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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

Two months had passed since the ledge collapse, since the night Samantha and Vanessa first shared Jake under the firelight and Gabby watched from the shadows with trembling fingers buried between her thighs. Time on the island didn’t march in straight lines anymore—it pulsed, slow and heavy, like a heartbeat shared by four bodies.

The lean-to had grown. Jake had expanded it with thicker beams, layered more fronds against the rain, even built a low platform of woven palm logs so they no longer slept directly on sand. Every improvement bore his mark: steady hands, quiet confidence, the kind of strength that made decisions feel inevitable.

He was no longer the shy twenty-two-year-old who’d pulled them from the sea. The sun had bronzed him to deep gold, carved new lines of muscle across his shoulders and chest, tightened the ridges of his abdomen until they flexed visibly when he moved. His voice carried farther now—calm, low, commanding without effort. When he said “We need more firewood,” the women moved before he finished the sentence.

Samantha and Vanessa carried his children.

Their bellies had rounded beautifully over the weeks—soft, taut curves that pushed forward with quiet pride. Samantha’s was firmer, high and proud on her athletic frame, the skin stretched smooth and golden, faint stretch marks like silver threads catching the light. Her breasts had swollen too—fuller than before, heavy with milk that sometimes beaded at her nipples when she moved too quickly or when Jake’s gaze lingered too long. She still moved with that same efficient grace, but slower now, one hand often resting protectively on the swell as she walked.

Vanessa’s pregnancy was lusher, more generous. Her belly curved outward in a ripe, heavy dome, soft and warm beneath her palms when she cradled it. Her massive breasts had grown even fuller—veins faintly visible under creamy skin, dark nipples perpetually stiff and leaking tiny drops of sweet milk that darkened the fabric of her salvaged dress. She glowed—cheeks flushed, eyes brighter, every sway of her hips more deliberate, more inviting. She touched Jake constantly: a hand on his arm, fingers trailing down his back, her pregnant belly brushing his side when they passed in the narrow space of camp.

Gabby watched it all.

She had changed too—quieter, softer around the edges. The sharp teasing had faded into lingering glances, bitten lips, thighs that pressed together whenever Jake stripped off his shirt to haul water or climb for coconuts. She still slept at the far end of the platform most nights, but she no longer turned her back completely. She faced them now—eyes half-lidded in the firelight, watching the way Vanessa curled into Jake’s side, the way Samantha’s hand disappeared under the blanket to stroke him slow and possessive.

She hadn’t asked yet. Hadn’t begged.

But her body screamed for it.

That morning the air felt different—thicker, electric. A storm had rolled through the night before, leaving the lagoon glassy and the beach strewn with new debris. Among the driftwood and seaweed, Jake spotted it: a bright orange banner from the plane wreckage, torn but intact, the kind used for emergency signaling. Bright enough to catch a pilot’s eye from the sky.

He lifted it, shook off sand, felt the weight of possibility in his hands.

“This could be it,” he said, voice steady. “If we get it high enough—top of the tallest palm on the ridge—someone might see.”

Samantha straightened, hand on her rounded belly. “It’s worth the climb. We’ve got nothing to lose.”

Vanessa’s dark eyes sparkled. She stepped close to Jake—belly brushing his hip, heavy breasts pressing softly against his arm. “You’ll do it,” she murmured, lips near his ear. “You always do.”

Gabby said nothing. Just watched him fold the banner carefully, muscles shifting under sun-darkened skin, the bulge in his shorts already thickening at Vanessa’s nearness.

They ate quickly—ripe mangoes bursting sweet on tongues, coconut milk running down chins and necks, dripping between cleavage. Samantha licked a stray drop from her own breast absentmindedly; Vanessa caught Jake’s eye and smiled slow, wicked, letting a rivulet trail deliberately between her swollen tits.

Gabby’s breath hitched. She looked away—cheeks burning—but her nipples poked hard against her thin top.

After breakfast Jake led them inland.

The path climbed steadily—roots underfoot, vines brushing sweat-slick arms, the air growing hotter, heavier. Samantha moved ahead—still sure-footed despite the extra weight she carried—scouting the trail. Vanessa walked beside Jake—thick thigh brushing his with every step, her hand finding his whenever the path narrowed. Gabby trailed last—eyes on Jake’s broad back, the way sweat traced the groove of his spine, the powerful flex of his ass in worn shorts.

