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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

The charter plane bucked violently as the storm wrapped its fists around them. Rain lashed the fuselage in angry sheets, wind howling through every seam like a warning no one could ignore. Inside the cramped cabin, the four passengers clung to whatever they could.

Jake Jasons, twenty-two, college junior, gripped the seat in front of him so hard the plastic creaked. He wasn’t the loudest guy in any room—still got tongue-tied around pretty girls half the time—but right now his pulse was steady, mind racing through every survival tip he’d ever skimmed on late-night YouTube binges. He kept glancing at the others, making sure they were still breathing.

Samantha Smiths sat across the aisle, thirty-seven, blonde hair plastered to her forehead, toned arms braced against the bulkhead. Her white linen blouse had gone transparent in the downpour, hugging the firm swell of her breasts and the flat plane of her stomach. She looked like she spent her mornings running beach trails and her evenings lifting weights. Her blue eyes met Jake’s for a split second—cool, assessing, no panic, just grim determination. She gave him a single nod, the kind that said we’re in this together, kid, but nothing more.

Vanessa Li, forty-seven, occupied the seat behind Samantha. The curvy Asian woman’s sundress—bright floral print now soaked dark—clung to every lush inch of her. Her heavy breasts strained the thin straps, thick thighs pressed together on the narrow seat, soft belly rounding gently beneath the fabric. Even terrified, she radiated warmth; her dark eyes found Jake’s and held them, soft and grateful. When another jolt threw her forward, her hand shot out and landed on his shoulder—warm, steadying. “Jake…” she murmured, voice low and trembling just a little. She didn’t let go right away.

Gabby Corrientes sat beside him, twenty-one, his classmate from Bio 201. Long dark hair whipped across her face, tight crop top and denim shorts leaving little to the imagination even when dry. She was gorgeous in that effortless, effortless way—golden skin, sharp cheekbones, a teasing smile she usually aimed at everyone except him. Right now she looked scared, clutching the armrest between them so tightly her knuckles blanched. When the plane lurched again, her thigh pressed hard against his. She didn’t pull away immediately, but she didn’t lean in either—just held on, breathing fast.

The pilot’s voice crackled once more, strained. “Mayday—mayday—we’re going in—”

Impact came fast and brutal.

The nose dug into the sea. Water exploded through shattered windows in a cold, roaring wall. Jake’s seatbelt snapped free—he’d loosened it earlier on instinct. He lunged across the aisle first, grabbing Samantha’s arm as she fought the current pouring in. Her body was solid muscle under wet fabric; she kicked hard, helping him drag her toward the emergency exit.

“Vanessa!” he shouted.

The older woman was already moving, surprisingly agile despite her curves. Jake reached back, hooked an arm around her thick waist, and hauled. Her heavy breasts mashed against his chest as a wave lifted them; her soft belly pressed to his, warm even through the chill water. She clung to him, face buried briefly in his neck, breath hot against his skin. “Thank you,” she whispered, so quiet he almost missed it over the roar.

Gabby was last. She’d been thrown against the opposite wall, coughing, hair in her eyes. Jake dove through the rising water, surfaced with her in his arms. Her legs instinctively wrapped around his hips for balance; her tight body slid against his front, perky breasts crushed to his chest. For one heartbeat their faces were inches apart—her dark eyes wide, lips parted in shock. Then she pushed back just enough to breathe, still holding his shoulders.

They tumbled out together into the churning sea.

The life raft had auto-inflated, bobbing nearby like a bright orange promise. Jake powered toward it, towing Gabby first, then turning back for the others. Samantha swam strong beside him, cutting clean strokes. Vanessa struggled more—her curves made her buoyant but slow. Jake looped an arm under her chest, lifting her breasts clear of the waves as he kicked hard. She wrapped both arms around his neck, plump body molding to his back, thighs bracketing his waist from behind. Her breath came in soft, shaky pants against his ear.

