legs. “You loved it.”

She didn’t argue. Instead, she reached between us, wrapping her hand around my cock and stroking me slowly. “Your turn,” she said, her eyes dark with desire.

I groaned, my hips thrusting into her hand as she tightened her grip. “Fuck, Alexa…”

She smirked, her other hand sliding down to guide me inside her. “Come on,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Take what you want.”

I didn’t hesitate. Her hand guided me, and I thrust into her suddenly, feeling her wetness envelop me in a heat that made my head spin. She gasped, her back arching off the bed as her legs instinctively wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper. Her body was so warm, so tight, and I groaned low in my throat as I started to move.

“Oh, fuck,” Alexa breathed, her voice trembling. Her nails dug into my shoulders, her hips rising to meet mine with every thrust. “You feel… so good.”

I could barely think, barely breathe. The way she clenched around me, the way her body moved with mine—it was overwhelming. I leaned down, capturing her lips in a hungry kiss, swallowing her moans as I drove into her harder, faster. Her hands slid down my back, gripping my ass, urging me on.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered against my mouth, her voice desperate. “Please, don’t stop.”

I couldn’t have stopped if I wanted to. Her body was like a drug, and I was addicted. I pulled back slightly, watching her face as I thrust into her again, savoring the way her eyes fluttered shut, the way her lips parted in a silent cry of pleasure. Her breasts bounced with every movement, and I couldn’t resist reaching down to cup one, rolling her nipple between my fingers.

She cried out, her hips bucking wildly. “Yes, yes, just like that,” she panted, her hands clutching at the sheets. “Fuck me harder.”

I obliged, slamming into her with a force that made the bed creak beneath us. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, and I could feel her walls tightening around me, signaling how close she was. I reached between us, my fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in quick, firm circles.

“Oh my God!” she screamed, her body tensing as she came undone. Her legs tightened around me, her nails raking down my back as she shuddered through her orgasm. I kept thrusting, riding out her climax until she collapsed back onto the bed, her chest heaving.

But I wasn’t done. I needed more. I grabbed her hips, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her up onto her knees. She let out a soft whimper as I positioned myself behind her, but she didn’t resist. Instead, she arched her back, presenting herself to me in a way that made my cock throb with need.

I slid into her again, this time from behind, and she moaned into the pillow, her hands gripping the headboard for support. The new angle was even deeper, even more intense, and I could feel every inch of her as I pounded into her relentlessly.

“Fuck, you’re so deep,” she gasped, her voice muffled by the pillow. “I can feel you everywhere.”

I reached around, my hand sliding between her legs to tease her clit again. She cried out, her body trembling as another wave of pleasure crashed over her. I could feel her walls fluttering around me, and it pushed me closer to the edge.

“Alexa,” I growled, my voice rough with need. “I’m close.”

“Do it,” she begged, turning her head to look at me over her shoulder. Her eyes were dark with desire, her lips swollen from our kisses. “Come inside me.”

That was all it took. With a final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, my release crashing over me like a tidal wave. I groaned her name as I came, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I filled her. She clenched around me, milking every last drop from me until I was completely spent.

I collapsed onto the bed beside her, both of us breathing heavily. She turned to face me, a lazy smile spreading across her face as she reached out to brush a strand of hair from my forehead.

“I missed this,” she trailed off as I nodded in agreement.

“Same here,” I said to her. “I don’t know what will happen but I don’t want to be apart.”


Nineteen

Simon
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After months stuck on an island with my family, you’d think I would love to have the peace and quiet of my apartment.

But you’d be wrong.

It was lonely. And quiet.

And I missed Alexa.

Making a snap decision, I grab my keys and head over to the house, letting myself in without announcing my presence. Heading upstairs, I open Alexa’s door.

