
        
            
                
            
        

    
The plane’s engines roared like a dying beast before everything went eerily silent. My stomach lurched as we plummeted through the clouds, the cabin shaking violently. This is it, I thought, gripping the armrests until my knuckles turned white. The last thing I remembered was the sickening crunch of metal against water, and then—blackness.

When I opened my eyes, it wasn’t to a hospital bed or the afterlife. It was to the sound of waves lapping against the shore and the smell of salt in the air. My body ached, and my head throbbed, but I was alive. I pushed myself up on shaky legs, scanning the beach. That’s when I saw her.

She was lying a few feet away, her dark hair strewn across the sand like a fan. Her chest rose and fell steadily—she was alive too. I stumbled over to her, my heart pounding. Wake up, I pleaded silently, gently shaking her shoulder. Her eyes fluttered open, and for a moment, we just stared at each other, the weight of our situation sinking in.

“Where… are we?” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

“I don’t know,” I admitted, helping her sit up. “But we’re alive. That’s something.”

Her name was Lena. She was in her mid-twenties, like me, and we quickly realized we were the only survivors. The island was small—just a speck in the vast ocean—but it had what we needed to survive: fresh water, fruit trees, and fish in the shallow reefs. We scavenged what we could from the wreckage—clothes, tools, a few supplies—but it wasn’t much. Survival became our only focus, at least at first.

Days turned into weeks, and the initial shock wore off. We fell into a rhythm: hunting, fishing, building shelters, and foraging. But there were long stretches of time when there was nothing to do. The isolation was maddening. We were alone, just the two of us, and the tension between us grew thicker with each passing day.

It started innocently enough. I caught her stealing glances at me while I was repairing the shelter. Her eyes lingered a little too long, and I felt a spark of something I hadn’t felt in weeks—desire. The first time our hands brushed while passing a coconut, neither of us pulled away. The second time, I hesitated, and she didn’t either. The third time, I let my fingers linger on hers, and she looked up at me with those piercing green eyes, and I knew.

The first kiss was hesitant, almost shy. We were sitting by the fire, watching the flames dance, when she turned to me and said, “Do you ever think about… before? About what we’re missing?”

I nodded, my throat dry. “Every single day.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing against mine, and it was like a dam burst. We clung to each other, our kisses growing fiercer, more desperate. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me closer, and I could feel her heartbeat racing against mine. It wasn’t just about physical need—it was about connection. We were two people who had lost everything, and in each other, we found something to hold onto.

Later that night, under the stars, we explored each other’s bodies with a mix of curiosity and desperation. Her skin was warm against mine, and every touch, every breath, felt like a lifeline. It wasn’t just sex—it was survival. In that moment, we weren’t just two strangers stranded on an island. We were partners, bound together by circumstance and something deeper.

After that first night, it became a habit. When the boredom became unbearable, we turned to each other. It wasn’t always about passion—sometimes it was about comfort, about feeling human in a place that seemed determined to strip us of our humanity. We learned each other’s bodies, what made the other tick, what drove us both wild. It was messy, imperfect, and raw—just like everything else on that damn island.

One afternoon, after hours of fruitless fishing, we lay together in the shade of a palm tree. Lena traced patterns on my chest, her fingers sending shivers down my spine. “Do you think we’ll ever get off this island?” she asked, her voice soft.

I sighed, staring up at the canopy. “I don’t know. But if we don’t… I’m glad I’m not alone.”

She propped herself up on her elbow, her eyes searching mine. “Me too.”

We didn’t say anything after that. There was no need. Instead, I pulled her down to me, our lips meeting in a kiss that was both tender and hungry. Her body pressed against mine, and I could feel the heat building between us. My hands roamed over her back, trailing down to her hips, and she let out a soft moan against my lips.

“I need you,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin.

“You have me,” I replied, my voice rough with desire.