They piled into the raft in a tangle of wet limbs and heaving chests.

For long minutes no one spoke. Just the sound of ragged breathing, waves slapping rubber, rain drumming on the canopy that had popped up. Jake knelt in the center, checking each of them.

“Samantha?” he asked.

She wiped water from her face, blonde strands sticking to her cheeks. “Fine. Banged my knee, but I’ll live.” Her tone was clipped, professional—like she was used to handling crises. She met his eyes again, a flicker of respect there, but nothing warm. Just acknowledgment.

“Vanessa?”

The older woman sat with her knees drawn up, arms wrapped around herself. Her sundress had torn at one shoulder; a thick, creamy curve of breast threatened to spill free. She didn’t bother fixing it. Instead she looked at Jake with those dark, liquid eyes and offered a small, trembling smile. “I’m okay… because of you.” Her voice was softer than the others’, almost shy. When she shifted, her thigh brushed his calf—lingering just a second longer than necessary.

Gabby huddled near the edge, hugging her knees, staring out at the dark water. She hadn’t said a word since they hit the raft. When Jake reached to touch her shoulder, she flinched—just a little—then relaxed. “Thanks,” she muttered, not quite meeting his eyes. “For… pulling me out.”

The storm eventually tired itself out. Dawn broke slow and golden, turning the sea from black to shimmering turquoise. By mid-morning they spotted land—a lush, palm-fringed crescent no bigger than a few football fields, ringed by white sand and a protective reef.

Jake took the paddle first, steering them toward the beach. The women helped when they could, but he did most of the work, arms burning, sweat mixing with seawater on his skin. No one complained.

They beached the raft high on the sand and collapsed in the shade of the first palms.

Jake didn’t rest long.

“I’m going to scout for water,” he said, standing. His soaked T-shirt clung to a surprisingly defined chest for a guy who spent more time studying than lifting. “Stay together. Shout if anything changes.”

Samantha nodded, already surveying their surroundings with a practical eye. “Good call. We’ll sort through what washed up.”

Vanessa watched him go, dark eyes tracing the line of his shoulders, the way his wet shorts hugged the firm curve of his ass and the thick outline between his thighs. She bit her lower lip, a flush creeping up her neck that had nothing to do with the sun.

Gabby sat cross-legged, picking at a frayed strap on her top, pretending not to notice.

Jake moved inland along the tree line. He found a freshwater stream within fifteen minutes—clear, shallow, trickling over smooth stones. He tasted it, spat, tasted again. Clean. He filled every empty bottle and container they had from the plane, then gathered armloads of fallen coconuts on the way back.

When he returned, arms full, the women had dragged luggage and cushions up onto dry sand. Samantha was organizing—first-aid kit here, blankets there. Vanessa knelt beside a torn suitcase, pulling out clothes to dry in the sun. Her heavy breasts swayed with every movement; when she leaned forward, the torn strap finally gave way completely. One full, soft breast spilled free, dark nipple stiffening instantly in the warm breeze. She gasped, cheeks flaming, and cupped it quickly—but not before Jake saw.

He looked away fast, throat tight, focus snapping back to the coconuts.

“Here,” he said, setting them down. “Milk’s good. Hydration and calories.”

Vanessa stood, adjusting her dress as best she could. She stepped close—too close—reaching for one of the coconuts. Her soft hip brushed his thigh; the side of her breast grazed his arm. “You’re so quick,” she murmured, voice low enough the others wouldn’t hear. “Always thinking ahead.” Her fingers lingered on his wrist as she took the fruit, thumb stroking once, slow.

Jake swallowed. “Just… trying to keep us alive.”

She smiled—small, secret, eyes sparkling. “You’re doing more than that, Jake.”

Samantha glanced over, eyebrow raised, but said nothing. Gabby was farther down the beach, kicking at the surf, back turned.