The sound of running water greeted me as I stepped into the bathroom, steam curling around the edges of the door. I hadn’t expected to find her here, but the sight of Alexa through the fogged-up glass shower door sent a jolt of heat straight through me. Her silhouette was unmistakable—the curve of her hips, the arch of her back as she tilted her head under the stream. My breath caught, and I hesitated for just a moment before my hand found the doorknob.

I pushed it open slowly, the humid air wrapping around me like a warm embrace. She didn’t hear me at first, too lost in the rhythm of the water cascading over her skin. I took a step closer, my eyes tracing the droplets that clung to her shoulders, her arms, the dip of her spine. Her hair was slicked back, dark and wet against her neck, and I could see the faint flush of her skin from the heat.

“Alexa,” I said, my voice low but carrying enough to make her turn.

She gasped softly, her eyes widening as she saw me standing there. For a moment, she looked startled, but then a slow smile spread across her lips. “Simon,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “You’re early.”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I reached for the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head in one swift motion. Her eyes followed my every move, dark and hungry, as I kicked off my shoes and peeled off my jeans. The air was thick with anticipation, and I could feel my pulse quickening with every second.

When I stepped into the shower, the water hit me like a shock, warm and insistent against my skin. Alexa didn’t move, just watched me with that same smirk, her arms crossed loosely over her chest. I closed the distance between us in two strides, my hands finding her waist as I pulled her close.

Her skin was slick and warm under my fingers, and I could feel the way her breath quickened as I leaned in. Our lips met in a kiss that was anything but gentle—hot and demanding, full of all the things we hadn’t said yet. Her hands slid up my chest, nails digging lightly into my skin as she pressed herself against me.

I broke the kiss just long enough to murmur against her lips, “You’re so beautiful like this.”

She laughed softly, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “Flattery will get you everywhere,” she teased, her fingers trailing down to the waistband of my boxers.

I didn’t stop her as she pushed them down, letting them fall to the floor before stepping out of them. Her hands were everywhere now, exploring every inch of me as if she couldn’t get enough. I returned the favor, my palms sliding over her curves, tracing the lines of her body like I was memorizing them.

The water poured over us, mingling with the heat of our bodies as we moved together. Her lips found mine again, and this time there was no hesitation, no teasing—just pure, unbridled need. My hands gripped her hips, lifting her slightly as I pressed her against the tiled wall. She gasped into my mouth, her legs wrapping around my waist instinctively.

I could feel her trembling against me, her body already responding to the friction between us. My fingers trailed lower, brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh before finding the warmth between her legs. She moaned softly, her head falling back against the wall as I touched her, slow and deliberate.

“Simon,” she breathed, her voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I shifted slightly, positioning myself at her entrance before pushing inside in one smooth motion. Her gasp was muffled by my lips as I kissed her again, swallowing the sound as I began to move.

The sensation was overwhelming—her warmth, her tightness, the way she clung to me like she never wanted to let go. My hands gripped her hips tighter as I thrust into her, each movement drawing another soft moan from her lips. The water continued to pour over us, but I barely noticed it anymore, too focused on the way she felt around me.

Her nails dug into my shoulders as she arched against me, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. I could feel her getting closer, her body tightening around mine as she neared the edge. I leaned in, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, “Come for me, Alexa.”

It was all it took. Her body shuddered against mine as she came, her cries echoing off the tiled walls. I held her through it, my own release building quickly as I felt her clenching around me. It didn’t take long before I was following her over the edge, my hips stuttering as I spilled inside her.

For a moment, we stayed like that, pressed together and breathing heavily as the water washed over us. Then she laughed softly, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest. “Well,” she said, her voice still a little breathless. “That was unexpected.”

I grinned, leaning in to kiss her again. “Best shower I’ve ever had.”

Our bodies still humming from the intensity of what had just happened, Alexa’s fingers lingered on my chest, her touch light but electric. The water continued to cascade around us, steam rising in lazy curls, but the heat between us was something else entirely. Her dark hair clung to her neck and shoulders, droplets sliding down her skin in a way that made it impossible to look away. She tilted her head, her eyes locking onto mine with a look that was equal parts mischief and hunger.