They reached the base of the tallest palm by mid-morning.

It towered—straight, smooth trunk rising thirty, maybe forty feet, crown swaying gently against a cloudless sky. The banner would be visible for miles if it caught the breeze.

Jake tied the cloth around his waist like a sash, tested the first grip. “I’ll go up. You three stay here—keep watch for any boats, planes, anything.”

Samantha nodded. “Be careful.”

Vanessa stepped close—rose on tiptoe despite her swollen belly—and kissed him slow, deep, tongue sliding against his in a promise. “Come back to us,” she whispered. “We need you whole.”

Gabby watched the kiss—lips parted, thighs squeezing together. When Jake pulled back, their eyes met. She didn’t speak, but her gaze dropped to the thick outline in his shorts, then flicked back up—hungry, pleading, silent.

He climbed.

Hand over hand, bare feet gripping the rough bark, muscles bunching and releasing in steady rhythm. Sweat poured down his back, glistened on his chest, darkened the waistband of his shorts. From below the women watched—three sets of eyes tracking every powerful pull, every flex of shoulder and arm.

Halfway up he paused—looked down.

Vanessa stood with both hands cradling her belly, breasts heaving with each breath, nipples dark and leaking through thin fabric. Samantha’s hand rested on her own swell, thumb stroking slow circles, eyes locked on him with quiet pride. Gabby’s chest rose and fell fast—nipples straining, one hand unconsciously pressing between her thighs over her shorts.

Jake’s cock throbbed—thick, insistent—pressing painfully against the fabric. He gritted his teeth, forced his focus upward, and kept climbing.

At the top he wedged himself into the crown—legs wrapped around the trunk for balance—untied the banner and lashed it securely between two fronds. The bright orange snapped in the breeze, vivid against green and blue sky.

He lingered a moment—chest heaving, sweat dripping from his brow—then began the descent.

Slower now. Controlled. Every downward shift deliberate, muscles gleaming, shorts riding low enough to show the deep V of his hips and the trail of dark hair leading down.

When his feet hit sand, the women closed in.

Vanessa reached him first—hands on his face, pulling him down for a fierce, hungry kiss. Her pregnant belly pressed against his abs; her leaking nipples dragged across his chest, leaving wet trails. “You did it,” she breathed against his mouth. “My strong, beautiful man.”

Samantha pressed in from the side—kissed his shoulder, then his neck—her firm, milk-heavy breasts squishing against his arm. “Proud of you,” she murmured—voice softer than he’d ever heard it.

Gabby hung back—one step, two—eyes wide, lips parted, hand still subtly pressing between her legs. When Jake turned to her, she didn’t look away.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered—voice cracking just a little.

He stepped toward her—slow, deliberate—until only inches separated them. She tilted her head up; he could see the pulse hammering in her throat, the way her thighs trembled.

“I saw you watching,” he said quietly. “Every time.”

Her breath hitched. “I couldn’t stop.”

He reached out—brushed his thumb across her lower lip. “You don’t have to stop anymore.”

She shivered—full-body—then leaned in, pressing her forehead to his chest. “I want… I want what they have,” she admitted—voice small, raw. “Your hands on me. You inside me. Filling me until I can’t think.”

Vanessa and Samantha moved closer—flanking her, hands gentle on her shoulders, her waist.

“We’ll help you,” Vanessa purred, lips brushing Gabby’s ear. “We’ll hold you open for him. Let him claim you completely.”

Samantha kissed Gabby’s temple. “You’re ready. We can feel it.”

Gabby’s eyes fluttered shut. A soft whimper escaped her.

Jake cupped her face—tilted it up. “Tonight,” he promised—voice low, rough. “After the sun sets. Under the stars. All of us.”

She nodded—shaky, desperate—then rose on tiptoe and kissed him.

It was tentative at first—lips trembling against his—then deeper, hungrier, tongue sliding shyly against his as her hands clutched his shoulders.

When they broke apart, all four were breathing hard.

The banner snapped high above—bright promise of rescue.

But rescue felt distant now.