The rest of the afternoon passed in quiet efficiency. Jake cracked coconuts with a flat stone, handing the sweet water around. Vanessa drank from the shell he offered, lips brushing his fingers as she tilted it back. A thin trickle escaped the corner of her mouth, ran down her chin, dripped between her breasts. She didn’t wipe it away—just held his gaze a beat too long.

Samantha accepted hers with a brisk “Thanks,” already thinking aloud about shelter. “We need something sturdy before dark. Wind’s picking up.”

Gabby took the last one without a word, sipping slowly, eyes flicking toward Jake now and then—curious, maybe, but guarded.

As the sun dipped lower, painting the lagoon in molten gold, Jake led them to the sheltered spot he’d scouted earlier: a natural alcove between two boulders, backed by palms, open to the breeze but protected from rain.

“We’ll build here tomorrow,” he said. “Lean-to first. Fire next. Then we figure out food beyond coconuts.”

Samantha gave a short nod. “Solid plan.”

Vanessa stepped closer again, pretending to study the spot. Her hand brushed down his arm—light, almost accidental. “You make it sound so easy,” she said softly. “Like you were born knowing what to do.”

Jake shrugged, cheeks warming. “Just… read a lot.”

Her laugh was quiet, warm. “I like that about you.”

Night fell soft and sudden. They spread the salvaged blankets in the sand, huddled close for warmth. Samantha lay on one side, back to the group, already half-asleep. Gabby curled up near the edge, facing away, breathing slow and even.

Vanessa settled beside Jake—close enough that her thigh pressed to his, her shoulder against his arm. In the moonlight her curves looked even softer, more inviting. She turned her face toward him, dark hair spilling over one breast.

“You were amazing today,” she whispered. “I was so scared… and then there you were.”

Jake kept his eyes on the stars. “We all got lucky.”

Her hand found his under the blanket—fingers lacing gently through his. She squeezed once. “I feel lucky right now.”

She didn’t push further. Just held his hand, thumb stroking slow circles over his knuckles.

Jake’s heart thudded hard. He didn’t pull away.

Around them the island whispered—waves, wind in palms, distant bird calls. No one else moved.

Tomorrow he would build the lean-to. Tomorrow he would start the fire.

Tonight, Vanessa’s quiet warmth pressed against him was enough.

The shy college kid who’d boarded that plane was already changing—slowly, surely—into something stronger.

And Vanessa Li noticed.

She noticed everything.


Chapter Two

The sun rose slow and heavy the next morning, turning the lagoon into a sheet of molten gold. Jake woke first—Vanessa’s soft thigh still draped over his hip, her warm breath feathering against his neck. She’d fallen asleep holding his hand, fingers loosely entwined, and even in sleep her body curved toward him like it knew exactly where it belonged.

He slipped free carefully, not wanting to wake her. Samantha was already stirring on the far side of the blankets, stretching her long, toned limbs with a quiet groan. Gabby lay curled in a tight ball near the edge, dark hair fanned across the sand, sleeping like she could pretend none of this was real.

Jake stood, rolled his shoulders, felt the pleasant ache of yesterday’s exertion in his arms and back. No time to linger. Shelter first.

He started gathering materials before the others were fully awake. Thick palm fronds, straight branches snapped from low-growing trees, vines tough enough to lash everything together. He worked methodically—quiet focus, steady hands—testing each piece for strength, stripping leaves where needed. Sweat began to bead on his bare chest; he’d peeled off his soaked T-shirt at first light and left it draped over a rock to dry.

Vanessa emerged from the blankets next. She stretched languidly, arms overhead, making her heavy breasts lift and settle with a soft jiggle beneath the torn sundress. The strap still hung uselessly off one shoulder, exposing the upper swell of creamy skin. She watched him for a long moment—dark eyes tracing the play of muscle across his shoulders as he dragged a thick branch toward the alcove.

“Morning,” she said softly, voice husky from sleep.

“Morning.” He glanced over, offered a small smile. “Sleep okay?”