“You’re not done yet, are you?” she asked, her voice low and teasing, a smirk playing at the corner of her lips.

I raised an eyebrow, my hands resting on her hips. “Are you?”

She didn’t answer with words. Instead, she pushed me back against the tiled wall, the cool surface a sharp contrast to the warmth of her body. Her eyes never left mine as she sank to her knees, her hands trailing down my chest and stomach in a slow, deliberate path that sent shivers through me. My breath caught as her fingers brushed over my cock, already hard and aching for her again.

Her touch was firm but gentle, her fingers wrapping around me in a way that made my hips jerk instinctively. She looked up at me through her lashes, her lips parting slightly as she leaned in, her breath warm against my skin. I could feel the anticipation building, every nerve in my body on edge as she took me into her mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming—her tongue swirling around the tip before she took me deeper, her lips tight and wet and perfect. My head fell back against the wall, a groan escaping my throat as her hand moved in rhythm with her mouth, her other hand gripping my thigh for balance. The water ran over us, adding to the slickness of her movements, and I could feel myself getting closer with every stroke, every flick of her tongue.

“Alexa,” I managed to say, my voice rough and strained. She hummed in response, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through me. Her pace quickened, her hand tightening around me as she took me deeper, her throat working around me in a way that made my knees weak.

I reached down, tangling my fingers in her wet hair, not to guide her but just to feel connected to her, to ground myself in the moment. She moaned softly around me, the sound sending a fresh wave of heat through my body. I could feel the pressure building, my hips moving on their own as I thrust into her mouth, unable to hold back.

“I’m close,” I warned, my voice barely more than a growl. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she took me deeper, her hand moving faster, her tongue pressing against me in just the right way. It was too much and not enough all at once, and when I came, it was with a force that left me trembling, my release spilling into her mouth as she swallowed every drop.

For a moment, I just stood there, my chest heaving, my legs feeling like they might give out. Alexa pulled back slowly, her lips glistening as she looked up at me with a satisfied smile. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then stood, her body pressing against mine as she kissed me deeply. I could taste myself on her tongue, the intimacy of it making my head spin.

“You’re incredible,” I murmured against her lips, my hands sliding down to grip her ass and pull her closer. She laughed softly, the sound vibrating against my chest.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” she replied, her voice teasing but warm. Her hands slid up my chest, her nails lightly scratching my skin as she leaned in to kiss me again. This time, it was slower, more deliberate, her tongue exploring mine as if she was savoring the taste of me.

I could feel her body responding to mine, her hips grinding against me as the kiss deepened. My hands moved to her waist, lifting her easily as she wrapped her legs around me. She gasped into my mouth as I pressed her against the wall, the cool tiles a stark contrast to the heat of her skin.

“Simon,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. I could feel how wet she was already, her body ready for me again. I positioned myself at her entrance, teasing her with the tip before pushing inside in one smooth motion.

She cried out, her nails digging into my shoulders as I filled her completely. I held still for a moment, letting her adjust to me, our foreheads pressed together as we both caught our breath. Then I began to move, my hips thrusting into hers with a rhythm that had her moaning my name over and over.

The sound of skin against skin mixed with the rush of the water, creating a symphony of sensations that drove me wild. Her legs tightened around me, pulling me deeper with every thrust, and I could feel her getting closer, her body trembling with the effort to hold on.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking as she clung to me. I didn’t plan to. My pace quickened, my thrusts becoming harder, more urgent as I felt my own release building again. Her cries grew louder, echoing off the walls as she came undone around me, her body convulsing with pleasure.

It was enough to push me over the edge. With a groan, I buried myself deep inside her, my release flooding her as she held me tight. We stayed like that for what felt like forever, our bodies pressed together as we rode out the waves of pleasure.

When I finally pulled back, she was still trembling, her breath coming in short gasps. I kissed her softly, my hands cradling her face as I whispered, “You’re amazing.”

