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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

Weeks melted into one long, sun-drenched haze.

The lean-to had become home—sturdy, familiar, scented with salt, woodsmoke, and the faint musk of Vanessa’s skin whenever she pressed close at night. Jake had grown leaner, harder, tanned to deep bronze. His shoulders carried new definition from endless hauling, climbing, building. The shy college kid was gone; in his place stood a quiet, capable man who moved with purpose and spoke only when it mattered.

Vanessa never strayed far.

She slept curled against him every night, thick thigh thrown over his, heavy breasts pillowing his chest, soft hand resting possessively on his abs. Their secret encounters had become a rhythm—hushed, urgent, always careful. A quick, deep fuck against a palm trunk at dawn while the others still slept. A slow grind under the blanket at midnight, her plump ass rocking back to take him to the hilt, biting her lip to keep silent as he flooded her again. She never asked for words; just his body, his heat, the thick stretch of him claiming her over and over.

Samantha remained steady—focused, efficient, almost detached. She organized food stores, mended clothes with salvaged thread, scouted new paths. She respected Jake’s leadership, deferred to his decisions without question, but there was no heat in her eyes when they met his. Just calm acknowledgment.

Gabby… Gabby was changing.

She still kept distance—sharp tongue, teasing smiles aimed anywhere but him—but the barbs had softened. She watched him now: the way he split coconuts with one clean swing, the easy strength in his arms when he hauled water, the calm command in his voice when he said, “We need more fruit today. Let’s go farther inland.” Her glances lingered longer each day. Sometimes she’d catch herself staring at the sweat-slick line of his back and look away fast, cheeks flushed.

Food was running low.

Coconuts and bananas weren’t enough anymore. The wild berries had thinned; the stream fish were small and few. Hunger gnawed at them all—subtle at first, then sharper. Bellies growled in the quiet hours. Energy flagged.

Jake felt it most acutely. He was burning calories faster than anyone—building, climbing, fucking Vanessa whenever the chance arose. He woke one morning with a hollow ache in his gut and made the call.

“We need to forage deeper,” he said around the morning fire. “There’s a valley past the ridge—saw it when I climbed for coconuts last week. More trees, maybe roots, maybe game trails. We go today.”

Samantha nodded immediately. “Agreed. We can’t wait for supplies to run out completely.”

Vanessa’s dark eyes flicked to him—worried, protective. “It’s a long walk. Steep in places.”

“I know the way,” Jake said simply. “We stick together. Move careful.”

Gabby met his gaze for the first time that morning—direct, searching. “Lead on, then.”

They set out at first light.

The path wound uphill through dense foliage—vines tangling underfoot, leaves brushing sweat-slick skin. Samantha led point, toned legs eating distance, scanning for hazards. Vanessa walked close behind Jake, her hand occasionally brushing his lower back—comfort, claim, reminder. Gabby brought up the rear, quieter than usual, eyes on the ground… and sometimes on Jake’s ass as he moved ahead.

The air grew thicker, humid, scented with green and earth. Birds called overhead. Monkeys chattered in the canopy.

They reached the ridge by mid-morning—steep drop on one side, sheer rock on the other. A narrow ledge ran along the cliff face, maybe two feet wide in places, slick with moss and recent rain. Below, a waterfall thundered into a turquoise pool far down.

Jake paused at the edge. “Single file. Hands on the wall. Slow.”

Samantha went first—sure-footed, focused. She pressed her back to the rock, shuffled sideways, never looking down.

Vanessa followed—more cautious, breathing shallow. Her thick curves made balance trickier; she kept one hand on the stone, the other reaching back now and then to touch Jake’s arm for reassurance.

Gabby next—tense, but determined. She moved with surprising grace, hips swaying, crop top riding up to show the dip of her waist.

Jake brought up the rear—watching everyone, ready to grab if anyone slipped.

They were halfway across when it happened.

A low rumble—almost felt before heard. The ground trembled. Pebbles skittered off the ledge.

Then the crack.

The rock beneath Gabby’s feet gave way—sharp, sudden. She yelped, arms windmilling, body tipping toward the drop.

Jake lunged.

His hand clamped around her wrist—iron grip. He yanked hard, hauling her back against the wall, her body slamming into his chest. Her perky breasts crushed against him; her legs tangled with his as they both pressed flat to the stone.

