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Chapter 1









M

y family had been planning the trip to Bali for months. My two older stepsisters were the ones who had insisted on it, and my stepmom had championed their cause. They sent my dad and me non-stop Instagram posts from the beaches of Bali, wind sailing videos. In the case of my two stepsisters who never failed to find a reason to tease me, they would each DM me pics of hot girls in bikinis on Bali beaches with some joke about how I could only wish. Dad didn't want to go, insisting they stay locally for the trip, so he could still golf and keep up with his buddies. Eventually, my sisters and Mom wore him down, and he agreed, although insisting that my stepmom buy the tickets with her own money.

We packed for the trip and were stuffing our luggage into the rental van when my dad got a call from work about an ‘emergency’
 at his plant. He and my stepmom got into a fight, there in the driveway, just another in a long succession of loud shouting matches that my sisters and I silently endured. Eventually screaming that she was done with him and everything, but there was no way she was missing this trip. Mom climbed into the car, telling us if we weren't on board in the next minute, she would leave us behind.

My dad had the uncomfortable air of a man caught out in a lie, 
as he insisted the emergency was real and that after the weekend, he would get a ticket and be at the resort in Bali before we knew it.

“Don’t bother!” My stepmom called, “And I expect you out of my
 house by the time we return! Jason, get in the van, there is no way we are going without you,” her smile was sweet as she glanced to me and then it curdled as she looked at my dad.

“You can move back into your apartment on the golf course. Jason will stay with us till he finishes college,” and as I climbed into the back of the van with an almost apologetic look to my dad, I noticed he wasn’t even paying attention to me. Same as always,
 I thought.

“I mean,” the man said, not entirely masking the surprised pleasure in his voice, “If that’s what you really want…”

"Yea, sure," Mom said, as a tear tracked its way down one cheek, then with a muttered oath she sped off. My sisters and I glanced from one to another, awkward but not in the least surprised that Mom and Dad had broken up. The writing had been on the walls for years.

“Thanks,” I said finally, feeling especially awkward, “for letting me still come with you guys.”

“Shut up, Jason,” my oldest sister Olivia said, “of course you aren’t going anywhere, you’re family.”

“He’s not real family!” Mia said with a teasing smile.

"Mia," my mom said, and her tone was enough to quiet the bubbly blond. She drove to the airport, her face calm and focused once more, and I couldn't help but admire her composure. Even in the dissolution of her marriage, she was the coolest and most relaxed in the room. Mom was a powerful attorney, the first partner in her firm, and brought in 
more clients than all the others combined. That's why she could say dad had to leave her house because the truth was, it was. Dad was an attorney as well, in a rival firm, but he made far less in fees than she did for the past few years. That fact was a major source of conflict for them.

“Let’s just have ourselves a great time,” Mom said as she pulled onto the highway, “we can worry about all the rest when we get back. I know I’m going to try and put it far out of my mind.”

“Who knows Mom,” Mia said with her customary good cheer, “Maybe you will meet someone!”

“That,” Mom said firmly, “will be the last thing on my mind.”

“Turn off on Exit 121 Mom,” Olivia said as she glanced at her phone and pointed to the upcoming exit, “There is an accident ahead that we can avoid.” Always the practical one, my oldest sister, was twenty-five and had already begun her law career, following in Mom’s footsteps.

We got to the airport with time to spare, thanks to Olivia’s flawless directions, and soon were through security and waiting in the lounge. The four of us drew stares as we made our way through the terminal, or rather I should say mom and my sisters did. They draw stares wherever we go, and I have just learned to deal with it, ever since they came into my life.

My dad remarried just a year after my mom passed away when I was twelve, and to be honest; he was never really the same after her passing. He drank a lot and spent more time on the golf course, or in a bar, than he did at work and over the years had lost a lot of clients and status at his offices. All the while the young paralegal he’d married, got her law degree and proved to be a sharp and diligent attorney, making a name for herself in the city and moving us into a beautiful new house 
uptown. That made things even worse between her and my dad. He never could deal with her being more successful than him. My stepmom and I had grown closer over the past couple of years as my dad grew more distant from her, and she often came to me when she was arguing with him. Talking it out with me while she drank a glass or two of wine, letting me have the occasional sip.

My sisters were each a few years older, and that gap had been massive when we were younger. They had treated me like a baby and still saw me that way, even though I now stood over six feet tall and could pick each up in an arm and run a half-mile. Neither of them noticed that I'd grown, and I couldn't do anything but notice the two of them. Having two such gorgeous creatures in my house when I grew into a teenager; no strike that, three beautiful women, was trying to a horny eighteen-year-old boy.

Mia is blond and bubbly, with wide hips that taper to a narrow waist, thick thighs, and big heavy breasts. She is the center of every party, having been voted best smile, best hair, biggest flirt, and a half dozen other similar awards when she graduated high school.

Olivia is almost her opposite, the epitome of poise and class. She is tall and elegant with long dark hair that always shines and shimmers as if it's filled with some inner energy of its own. Olivia has the face of a goddess, high cheekbones, and smooth perfect skin. I have never seen a woman who could wear a dress better than her, or with legs made more for high heels and a strut.

Mom is like a mix of the two girls. She is tall and elegant perfection, with massive breasts, slim hips, and slender, elegant legs. Her hair is big and bold, dark brown with chunks of blond highlights throughout. She always dressed in 
expensive and sleek business attire unless she was lounging around the house, in which case, she often wore yoga pants and tight shirts. To say I had been obsessed with her perfect MILF body, would be an understatement. But since my freshman year at college, I got past those old desires. Over the year’s I’d had a couple of girlfriends, being a star soccer player definitely had its advantages.

Finally, we were able to board, my sisters sitting together in the seat behind us, and my mom and me in the emergency aisle. I put my noise-canceling headphones on as soon as we boarded, and once we were up and flying high, I got out my laptop and fired up a couple of movies I had downloaded. My stepmom had pulled out a book, opened the window shade, and began reading some trash romance.

They had just served the dinner course when the first wave of turbulence hit. Just small tremors that I didn’t even notice, but they came again a few minutes later, just a touch stronger, then again. The light came on, and I glanced up, happening to be in the aisle seat and saw the flight attendant walking hurriedly up to the front of the plane. And then knock and open the cabin door. Inside the cabin was chaos as two men moved around, and red lights flashed everywhere.

"Mom," I said, turning to look at her, the alarm just beginning to grow in me, "make sure you buckle up," turning to look behind the seats I saw Mia and Olivia looking at me curiously, "put your belts on."

Just then, there was a loud WHOMP
 sound, and the plane dropped what felt like hundreds of feet. I could feel my stomach in my throat and fear clawing at my mind, then the plane stopped its falling, shuddering and shaking in hectic turbulence. The cabin was chaos with people screaming and crying. Many had been tossed from not having their belts on, 
and one poor old woman spilled out of the bathroom, the door breaking before her prodigious weight.

“Jason…” The sound of panic in my mom’s voice caused me to turn, and when I did, I felt my life flash before my eyes. Out her window was the broken stub of a wing with a burning fireball of an engine streaming black smoke out behind us and angling upwards.

Panic threatened to overwhelm me, but I felt my preparation and training kick in. Weird as it may sound, I had practiced for a situation very much like this with my troupe. Three other Eagle Scouts and I had simulated several different types of wrecked vehicles and how one might survive in those initial critical moments.

My hands flew as I undid my seat buckle and stood up, the plane rocking under me, but I was able to keep my balance easily, with a low wide stance. I spun and tore the cushion from under my seat, shoving it into my mom’s hands as she stared at me, stunned.

"Jason, put your belt on this-," she began to say sternly, as others screamed and scrambled in their seats.

“Wrap your arms around it!” I screamed at her, knowing it would offend her, but also knowing only the scream would cut through the rush of adrenaline and shock affecting her and my sisters. Both of whom alternated almost moment to moment between fear and shock at my actions, as I scrambled into their row and tore cushions free from each of their seats and shoved them into the girl’s hands.

Just then, the lights shut off in the cabin, and the plane dropped once more. I crashed against the ceiling and came down hard on the backrest of my seat. Ignoring the pain in my hip, I tore the face masks that had just fallen out of the ceiling 
from my mom and sisters’ hands, tearing mine free as well.

“Hey!” Mia cried.

“Jason! What’s gotten into you!” Mom yelled, her face confused and fearful.

Only Olivia watched me, her eyes keen, interest more powerful than her fear. The image of her face, so composed and calmly analyzing everything that was going on while chaos swarmed all around her, was arresting, and I found a new respect for her. My observations didn’t halt the movements of my hands as they quickly wove the durable plastic straps together into a long chain. Quick as a whip, I looped the braided plastic cord over, first Mia’s, and then Olivia’s hands.