She smiled up at me, her eyes shining with satisfaction. “So are you.”

I set her down gently, my hands lingering on her hips as we stood there under the spray of the shower. She leaned into me, her head resting on my chest as we caught our breath together. The water was starting to cool, but neither of us seemed to care.

“What now?” she asked after a moment, her voice soft but curious.

“I’m never leaving again. My place is here with you and the family,” I replied to her, causing her to smile.


Twenty

Kill
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The bass from the party thumped through my skull like a jackhammer, each beat driving me closer to the edge. I hated this—the noise, the bodies pressed too close, the forced small talk. My skin itched with the need to escape. I slipped out the back door without saying goodbye, the cool night air hitting me like a relief. Home. That’s where I needed to be.

The house was quiet when I walked in, the kind of quiet that felt like a balm after the chaos of the party. I kicked off my shoes and padded into the living room, only to stop short. Alexa was there, curled up on the couch with a book in her hands. Her dark hair was tied up in a messy bun, and she was wearing one of those oversized sweaters that swallowed her frame. She didn’t look up, completely absorbed in whatever she was reading.

I watched her for a moment, the way her lips moved slightly as she read, the way her fingers traced the edge of the page. Something about her stillness, her focus, pulled at me. I didn’t think, didn’t plan—I just moved. I crossed the room and dropped to my knees in front of her.

She finally looked up, her eyes widening as she saw me there. “Killian? What are you—”

I didn’t let her finish. My hands went to the waistband of her sweatpants, tugging them down along with her underwear in one smooth motion. She gasped, her book slipping from her hands and landing on the floor with a soft thud. Her legs fell open instinctively, and I didn’t hesitate. I leaned in, my tongue finding her in one long, slow stroke.

Her breath caught, and her hands flew to my hair, fingers tangling in the strands. “Oh my God,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. The taste of her was intoxicating, sweet and warm, and I wanted more. I pressed my mouth harder against her, my tongue working in firm, deliberate strokes. Her hips lifted off the couch, seeking more contact, and I gave it to her. I slid a hand under her thigh, lifting her leg over my shoulder to give myself better access.

“Killian,” she moaned, her voice low and desperate. “What are you doing?”

I pulled back just enough to look up at her, my lips glistening. “What does it feel like I’m doing?” I asked, my voice rough.

She stared at me, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “But… we can’t…”

“We can,” I said simply, and then I dove back in.

This time, I was relentless. My tongue circled her clit, teasing and flicking until she was squirming beneath me. Her fingers tightened in my hair, pulling almost painfully, but I didn’t care. I wanted to hear her fall apart. I wanted to feel it. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and she cried out, her back arching off the couch.

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “Oh God, yes.”

I kept going, my tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony. Her thighs trembled around me, and I could feel her getting closer, her body tightening with every stroke. I wanted to push her over the edge, to watch her come undone because of me.

“Killian,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible. “I’m… I’m going to…”

I didn’t let up. I pressed my mouth harder against her, sucking gently on her clit while my fingers pumped inside her. Her whole body tensed, and then she was coming, her hips jerking uncontrollably as she cried out. I didn’t stop until she was spent, her body collapsing back onto the couch.

I pulled back slowly, licking my lips as I looked up at her. Her face was flushed, her eyes half-lidded and dazed. She looked wrecked, and it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

“Why did you do that?” she asked softly, her voice still shaky.

I shrugged, my hands resting on her thighs. “Because I wanted to.”

She stared at me for a long moment, and then she reached down, her fingers brushing against my cheek. “You’re impossible,” she murmured.

I caught her hand, pressing a kiss to her palm. “Maybe,” I said. “But you liked it.”

She didn’t deny it. Instead, she pulled me up onto the couch with her, her lips finding mine in a kiss that was hungry and demanding. I let her take control for a moment, savoring the taste of her on my tongue. But it didn’t last long. I pushed her back against the cushions, my hands roaming over her body as I kissed her deeply.