The ledge crumbled behind them—chunks tumbling into the void, roaring as they hit the pool below.

Samantha froze ahead, eyes wide. “Everyone okay?”

Gabby was shaking—hard. Her free hand clutched Jake’s shoulder; her face buried in his neck for one long second. “I… I almost…”

“You’re safe,” he said low, steady. Arm locked around her waist now, holding her tight against him. He could feel her heart hammering, her breath hot and fast against his skin.

Vanessa reached back, fingers finding Gabby’s arm. “Jake’s got you. We all do.”

Another section cracked—smaller, but close. Jake didn’t hesitate.

“Move! Now!”

He kept Gabby pressed to the wall, guiding her forward with his body—shielding her from the edge. Vanessa shuffled ahead faster, thick thighs trembling but determined. Samantha reached the far side first, turning to help pull Vanessa across the last stretch.

Jake and Gabby followed—step by careful step—until solid ground swallowed them again.

They collapsed in a heap on the far side—panting, adrenaline crashing.

Gabby stayed in Jake’s arms longer than necessary. Her fingers dug into his biceps; her cheek rested against his chest. When she finally pulled back, her dark eyes met his—wide, shaken, something new flickering there. Gratitude. Awe. A spark of heat she couldn’t quite hide.

“Thank you,” she whispered. Voice cracked.

He brushed damp hair from her face. “We’re not losing anyone.”

Vanessa knelt beside them, hand on Jake’s shoulder—possessive, proud. Her eyes shone. Samantha stood a few feet away, breathing hard, giving them space.

The valley opened below—lush, green, heavy with fruit. Mango trees bowed under ripe loads; banana clusters dangled like gold. Roots poked from rich soil. A small stream cut through.

They descended carefully—Jake first, testing each step.

By late afternoon their arms were full: mangoes, bananas, fat edible roots, even a few wild papayas. Enough to last weeks if they rationed.

Back at camp as the sun sank, the mood shifted.

Relief. Gratitude. Something deeper.

They ate around the fire—fresh fruit bursting sweet on tongues, juice running down chins and necks. Laughter came easier. Touches lingered.

Vanessa sat pressed to Jake’s side—thigh to thigh, breast brushing his arm. Her hand rested high on his leg under the blanket, fingers tracing slow circles.

Samantha watched the flames—quiet, thoughtful. For the first time, her gaze flicked to Jake longer than usual. Assessing. Curious.

Gabby sat across from him—knees drawn up, eyes locked on his face. She didn’t speak much, but every time their eyes met, she held the contact. No sarcasm. No deflection. Just a slow, burning awareness.

Night fell thick and warm.

The fire burned low.

Samantha yawned first. “I’m done. Wake me if anything moves.”

She crawled into the lean-to, stretched out near the entrance, back turned.

Gabby followed soon after—curling on her side, facing away, but closer to the center than before.

Vanessa stayed.

She waited until the breathing evened out—Samantha’s steady, Gabby’s soft.

Then she turned to Jake.

Her dark eyes gleamed in the dying firelight. “You saved us today,” she whispered. “All of us.”

He started to shrug it off.

She didn’t let him.

Her hand slid higher—cupped the thick bulge already straining his shorts. She squeezed once, firm. “Let me show you how grateful I am.”

She glanced toward the sleeping women—then back to him.

“Both of us,” she added softly.

Samantha stirred—just a little.

Her head turned. Blue eyes opened, caught the scene in the low glow.

She didn’t look away.

Instead she rose slowly—silent, graceful—moved closer.

Vanessa smiled—small, knowing.

Jake’s heart slammed.

The night was about to change.


Chapter Two

The fire had burned down to glowing coals by the time the last of the daylight bled from the sky. Mango juice still sticky on their fingers, banana peels scattered like trophies around the circle. Bellies full for the first time in weeks, the air felt different—lighter, heavier with possibility.

Jake sat with his back against the smooth boulder that formed one wall of their lean-to, legs stretched toward the embers. Vanessa nestled against his right side, one plump thigh draped over his, her soft hand resting high on his inner leg—thumb tracing slow, lazy circles that kept his cock half-hard and throbbing under the thin fabric of his shorts. Samantha sat to his left—closer than she’d ever been before—her toned body angled toward him, one knee bent so her smooth calf brushed his shin. Gabby had retreated early to the far edge of the blankets, curled on her side facing away, breathing slow and even in what looked like genuine sleep.