I threw myself into the seat and managed to clamp the buckle in place just as I felt the plane sliding sideways, a tearing sound coming from outside the plane, and the captain came screaming on the loudspeaker.

“Brace! Dear god brace for impact! Brace for-!”

I had the third loop over my mom’s wrist and was just about to slip it over my hand when everything seemed to happen at once. The scream of metal tearing like paper overrode all other sounds for one brief moment, then my head was smashing into the back of my seat, neck wrenching, and then I was thrown to the side as the world spun.





Chapter 2









T

he next thing I knew was a feeling of intense pressure, and I heard the sounds of pouring water and faint screams. Blinking and glancing around, I saw my mom and Mia were both unconscious, blood streaming down my mom’s face. Olivia was pulling herself from the other side of her seat, where she had been thrown, the cord connecting us all, tangling her legs.

Glancing up and down the cabin, I saw the black of night was gone. At every place, windows buckled under the pressure of water as the plane began to sink. A loud tearing sound started near the middle of the aircraft. Then screams and cries for help began as people stirred and woke, looking around at the death and destruction wrought in moments. I pulled Mia and Olivia up into the emergency row and had Olivia wrap her arms around Mom and Mia. My oldest sister gave me a questioning look, but I ignored her for now.

I heaved myself over, feeling my legs wobble under me, and leaned over to the emergency exit. Turning the latch, I pushed on the door but felt a great weight pushing against it. Not an insurmountable weight, I was happy to find, as the door moved a little with that first push. Putting my shoulder into it and screaming out with the effort, the door began to open. I 
just happened to glance down and see the cord, untied to my wrist, and with a quick motion, I pulled it over. Just in time for the door to fly free and with a grunt of effort, I wrapped my other arm in the yellow inflatable ramp that sprung loose.

“Grab on to me!” I screamed back at Olivia and noticed her already with a firm grip on my pants leg, eyes wide, the cords attaching the four of us. She gave me a firm, decisive nod, and I yanked on the emergency cord.

The ramp tore up and away from the plane, twisting and trying to tear itself free of my arm. I felt my should wrench, and pain lanced up my side. Then a wall of water smacked my face, and all was swirling cold darkness. I let a slow stream of air out of my lungs, fearing we were deep beneath the waves, but to my joy, we popped up to the surface in less than a minute. The sea a churning maelstrom around us, I fought to pull my mom and sister up, Olivia helping me to keep their heads above water.

“Hello!” I called out in the darkness. Listening, I could only hear the sounds of the waves and sea around us.

“Help! Anyone!” Olivia called. When there was no response, I kicked and pulled myself up into the ramp, now a makeshift raft. Panting and heaving I pulled my sister and mom, who was now coughing and beginning to come to, I was happy to see.

Once on the ship, I went over each of us, quickly checking for wounds. There were some nasty bruises already blackening and purpling, and Mia, it looked like Mia may have broken an ankle when we were torn free of the plane. Thankfully the cut on Mom's head was minor and wouldn’t need stitches.

“Jason,” Mom asked, her eyes just beginning to focus as I checked her cut, “what happened?”

“The plane crashed,” I said, “I don’t know why, but we are in the ocean somewhere closer to Bali than California, that’s 
about all I know.”

“Jason saved us all,” Olivia said, huddled into herself, clutching her knees and shivering, “everyone else is dead…”

“We don’t know that,” I said, moving over to Mia once more.

She had a big knot on her forehead, and her eyes had been rolled back in her skull when I checked the first time, now I listened to her breathing and heartbeat, happy to find it stable and robust. Even as I was taking her pulse, she groaned and rolled on her side slightly, then threw up a stream of seawater and plane food across the surface of the raft.

Mom was at our sides in a second, stroking Mia’s back as she dry heaved. I stood on the wobbly inflated surface, and looked around, straining my eyes to see in the darkness. I could make out debris and trunks floating around us, but I couldn’t see any other survivors. I called out again, causing Mia to groan and clutch her skull, but once again heard no response.

“We need to find water,” I said, “hopefully some kind of shelter, although I have no idea how.”

“Relax Jason,” Mom said, patting the rubber next to her, “come and rest, there’s nothing we can do now. We will have to wait for all that, until the sun begins to rise, and we have light. Come… please.”

I hesitated, knowing these moments were critical but also knowing she was right. There was nothing we could do until we had light. It would be far too dangerous to try searching in the water, not knowing what could be in there and surrounded by crashing waves and debris. So I sat down next to her, and once my butt hit the rubber, I felt my limbs trembling, and hard shivers stole through my whole body, as shock fully set in.

The four of us huddled together, wet, cold, and miserable. It 
felt like forever, but eventually, the sky began to lighten, and finally, we were able to make out the wreckage around us. There was surprisingly little floating debris. Some larger pieces of luggage floated around us, and I saw large vacuum-sealed squares floating some distance off. The current was slowly stringing everything out, and I could see that our raft was floating far faster than most of the other items as the gentle breeze pulled us along.

“We need to find some water and food out there,” I said, my teeth still chattering in the cold.

“Wait until it warms up some,” Olivia said as she shivered at my side.

I had been keeping Mom and Mia awake, worried about concussions, and both of them looked even worse than Olivia and me. Olivia had been a competitive swimmer for years in high school and a lifeguard, I knew she would be invaluable.

“Olivia, I’m going to need your help,” I said. I looked her over, and she gave me a tired smile and nodded, stretching her limbs. "We can't afford to wait, unfortunately. I worry the current will pull us too far from those packages. I think they're filled with food and bottled water, though.”

“Ok,” Olivia said, “just give me a minute.”

“Jason, honey, do you think this is wise?” Mom asked.

“We aren’t going to survive more than a day or two in the sun, without water,” I said, “if you have another idea, I’m all ears.”

“They must be sending a rescue team,” Mia said, her voice full of hope, “right?”

Mom just kept her lips tightly closed and shook her head, “Darling, we’re hundreds of miles away from the nearest civilization, and who knows how far off course the plane was 
when it went down.”

“Mom’s right,” I said, standing and pulling off my shirt and removing my pants, so I was just in my boxers. I searched for the best route through the water as I spoke, “we need to plan for the worst and hope for the best. Olivia, you ready?”

“Yea,” she said, a look of determination on her face as she came up beside me on the raft, “what are we going to do?”

"You see those three large vacuum-sealed cubes? I want to search both to see if there’s water in one, then we push it close and tie it to the raft.”

"What about shelter?" Olivia asked.

“One thing at a time,” I said, “we can worry about that once we get water and food.”

I glanced back at Mom and Mia to give them a reassuring smile and noticed Mom was glancing down and blushing, and Mia was staring at me with fascinated regard. Then I saw where her eyes were looking, and I felt the cold breeze on my dick, which was hanging out the bottom of my boxers. I quickly shifted my legs and felt a rush of embarrassment. Turning back forward, I just caught the grin and blush in Mia’s cheeks and Mom’s hand as she silently shooed the girl.

“Let’s go,” I said, leaping into the cold-water feet first, in a rush to be away.

The shock of the water took my breath for a second and I felt Olivia slip into the water beside me, deciding to wear her yoga pants and sports bra. It took a few minutes to maneuver around debris. We eventually got to the vacuum-sealed packages, and I was delighted to see that they were indeed filled with food, plastic bags of sandwiches, pretzels, string cheese, and bottles of water.

Getting the mostly submerged package to move closer to the raft was an arduous process. It required me first to tear some strapping material from other packages, and make a makeshift rope out of it, then attaching it to the container. Climbing on the raft, an exhausted Olivia, Mom, and I, pulled the package to us. We were going slow to avoid breaking the connection and having to redo it all over again. The sun had risen high into the sky, and when we finally had it alongside, we tore the top open and fished out four bottles of water, each of us drinking deep under the hot morning sun.

Looking around I was dismayed to see that most of the wreckage had floated far behind us, but several smaller pieces of luggage were still within swimming distance. So, taking turns and careful never to go too far from the raft, Olivia and I swam out and managed to bring three pieces back. Hauling them up on the raft, we opened them up to find two were still dry inside, having held their seal, while the third was waterlogged. Each held women's clothes, which was great for the girls but terrible for me as nothing fit my large frame. Using a small pile of garments, we were able to make a small sunshade that the four of us could huddle together under and snack on sandwiches, apples, and cheese.

Finally, able to relax, now that the necessities were seen to, I felt exhaustion dragging me down into the depths of sleep. I had strained to ignore the soft flesh pressed all around me, but as my head nodded, Mom pulled me into her lap, resting my head on her thighs. I felt my cock stirring as her heavy breasts pressed down on the back of my head and I ignored it as best as I could, drifting off into restless sleep.