What mattered was the heat between them—the swollen bellies, the leaking breasts, the untouched ache in Gabby’s core, the thick ridge straining Jake’s shorts.

They walked back to camp in silence—bodies brushing, hands finding each other, tension coiling tighter with every step.

The day stretched long and humid.

They bathed in the lagoon—water cool against fevered skin. Vanessa floated on her back—belly breaking the surface like an island, breasts buoyant and leaking milky trails that swirled in the current. Samantha dove under—surfaced with water streaming down her toned body, nipples stiff peaks against the droplets. Gabby stayed close to Jake—letting him wash her hair, his fingers massaging her scalp until she moaned softly, thighs parting instinctively under the water.

Dinner was quiet—fruit, roots, the last of the smoked fish—eaten with fingers, juice running down wrists and necks.

As the sun dipped low—painting the sky in molten rose and gold—the fire crackled to life.

The four of them sat close—closer than ever.

Vanessa leaned against Jake’s side—belly pressed to his hip, hand resting on his thigh, inching higher. Samantha mirrored her—firm breast against his arm, fingers tracing the waistband of his shorts.

Gabby sat across the flames—knees drawn up, eyes locked on Jake through the flickering light. Her breathing was shallow; her nipples strained visibly; a dark damp spot bloomed between her thighs on her shorts.

Jake met her gaze—held it.

“Tonight,” he said again—voice like gravel wrapped in velvet.

Gabby swallowed—nodded once.

The stars came out—bright, endless.

The fire burned low.

And the island waited—humid, patient—for the final surrender.


Chapter Two

The sun hung low and heavy as they started back down the ridge, turning the lagoon into a sheet of liquid fire. Every step felt charged—humid air clinging to skin, the faint salt breeze doing nothing to cool the fever building between them. Jake led the way, broad shoulders rolling with each careful placement of foot on root and rock. Behind him, three women followed in a loose line, bodies swaying with the rhythm of the descent, bellies round and proud, breasts heavy and swaying.

Vanessa walked closest—thick thighs brushing his calf every few steps, her hand finding the small of his back whenever the path narrowed. Her sundress—torn and threadbare now—clung damply to every lush curve. The fabric stretched taut across her swollen belly, outlining the gentle dome that carried his child. Her massive breasts bounced softly with each step; dark nipples poked through the thin material, already leaking tiny beads of milk that darkened twin spots over her chest. She didn’t bother hiding them. Instead she arched her back slightly—pushing her tits forward—knowing exactly how Jake’s eyes flicked back to drink in the sight.

Samantha moved with more deliberate grace—toned legs eating distance, but slower than before, one hand always cradling the high, firm swell of her pregnancy. Her sports bra had been abandoned weeks ago; now she wore only a cropped tank that rode up constantly, exposing the smooth underside of her milk-heavy breasts. Every deep breath made them rise and fall, nipples stiff and dusky pink, occasionally dripping a thin trail that ran down her toned stomach and disappeared into her shorts.

Gabby brought up the rear—quiet, watchful, every sense tuned to the man in front of her. Her crop top strained over perky breasts, nipples diamond-hard and visible even from a distance. Her shorts rode high on golden thighs; a dark, telltale dampness had already bloomed at the crotch. She bit her lip with every glance at Jake’s sweat-slick back, the powerful flex of his ass, the thick ridge pressing insistently against his shorts.

Halfway down the trail, Vanessa stumbled—deliberately—catching herself against Jake’s arm. Her heavy breast mashed against his bicep; warm milk smeared across his skin in a slick trail. She gasped softly—more moan than sound—and pressed closer.

“Careful,” Jake murmured, turning to steady her. His hand slid to her wide hip, thumb brushing the underside of her belly. She shivered at the contact, dark eyes lifting to his with pure, naked want.

“I’m fine,” she lied, voice husky. “Just… need you closer.”

She rose on tiptoe—belly pressing firmly against his abs—and kissed him slow, deep, tongue sliding against his in a wet, languid dance. Her free hand slipped between them—cupped the thick bulge in his shorts—squeezing once, firmly. He groaned into her mouth; his cock jerked hard against her palm.