The rescue on the ledge still hummed between them like an unspoken current.

Vanessa broke the quiet first. Her voice was low, husky, meant only for the three of them.

“You saved her today,” she murmured, lips brushing Jake’s ear. “Saved all of us, really.” Her fingers slid higher, cupped the thick ridge of him through his shorts, squeezed once—firm, possessive. “We owe you everything.”

Samantha didn’t flinch at the touch. Instead she turned her head, blue eyes catching the dying firelight. For the first time, there was no cool distance in her gaze—only heat. Slow-burning, deliberate.

“I don’t do debts,” Samantha said quietly. “But I do gratitude.” She reached out—hesitant at first—then placed her palm flat against Jake’s bare chest, right over the steady thud of his heart. Her fingers spread, feeling the warmth of his skin, the hard plane of muscle he’d built over weeks of survival. “You’ve been carrying us. Let us carry you for once.”

Jake’s breath caught. He looked between them—Vanessa’s dark, adoring eyes, Samantha’s steady, hungry stare. His cock jerked under Vanessa’s hand, fully hard now, straining.

Vanessa smiled—small, wicked—and tugged at the waistband of his shorts. “No more hiding,” she whispered.

He lifted his hips. They worked together—silent, synchronized—peeling the shorts down his thighs until his thick shaft sprang free, veined and glistening at the tip in the fire’s glow.

Samantha inhaled sharply—quiet, but audible. Her hand slid lower, fingers wrapping around the base while Vanessa stroked the length, their palms meeting in the middle, sliding together in a slow, wet glide.

“God,” Samantha breathed. “So thick.”

Vanessa leaned in first—lips brushing the head, tongue flicking out to taste the bead of pre-cum. She moaned softly at the flavor, then took him deeper—slow, luxurious—sucking with wet, hollowed cheeks while her hand pumped what her mouth couldn’t reach.

Samantha watched—eyes dark, pupils blown—then joined. She kissed along the side of his shaft, tongue tracing the thick vein, lips meeting Vanessa’s at the crown in a messy, open-mouthed slide. Their tongues tangled around him, slick and hot, sharing the taste of him.

Jake groaned low—hands fisting in the blankets. The sight of them—blonde fitness goddess and plump, bubbly Asian MILF worshipping his cock side by side—sent fire racing through his veins.

They moved as one.

Vanessa pulled back, breathless, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his tip. “I want you inside me first,” she whispered. “But I want her to watch.”

Samantha nodded—quick, eager. She helped Vanessa stand, then tugged the torn sundress over her head. Vanessa’s heavy breasts spilled free—full, swaying, dark nipples already stiff. Samantha’s hands roamed—cupping, squeezing, thumbs circling the peaks until Vanessa whimpered.

Then Samantha stripped herself—sports bra peeled away to reveal firm, high breasts, nipples pink and erect; shorts slid down long, toned legs, revealing a neatly trimmed patch and the slick shine already coating her inner thighs.

Naked now, both women turned to Jake.

Vanessa straddled him first—knees sinking into the blankets on either side of his hips. She reached between them, guided his thick head to her soaked entrance, and sank down—slow, inch by torturous inch—until her plush ass rested against his thighs, every inch buried deep.

She gasped—head falling back, breasts bouncing as she adjusted to the stretch. “So full… always so full of you…”

Samantha knelt beside them—close enough to feel the heat radiating off their bodies. Her hand slid between her own thighs, fingers circling her clit while she watched Vanessa begin to ride—slow rolls at first, then deeper, harder bounces that made her thick cheeks clap softly against Jake’s hips.

Vanessa leaned forward—breasts smothering Jake’s face. He sucked one stiff nipple into his mouth, tongue lashing, teeth grazing just enough to make her moan. Samantha leaned in too—kissing Vanessa’s neck, then her mouth—tongues sliding together in a wet, hungry dance while Jake thrust up into Vanessa’s gripping heat.

The rhythm built—sweat slicking skin, breaths mingling, soft whimpers and low groans barely contained.