Chapter 3









“
J

ason, wake up!” I felt hands shaking me awake and opened blurry eyes to see it was late afternoon and my mom still held my head in her lap. She had a look of concern on her face and I felt myself awaken fully at her fear, "There is a storm on the horizon."

I looked and saw the truth of her words, off on the western horizon, dark black thunderheads were forming. I could already see the water off in the distance growing choppy and the wind was picking up around us.

“Shit!” I breathed.

“What do we do?” Mia asked, her voice quavering.

“We need to weigh down this raft, so it doesn't flip in the waves and wind," I said getting up and grabbing the luggage we had pulled out of the water.

Cutting up the cordage we had, I went around the raft and tied the luggage to three corners, letting them fill with water and drag down the corners of the raft, moving the once sealed, package of food and water to the fourth corner. By the time I was done; the sun had set, the winds were howling, and the rain was whipping across my face. I scrambled back to the middle of the raft where Mom and Mia grabbed my arms and 
pulled me in close.

The four of us huddled, as the waves began to chop, and dark clouds swirled overhead. The raft surface was slippery as the cold rain sheeted down on us, and the raft was rocking something awful. We gripped each other close, keeping ourselves as flat as possible in the middle of the raft. The storm raged as we swirled and rocked. The waves grew and grew and soon we were sliding up and down great rolling waves, the wind tearing at us as we crested them.

“Keep a hold!” I cried out as the raft teetered over one especially high wave, “No matter what, keep a hold of one another!”

I don’t know if they could hear me over the wind and the loud booming sound that grew with each second. Looking around, I caught each pair of terrified eyes and gave a firm reassuring nod and got brief smiles in return. That’s when the lightning began, and in one brief flash, I saw something massive looming out of the darkness. Suddenly the booming sounds made sense and I screamed out a warning and hauling hard on the girls and Mom, began dragging them off the raft. Their faces were filled with confusion and I could see their mouths working as they asked questions, but I couldn't hear anything over the noise. I got about two feet before a wave came over the side and swept me off, taking the women along with me. Just as the waves took us under, we saw the raft flung through the air, tearing and breaking itself on the cliff. Then all was lost in darkness and crushing pressure.

The first thing I noticed was the pounding in my skull; each throb was in time with my beating heart and then my body was heaving as it rejected about a gallon of seawater from my stomach and lungs. Hacking and coughing out the bile, I lifted myself on knees and hands, breathing deeply of the cool air. 
Suddenly I remembered all that had happened over the past day or so, and I picked my head up, finding an unfamiliar cave, and feeling panic as I looked around for my family. Mia was huddled beside her puke, coughing and spitting out the last of it, while Olivia rolled and groaned, clutching her arm. Then I saw Mom and all my pain vanished.

With a cry, I scrambled over out into the shallow waters of the cave we were in and dragged my mom out of the water, rolling her over. To my horror, she wasn't breathing, and I pulled her up on the black sand. Immediately I began to expel the water from her lungs pushing up through her diaphragm, and a huge dark stream came out. Heaving and praying, another long stream came out, then to my everlasting joy, she began to heave, coughing and spitting out the rest. Rolling over she threw up until she was dry heaving, and I leaned back breathing heavy.

"Oh, Jason!" Mom cried when she finally stopped and turning threw her arms around my neck hugging me close, "god you saved me again!"

“Uhh, its ok Mom,” I said patting her sides awkwardly, “Don’t worry about it.” Even with all that had gone on, with all the pain and grossness of the past few minutes, I was still painfully aware of her sexy and soft body as she pressed against me, her torn clothes leaving little to the imagination. I think she noticed my body's reaction because she jumped back suddenly.

“Sorry honey,” Mom said glancing down, “I just don’t know what we would do without you.”

“We’d be dead,” came Olivia’s dry response. Turning, I saw she was crawling around the edge of the cave. "There is a natural tunnel here, mostly filled with sand, but I can feel the cool wind passing through it, so it leads outside.

“Thank god!” said Mia, “I was certain we would die at sea.” She moved beside Olivia and the two of them began shoveling black sand out of the small crevasse, opening it up. They dug several feet deep before getting tired and my mom and I took their places. Alternating like that, we were able to clear out a space large enough for a single person to slither out.

I was the first through and crawled free, sucking down deep lungsful of fresh clean sea air. The storm clouds still blotted out the sky, and the wind whipped across the sands but mercifully the wind had died down. Shivering in the cold air I looked around seeing the beach stretching away from where I had crawled free from the base of a craggy cliff structure. A couple of dozen feet away I saw dense jungle begin cutting off any other view of the land we were on.

I crawled back into the cave, grateful to be out of the wind. I told Mom and my sisters what I had seen, and that we were probably safer for the time being, here in the cave where it was at least marginally warmer. Each woman wanted to see for herself and get some fresh air.

Everyone was in a somewhat better mood once each had a chance to stretch out their legs. I checked out Mia’s arms and found it tender to the touch. She might have a fracture, but I couldn’t feel any obvious broken bones. I told her we would work up a sling for her in the morning when there was light enough to see. I felt worry deep in my bones now that we no longer had water and food, but I chose to set aside those worries for now. Curling up in the black sand, exhaustion stole me into the blackest of sleep.

I woke feeling stiff but well rested. Yawning, I stretched and felt bodies pressed up against me, huddled close for warmth. Glancing around I saw Mia on one side of me, looking like an angel in sleep, while Olivia snuggled up close to her other side 
and Mom pressed her back and ass into my crotch as we spooned. I felt my morning wood dig into her behind and instantly felt self-conscious, popping up. Mom and Mia grumbled almost identical sounds as they sought for warmth in the missing space, finding each other's hands, Mom rolled in close and smacking her lips, settled back into a deep sleep.

I dug an arrow into the sand, as a sign for the women when they woke, then slipped out of the cave. The morning sunlight was blinding as I stood and stretched, but at least the craggy moss-covered cliffs around me cast a shadow over the cave entrance, keeping us cool and saving me from the sun first thing. The jungle was just as thick as I remembered it, filled with dark green plants, bushes, and thick trunked trees I didn't recognize. I saw several palm trees dotting the tops of what jungle I could see, and I breathed a deep sigh of relief. If nothing else, we could drink the water from the coconuts and eat their flesh. The presence of so much dense, green vegetation pointed to the fact that there was fresh water on this island, or at least that the rain was plentiful enough to keep them alive and thriving. I knew I could construct a basin to catch rainwater, but if I could find a spring of freshwater, then we would be certain to have a stead plentiful.

I took stock of myself and found I had only my boxer shorts and nothing else. I knew my stepmom and stepsisters equally were attired in minimal and torn clothing. Walking down the beach I began to assess our situation as well. Making a mental list of all the things I would need to check out on the island if it really was an island. The beach was filled with black sand, warning me that there was a volcano somewhere nearby, most likely dormant. That increased the likelihood of finding a spring, I knew. The one worry I had was how quickly the beach seemed to curl back in on itself. It wasn't thirty minutes later when I came up against a massive rockface that stretched 
up and into the island, the jungle growing up the surface as it climbed into the island. I could just make out a high peak far back, deeper into the island. I trudged back to the cave, walking through the cool waves to keep from burning the bottoms of my feet.

When I got back, I found Mom sitting just outside the small caver entrance, she smiled big when I came into view and walked out to meet me. I couldn't help but admire her flawless beauty, even in the wake of what we had just gone through. Her hair was thick with salt water and sand but somehow that only added to her beauty, giving her an earthy look, only enhanced by the shirt she wore, somewhat loose and torn down one arm and across a shoulder, showing a livid black and purple bruise. Her slender legs kicked out the material of her torn pants as she walked, each foot arching and setting down with a grace that broke my heart. Her large breasts swayed, braless under the loose top and I had to school my eyes onto her face to keep from ogling her.

"What did you find?" She asked as she drew closer.

“Nothing,” I said glumly, motioning behind me, “the beach wraps around and ends in a cliff face, I think about three-quarters of the way around the island. I could see a mountain top deep into the jungle.”

“What are we going to do about water? Food?” she clutched her arms shivering in spite of the morning heat and glanced around, her face fearful.

“Don’t worry about that,” I said reassuring her, “The jungle is filled with palm trees covered in coconuts. We might have some bowel problems, but we can survive on coconuts if we have to. I'm hoping to find some fresh water on the island though."

“Thank god you’re here,” Mom said, taking my arm in hers and leading us back to the cave, “if only your father, that bastard, could see how much you’ve grown and come into your own as a man.”