Samantha stepped up behind him—firm breasts squishing against his back, arms wrapping around his waist. She kissed the nape of his neck—slow, open-mouthed—then whispered against his ear, “She’s not the only one who needs you.”

Her hand joined Vanessa’s—both women stroking him through the fabric now, slow and synchronized, thumbs circling the flared head until pre-cum soaked through and darkened the material.

Gabby froze a few paces back—watching, thighs clenched, breath coming in shallow pants. Her hand drifted to her breast—pinching a stiff nipple through her top—then lower, pressing hard against the soaked seam of her shorts. She didn’t dare move closer. Not yet. But her eyes never left them.

Jake broke the kiss—breathing rough—and looked back at Gabby. “Come here,” he said—low, commanding, but gentle.

She hesitated—one heartbeat—then stepped forward on trembling legs.

Vanessa smiled—slow, wicked—and reached for her. “Sweet girl… you’ve waited long enough.”

Samantha took Gabby’s other hand—guided it to Jake’s chest. Gabby’s fingers splayed over hard muscle, feeling the rapid thud of his heart. She whimpered—soft, broken—when Vanessa pressed her palm lower, until Gabby’s fingers brushed the thick ridge straining toward her.

“Feel how hard he is for you,” Vanessa purred. “For all of us.”

Gabby’s breath hitched. She stroked once—tentative—then bolder, wrapping her small hand around him through the fabric. Jake groaned low; his hips rocked forward into her grip.

They continued down the trail like that—bodies pressed close, hands roaming, kisses stolen at every pause. Vanessa’s milk leaked freely now—dripping down her belly, soaking the front of her dress. Samantha’s nipples wept too—thin streams running over firm curves, catching the dying light like liquid gold.

By the time they reached camp, the sun had slipped below the horizon. The sky burned rose and violet; stars already pricked the deepening blue.

Jake built the fire quickly—flames leaping high, casting flickering gold across their bodies. The four of them stood in the warm circle of light—breathing hard, eyes dark with anticipation.

Vanessa moved first.

She reached behind her neck—untied the remaining strap of her dress—and let it fall. The fabric pooled at her feet. Naked now, she stood proud—belly round and taut, breasts massive and heavy, dark nipples dripping steadily. Milk trailed down the curve of her stomach, glistened on her thick thighs.

Samantha followed—peeling off her cropped tank, shorts sliding down long legs. Her body gleamed—toned muscle softened by pregnancy, belly high and firm, breasts swollen and leaking, pink nipples stiff and wet.

Gabby trembled—hands shaking—but Vanessa and Samantha stepped to her sides. Gentle fingers lifted her crop top over her head—freed her perky breasts. Shorts tugged down—revealing smooth, golden skin and the slick, swollen lips already glistening between her thighs.

All three women stood bare before him—curves lush, bellies full, breasts dripping, pussies wet and aching.

Jake stripped last—slow, deliberate—shorts shoved down, thick cock springing free—veined, heavy, already leaking at the tip.

He stepped into the firelight—muscles gleaming with sweat—and the women closed around him.

Vanessa pressed against his front—belly to abs, leaking breasts smearing milk across his chest. She kissed him deeply—tongue hungry—while her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking slow and firm.

Samantha molded to his back—firm tits against his shoulders, hands roaming his chest, pinching his nipples until he groaned into Vanessa’s mouth.

Gabby knelt between them—eyes wide, lips parted—face inches from his cock. She looked up at him—pleading, desperate.

“Please,” she whispered.

Jake cupped her cheek—thumb brushing her lower lip. “Open for me.”

She did—lips parting, tongue flicking out to taste the bead of pre-cum at his tip. She moaned at the flavor—salty, thick—then took him deeper—small mouth stretching around his girth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

Vanessa and Samantha watched—hands roaming each other’s bodies—fingers circling leaking nipples, sliding down swollen bellies, dipping between thighs to stroke slick folds.

Gabby bobbed—slow, reverent—taking more with every pass until her nose brushed his pubic hair. Tears pricked her eyes from the stretch, but she didn’t stop. She needed this—needed to worship him.

Jake’s hands tangled in her hair—guiding, gentle but firm. He thrust shallowly—fucking her mouth while the other two women kissed his neck, his shoulders, their milk-slick breasts sliding against his skin.