“Killian,” she whispered against my lips. “What are we doing?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I reached for the hem of her sweater, pulling it up over her head and tossing it aside. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath, and I took a moment to just look at her—her bare skin, the curve of her breasts, the way her nipples hardened under my gaze.

“You’re beautiful,” I said quietly, my voice thick with desire.

She blushed, but she didn’t look away. “Killian…”

I leaned down, my mouth closing over one of her nipples, sucking gently until she moaned. Her hands were in my hair again, holding me to her as I teased and tasted. I moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention until she was writhing beneath me.

“Please,” she begged, her voice barely a whisper.

I knew what she wanted. I reached for the button of my jeans, fumbling with it for a moment before shoving them down along with my boxers. My cock sprang free, hard and aching, and I positioned myself between her legs.

“Are you sure?” I asked, my voice rough.

She nodded, her eyes locked on mine. “Yes.”

I didn’t wait any longer. I pushed into her slowly, feeling her warmth envelop me inch by inch. She gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders as I filled her completely. I stayed still for a moment, letting her adjust to me, and then I started to move.

It was slow at first, each thrust deep and deliberate. But it didn’t stay that way for long. The sound of her moans, the way her body responded to mine—it drove me wild. I picked up the pace, my hips slamming into hers with increasing urgency.

“Killian,” she cried out, her voice breaking on my name.

I could feel her tightening around me, and I knew she was close. I reached between us, my fingers finding her clit and rubbing in quick circles. It only took a few strokes before she was coming again, her body convulsing around me as she screamed my name.

I wasn’t far behind. A few more thrusts and I was spilling into her, my own release crashing over me like a wave. I collapsed on top of her, both of us breathing heavily as we came down from the high.

For a long moment, neither of us spoke. Then Alexa turned her head to look at me, her eyes soft and questioning.

“What happens now?” she asked quietly.

I didn’t have an answer for her. All I knew was that I wanted more—more of this, more of her.


Twenty One

Matt
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Iwas lying in bed, the faint hum of the house settling around me, when I heard it. A muffled moan, low and unmistakable, coming from Alexa’s room. My heart started pounding, not out of surprise, but because I knew exactly what was happening. Killian was in there with her. Again.

I sat up, my ears straining to catch every sound. The creak of her bedframe, the soft gasps that slipped through the thin walls, the occasional deep grunt from Killian. It was impossible to ignore. I felt a heat rise in my chest, a mix of jealousy and something else—something raw and undeniable. I couldn’t stop myself from imagining what was happening on the other side of that door.

The sounds grew louder, more urgent. Alexa’s voice broke into a sharp cry, followed by Killian’s low growl. And then, silence. I waited, my breath shallow, until I heard the soft click of her door opening. Killian’s footsteps padded down the hallway, quiet but hurried. He was sneaking out, just like always.

I waited a few minutes, my pulse racing, before I got up. My body felt electric, every nerve alive with anticipation. I crept to her door, my hand hovering over the knob. I could hear her moving inside, the rustle of sheets, the soft sigh as she settled back into bed.

I turned the knob slowly, pushing the door open just enough to slip inside. The room was dim, lit only by the faint glow of her bedside lamp. Alexa was lying on her back, her hair splayed across the pillow, her skin glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. She looked up at me, her eyes widening in surprise.

“What are you doing here?” she asked, her voice soft but edged with curiosity.

I didn’t answer right away. Instead, I closed the door behind me and stepped closer to the bed. Her eyes followed me, dark and unreadable, but there was something in them—a flicker of interest, maybe even hunger.

“I heard you,” I said finally, my voice low. “I heard everything.”

She didn’t look away. Instead, she propped herself up on her elbows, her lips curving into a small smile. “And?”

“And I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” I admitted, my gaze dropping to her body. The sheet had slipped down to her waist, revealing the curve of her breasts, the smooth plane of her stomach. My mouth went dry.