“Dad managed to avoid the worst of it as usual,” I laughed, “Well, it was him that insisted I do scouts, so he gets some credit.”

“Put that man out of your mind, I know I have. Let just focus on surviving this. Besides it was you that stuck with it to Eagle Scout," Mom said hugging me even closer, her large breasts pressed along my arm, causing me to shiver in desire. Thankfully she took it for a chill, or at least I hope so.

“Let’s get the girls up,” she said before crawling into the cave, giving me a perfect view of her round firm ass sashaying in. Wearing only a pair of thin boxer shorts and being trapped with these three beautiful scantily clad women, was going to be difficult. Thinking of baseball, and my History teacher, the ancient Mrs. Wilkinson, I was able to tame the beast in my pants and slip into the cave, none the wiser that I was a weirdo and pervert for thinking such thoughts about my mom.





Chapter 4









W

hen I crawled into the cave, I saw Mom rousing the girls. They woke, each in her way, Olivia popping up wide awake and getting her bearings immediately. Mia grumbling about it being too early and rolling over in the dark sand, coughing and spitting out sand as she accidentally sucked it into her mouth.

“Has a rescue boat shown up yet?” Mia asked, as she rubbed the sand out of her face.

"No," Mom said, "I think we have to prepare for the thought that we might be here for at least a few days."

“What are we going to do?” Olivia asked, her voice touched with worry.

"The first thing I am going to do is explore the island," I said, "I hope to find some fresh water. There are palm trees, so if nothing else we can drink the water and eat the pulp from the coconuts. But if we can find some fruit or anything else on the island to eat, then we will be much better off. What I need you girls to do," I said, taking in Mom, and the girls, "is gather as much dry wood, leaves, and palm fronds as you can so we can build a fire."

“Why do we need a fire?” Mia asked, “It feels plenty warm to 
me.”

“In case a rescue plan flies by overhead or a ship is out at sea, they can spot the smoke from far off and know there are survivors here.” Mom said with a warm smile, “It’s a good plan Jason, but we can do more than gather fire.”

“I know you can,” I said meeting her gorgeous eyes, “but the jungle could be filled with dangerous animals and until we know what we’re dealing with, it’s safer if you stay near the shore.”

“Ok,” she said, nodding in agreement, “but we will search along the whole shore and see if we can find anything edible.”

We all crawled out of the cave and stretched in the warm morning sunlight. I was finally able to take stock of us all, now that everyone was standing out under the sunlight. I stood in only my boxer shorts, while Mom had on her loose black top and a thick bra underneath supporting her large breasts, while she wore ripped and tattered yoga pants. Mia and Olivia were in similar clothes, each with torn shirts and leggings. Patches of pale and tanned flesh peeked through and I could see both of their underwear through the tattered clothes.

"Be careful Jason," Mom said as I began to slip into the jungle, "and come back within a couple of hours so we don't worry."

"Ok Mom," I said giving her a reassuring smile as I slipped under the canopy. I gave one last glance back and was happy to see Olivia, Mia, and Mom walking down to the warm water to wash what they could of the dried blood and grime of our ordeal off themselves. Just as I was turning to go, Mia pulled her top and bra over her head, heedless of anyone watching and wadded out into the water. She used big handfuls of water to wash herself off and I felt my breath seize in my chest when she turned, giving me a full view of her perfect pale breasts.

“Mia!” Mom called to her from the beach, “put your top back on, what are you thinking?”

“I feel gross, I just want to get clean Mom,” she turned back and smiled at Mom, glancing back to the jungle and looking straight at me. I felt a spike of anxiety that she could see me, but that should be hard with the deep shadows I was in, “besides it’s not like anyone can see us, this is a deserted island!”

“Your brother…” Mom cast a worried glance up at the jungle.

“Mom, Jason is deep into the jungle by now, you know him, always exploring,” Mia turned back and gave Mom a mischievous grin, “besides he saved our lives, at least twice, seeing some tits is a good reward for the little perv.”

“Not so little anymore,” Olivia said as she stripped off her top too and slipped into the water.

My eyes were saucers as I took in her firm high breasts and slender body. My cock was diamond hard and poking through my boxers, so I adjusted it and slipped deeper into the jungle. I felt so guilty and shameful for my reaction to seeing my stepsisters topless. I tried to ignore the nagging fantasies that tried to intrude into my brain and focus instead on our survival, but it was difficult. I'd never seen anything as sexy as my two sisters, Olivia: tall, slender and elegant; Mia: shorter, thicker and bouncy.

I moved back into the jungle, my mind a swirl with taboo desires that I fought down, focusing my attention on the vegetation island around me. The jungle was thick, and I found moving through it was difficult, but after about twenty minutes of slow progress, I came across a small trail, such as a game might use. I paused, taking time to scan the ground for tracks. I saw old pigs’ feet tracks, as well as small paw prints that 
looked to have come from a small mammal, like from a squirrel or marsupial or something. The pig tracks were reassuring, I knew I could rig up a trap or perhaps even hunt one with a spear. That is if I could make or find a good knife and running water to clean the animal. Without those, I would be risking bringing disease and rot into the equation and that would be dangerous.

I struck out along the game trail heading deeper into the island, away from the beach. The land rose fast, the soft jungle floor interspersed with patches of hard craggy lava rock. My feet were having a hard time on the lava rock and I didn’t want to risk getting a cut along the bottom of one and was just thinking of turning back, when I heard the most beautiful sound, trickling water.

I moved forward and came around a bend in the trail to find a hidden paradise. There was a large clear pool of water filling a sandy basin. It led out into the jungle, off towards the opposite side from our cave and was fed by a trickling spring up on the craggy rock face. The slow flow of water bubbled out of the rock and made a small waterfall, as it filled the pool.

Falling to my knees I sniffed the water and tasted it with the tip of my tongue. It looked and tasted fresh, so I drank. I only took a mouthful, hoping it didn’t make me sick and knowing that if I made it through the next few hours without problems, we were probably ok, not that we had much choice.

Skirting the pool, I scouted the area and found a few places that looked promising to climb. My feet would get chewed up on the bare lava rock, so I held off on trying to find a high vantage to see the whole of the island. I had gone roughly halfway across the island, if I was correct in gauging my distances, and a couple hours had passed. Deciding this was a good day's work, I turned back down the game trail and 
followed it back to the beach. I stepped out of the jungle to find my stepmom just dropping a large bundle of dry palm fronds in a pile near out cave.

"There you are!" she cried when she saw me and she ran over to hug me, her boobs bounced freely beneath her loose shirt and I realized with some terror that she had removed her bra, "I was so worried about you!"

My cock grew thick with the sexy sight and my pent-up desires, and as she wrapped her arms around me I felt it press itself against her flat stomach and she jumped back, my face beet red and hers mirroring mine as she glanced down ever so briefly to see my hardness pressing against my boxer leg.

“Oh my!” She said her eyes wide and her blush deepening.

"I found a spring and a pool of fresh water," I said hurriedly, "and it looks like there is wildlife on the island. We may be able to hunt and eat it."

"That's wonderful news," Mom said, her eyes meeting mine in a genuine smile, her embarrassment was gone, and I saw a gentleness there that I had never seen before, "We're so lucky to have you, Jason."

“Where are the girls?” I asked, looking around the beach.

“Mia is in the jungle, she said something about making shoes for us, while Olivia is gathering another armload of sticks and palm fronds.” Mom said, then she called out for them both and a few minutes later the girls arrived. Each of them was not wearing a bra just like my mom and my eyes bounced from one to the other, unable to help myself with the display of free-swinging breasts beneath loose tops. The women didn’t seem to notice how discomfited I was, and they each were dying to get a drink of water. Twenty minutes later we were all lying next to the pool drinking deep.

“We need to figure out a way to transport water back to our cave,” Olivia said.

“That’s a good point,” I said, my mind racing, “we could use coconuts if we just removed a small part at the top, but that isn’t a lot of water.”

“I may be able to weave us a basket that could hold more coconuts,” Mia said excitedly.

“What did Mom say about you making shoes?” I asked her.

"It's something I learned in a design class, different weaves to use with natural materials," she motioned up to the jungle canopy, "Skirts, shoes, hats those kinds of things should be pretty easy to make if I can find some king of twine to bind them together."

We sat there for a while, filling our bellies with cool water and discussing our survival. Olivia had seen several plants she knew were edible, but she was warning about depopulating them, and perhaps even cultivating them. While Mia spoke about the different items she could make, and how the waters looked far too rough and treacherous to fish, everything we had seen so far at least.