The fire crackled—sparks rising into the night.

Vanessa broke away first—knelt beside Gabby. She leaned in—tongue joining Gabby’s along the shaft—two mouths working him now, licking, sucking, sharing the thick length between them.

Samantha knelt too—behind Gabby—hands cupping her breasts, pinching nipples until Gabby moaned around Jake’s cock. Then lower—fingers sliding between Gabby’s thighs, circling her clit, dipping inside her dripping heat.

Gabby shuddered—body trembling—mouth never leaving him.

Jake groaned—deep, primal—hips rocking between their mouths.

The night stretched—slow, sensual, endless.

Full-body worship had only just begun.

The women would take turns riding his face, his fingers, his tongue—leaking milk into his mouth, coating his skin, begging for more.

But Gabby—sweet, untouched Gabby—would be last.

And when they finally spread her wide—legs held open by two pregnant goddesses—Jake would plunge deep, raw, claiming her completely.

The stars watched.

The island waited.

And the fire burned hotter than ever.


Chapter Three

The fire had settled into a low, steady glow—coals pulsing red-orange, casting long shadows that danced across bare skin. The night air hung thick with salt, smoke, and the raw, fertile scent of three aroused women and one dominant man who had already marked two of them inside and out.

Jake stood in the center—cock thick and heavy, veined shaft glistening from Gabby’s mouth and the slow, shared worship of Vanessa and Samantha’s tongues. Sweat traced rivulets down his muscled chest; his eyes burned dark, locked on the young woman trembling between the two pregnant MILFs.

Gabby knelt on the soft blankets they’d spread wider tonight—legs parted, golden thighs quivering, her tight little pussy already swollen and dripping down her inner thighs. Her perky breasts rose and fell fast; nipples dark and erect, begging for touch. She looked up at Jake—eyes glassy, lips swollen from sucking him—silent plea written across every inch of her flushed face.

Vanessa and Samantha flanked her—bodies lush and ripe with his seed.

Vanessa’s massive breasts hung heavy, dark nipples leaking steady streams of warm milk that trailed over the taut dome of her belly and dripped onto Gabby’s thigh. Samantha’s firmer, high-swollen tits wept too—pink nipples glistening, thin rivulets running down her toned stomach to pool at the base of her rounded swell.

They each took one of Gabby’s knees—gentle but firm—and lifted, spreading her wide.

Gabby gasped—sharp, needy—as cool night air kissed her soaked folds. Her pussy clenched visibly—pink and slick, clit throbbing, entrance fluttering like it already knew what was coming.

Vanessa leaned in first—milky breast brushing Gabby’s cheek—whispering hot against her ear, “Relax for him, baby. Let him stretch that tight little cunt the way he stretched ours. He’s going to fill you so deep… so full…”

Samantha mirrored her on the other side—firm nipple grazing Gabby’s shoulder—voice low and husky, “We’ve got you. We’ll hold you open while he breeds you. You’ll feel every thick inch… every hot pulse when he unloads inside.”

Gabby whimpered—head falling back against Vanessa’s shoulder—hips lifting instinctively, offering herself completely.

Jake stepped forward—kneeling between her spread thighs—thick cock bobbing, head dark and slick with pre-cum. He gripped the base—stroked once, slow—spreading her wetness along his length.

“Look at me,” he said—voice rough, commanding.

Gabby’s eyes fluttered open—locked on his.

He pressed forward—fat head parting her slick lips—stretching her slowly, inch by torturous inch.

Gabby’s mouth fell open—soft cry escaping—back arching as he sank deeper. Her walls gripped him like hot velvet—tight, fluttering, greedy. Vanessa and Samantha held her legs wider—thighs trembling—milky breasts pressing against her sides, warm drops splattering across her skin.

“Fuck… so tight,” Jake groaned—hips rocking shallowly, working more of himself inside.

Gabby’s nails dug into the blankets—breath coming in ragged pants. “More… please… all of it…”

He gave it to her—slow, relentless—until his hips met hers, every thick inch buried to the hilt. She cried out—sharp, sweet—pussy clamping down in frantic pulses around him.