She laughed softly, a sound that sent a shiver down my spine. “So what are you going to do about it?”

I didn’t hesitate. I climbed onto the bed, straddling her hips, and leaned down to kiss her. Her lips were warm and soft, and she responded immediately, her hands tangling in my hair as she pulled me closer. The taste of her was intoxicating, and I couldn’t get enough.

Her hands slid down my back, her nails digging into my skin as I deepened the kiss. I could feel her body pressing against mine, her hips arching up to meet me. I broke the kiss, trailing my lips down her neck, nipping at the sensitive skin just below her ear. She gasped, her fingers tightening in my hair.

“You’re not shy, are you?” she murmured, her voice breathless.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I moved lower, my lips brushing over her collarbone, then down to her chest. I took one of her nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the hardened peak. She moaned, her back arching off the bed as I teased her with my teeth.

Her hands roamed over my body, exploring every inch of me as I continued to worship her with my mouth. I could feel her heart racing beneath my lips, her breath coming in short, uneven gasps. She was so responsive, so eager, and it only fueled my desire.

I moved lower still, kissing a trail down her stomach until I reached the apex of her thighs. She was already wet, her arousal evident as I spread her legs apart. I looked up at her, our eyes locking for a moment before I lowered my head and tasted her.

Her moan was loud and unrestrained as my tongue found her clit, circling it slowly at first, then faster as she writhed beneath me. Her hands gripped the sheets, her hips bucking against my mouth as I worked her into a frenzy. I could feel her trembling, her body tensing as she neared the edge.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice trembling with need.

I didn’t. I kept going, my tongue relentless as I pushed her over the edge. She came with a cry, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over her. I didn’t let up until she was spent, her breathing ragged and her body limp against the mattress.

I crawled back up her body, kissing her deeply as she wrapped her arms around me. Her legs parted again, inviting me in, and I didn’t need any more encouragement. I positioned myself at her entrance, my cock throbbing with anticipation.

“Are you sure?” I asked, my voice rough with desire.

She nodded, her eyes dark with lust. “Yes.”

I pushed into her slowly, savoring the way she felt around me. She was so warm, so tight, and it took all my self-control not to lose myself in her right then and there. She moaned softly, her nails digging into my back as I began to move.

The rhythm was slow at first, each thrust deliberate and deep. But it didn’t take long for us both to lose control. Her hips met mine with every movement, our bodies moving together in perfect sync. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with our moans and gasps.

I could feel her tightening around me again, her body coiling like a spring as she neared another climax. I reached between us, my fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in time with my thrusts. She cried out, her body convulsing as she came again.

Her orgasm pushed me over the edge, and I buried myself deep inside her as I came, my release intense and all-consuming. We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies pressed together as we caught our breath.

Finally, I pulled out and collapsed beside her, my heart still racing. She turned to face me, a satisfied smile on her lips.

“That was…” she started, but I cut her off with a kiss.

“Amazing, I know,” I responded. “But we need to all have a chat now that this has happened. I’m assuming that everyone else has also come back to you?”

She blushed as she nodded.

“Alright, then tomorrow night we’ll have a family meeting, because we have to talk about this.”


Twenty Two

Alexa
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The air in the room feels heavy, like it’s holding its breath. Damon’s sitting on the couch, his usual calm demeanor replaced by a furrowed brow. Jax is pacing, his boots scuffing against the floor, the only sound as we sit in silence. Kill’s leaning against the wall, arms crossed, his jaw tight. Simon’s fiddling with his keys. And step-dad—well, step-dad’s just staring at me, his expression unreadable.

I’m perched on the edge of the couch my hands clasped tightly in my lap. My heart’s pounding so loud I’m sure they can hear it. This isn’t just about what happened between us—it’s about what happens next. We can’t pretend this didn’t happen. Not here. Not now.

“So,” I start, my voice shaky but determined. “We need to talk about this.”