We walked back, still talking animatedly about what we needed to get done, and I found a small patch of shale rock outcropping. Taking a few minutes and the girl's help, I was able to pull free a section of rock about as long as my forearm and several inches thick. Careful not to cut myself on its sharp edges I lugged it back to the sands just outside out cave, noting to my mom and sisters that it would make an excellent knife, once it was chopped down to an edge and a handle carved into it or tied on.

Breaking off a small piece from one end, I had a large wedge-shaped hatchet head that I could hold in one hand. Taking the 
new tool to a large rock worn flat by the sea, I had my sisters and Mom bring over coconuts, and I set to cracking them in half, slowly working my way around the middle, with small whacks of the hatchet to crack them. I gave the first opened coconut to Mia who had been complaining of her hunger the loudest, she was also the youngest of the women. Then to Olivia and Mom after. Each drank the water quickly, then devoured the sweet and tangy pulp. I too ate a couple of coconuts and felt refreshed with something solid in my stomach.

Then I set to the laborious process of building us a fire. I had my mom and stepsisters watch, instructing them on everything I did just in case something happened to me and they had to rebuild a fire. Their attention was rapt, as I tore up bark for kindling with my nails, and split a palm frond. Placing the stick against the cut, I began to slide it back and forth quickly, heating the dry wood. It took several tries but finally, the miracle spark took hold in the kindling and a steady stream of blue smoke rolled out of the small bundle.

“You did it!” Mia cried.

"Praise God!" Mom said at the same time.

I barely registered their words though as I bent down, gently coaxing the small embers alight. Olivia was the only other who responded immediately, she jumped over to the small pit I had dug and had a small dry stick ready in her hands as I fanned the flames into a small blaze. She fed her dry sticks into the small flames at the perfect time, causing them to grow into a respectable fire. I sat back and met her eyes, the two of us sharing a big grin as the warmth suffused our skin.

Mom and Mia started dancing around the flames, and Olivia and I joined them. Our hands up, we laughed in wild joy, finally able to revel in the fact that we lived. Water, food, heat, 
and shelter for a first day lost and stranded on a deserted island, we weren't doing too bad. Soon we sat down, warming our hands by the fire. As the sun set and we watched in wonder, the red, yellow and golden colors were unreal as the brilliant orb disappeared beneath the horizon. With the dark and cold creeping in, I set and banked the fire to keep it going through the night and we crawled into the cave, happy to be out of the cool night breeze.

I worked the sand beneath me into a nice comfortable bed and was soon dozing off when I felt a soft form huddle up against my back. The warmth of her skin lulled me farther into dreamland and I barely registered the smaller form scooting back against my front, cuddling close in a spooning position. I slept with the most wonderful dreams of golden beaches and bouncing bikini-clad breasts and booty's.
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woke the next morning with a painful erection. It was pressed hard against my boxers and I could feel the firm flesh of an ass pressed against my crotch and I struggled not to grind my hard dick into it. Worried I had been doing that in my sleep I slowly climbed out of the pile of bodies, feeling the chill immediately. There was grumbling and I felt Mia scoot back into the warm spot I had just left.

Tucking my hard dick into the waistband of my boxers I slipped out of the cave, and into the chill predawn light. The sky was just lightning on the horizon and the red, blue of dawn stole my breath, almost making me forget about my pent-up desires. I heard someone moving in the cave and not pausing to see who might be getting up, I headed into the jungle quickly. I had to go to the bathroom, but there was a more pressing concern.

Finding a wide tree trunk with a small nook in it, I leaned back against it. My hand finally releasing the painful monster between my legs. My hand slid up and down its length slowly, as my mind strayed to thoughts of my topless sisters from the day before. The shame was strong, but my need was greater as I felt my cock growing harder in my hand, days without cumming and I knew it wouldn’t take me long. That’s when I 
heard the gasp of surprise. My eyes flew open and I saw my stepmom standing right beside me, having stepped around the tree trunk, her eyes wide and staring at my dick, her mouth covered by her hands.

“Oh god!” I said, covering myself with my hand immediately, and feeling the embarrassment like a physical thing, as I tried to press myself back into the tree and hide. Caught by my stepmom the first time I tried jacking off! What the fuck!


"Oh Jason," Mom said as her look of surprise softened to a look of love, "it's ok."

"Mom," I looked around, "God I'm so embarrassed, please just go!" I was backing away from her or trying to, pressing myself back into the tree.

“Shh, Shh, Shh,” She said stepping up to my side and placing one warm hand on my shoulder, she gazed at me and I was arrested by her eyes, so full of love and soft understanding, “I know how hard this must be for you, and you have been so brave,” her words were warm as she stepped to my side. I breathed in a sharp breath as I felt her warm soft body press against mine, “You have grown into such a handsome and wonderful man,” her words were practically a whisper, “Let me help you, let me take care of you.” I practically jumped out of my skin as I felt her small cool fingers slide down my firm stomach and beneath my hands where they covered my hard cock.

“Mom… what are you doing?” I turned to her, my voice sounding as stunned as I felt, “Oh… god!” I moaned out as her fingers slid around the shaft of my cock, radiating pleasure as she gripped me.

"Quiet baby," Mom said, her lips right at my ear, "let mommy take care of you, you saved my life baby… mommy just wants 
to make you happy… please, Jason."

I turned my head towards her, my eyes searching hers in the morning light. Seeing only love and hope in them, I nodded slightly and as her hand began to slide up the shaft of my cock, I snaked an arm around her waist pulling her heavenly body against my side. Mom looked down at her hand and I followed her gaze. Her large breasts jiggled beneath her ripped shirt with each stroke of her small hand on my hardness. My hand slid down to her ass and she pressed herself even more firmly to my side, her hand working me faster.

"Hurry baby," she whispered, "before your sisters get up and find us… Jesus your cock is magnificent Jason… I can feel it pulsing."

“Mom,” I breathed, “I’m…”

“Cum for me baby, cum for me Jason!” Mom’s eyes were wide with desire and joy as the first ropes of my cum shot out of my cock and across the jungle floor, her hand continued to stroke me as rope after rope shot out and I groaned out in pleasure at the biggest orgasm of my life, up until that point.

"God that was so much!" Mom said as she wiped her hand absently on her shirt, gazing at me, "you must have needed that."

"Mom," I said looking at her, my mouth working silently as I struggled to find the words of appreciation, or how to tell her what this just meant to me. Before I could speak, Mom leaned forward and gave me a peck on the lips, or it was meant to be a peck. The second her lips met mine there was a spark of something, that passed between us and her lips softened, molding themselves to mine. The moan of desire from her throat and mine was unmistakable, but she pulled back with a ragged breath, our eyes very wide as we starred each other. 
Then putting a hand before her mouth, she dashed back out of the jungle and to the beach. I will never forget the look on her face as she tore her eyes from mine, a blend of lust, love, and surprise that must have matched my own.

I stood there for long minutes, going over what had happened in my mind. Marveling at the experience that had been one of my biggest fantasies for years, and I had gotten to live it out, here, in the middle of nowhere, with our lives on the line. Shaking my head in wonder, I made my way back to the beach and found my sisters were up, already planning their day. I spent an hour cracking coconuts, so we would all have something to eat throughout the day, and then helped Mia and Olivia hunt for items to help in Mia’s weaving.

We had a large pile of palm fronds and the three of us were stripping fronds off and splitting them in half as Mia had shown us. Mia was in good spirits excited to try out her ideas and just all around enjoying the sun and sand. She commented several times that if there had been daiquiris and lounge chairs then it would have been the perfect holiday. Olivia, on the other hand, was much more reserved. I could see from her startled glances to the jungle or ocean whenever there was a loud sound, that she was traumatized by our recent experiences. I took care to draw her into our conversations, watching her shoulders relax and the anxiety melt away as she engaged with her sister and me. I found it most beneficial for her comfort when there was a clear plan laid out for her, the structure seemed to reassure her.

It was nearing noon when Mom came running out of the cave, at first we were worried but then her smiling face became clear, as she slipped free of the shadows of the cliffs.

"Kids come quick! You'll never believe what I found!" Her voice was breathless with excitement and I was surprised to see she 
was wet, the shirt clinging to her upper torso like a second skin, her large heavy breasts and firm nipple poking through. She had ripped her yoga pants free of the tattered ends and now they were closer to shorts than pants. Turning, she led us into the cave and back to the pool of saltwater.

"It was the glimmer of light down there that drew my attention," she said pointing. She was right, there was a small glimmer of light in the back-right side of the pool and with a big grin, Mom dove into the pool, swimming underwater in the direction of the glimmering light.