Vanessa moaned—low, aroused—leaning down to capture Gabby’s mouth in a deep, wet kiss. Their tongues tangled; milk dripped from Vanessa’s nipple onto Gabby’s tongue. Samantha kissed Gabby’s neck—then lower—sucking one stiff nipple into her mouth, tongue lashing while her hand slid down to circle Gabby’s clit in slow, firm strokes.

Jake began to move—long, deep thrusts—pulling almost all the way out before plunging back in, bottoming out with a wet slap that echoed in the night. Gabby’s body rocked with each impact—breasts bouncing, belly quivering, pussy gripping him tighter with every stroke.

“Feel that?” Vanessa purred against Gabby’s lips. “That’s him claiming you. Filling you up. Getting ready to breed you just like he bred us.”

Samantha’s fingers rubbed faster—sliding through Gabby’s slickness, teasing her clit while Jake pounded deeper. “You’re going to come all over his cock,” she whispered. “And when you do… he’s going to flood you. Pump you so full you’ll be dripping for days.”

Gabby shattered—sudden, violent—back bowing, cry muffled against Vanessa’s mouth as her cunt clamped down in hard, rhythmic waves. Milk leaked faster from the MILFs’ breasts—splashing across Gabby’s chest, mixing with sweat and arousal.

Jake didn’t stop—thrusting through her orgasm—hips snapping harder, balls slapping her ass with every deep plunge.

Vanessa and Samantha held her legs wider—bodies pressed close—bellies brushing Gabby’s sides—milky tits smearing wet trails across her skin.

“Come inside her,” Vanessa begged—voice wrecked. “Breed her. Give her your baby.”

Samantha’s hand joined Vanessa’s—both women stroking Gabby’s clit, pinching her nipples, kissing her neck, her mouth, urging her on.

Jake’s rhythm faltered—thrusts turning erratic, desperate. His cock swelled thicker inside Gabby—veins pulsing against her fluttering walls.

With a low, guttural groan he buried himself to the hilt—hips flush against hers—and came.

Hot, thick ropes erupted deep—pulse after powerful pulse—flooding her fertile core. Gabby’s eyes rolled back—another orgasm ripping through her—pussy milking him greedily, pulling every drop deeper. Cum overflowed—creamy white leaking around his shaft, dripping down her ass and onto the blankets.

Vanessa and Samantha moaned in unison—bodies trembling—fingers still working Gabby through the aftershocks, milking the last shudders from her.

Jake stayed buried—cock twitching inside her—letting her feel every final spurt. When he finally eased back—slow, careful—thick strands of cum stretched between his head and her swollen entrance before snapping.

Gabby lay panting—legs still held wide—pussy gaping slightly, creamy seed leaking in slow, obscene rivulets. Vanessa and Samantha lowered her legs gently—then curled around her—kissing her softly, stroking her hair, her belly, whispering praise.

“You took him so well,” Vanessa murmured—lips brushing Gabby’s ear. “Feel how full you are? That’s his seed… deep inside you… claiming you.”

Samantha kissed Gabby’s temple—then her mouth—slow, tender. “You’re ours now. All of ours.”

Jake settled between them—pulling Gabby into his arms—her head on his chest, his softening cock pressed against her thigh, still leaking the last drops onto her skin.

The four of them lay tangled—sweaty, sticky, sated—bellies pressed close, breasts leaking, pussies dripping with his cum.

Above them the banner still flew—bright orange against the star-filled sky.

Rescue might come tomorrow.

But tonight—tonight they had claimed each other completely.

No more waiting. No more watching from the shadows.

Just raw, primal belonging—bodies entwined, seed planted, paradise sealed.


Chapter Four

The banner had fluttered high for three days—bright orange against endless blue—before the distant thrum of rotors finally answered.

It started as a faint vibration in the air, growing louder, closer, until the palm fronds whipped wildly and sand stung their bare legs. A sleek white-and-red rescue chopper broke over the ridge, hovered above the lagoon, then settled gently on the wide beach, blades slowing to a lazy whoop-whoop.

Jake stood at the forefront—tanned, muscled, shirtless in nothing but salt-faded shorts—arm wrapped possessively around Gabby’s waist. She pressed tight against his side, one small hand splayed over the hard plane of his abs, the other resting low on her own flat belly as if already imagining it rounding with his child. Her dark hair whipped in the downdraft; her crop top clung damply to perky breasts, nipples stiff from the sudden wind and the heat still simmering between her thighs.