Vanessa clenched suddenly—walls fluttering, pulsing. “I’m… oh fuck, I’m coming…”

She shattered—body shaking, cunt milking him in hard, rhythmic waves. Jake gritted his teeth, fighting the urge to follow, holding back through sheer will.

Vanessa lifted off—slow, reluctant—his cock glistening with her cream. A thick strand of their combined wetness stretched between them before snapping.

Samantha didn’t wait.

She swung a leg over, straddling him reverse—ass facing him, toned cheeks flexing as she lowered herself. She took him in one long, smooth glide—tighter than Vanessa, hotter, her inner walls rippling as she bottomed out.

“Fuck,” she hissed—voice cracking for the first time. “You’re splitting me open…”

She rode him hard—back arched, hands braced on his thighs, ass bouncing with every downward thrust. Vanessa knelt in front—kissing Samantha deeply, fingers finding her clit, rubbing fast circles while Jake pounded up into her.

Samantha came fast—body locking, thighs quivering, a choked cry muffled against Vanessa’s mouth. Her cunt clamped down like a vise, pulsing, begging.

Jake couldn’t hold back anymore.

He gripped Samantha’s hips—hard—thrusting deep, once, twice—

Then pulled out.

Both women spun toward him instantly—kneeling side by side, mouths open, tongues out like they’d rehearsed it.

Vanessa spoke first—voice wrecked, pleading. “Give it to us… please, Jake… fill us…”

Samantha’s eyes locked on his. “Breed us. Right now. We need it.”

He stroked himself—fast, slick with their juices—then erupted.

Thick ropes of hot cum lashed across their tongues, their lips, their heaving breasts. Pulse after pulse—splattering Vanessa’s plump tits, streaking Samantha’s toned stomach, dripping down their chins. They leaned in—kissing again, sloppy and cum-slick, sharing his load between their mouths while their hands milked the last drops from his twitching shaft.

When he finally stopped, they collapsed against him—sweaty, sticky, sated. Vanessa nuzzled his neck; Samantha rested her head on his shoulder, one hand still loosely curled around his softening cock.

The fire had died to embers.

Gabby still slept—back turned, breathing steady.

But the air had shifted forever.

Two MILFs claimed. Marked. Dripping with his seed.

And the night wasn’t over yet.


Chapter Three

The morning sun poured through the frond gaps in thick, lazy beams, turning the lean-to into a humid golden haze. The air was thick with the aftermath—musk, sweat, the sharp-sweet tang of cum still clinging to skin and blankets. Jake lay sprawled in the center, chest rising slow and deep, arms loose around the two women who had already surrendered everything to him.

Vanessa pressed tight to his right side—plump curves molded against him like warm clay, one heavy breast spilling across his ribs, dark nipple still stiff and shiny from earlier attention. Her thick thigh draped possessively over his hip; her soft hand rested low on his stomach, fingers idly tracing the V of muscle that disappeared beneath the blanket. Every few breaths she nuzzled closer, lips brushing his shoulder in lazy, satisfied kisses.

Samantha curled against his left—toned leg thrown across his thigh, firm ass nestled into the crook of his hip. Her blonde head rested on his shoulder; one hand splayed flat over his heart, feeling the steady thump that had driven her wild only minutes ago. For the first time her usual cool efficiency was gone—replaced by soft, unguarded warmth. She traced slow circles on his chest with her thumb, eyes half-lidded, lips curved in quiet contentment.

Neither woman spoke. They didn’t need to. Their bodies did the talking—sticky thighs pressed together, faint tremors still running through them, the slow drip of Jake’s thick seed leaking from between their swollen folds and pooling on the blankets beneath.

Gabby hadn’t moved since the frenzy ended.

She lay at the far edge—knees drawn up tight, back turned to the trio, dark hair fanned across the sand like spilled ink. From the outside she looked asleep. But her breathing was wrong—too shallow, too quick. Her fingers—still slick from her earlier, frantic release—had slipped back between her thighs without conscious thought. She pressed the heel of her palm hard against her clit, rocking once, twice, biting the inside of her cheek to keep silent.

She had watched everything.