My stepsisters and I looked to one another and shrugged, Mia first and then Olivia next, with me taking up the rear we dove in after her. The water was warm and as I opened my eyes, I felt the sting of saltwater and felt, with my reaching hand, the soft sandy bottom of the pool. The light was easy to follow as everything else was darkness and as I drew closer, feeling a twinge in my lungs, the lava rock came in on either side of me and the light grew. Then the rock walls swept away, and I was surfacing to find myself in a small lagoon, with towering rock walls covered in dark green vegetation growing on small little outcroppings all over the cliff faces. The rock walls arched together in almost a dome, and only the barest sliver of noon light shined in now to fill the lagoon with full-spectrum sunlight. The lagoon was a large crescent of pure white sand, sloping gently down to a deep pool. On one end of the pool was a large reef, reaching out and into the greater sea, through the gap.

"This is paradise…" breathed Olivia as she waded up the soft sand, trailing her fingers in the warm clear water.

“It’s more than that,” my stepmom said as she pointed out into the pool, “There are large white fish feeding near the bottom of that reef, we may be able to catch them.”

“Spear them,” I said, gazing out at the area, “I bet spearing them would be easier, or at least for a really strong swimmer.”

"I could do that," said Olivia as she looked around the lagoon. Mom's eyes pinched as if she might say something, but I motioned her with one hand down low to hold off. A sense of peace and calm had come to Olivia's face when she entered the lagoon that warmed my heart to see. When she turned to me, her face determined, she found me already smiling at her and nodding, "I could, if… if you would teach me how."

"I will," I nodded, "we can make you a spear tonight, one that you will be able to practice with at least."

Her answering smile was so filled with purpose and hope that I knew it had been the right decision. I still had some doubt about her ability to learn and be good at the difficult task, and even more at my ability to teach her something I had only ever read about. If nothing else, it had given her new purpose, as I was now realizing Mia had found in her weaving and me in my hunting.

“Jason, there is something over here I wanted to show you,” Mom said, walking out of the pool and heading up to the crack in the back of the lagoon, she stopped before a large boulder that had been broken open from a fall. There were several large pieces of broken black rock with small round pebbles dotting their broken surfaces. I looked at her questioningly and she smiled picking up one of the small pebbles and holding it out for me. I took it, amazed at its icy hardness and stared in wonder.

“Oh my god, if we ever get out of here, we will be rich!” I looked over the small pile of uncut diamonds and found two pieces with hard edges and pocketed them, showing the rest to Mia and Olivia.

“This is what I really wanted to show you,” Mom said, reaching back to where the sand met the rock wall. There was a green ground covering growing there and as I bent forward to look, she lifted a few pieces of it and I saw it was a thick vine structure. Moving forward I ran my fingers along the thin, but strong vines, feeling their suppleness.

"This will be useful!" I said amazed at the discovery.

“What use could vines be?” Mia asked, her face twisted in distaste, “This has to be a million dollars’ worth of diamonds!”

"More than that," I said off-handed, "these braided together, will be the string that holds your weavings together, the string that holds the spearpoint to the shaft and any number of useful tools we can make now that we have this."

“Oh…” Mia said looking from the diamonds, mostly worthless in our present situation to the green vines, something she would never even glance at twice in the regular world, “I guess that is pretty helpful.”

Soon we were ripping up small areas and harvesting dozens of yards of the thin and strong vines. They were easy to strip off their foliage and Mia proved to be a deft hand at braiding the strands together. I went into the jungle with Olivia and we found a small stand of bamboo, and using the hand-hatchet, hacked down a tall pole. Then I set about splitting it lengthways into a dozen or so long pieces that I then bound to another straight bamboo pole and set to dry near the fire.
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e worked long through the afternoon, only taking breaks to hike out to the pool and take long drinks of water. On one such occasion, I found myself walking back with my stepmom. As we walked onto the path, I felt a wave of anxiety and awkwardness, but Mom broke the tension quickly, turning back to give me one of her secret smiles only for me, and a wink. The expression was hidden from my sisters up ahead and I felt a rush as the worry left me. Mom's steps slowed and I was forced to slow with her, walking behind her on the narrow trail. My sisters' voices drifted farther and farther ahead as Mom held us to a slower pace. I glanced at her questioningly and she smiled warmly at me.

“How are you doing with all of this?” she asked me, her tone full of love and concern.

“I’m doing good,” I said, “to be honest I haven’t really thought about it, there has just been so much to do.”

“I know the girls are thankful for all that you’ve done. I think they better appreciate all the time you spent working on being an Eagle Scout, I know I do.” She was quiet for a few moments before she looked at me.

“How are you doing Mom?” I asked her.

"I'm terrified," she said, "every moment I worry about what might happen if someone gets hurt, or an infection, what if we're never rescued? There are just so many things to worry about I don't even know half of what I should be scared of!" She broke down then, crying, and I pulled her into a firm embrace. Feeling her collapse into my chest, heaving with long-held in emotion.

"It's going to be ok," I reassured her quietly as I patted her back, "whatever happens we can deal with it, I promise, I'll keep you, girls, safe. I love you, mom." I held her close trying to press into her the knowledge and my faith. Her hands were gripping my shirt in two fists and she pulled back slightly and looked up at me with ragged eyes, her face filled with shame and fear.

“You don’t hate me?” She asked and I shook my head in confusion.

“Why would I ever hate you?”

"For breaking it off with your dad, dragging you on this disaster of a trip, and for… earlier," this last she whispered, her eyes truly desperate as they searched mine.

“Mom,” I said stroking her hair, “you could never do anything that would make me hate you. Besides dad is an asshole who just wanted to stay home and bang his secretary anyway… sorry.”

“Don’t be,” she sniffed, “I stopped caring for him a long time ago.” She looked up at me with her big soft eyes and bit her bottom lip tremulously before continuing, “earlier didn’t upset you?”

“Oh my god!” I said, feeling my dick respond to the memory, pulsing between our bodies, “No, that was… incredible… thank you.”

“It was my pleasure,” she said with a sexy grin, “truly, you have no idea how good it felt to be useful and wanted, even if it’s just a silly old lady.”

“Silly old lady? What are you talking about, you’re gorgeous Mom!”

“Thank you, baby,” she said pulled away from me and turning to walk down the trail, “I don’t get to hear things like that too often and it warms my heart.”

“Mom,” I said reaching out to grip her shoulder and turn her back to me, searching her eyes with mine, “you know we’re going to get off this island, right?”

"Jason," said turning back, I don't know what else she had to say because as she turned into me, I felt her body press against mine and her eyes were looking deeply into mine. Her breaths came hard and I realized my chest was rising and falling heavily too. Our hands were on each other's backs pulling each other close and before I knew it our lips were locked, tongues intertwined in a passionate embrace. All thought of my sisters, of the jungle, and our desperate situation, fled from my mind. Finally shaking and our breaths ragged, Mom and I pulled back from each other, looking around us at the darkening jungle, each wondering just how long we had been lost in our embrace.

"Well…" she finally said, patting her hair back as she stepped away from me, "I guess that puts to bed my little insecurities," her eyes glanced down at the raging hard-on pressing against my boxers, "Mhmm that big guy too!", she finished with a mischievous smile.

“I think the two of us should explore the island tomorrow,” Mom said, as she stepped back onto the trail, and looking back at me with a significant look, “What do you say big boy?”

My mouth worked like a fish out of water and I could only nod. Mom laughed merrily as she started back to the beach, humming to herself in pleasure. I didn't dare to hope what mischief we might get into the next day, and I had to imagine my old history teacher, cold showers, and all sorts of other things on our walk back to get my dick to calm down. As it was my mom's perfect ass sashaying before me on the trail kept it at an unmistakable firmness. Mia was oblivious as she huddled over her first pair of shoes she was weaving by the fire, but Olivia's eyes widened and she glanced up at my face, her cheeks red. We took seats around the small glowing fire and relaxed while Mia and I worked. I took the fire-hardened bamboo and began to tie them together into a firm shaft, and split one end around a small rock, having the ends arc out in specific directions so that the spear would travel through the water in a spiral, going straight and yet still be able to trap fish in its ends.

That night we celebrated when Mia strapped on the shoes and ran up and down the beach without them falling off. They were silly looking things, but her feet were protected, and they would work great for exploring the rough lava rock. We all climbed into the cave and crawled into soft sand, huddled together. Mom and Mia talked about making a bed and frame for us to sleep on and I listened to their quiet plans as I nodded off.

I woke early again the next morning but found Olivia and Mia already up. Olivia asked me straight off if I would show her something of spearfishing this morning and I agreed. As I went to the pool to swim over with her, I caught my mom's eyes as she gave me a wink. Then she sat with Mia and helped her with the other pairs of shoes.