Our movements were slow at first, savoring every touch, every kiss. But as the heat between us grew, so did our urgency. Her nails dug into my shoulders as I pushed inside her, and we moved together in a rhythm that felt as natural as the waves crashing against the shore. Each thrust, each moan, was a reminder that we were alive—that we were here, together.

When the climax hit, it was overwhelming. Her body shuddered against mine, and I held her tight, my own release washing over me like a tidal wave. For a moment, everything else faded away—the island, the plane crash, the uncertainty of the future. All that mattered was the two of us, bound together by something that felt as unbreakable as the ocean itself.

Afterward, we lay tangled in each other’s arms, the sound of the waves lulling us into a peaceful silence. Lena rested her head on my chest, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my skin. “Do you ever think about what happens when we get off this island?” she asked quietly.

I hesitated, my hand stilling on her back. “I don’t know. But whatever happens… I’m glad I found you.”

She looked up at me, her eyes soft. “Me too.”

“Do you think we—” I started, but she cut me off with a kiss, her lips silencing any doubts or questions. And in that moment, I knew we didn’t need words. We had each other, and for now, that was enough.

Her hands slid down my chest, her fingers teasing their way lower until they brushed against the growing heat between my legs. I groaned, my body responding instantly to her touch. “Lena,” I breathed, my voice thick with need. Her eyes met mine, dark with desire. “Show me,” she whispered, and I knew exactly what she meant.

The morning sun was already high when we awoke, the heat pressing down on us even in the shade of our makeshift shelter. Lena stretched beside me, her body languid and warm against mine. I watched her for a moment, the way the light caught on her skin, the way her dark hair splayed out across the sand like a painting. She turned to me, her eyes still heavy with sleep but already alight with something else—something hungry.

“We should explore today,” she said, her voice soft but laced with a quiet excitement. “Maybe we’ll find something useful. Or… something fun.”

I raised an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at the corner of my mouth. “Fun, huh? What did you have in mind?”

She didn’t answer, just stood and offered me her hand. I took it, letting her pull me to my feet, and together we set off along the coastline, the sound of the waves crashing against the shore echoing in my ears. The island was larger than we’d realized, its interior dense with vegetation and its edges rocky and jagged. We’d been surviving on what we could find near our shelter, but today felt different. Today, we were searching for something more.

It was Lena who spotted it first—a narrow opening in the rocks, barely visible behind a curtain of vines. She stopped, her hand tightening around mine. “Look,” she whispered, pointing. “A cave.”

We approached cautiously, pulling the vines aside to reveal a dark, narrow passage leading into the heart of the island. The air inside was cool and damp, a stark contrast to the heat outside. Lena stepped in first, her movements slow and deliberate, and I followed close behind, my heart pounding with a mix of excitement and apprehension.

The cave was larger than it first appeared, the walls smooth and glittering with moisture. The floor was uneven, littered with rocks and debris, but at the far end, there was a flat, smooth surface that caught my eye. It was almost like a table, perfectly level and just the right height. Lena was already there, running her fingers over the surface, her expression unreadable.

“What do you think?” she asked, turning to me. Her voice was low, teasing. “Think we could make use of this?”

I stepped closer, my body responding to the tone in her voice. “I think we could make use of a lot of things in here,” I replied, my eyes scanning the cave. There was something primal about the space, something that seemed to strip away all pretense and leave only raw desire in its place.

Lena’s hands were on me before I could say anything else, her fingers tangling in my hair as she pulled me into a searing kiss. Her body pressed against mine, her heat mingling with the cool dampness of the cave, and I felt a shiver run through me. We’d been together before, but this felt different. This felt dangerous, like we were crossing a line we hadn’t even known was there.

She broke the kiss, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps, and her eyes locked onto mine. “Turn around,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of my own heartbeat.

I hesitated for only a moment before doing as she asked, my back to her, my hands braced against the smooth surface of the rock. I felt her behind me, her body close but not touching, and then her hands were on my waist, pulling my shorts down in one swift motion. The cool air of the cave hit my skin, sending another shiver through me, and then her hand was between my legs, teasing me with slow, deliberate strokes.