Every thrust. Every gasp. The way Vanessa’s thick ass jiggled when Jake pounded into her from behind. The way Samantha arched and moaned when he filled her completely, her toned body shaking as she came apart around his cock. The moment he pulled out—still spurting—and painted both women with hot, heavy ropes that dripped down their breasts and bellies. Gabby had seen it all through half-lowered lashes, heart slamming, pussy clenching on nothing while her fingers plunged deeper, chasing the echo of their pleasure.

Now the scent of it surrounded her—raw, primal, intoxicating. She could smell Vanessa’s sweet musk mixed with Samantha’s sharper tang, overlaid with the thick, salty evidence of Jake’s release. It made her head spin. Made her thighs tremble.

She risked a glance over her shoulder—slow, careful, barely moving.

Jake’s eyes were closed, head tipped back against the boulder, lips parted. Vanessa had shifted—straddling one of his thighs now, grinding her dripping cunt lazily against the hard muscle, leaving glossy streaks on his skin. She leaned down, heavy breasts dragging across his chest, and captured his mouth in a slow, wet kiss. Their tongues slid visibly; a soft, needy sound escaped her throat.

Samantha watched them with heavy-lidded eyes—then joined. She kissed along Jake’s neck, down his chest, until her lips closed around one flat nipple, sucking gently while her hand slid lower. She wrapped her fingers around his semi-hard cock—still slick, still impressive even at rest—and stroked once, slow and firm. He thickened in her grip almost instantly.

Gabby’s breath hitched—sharp, audible if anyone had been listening. Her fingers moved faster—circling her clit in tight, desperate loops, then dipping inside to feel how soaked she was, how swollen, how empty.

She watched Samantha pump him slowly—watched the way his shaft glistened anew, veins standing out, head flaring dark and slick. Vanessa broke the kiss, looked down, smiled that soft, wicked smile, and leaned forward to take the tip into her mouth—sucking lazily, tongue swirling, while Samantha continued the slow strokes.

Gabby’s free hand flew to her mouth—muffling the whimper that tried to escape. Her hips rocked forward—tiny, helpless jerks—grinding her palm harder against her aching clit. She could feel the pressure building again—hot, coiling, unstoppable.

Vanessa lifted her head—lips shiny—and whispered something too low for Gabby to hear. Samantha laughed softly—husky, aroused—and shifted lower. She kissed down Jake’s stomach, then took him deep—throat working as she swallowed him to the root. Vanessa moved up—straddling his face now—lowering her plump, cum-slick pussy onto his waiting mouth. Jake’s hands gripped her thick hips; his tongue delved in immediately, lapping at the mess he’d left inside her.

Gabby couldn’t breathe right. Her fingers plunged deeper—two, then three—stretching herself the way she imagined he would. She matched their rhythm—slow, deep thrusts while her thumb mashed her clit. Her thighs shook; sweat beaded between her breasts.

She watched Samantha bob—cheeks hollowing, saliva dripping down his shaft—while Vanessa rocked against Jake’s face, heavy breasts bouncing, head thrown back in silent ecstasy. The wet sounds were obscene—sucking, licking, the slick slide of tongues and fingers.

Gabby came—hard, sudden, violent.

Her body locked; her cunt clamped around her own fingers in frantic pulses. She bit down on her hand to stifle the cry—tears pricking her eyes from the intensity. Thick cream coated her palm, leaked down her wrist, soaked the blanket beneath her. She trembled through it—wave after wave—eyes never leaving the scene.

When the aftershocks finally eased, she collapsed onto her side—panting, shaking, heart thundering.

Across the lean-to, the three of them were winding down. Vanessa lifted off Jake’s face—glistening, sated—kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his tongue. Samantha pulled off his cock with a wet pop, licked her lips, then crawled up to join the kiss—three mouths meeting in a slow, messy tangle.

Gabby turned her face into the blanket—cheeks burning, body still twitching.

She couldn’t pretend anymore.

She had felt it—deep in her core, in the frantic clench of her pussy, in the way her nipples ached and her thighs wouldn’t stop trembling.

She craved what they had.

She craved Jake—his thickness stretching her, his heat flooding her, his low groan when he came deep inside.

She needed it.

She needed him.

And she knew—lying there in the humid afterglow, fingers still sticky with her own release—that she couldn’t hold out much longer.

Her body was already begging.

And soon, so would her voice.
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