“Better than I have in years.” She padded barefoot across the sand, hips swaying with that natural, unhurried rhythm. When she reached him she bent to pick up a fallen frond, deliberately brushing her hip against his thigh as she straightened. “Need help?”

“Yeah. Hold this steady?”

She stepped close—very close—pressing her side against his as she gripped the branch he was positioning as the main ridgepole. Her breast squished softly against his arm; he could feel the stiff peak of her nipple through the thin fabric. She didn’t pull away. Neither did he.

They worked together in near silence for the next hour. Jake lashed cross-beams with vine, showing her how to knot them tight. Every time their hands brushed—fingers tangling briefly on a knot, palms sliding together as they lifted a heavy frond—heat bloomed low in his belly. Vanessa’s breathing grew a little shallower each time. Her cheeks stayed flushed, not just from the sun.

Samantha appeared eventually, hair tied back in a messy knot, already practical. “Looks solid,” she said, inspecting the frame. “You’ve done this before?”

“Boy Scouts. And too many survival videos.” Jake shrugged, hammering a support stake deeper with a flat stone. “Should hold against wind and rain.”

Gabby wandered over last, rubbing sleep from her eyes. She watched from a distance, arms crossed under her perky chest, expression unreadable. “Not bad, Jakester,” she muttered, almost like she didn’t want to admit it.

By mid-afternoon the lean-to stood complete: a sturdy A-frame, open on one side to the breeze, roof thick with layered fronds that would shed rain like scales. Jake had even dug a shallow trench around the perimeter to divert water. Inside, the salvaged cushions and blankets made a surprisingly comfortable nest—room enough for four bodies pressed close.

“Nice work,” Samantha said, genuine respect in her tone. She clapped him once on the shoulder—firm, friendly, nothing more. “We’re not sleeping on sand tonight.”

Vanessa said nothing. She just looked at him with those dark, liquid eyes, lips parted slightly, like she wanted to say a thousand things but couldn’t find the words.

The rest of the day passed gathering: more coconuts, edible leaves Jake recognized from pictures, a few wild bananas he spotted higher in the trees. He climbed barefoot, muscles flexing under sun-bronzed skin, while the women watched from below. Vanessa’s gaze never left him—hungry, appreciative, soft with something deeper than gratitude.

As dusk painted the sky in bruised purples and fiery oranges, Jake knelt in the center of their new camp and began work on the fire. He’d saved the lighter from the plane, but he wanted to practice the friction method too—just in case. First try failed. Second try smoked. Third—

A tiny ember glowed.

He cupped it carefully, blew gently, fed it dry tinder until flames licked up. The fire caught fast, crackling bright against the deepening night.

The four of them sat around it in a loose circle. Samantha poked at the flames with a stick, practical even now. Gabby stared into the fire, knees drawn up, quiet. Vanessa sat beside Jake—close enough that their thighs touched from hip to knee. Every so often she shifted, letting her soft curve press more firmly against him.

Conversation was sparse. Exhaustion hung over them like a blanket. Samantha yawned first. “I’m turning in. We’ll need energy tomorrow.”

Gabby nodded without speaking, crawled to the far side of the lean-to, and curled up facing the wall of fronds.

Samantha followed a minute later, stretching out near the entrance, back to the group.

Jake stayed by the fire, feeding it small sticks, watching the flames dance. Vanessa didn’t move.

The night deepened. Stars wheeled overhead. The surf whispered. Crickets sang in the undergrowth.

Eventually Samantha’s breathing evened out into sleep. Gabby’s too—soft, steady.

Vanessa turned toward him. Moonlight silvered the curve of her cheek, caught in the dark pools of her eyes.

“Jake…” Her voice was barely a breath.

He looked at her. Really looked. The way her full lips trembled just a little. The way her chest rose and fell faster now.

She reached out—slow, tentative—and laid her palm flat against his bare chest, right over his heart. It hammered under her touch.