“God, Lena,” I moaned, my hips arching into her touch. She didn’t respond, just continued to tease me, her fingers working me into a frenzy until I was trembling with need. And then, just as I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, she stopped.

I turned to look at her, my breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She was kneeling now, her hands exploring the floor of the cave, and when she straightened, she was holding something in her hand—a smooth, round rock, its surface cool and glistening with moisture.

“Lena, what—” I started, but she cut me off with a wicked smile.

“Trust me,” she said, her voice low and commanding. And I did. I always did.

She guided me back to the rock table, my body pressed against the cool surface, and then I felt her hands on my hips, positioning me. The coolness of the rock against my skin was a shock, but it was nothing compared to the sensation when she eased it inside me, slow and deliberate. I gasped, my body arching against the rock as she worked it deeper, her hands steady and sure.

“Fuck, Lena,” I moaned, my hands scrambling for purchase on the slick surface of the rock. She didn’t respond, just continued to push the rock deeper until it was fully inside me, stretching me in a way that was both painful and delicious. And then she was behind me again, her body pressed close, her hands gripping my hips as she began to move, the rock shifting inside me with every thrust.

The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever felt before—the coolness of the rock contrasting with the heat of her body, the way it stretched me just enough to make me feel full but not too much to be overwhelming. I could feel myself getting closer and closer to the edge, my body trembling with the effort to hold on, but Lena didn’t let up. She kept pushing me, driving me higher and higher until I was teetering on the brink.

“Lena, I’m gonna—” I started, but she cut me off with a sharp thrust, her hands tightening on my hips as she pushed me over the edge, my body convulsing around the rock as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.

And then, before I could even catch my breath, she was spinning me around, her lips crashing into mine as she pinned me against the rock, her body pressing into mine. I could feel her heat, her need, and I knew she was just as far gone as I was.

“I want you,” she whispered against my lips, her voice thick with desire. “Right here. Right now.”

I didn’t hesitate, couldn’t hesitate, not when she was looking at me like that. “Then take me,” I breathed, my hands tangling in her hair as I pulled her closer, our bodies colliding in a frenzy of heat and need.

The cave was humid, the air thick with the scent of our mingled sweat and the primal heat that had consumed us. My back pressed against the rough, cool surface of the cave wall, Lena’s body flush against mine, her breath hot and ragged against my neck. The rock butt plug inside me shifted with every movement, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through my core. My hands clawed at her shoulders, my nails digging into her skin as she thrust into me again and again, each stroke deeper, harder, more desperate.

“You feel so fucking good,” Lena growled, her voice low and guttural, her hips slamming into mine with a force that made my knees buckle. Her hands tightened around my waist, holding me in place as she drove into me, her rhythm chaotic, desperate, wild. The sound of skin against skin echoed off the cave walls, mingling with the heavy, ragged breaths that escaped both of us.

I could barely think, barely breathe, every nerve in my body alight with a fire that only she could stoke. My head fell back against the rock, a moan tearing from my throat as she hit that spot inside me again and again, sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. The rock plug shifted, pressing against my prostate, and I nearly cried out, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

“Lena—I can’t—I’m so close—” I gasped, my voice breaking as she fucked me harder, her pace relentless, uncontrollable. Her lips crashed into mine, silencing me, her tongue tangling with mine in a kiss that was as rough and desperate as her thrusts.

“Come for me,” she demanded, her voice a harsh whisper against my lips, her hands tightening their grip on my hips. “Come now.”

And I did. My body convulsed, pleasure exploding through me in waves that left me trembling, my legs giving out as I clung to her, my nails digging into her skin as I rode out the intensity of my climax. She kept fucking me through it, her movements growing more erratic, more urgent, until she finally stilled, a low groan escaping her as her own release washed over her.