Damon looks up first, his dark eyes meeting mine. “Yeah,” he says simply, like that one word carries the weight of everything we’re all thinking.

Jax stops pacing and turns to face me. “Talk about what? The fact that we are all—” He cuts himself off, running a hand through his messy hair.

“It’s not normal,” Kill interjects, his voice low and steady. “What do we do now? Do we hide and what happens when people start asking questions?”

“Lucky for us, we can leave. We can disappear. I’ve spent the past few days researching and there are places we can go that will accept us and protect us,” Jax says, shocking everyone in the room.

“What do you mean, we can leave?” I ask Jax.

He turns away from my step-dad and crawls back into bed, taking my hands in his.

“There are places we can go that are built for people like us, for those who live an… alternative… lifestyle. The closest plan is a small town a couple states away. I found it on the dark web and had to prove myself before I could even contact the people there. They have money and power so they’re left alone but it’s for families like ours,” he explains to me. My step-dad is still standing there, listening to it all but saying nothing.

“A town?” I repeat, my voice barely above a whisper. The idea feels surreal, like something out of a movie. “You’re saying there’s a whole place for… people like us?”

Jax nods, his eyes serious. “Yeah. It’s not perfect, but it’s safe. They’ve got systems in place—ways to live without drawing attention. We wouldn’t have to hide who we are.”

Kill pushes off the wall, his arms still crossed. “And what? We just pack up and leave everything behind? Our lives? Our jobs? What about the people who’ll notice we’re gone?”

“What lives?” Damon says quietly, his voice cutting through the tension. “We’re already living in the shadows. This could be a chance to stop pretending.”

step-dad finally speaks, his tone sharp. “And what if it’s a trap? Some kind of setup? You really trust some random people on the dark web?”

Jax glares at him. “I didn’t say it was risk-free. But it’s better than staying here, waiting for someone to figure us out.”

I look around the room, taking in their faces—Damon’s quiet resolve, Jax’s frustration, Kill’s skepticism, step-dad’s anger. And then there’s me, stuck in the middle of it all, trying to make sense of a decision that feels impossible.

“We can’t just decide this right now,” I say finally, my voice steadier than I feel. “We need time to think. To figure out if this is even real.”

Jax sighs, running a hand over his face. “Time is the one thing we might not have.”

The room falls silent again, the weight of his words settling over us like a storm cloud. I glance at Damon, who gives me a small nod—his way of saying he’s with me, no Matter what. But the others? I can’t read them as easily.

“Let’s sleep on it,” I suggest, though it feels like a cop-out. “We’ll talk more tomorrow.”

No one argues, but no one looks convinced either. One by one, they start to leave the room—Jax first, followed by Kill and step-dad. Damon lingers for a moment, his hand brushing mine before he walks out.

I stay where I am, staring at the empty doorway long after they’re gone. My mind races with questions I don’t have answers to. A town for people like us? It sounds too good to be true—and in my experience, things that sound too good to be true usually are.

But what if it isn’t? What if this is our only chance?

I don’t know which thought scares me more.

The next morning, the kitchen smells like burnt toast and coffee that’s been sitting too long. Everyone’s here, but no one’s talking. Damon’s leaning against the counter, sipping from a chipped mug. Jax is shoveling eggs into his mouth like he’s in a race. Kill’s got his arms crossed, staring out the window like he’s waiting for something to happen. step-dad’s picking at his food, his jaw clenched so tight I can see the muscle twitching.

I sit down at the table, my plate untouched. The silence is suffocating, but I don’t know how to break it. Finally, Damon sets his mug down with a clink.

“So,” he says, his voice cutting through the quiet. “We doing this or not?”

Jax looks up, his fork hovering mid-air. “Doing what?”

“Leaving,” Damon says simply. “Going to this town.”

Kill turns away from the window, his expression unreadable. “You think it’s a good idea?”