“You’ve been so strong,” she whispered. “For all of us.”

He swallowed. “Trying to be.”

Her fingers spread, tracing the line of his pec, down to the ridges of his abdomen. “You don’t have to try so hard with me.”

She leaned in.

Their lips met soft at first—hesitant, testing. Then deeper. Her mouth was warm, plush, tasting faintly of coconut and salt. She made a small, needy sound against him, fingers curling into his skin.

Jake’s hands found her waist—thick, soft, perfect. He pulled her closer until she was half in his lap, heavy breasts pillowing against his chest. The torn strap slipped farther; one full breast spilled free, dark nipple brushing his skin like velvet over steel.

She shivered. “Touch me,” she breathed into his mouth.

He did.

His palm cupped the heavy weight of her breast, thumb circling the stiff peak. She arched into it with a quiet gasp, hips rocking once against his growing hardness. The thin sundress rode up her thighs; he felt the heat of her through his shorts, the dampness already soaking the fabric between her legs.

They moved carefully—slow, hushed. Every rustle of leaves, every crackle of the fire felt dangerously loud.

Vanessa tugged at his shorts; he lifted his hips enough for her to ease them down. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, already leaking at the tip. She wrapped her soft hand around him, stroking once, twice, eyes wide with wonder and want.

“So big,” she whispered, almost reverent. “So hard for me…”

She shifted, straddling his thighs, knees sinking into the blankets on either side. The lean-to’s shadows hid them from the sleeping women just feet away. Samantha’s steady breathing, Gabby’s soft exhales—the only sounds besides their own ragged ones.

Vanessa guided him to her entrance. She was soaked—slick, swollen, ready. She sank down inch by slow inch, biting her lip to stifle the moan that wanted to escape. Her walls gripped him like hot silk, fluttering as she took him deeper.

When he bottomed out—buried to the hilt inside her lush, welcoming heat—she stilled, forehead pressed to his, trembling.

“Jake…” His name was a plea, a prayer.

He gripped her wide hips, thumbs digging into soft flesh, and began to move—slow rolls at first, letting her feel every thick inch sliding in and out. She rocked with him, heavy breasts swaying, nipples grazing his chest with each rise and fall.

The rhythm built—careful, controlled, desperate to stay quiet. Her breath hitched against his neck; he felt her pulse racing under his lips when he kissed the hollow of her throat.

She clenched around him suddenly, a soft whimper escaping despite her efforts. Her thighs quivered. “I’m… oh God…”

He thrust up harder—once, twice—burying himself as deep as he could. She came apart silently—body shaking, inner walls pulsing, milking him in hot, rhythmic waves. The sensation dragged him over the edge.

He groaned low in his throat, hips jerking, and spilled inside her—thick, hot pulses that seemed to go on forever. She clung to him, trembling, taking every drop, her soft belly pressed to his as he filled her completely.

They stayed locked together long after, breathing hard, hearts thundering in tandem. Vanessa’s head rested on his shoulder; her fingers traced lazy patterns on his back.

“Thank you,” she whispered eventually, lips brushing his ear. “For everything.”

He kissed her temple. “We’re in this together.”

She smiled against his skin—small, secret, satisfied.

They separated carefully. She curled against his side under the blanket, one thick thigh thrown over his, head on his chest. His arm wrapped around her, hand resting possessively on the curve of her hip.

Across the lean-to, Samantha and Gabby slept on—unaware.

The fire burned low, casting flickering shadows.

Jake stared up at the frond roof, feeling the steady rise and fall of Vanessa’s breathing against him.

He wasn’t the shy kid anymore.

Not tonight.

Not with her soft, sated body draped over his like she belonged there.

And she did.


Chapter Three

Sunlight filtered through the palm fronds in golden shafts, warming the lean-to and waking the group in slow, lazy stages.