Olivia was a strong swimmer, so she was able to drag around the spear in the pool, which was a great start. However, when 
we first got into the inlet and wadded out of the water and up the sandy shore, she stripped off her top, laying the ragged garment on a rock. My eyes bulged at the sight of her topless and I started to protest as she began pulling down her yoga pants.

“Woah, what are you doing?” I said turning and covering my eyes with my hands.

“You don’t think I’m going to spend the whole day swimming in tight pants and a loose awkward shirt, do you?” She asked, “Besides, we’re alone here, no one can see us… it feels rather freeing.”

“Ok,” I said, still covering my eyes, “but you’re my sister.”

“Jace, you’ve been practically naked this whole time, you think we can’t see your huge dick against those tiny boxers? Hey,” I felt her hands pull down my arm, uncovering my eyes and I glanced down to see her standing in front of me in nothing but her small panties, “you’re going to see a lot more than this if we stay on this island much longer.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, struggling to keep my eyes on hers and not glance down at her sexy slender body.

“Nothing, never mind,” she laughed as she saw my eyes stray down, “Come on big boy, I’m ready to eat something that’s not coconut.”

Shaking myself to drive off the wicked thoughts, I took her over to the deeper end of the pool, away from the reef and showed her how to dive straight down, clearing the pressure by blowing against her plugged nose, and then finding a safe level to hunt at. It took her a few tries, but she got the concept down quickly. It was gratifying to see her determination and tenacity in learning the difficult skill. She proved better than me at making straight throws with the spear underwater, but she 
was still struggling to both dive and keep control of the spear, the bamboo being a little too buoyant for her.

We went back to the shore and I got the hand hatchet and cut off a couple of feet from the bottom of the spear. Olivia sat right next to me in the sand, her hips brushing mine, causing me to be painfully aware of her beauty. She looked even more lovely in the inlets golden light, shining down from the crack above. Her hair was mostly clean and smelling of the fresh sea, and her skin glowed, its flawless pale perfection drawing my eyes inexorable to her slender legs and the perfect swell of her hips. Her breasts were slight and high, capped in puffy pink nipples that seemed to call out to me to be teased and played with.

I finished hacking off the bottom of the spear and cleaned the bamboo to a smooth finish, then headed out into the waters to test it. I also wanted to slip free from Olivia, because it was getting difficult to hide the lustful thoughts she put into my mind. I pretended to ignore her smirk as my dick flopped around in my short, nearly at full mast, and dove deep beneath the water, swimming to the reef. I’d decided to do a real test with the spear and as I came up to the white reefs lower structure, I saw a few dozen large fish swimming around in there. I turned to the side, as I had been taught and threw with my hips, rotating my whole body as I pulled the spear forward and released it. I watched in surprise as it flew fast and straight, spinning slightly to keep its path as it struck the side of a big white fish.

The rest of the fish scattered, and I grabbed the spear, pulling it free with the wiggling prize attached and spun, swimming to the surface. Olivia was in the water behind me, her face filled with surprise and pride as she swam up surfacing beside me.

“You caught it! That was amazing Jace!”

We swam over to the shallow end and she helped me drag the fish up onto the shore. I had planned for this and removed the spear before we left the water, and slipped a braided vine string through its gills. She followed me down to the far end of the sand, where the water had the strongest current swirling down and out to sea. There, Olivia helped me dig out a small depression and lay out the stones I had dragged over. I pulled out one of the diamond cutting tools I had grabbed from the deposit my stepmom found and showed my stepsister how to scale and gut the fish. I wasn't sure what type of fish it was, but its flesh was thick and white, and few bones were reaching down from its spine.

“We can use this string and loop it through the gills like this,” I showed her, “and leave it in this shallow area to stay fresh while we keep practicing. It should easily stay fresh until the end of the day.”

"Tonight, we get to eat meat," she said giving me a tight grin of excitement, "and it's all because of you, little brother!"

She pulled me into a tight hug, and I hugged her back more excited for the prospect of the fish than I would have guessed. Then again, a few days of eating only coconuts and dealing with the attendant bowel movements would lead even the most fish adverse person to relish a bit of sushi. As my arms pulled her slender body into mine, I felt her mold against me, and my cock began to respond. I released Olivia and went to pull back, but she held me for a long second nuzzling my chest as I felt her hard stomach grind on my hardening dick.

“I think the hunter deserves a reward,” she said in a low sultry voice as she looked up at me from beneath her long lashes, “for catching his prey… what do you think…?” My dick pulsed even harder between us and her smile flashed broad. Just as Olivia was biting her tender bottom lip and her hand was 
sliding around my waist and between our bodies, we both heard the sound of splashing as someone swam into the lagoon.

Olivia sprang back from me and glancing down between us she gave me a wink before spinning around and shouting, “Mom! Come and see what Jason caught!”

My stepmom, Abigail, swam over, her tan arms pulling her through the water with graceful economy of motion and she climbed free with the sun behind her, framing her slicked-back hair and generous curves like an Instagram model. Olivia took one small step backward and her firm little butt cheeks pressed back against my shorts, nestling it between them.

"Olivia, put on your clothes!" Mom said, scandalized when she finally climbed free and walked over to us, "Oh, look, Jason, you did it!" She said when she noticed the fish.

“It’s too dangerous to swim around in the lagoon with that loose shirt and pants on all day,” Olivia said motioning towards the clothes, but I saw that her cool attitude around me was a bit dialed back with Mom glaring at her. Her cheeks grew a tinge rosy and she crossed her arms before her chest.

"I guess that makes sense," Mom said with a frown as she took in Olivia's nearly nude form, then she saw me standing just behind her, the bulge nearly impossible to hide and I saw her frown shift to wry amusement, "well good for you kids, for getting us the fish. Olivia, how do you feel about doing it? Is it safe?"

“I want to try the new spear,” she said taking up the tool and turning it over in her hands, “Jason cut it shorter and I think it will be a lot easier for me to dive with it and get good thrust.”

“Well that’s a bit of good news then,” she turned to me, her eyes twinkling with more than joy at the prospect of stable 
food that wasn’t coconuts, “If we leave now, we will have time to explore to the center of the island, maybe even to the other end.”

“Go on Jace,” Olivia said, her smile eager as she gazed out to the reef, “the island needs to get explored and neither of you should do it alone.”





Chapter 7









M

om and I slipped back into the water and Olivia waded out to the reef, the spear floating along beside her. Mom dove down swimming off and Olivia caught my eye just before I followed. There was a hungry gleam in her gaze, I had never seen before, almost hard and feral. I felt a chill over my spine at the thought of the taboo promise her eye sent me.

I swam down through the warm waters, through the lava gap and up into the cave we were turning into a home. Slipping out of the dimly lit cave, into the noon sun, I felt bathed in the heat, more comforting than oppressive. Mia was reclined in a lounge position she had dug into the sand, her hand flying over palm fronds with the twine. Mom was already strapping on her shoes and I followed her, feeling silly for just a second as I stood up in the flopping things. But as I stepped out into the jungle and felt the secure and comfortable grip they gave me, I silently thanked Mia.

I was able to move quickly along the jungle path we had been taking to the water, and Mom followed me nearly as fast. We paused at the pool and drank deep, Mom catching my eyes as I glanced down her shirt as it hung free of her body.

“Where should we explore first?” She asked me, a little twinkle 
in her gorgeous eyes.

“I wanted to climb around this cliff and see if we can get to the top and have a view,” I answered, motioning into where the dense jungle met the cliff face.

“Lead on,” she said.

It was slow going, having to climb through the dense foliage and up the rocky outcropping that poked through with more frequency the higher we climbed. I pulled myself up over a ledge of rough lava rock and found I was at the top of the cliff face, with a large shelf opening up before me. Turning around I helped my stepmom up beside me and we both breathed deep, taking in the magnificent view. Behind us, rose a steep and craggy mountain peak, spreading down and away from us was the top of the jungle canopy, dense and varied. The jungle spread out around us and down to the yellow sand. We could see much of the island from this spot and looking out, both of us were disappointed to see clear blue across the horizon as far as we could see.

I was worried at the fact that no wreckage had washed ashore behind us, this didn't bode well for the search effort to find us, but I hadn't said anything. I was thinking of this and the great dark blue sea stretching around us, with is vast emptiness when I felt Mom grab my arm. Following her pointing hand, I saw another series of cliffs down and around the mountain, and at their base a series of pale blue pools spilling into one another. We looked at each other in excitement. The spring was great, but another source of freshwater would make us all feel safer.

We made our way down the cliff and steep jungle carefully, not wanting to risk any injury. The jungle got even more humid as the afternoon wore on and I was sheeted in sweat, and when I glanced back to check on my mom, I saw her top clinging to 
her skin as sweat dripped from her face and limbs.