“I think we don’t have a lot of options,” Damon replies.

step-dad slams his fork down on the table, making me jump. “And what if it’s a trap? What if we get there and they lock us up or worse?”

Jax glares at him. “You got a better idea? Because staying here isn’t exactly working out for us.”

I look around the table, my stomach twisting into knots. “What if… what if we just try it?” My voice is small, but it cuts through the tension like a knife. “We don’t have to stay forever. We can go, see what it’s like, and if it doesn’t work out… we figure something else out.”

Damon nods slowly. “Alexa’s right. We don’t have to commit to anything yet. But we can’t keep living like this—hiding, pretending.”

Kill sighs, running a hand through his hair. “Fine. Let’s do it.”

step-dad looks like he wants to argue, but he doesn’t say anything. He just pushes his plate away and stands up, his chair scraping against the floor.

Jax leans back in his seat, a small smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Guess we’re doing this then.”

The decision feels surreal, like we just agreed to jump off a cliff without knowing if there’s water below. But there’s also a strange sense of relief—like maybe, just maybe, we’re finally taking control of something instead of letting it control us.

“Alright,” I say, standing up and grabbing my plate. “Let’s start packing.”

As I head toward the sink, I catch Damon’s eye. He gives me a small nod, and for the first time in days, I feel like maybe we’re going to be okay.


Twenty Three

Alexa

[image: ]

It only took us a few days to pack up our life and head towards this mysterious town Jax found. He wouldn’t tell us the name of it or anything, not until we met a couple of people near this town who would “vet” us.

Heading out with a large family - the five of us plus my baby step-sister and step-brother - was quite a feat.

We had not one, not two but three vans filled with all of us and our stuff. Well, most of the stuff at least.

We brought things that Mattered to us. Trinkets, mementos, our clothes, books, all of that. But we left most of the furniture.

step-dad hired a company to sell the house and all items inside of it, depositing the money into an account that our family would access once that’s done.

He also set up the trust for his ex wife and had full custody of the kids. Money made that happen quickly and we were glad for it.

After two days in the van, all seven of us exited our vans and headed into a diner that we were meeting these people from Jax’s town.

The diner smells like burnt coffee and stale fries, and the fluorescent lights buzz like angry bees. Jax is already inside, sitting in a corner booth with two people who look like they’ve been carved out of granite. They’re both wearing flannel shirts and have the kind of faces that don’t smile easily. I can feel my stomach twist as we shuffle over, Stephanie clinging to my hand like it’s the only thing keeping her upright.

“Here we are,” Jax says. The man with the beard nods slowly, his eyes scanning us like he’s trying to decide if we’re worth the trouble. The woman next to him just stares. Her expression is unreadable, but it makes me want to fidget.

“We looked into you,” the man says finally, his voice low and gravelly. “You are who you say you are. We’ll be happy to welcome you to Redmond. Everything you need to know is in this envelope.”

He slides an envelope to me.

“Tomorrow morning, meet the realtor Mrs. Jameson, at the address in the envelope. She’ll help you find something even if temporary,” he says and stand up, the woman following him.

I don’t say anything for a minute until the waitress comes to take our order.

After she’s gone, I speak up again.

“I guess this is real,” I tell the rest of the family.

We eat dinner and head off to a motel to stay the night, somewhere close.

The next morning we head into Redmond finally, finding a quiet and quaint town.

The lawns are manicured but still having their own personalities with kids toys or magnificent gardens.

Pulling up to the address in the envelope, we all pile out of the car. A middle aged woman comes bouncing out of the building, as if she were waiting for us.

“Oh I’m so glad you’re here! Welcome!” She says with a big smile on her face. The door behind her opens up and a man who looks very similar to her and around her ages joins her.

“Honey, this is the new family moving in,” she gestures to us. “I’d like to introduce you to my husband, Mike. Or should I just call you my step-brother?”

She blushes as he wraps his arm around her, kissing her on her temple.

I knew then that this was the right call.

This would be our new home and we’d fit right in.
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