Jake opened his eyes first. Vanessa was still curled against him, one thick thigh hooked over his hip, her soft belly pressed to his side, heavy breasts pillowed warmly against his ribs. Her dark hair spilled across his chest like ink; her breathing was deep and even, lips parted in peaceful sleep. The memory of last night flooded back—her tight heat gripping him, the way she’d trembled when he filled her, the hushed gasps she’d muffled against his neck. His cock stirred at the thought, thickening against her thigh.

He didn’t move right away. Just lay there, arm draped possessively around her wide hips, thumb tracing idle circles on the curve of her ass. She sighed in her sleep, nuzzling closer, and he felt the faint dampness between her legs—still slick from him, still marked.

Across the lean-to, Samantha stirred. She sat up briskly, stretching her toned arms overhead, blonde ponytail swinging. Her sports bra and shorts had dried stiff with salt, but she looked ready to tackle the day. She glanced over, saw Jake and Vanessa tangled together, and raised one eyebrow—neutral, not judging, just observing. “Morning,” she said quietly. “We should check the stream again. Maybe scout for more fruit.”

Gabby woke next, blinking against the light. She pushed herself up on one elbow, dark hair a wild halo, crop top twisted around her ribs. Her gaze flicked to Jake—really flicked this time—lingering on the way Vanessa’s lush body draped over him like she belonged there. Something shifted in Gabby’s expression: not jealousy exactly, but curiosity. A tiny crease between her brows. She looked away fast, cheeks pinking, and busied herself folding the blanket she’d slept on.

Vanessa finally stirred. Her eyes fluttered open, found Jake’s, and softened instantly. A slow, secret smile curved her full lips. She stretched against him—deliberately—letting her heavy breasts drag across his chest, nipples stiffening at the friction. “Good morning,” she whispered, voice husky and low.

“Morning.” He brushed a strand of hair from her cheek. Their fingers tangled under the blanket for a heartbeat before she sat up.

The group moved into the day with practiced rhythm. Samantha led the way toward the stream, practical as ever, already talking about digging a small catchment basin for rainwater. Gabby trailed her, quieter than usual, stealing glances back at Jake every few steps.

Vanessa stayed close to him as they walked. Every brush of her hip against his, every time her hand “accidentally” grazed his arm, sent heat curling low in his gut. She glowed—there was no other word for it. Her skin seemed softer in the morning light, her curves more inviting, her dark eyes brighter. She carried herself with quiet satisfaction, like she’d claimed something precious and no one else knew yet.

They reached a small clearing near the stream where it widened into a shallow pool before tumbling over a low rock ledge into a misty waterfall about ten feet high. Sunlight danced on the water; mist rose in delicate veils. It was beautiful. Private enough.

Samantha scanned the area. “This is perfect. We can refill everything here. Gabby, help me check upstream for anything edible—berries, maybe roots.”

Gabby nodded, still subdued. “Sure.”

The two women moved off along the bank, voices fading into the rustle of leaves and the steady murmur of water.

Vanessa lingered.

Jake turned to her. She was already looking at him—eyes dark, hungry, lips parted. Without a word she stepped closer, hands sliding up his bare chest. “They’ll be gone a while,” she breathed.

His pulse kicked hard. “Vanessa…”

She didn’t let him finish. Her mouth found his—hot, needy, tongue sliding against his in a slow, wet glide. She tasted like salt and morning and want. Her fingers tugged at his shorts, shoving them down just enough to free his cock. It sprang up, thick and heavy, already leaking at the tip.

She broke the kiss, turned, and bent forward—hands braced on a smooth boulder at the edge of the pool. The waterfall’s mist kissed her skin, darkening the thin sundress where it clung to her curves. She arched her back, pushing her thick ass toward him, thighs parting. The dress rode up, exposing the plump cheeks and the glistening pink slit between them—no panties, just bare, soaked heat waiting for him.

“Take me,” she whispered over her shoulder. “Right here. Please.”