To Jake’s right, Vanessa clung to his other arm—plump curves lush and fertile, her massive breasts straining the torn sundress, dark nipples visibly leaking through the thin fabric in slow, milky trails. Her rounded belly pressed firmly against his hip, warm and taut, the skin glowing with that unmistakable pregnant sheen. She nuzzled his shoulder, full lips brushing his neck, whispering something filthy and tender that made his cock twitch against the fabric of his shorts.

Samantha stood on his left—toned body still powerful despite the high, proud swell of her pregnancy. Her cropped tank rode up constantly now, exposing the smooth curve beneath her heavy, milk-swollen breasts. Thin rivulets of sweet milk dripped steadily from her pink nipples, darkening the fabric and running down her stomach in glistening paths. She hooked her arm through Jake’s, fingers digging into his bicep, blue eyes fierce and soft all at once as she watched the chopper door slide open.

The pilot—a weathered man in his fifties, aviators perched on a sun-creased face—hopped down onto the sand, boots kicking up white powder. He took one look at the group and froze mid-stride.

Four castaways. One young stud built like a Greek god. Three stunning women—two visibly heavy with child, the third clinging to him like she’d never let go—each one radiating that unmistakable post-breeding glow: flushed cheeks, swollen breasts leaking milk, hips swaying with satisfied fullness, eyes locked on their man with pure, possessive adoration.

The pilot pushed his sunglasses up onto his head, took in the scene again—slowly—and let out a long, low whistle.

“Jesus, kid,” he drawled, grin spreading wide beneath a salt-and-pepper mustache. “You’ve been busy.”

Jake met his gaze—steady, unashamed—arm tightening around Gabby while Vanessa and Samantha pressed even closer, their pregnant bellies brushing his sides, warm and claiming.

The pilot chuckled, shaking his head as he approached. “Plane goes down, four souls wash up… and somehow you end up with three gorgeous ladies looking like they’re ready to pop any day now.” He clapped Jake on the shoulder—firm, man-to-man. “You’re one lucky son of a bitch.”

Vanessa laughed—soft, bubbly—leaning in to kiss Jake’s jaw. “He earned every drop of that luck,” she purred, voice thick with satisfaction.

Samantha’s hand slid down to rest over Jake’s on her belly—feeling the faint flutter beneath. “Every single thrust,” she added quietly, lips curving.

Gabby pressed her face into Jake’s chest—cheeks flaming—but her fingers dug into his back like she was staking her claim right there in front of God and the pilot. “He’s ours,” she whispered—voice small but fierce.

The pilot barked another laugh, raising both hands in surrender. “Message received, ladies. No poaching the island king.” He jerked a thumb toward the chopper. “Plenty of room. Let’s get you home before those little ones decide they want to be born on a beach.”

They boarded together—Jake helping each woman up the step, hands lingering on wide hips, swollen bellies, milk-heavy breasts. Vanessa settled against his side first—head on his shoulder, one hand cradling her round tummy. Samantha took his other side—long legs stretched out, fingers laced through his. Gabby curled into his lap—small and trembling with leftover heat—face buried in his neck, inhaling the scent of salt, smoke, and sex that still clung to his skin.

As the chopper lifted—beach shrinking below, palms waving goodbye—the pilot glanced back through the cockpit door.

“Gonna be a hell of a story to tell back at base,” he called over the engine roar. “Three pregnant beauties and one very satisfied young man. They’ll never believe it.”

Jake just smiled—slow, quiet, alpha—arms full of the women he’d claimed.

Vanessa kissed his temple. “They don’t have to believe it,” she murmured. “We know it’s real.”

Samantha’s hand found his—squeezed. “Every thick, hot inch of it.”

Gabby lifted her head—eyes shining—lips brushing his ear. “And we’re not done yet.”

The island fell away beneath them—turquoise water, white sand, the orange banner still snapping high.

But the heat they carried with them? That would burn forever.

Three women—swollen, leaking, bred.

One man—lucky, claimed, alpha.

And a future already growing inside each of them.

Lucky man, indeed.
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