For a moment, we just stayed like that, our bodies pressed together, our breaths ragged and uneven, the weight of what we’d just done hanging in the air between us. Slowly, Lena pulled away, her hands sliding down my arms as she took a step back, her eyes dark with satisfaction as she looked at me.

“You’re insane,” I breathed, my legs still shaky as I leaned against the cave wall for support.

She smirked, that mischievous glint in her eyes that I’d come to know so well. “You love it,” she said, her voice teasing as she reached for my hand, pulling me away from the wall and toward the entrance of the cave.

We walked out into the sunlight, the cool ocean breeze a stark contrast to the heat we’d left behind in the cave. My body was still buzzing, every step a reminder of what we’d just done, and I could feel Lena’s eyes on me as we made our way toward the beach.

“You’re staring,” I said, glancing at her out of the corner of my eye.

She grinned, unapologetic. “Can you blame me? You’re gorgeous.”

I rolled my eyes, but I couldn’t help the smile that tugged at my lips. We reached the beach, the sand warm beneath our feet as we walked toward the water. The waves crashed against the shore, the sound soothing in its familiarity, and for a moment, we just stood there, side by side, watching the endless expanse of the ocean.

And then, we heard it. A low, distant hum, growing louder with each passing second. My heart skipped a beat, my eyes darting to the sky as I searched for the source of the sound. And then I saw it—a small plane, flying low over the horizon, its white body stark against the blue sky.

“Lena—” I started, my voice tinged with disbelief, but she was already running down the beach, her hand clutching mine as she pulled me along with her.

“Come on!” she shouted, her voice barely audible over the roar of the plane’s engine as it passed overhead. We chased after it, waving our arms and shouting, the sand kicking up beneath our feet as we ran.

“Do you think they saw us?” I asked, my breath coming in short gasps as we watched the plane disappear over the horizon.

Lena didn’t answer right away, her eyes still fixed on the sky. “I don’t know,” she said finally, her voice quieter now, more subdued. “But if they did… we might not be the only ones on this island for much longer.”

I turned to look at her, the weight of her words settling over me. For months, it had just been the two of us, our bond forged in the crucible of survival. But now… now there was a chance that everything could change.

“What if they come back?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Lena glanced at me, her expression unreadable. “Then we’ll deal with it,” she said, her tone firm, resolute. “But until then…” She stepped closer, her hand reaching up to brush a strand of hair from my face. “We’ve got this beach. And we’ve got each other.”

I reached for her hand, intertwining our fingers as we walked back toward the water. The horizon was empty now, the plane long gone, but its presence lingered, a reminder that our little world wasn’t as isolated as we’d thought. Still, as long as we had each other, I knew we’d be okay.

“Do you think they’ll come back today?” I asked.

She smiled. “Only one way to find out.”

The sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm, golden glow across the beach. The waves lapped gently against the shore, their rhythm soothing but almost teasing in its predictability. Lena turned to me, her dark eyes glinting with mischief.

“Let’s make some noise,” she said, her voice low and dripping with intent.

I raised an eyebrow, but my body already responded to the spark in her gaze. “What do you mean?”

She grinned, stepping closer until her breath brushed against my ear. “I mean, let’s see if we can make them hear us.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. The idea was wild, reckless, but it ignited something primal in me. I nodded, my heart already racing.

Lena’s hands moved to my waist, her fingers digging into my skin as she pulled me against her. Her lips crashed into mine, fierce and hungry. I moaned into her mouth, the sound swallowed by her kiss but barely contained. She broke away, her breathing ragged, and dropped to her knees in the sand.

“No time to waste,” she said, her voice thick with desire. Her hands slid up my thighs, pushing my makeshift skirt aside. Her fingers found me already wet, and she smirked. “Someone’s eager.”

I gasped as her tongue replaced her fingers, flicking and pressing against me with precision. My hands tangled in her hair, pulling her closer as my hips rocked against her mouth. She worked me with an intensity that left me trembling, her moans vibrating against me, driving me higher.