Jake stepped up behind her. His hands gripped her wide hips—soft flesh yielding under his fingers. He dragged the head of his cock through her slick folds, coating himself in her wetness. She whimpered, pushing back, desperate.

He thrust in one long, slow stroke—burying every thick inch until his hips met her ass with a soft slap. Vanessa’s head dropped forward, a choked moan escaping before she bit her lip to muffle it. Her walls fluttered around him, hot and greedy, still sensitive from last night.

He started moving—deep, steady strokes that made her heavy breasts swing beneath the dress with every thrust. The wet sounds of their bodies meeting blended with the waterfall’s roar—loud enough to cover them, but the risk still thrummed in his veins. Samantha and Gabby were only a short walk away. Any second they could turn back.

Vanessa rocked back to meet him, ass cheeks jiggling with each impact. “Harder,” she gasped. “Jake… please…”

He obliged. His grip tightened, thumbs digging into the dimples above her hips. He pounded into her—raw, relentless—cock sliding in and out of her dripping cunt with slick, obscene sounds. Her thighs trembled; her fingers curled against the rock.

She came first—sudden, silent, body locking tight around him. Her inner walls pulsed in hard, rhythmic waves, milking him, begging him to follow. Jake’s control snapped. He drove deep one last time, hips flush against her plush ass, and unloaded—hot, thick spurts flooding her depths. Pulse after pulse, he pumped everything he had into her, groaning low against her shoulder as she shuddered through the aftershocks.

They stayed locked together for long seconds—breathing ragged, bodies slick with sweat and mist. His cock twitched inside her one final time before he slowly pulled out. A thick trickle of his cum leaked from her swollen pussy, sliding down her inner thigh. Vanessa shivered at the sensation, reaching back to cup herself, fingers coming away glossy.

She straightened, turned, and kissed him—soft this time, tender. “You make me feel… alive,” she murmured against his lips.

He brushed his thumb over her cheek. “You make me feel like I can handle anything.”

They fixed their clothes quickly—her dress smoothed down, his shorts tugged up. By the time Samantha and Gabby returned—arms full of wild bananas and a few handfuls of tart red berries—Jake and Vanessa were kneeling by the pool, innocently filling water bottles.

Samantha dumped her haul on a flat rock. “Found a good patch upstream. Should keep us going a few days.”

Gabby set hers down more slowly. Her eyes flicked between Jake and Vanessa—lingering on the faint flush still coloring Vanessa’s cheeks, the way Jake’s hair was damp at the temples. She didn’t say anything, but her gaze settled on him longer than before. Thoughtful. Almost… intrigued.

The rest of the morning passed in quiet routine: eating, organizing supplies, reinforcing the lean-to against an afternoon shower that rolled in and out fast. Vanessa stayed close to Jake—brushing against him when she passed, resting her hand on his arm a second longer than necessary. Every touch felt charged, like a secret they shared under the others’ noses.

Samantha remained focused—planning, directing, keeping them moving forward. Practical. Indifferent to the undercurrent simmering between the other two.

But Gabby noticed.

She watched Jake when he hauled more branches, muscles flexing under sun-darkened skin. She watched the easy way he smiled at Vanessa now—not shy anymore. Confident. Steady. And something in her expression softened—just a fraction. Not surrender. Not yet. But the hard edges were starting to crack.

As the sun dipped lower, painting the lagoon in rose and amber, the four of them sat around the rekindled fire. Conversation was light—plans for tomorrow, stories from before the crash. Vanessa leaned against Jake’s side, head on his shoulder, content. Samantha poked the flames. Gabby stared into them, knees drawn up, stealing glances at the young man who’d pulled them all from the sea.

Jake felt the shift.

He wasn’t just surviving anymore.

He was leading.

And the women—each in their own way—were starting to feel it.

Vanessa most of all.

But even Gabby’s guarded eyes held a new spark.

The slow burn had begun.

And the island still had weeks—maybe months—to fan the flames.
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