“L-Lena,” I choked out, my legs shaking.

She pulled back, her lips glistening, and looked up at me with those dark, hungry eyes. “Not yet,” she murmured, rising to her feet. She grabbed my hand and led me closer to the water, where the sand was damp and cool beneath our feet. “Lie down.”

I obeyed, my body thrumming with anticipation. She knelt between my legs, her hands spreading me open, and leaned in again. This time, her tongue teased my clit while her fingers slid inside me, curling and pressing in a way that made my back arch off the sand.

“Oh God!” I cried out, my voice carrying over the waves.

Lena moaned against me, the sound muffled but still loud enough to make me blush. She added another finger, filling me completely, and her tongue circled my clit faster. I could feel the pressure building, my body tightening, until I shattered with a scream that echoed across the beach.

But Lena wasn’t done. She climbed over me, her lips finding mine again, and I could taste myself on her tongue. Her hips ground against mine, and I could feel how wet she was.

“My turn,” I whispered, flipping us so she was beneath me. I trailed kisses down her neck, her chest, until I reached her core. Her breath hitched as my tongue touched her, and I moaned against her, the vibration making her hips jerk.

“Yes!” she cried, her hands fisting in the sand.

I focused on her clit, sucking and teasing until she was writhing beneath me. When I added my fingers, she arched off the sand, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking.

I didn’t. I worked her with my tongue and fingers until she came with a scream that rivaled my own, her body trembling beneath me.

We lay there for a moment, catching our breaths, before Lena grinned up at me. “Again?”

I nodded, laughing breathlessly. “Again.”

This time, she positioned herself behind me, her hands on my hips. I braced myself against the sand as she pressed against me, her cock sliding into me with a slow, deliberate motion. I gasped, my body stretching to accommodate her.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my voice trembling.

She began to move, her hips slamming into mine with a force that drove me to the edge. I could feel her hitting all the right spots, and my body clenched around her as waves of pleasure washed over me.

“Louder,” she growled, her hands tightening on my hips.

I obliged, my moans turning into screams as she fucked me harder, faster. The sound of our bodies slapping together mixed with the waves, creating a wild, primal symphony.

And then, she was inside my ass, her fingers stretching me as her cock continued to thrust into me. “L-Lena!” I cried out, my body shaking.

“Let go,” she commanded, her voice rough with need.

I did. I came with a scream that felt like it could shatter the sky, my body convulsing around her. She followed soon after, her hips stuttering as she let out a guttural groan, her release flooding me.

We collapsed onto the sand, our bodies slick with sweat and the remnants of our pleasure. I could feel her heartbeat against my back, steady and strong, and I leaned into her, my own heart still racing.

But then, a sound cut through the air—a distant rumble, growing louder by the second. I sat up, my eyes scanning the horizon, and there it was. A plane, closer than before, its engine unmistakable.

“They heard us,” I whispered, my voice tinged with disbelief.

Lena grinned, her eyes sparkling with triumph. “Told you we’d make noise.”

The plane circled the island once, then twice, before it began its descent toward the beach. My heart pounded in my chest as I realized what this meant. We were about to be rescued.

But as I looked at Lena, her hand still tangled with mine, I wasn’t sure I was ready to leave. This island, this bond we’d forged—it was messy, raw, and unlike anything I’d ever known.

“What now?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

She squeezed my hand, her smile soft but determined. “We face it together.”

The plane touched down on the sand, its engines roaring as it came to a stop. The door opened, and two figures stepped out, waving at us. I stood, my legs still shaky, and took a step forward.

But Lena pulled me back, her lips pressing against mine in a kiss that was equal parts desperation and promise. “Whatever happens,” she murmured against my lips, “this isn’t over.”

I nodded, my heart heavy but hopeful. Together, we walked toward the plane, their voices calling to us.
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