"I guess Olivia was right," Mom said when she saw me glance at her sodden shirt. Then she pulled it over her head, causing me to stumble in shock at the sight, "This is more of a burden than protection." She whipped her hair to the side and wrapped the shirt in it and with an artful twist soon had her hair up and out of her face, with the shirt acting as both hair wrapping and headscarf, keeping the sweat from her eyes.

I was only vaguely aware of her hair and what she had done to it. My stepmoms’ boobs were swaying magically before me, naked to my hungry gaze. They sagged ever so slightly, but their heavy roundness was still so perfectly shaped and capped in large puffy pink nipples. I realized for one terrifying and sexy moment that she and Olivia had nearly identical nipples in color and form, but not nearly in size.

“Jason,” my stepmom said, her smile delighted as she caught my wide-eyed stare, “earth to Jason. Are you ok? I thought you would have had your fill staring at boobies from Olivia’s young firm ones.”

"Jesus Mom," I said, "yours are absolutely perfect… I mean Olivia is sexy and yea I kinda stared a bit, I couldn't help it… but yours are magnificent… better than… anything I've seen before."

“Thank you, baby,” she said with a big grin, her eyes flicking down to see the proof of my regard, “that is nice to hear.”

I tore my eyes away from her, feeling like a fool, but knowing that I didn't want to get caught out here in the dark, and wanting to find those pools, I started off again. The jungle just got more and more humid and I was about to say something when I stepped into a thinner section and saw the lowest pool open up before me. It was roughly the size of four or five hot 
tubs pushed together. Surrounded by bright green ferns and shorter stunted trees, I saw right off that we wouldn't be drinking this water. It boiled and bubbled, sending off a steady stream of steam up into the air. That answered the question of where the humidity had come from.

“Hot spring!” Mom called when she saw the pool and she brushed past me in her haste to get ahead.

“Careful!” I shouted, “It could be super hot!” but Mom was already checking, hovering her hand above the water and then testing it with a fingertip.

"It's perfect!" She shouted back to me excited and then she stepped into the bubbling waters, moaning out in pleasure, as first, one long sexy leg slipped in, and then the other, and finally, she lowered herself down into the pool, "Oh Jason you have to try this, it feels amazing!"

I walked forward and dipped a toe in. It felt like a perfectly heated hot tub and I slipped into its heated embrace with a sigh. I dipped my head and felt the bubbles streaming through my hair and up my body. With quick hard movements, I was able to scrub my skin and hair clean. Popping my head up I saw Mom had the same idea I had, as she scrubbed her long hair, giggling like a schoolgirl. After a couple of minutes, I pulled myself out and sat on a large boulder, feeling the soft ferns under my bare feet. I felt the stress melt away from my shoulders for the first time in longer than I could remember and as I looked down at the pool, I saw my gorgeous stepmom pulling herself free of the waters, her hair slicked back and the water sheeting down her topless body. She saw my frank regard and smiled.

“You have a problem down there…”

“Oh! It’s nothing,” I covered myself and blushed, “don’t worry 
about it.”

“We are nowhere near civilization Jason, and you deserve this, you need it and I want to give it to you more than you would believe,” her voice had an edge of desire that sent a thrill through my dick as she knelt before me.

"Please let mommy help you. I could never have let myself confront these desires if we were back in the real world. Something about this island and our situation has freed me though." She looked up at me with shining eyes, filled with love and a passion I had never seen in them before, "I've dreamed about this for so long, dreamed of feeling you, tasting you. I would lay awake at night and scroll through your posts, imagining you on top of me, taking me, making me yours Jason!"

“But… why?” Was all I could bring myself to say, so stunned was I.

"Oh, you silly boy!" She said pulling me into a kiss with her soft lips before pulling back and smiling at me, "You are kind and thoughtful, you're always up for an adventure, you're always the smartest person in the room but you never force anyone to recognize it. Because when you touch me, my spine shivers and when I think of your broad shoulders and gorgeous face my heart flutters. Because my daughters love you, and more than I think it's healthy for girls to love their stepbrother, and that makes me jealous, and excited and full of shame and wickedness. And I don't know any other man who could have saved me from both a plane crash and a hurricane in the same day. I love you, Jason, to my secret shame I've always loved you."

"I love you too Mom," I said in a fierce whisper. I went to keep speaking, but she stopped me with a hand over my lips.

“Stop there,” she said her hands coming to rest on my boxers, “That’s enough for me, more than enough. Now you sit there and let me take care of you,” her eyes gleamed and her smile turned wanton as she drew my boxers down my legs, eyes widening as my large dick flopped out, “I’ve been dreaming of this for so long, I’m going to savor it.”

Her hand reached out, cool fingers encircling the thick shaft of my cock as she leaned forward, eyes closing in pleasure as her lips wrapped around the tip of my cock. My head arched back involuntarily, and I moaned out in pleasure. My eyelids fluttered but I saw the unmistakable flash of golden blond from the other side of the hot spring and then a small rounded form duck down behind a dense fern bush. But I could neither speak nor care, as my mom's hot and wet mouth worshipped my cock.

Looking down I watched her thick lips slide over the head of my cock and down the shaft. Her other hand coming up to grip one of her massive breasts, massaging it before she reached up to grip my shaft. Her tongue swirled around the head and then she went back down, sucking me deep.

"Mhmm," she moaned as she lifted off my cock, trailing spit from her lips to the tip, "you're so big baby, so smooth and thick, mommy can't get enough of it," she kissed around the tip, letting the tip of her tongue flick along the underside, driving me crazy. Her tits were swinging with her movements, mesmerizing me, and her narrow waist flared out to wide tan hips clad in her tiny cut-off shorts. The sight of her and the feel of her mouth as she sucked me deep again, brought me close to orgasm. I felt my balls tightening and I fought to hold it off, but with how backed up and needy I was from only having one orgasm over the past few days, I knew I wouldn't be able to hold off for long.

"Mom," I said, and noticed the blond head peek around the fern, an unmistakable squishing sound coming from between her legs, her wide blues eyes watching us, "I'm going to… cum."

"Yes, baby!" Mom said as she stroked me off with a quick hand, "fill my mouth with your seed, give it to me Jason, please…"

She jerked my cock and I felt it swell and pulse, she wrapped her lips around the head and sucked hard, swallowing my cum down quickly and not missing a drop. Panting, I glanced up but there was no one in sight, just a few gently swaying ferns.

“God Mom… that was amazing! Better than I ever dreamed,” I breathed, catching my breath slowly.

I watched my mom swallow my cum, a look of surprised bliss on her face, “Mmhmm you taste so sweet baby, I can feel… I can feel my stomach settling down,” her eyes popped open and she looked up at me, a happy and contented look.

Glancing around I saw that it was beginning to darken as the sun set, and I hopped up, worried we might get stranded out in the jungle in the dark. We grabbed up our stuff and hunting around quickly, I found what I had hoped to, a small game trail leading away from the hot springs and down to the beach. It was a short trip and we came out near the middle of the long strip of sand, with the setting sun off on the horizon. An explosion of color reached across the heavens, blues, pinks, purples, and gold such as you never see on land. Pausing to enjoy the view for a moment I felt Mom's hand find mine, and squeeze it gently, her fingers interlocking with mine.

“It really is beautiful here,” she said her eyes shining, “when I stop worrying for a minute and look around, I’m amazed that we found such a paradise.”

"Come on," I said squeezing her hand back and pulling her along, "Let's get back before the girls begin to worry." I thought of mentioning our observer to my mom, but I was worried about how she might react, and I didn't know what to say. Mom, I think Mia watched you give me... head and she was masturbating the whole time;
 I think that might make things even weirder.

We spotted the fire off in the distance and ran over, smelling the delicious scents of cooking fish as we drew closer. Two stakes stood in the sand and on their ends were spiked two fat fish, their skin crackling and the thick white flesh toasting over the flames.

"Olivia, you caught one more?" Mom called as she ran up, "Congratulations! Oh, I'm so proud of you!"

“I did! It’s all thanks to Jace, but he made it look a lot easier than it was. Took me all afternoon to get just the one fish.” She said with chagrin.

“You still got one on your first day trying,” I said with pride, “That’s pretty impressive.”

“Thanks, little bro,” she said, her face splitting into a big grin, “Mom looks like you took my advice,” she glanced down at Mom’s topless torso and the older woman blushed deeply.

"Well, it was just so humid and hot in the jungle," she began to unwrap her hair, self-consciously covering her large breasts with one arm. Mia jumped up laughing and ripped off her top, her massive breasts – as big if not bigger than Moms, swinging free.

"Now it feels like a vacation!" Mia said, laughing as she gripped her swinging breasts, "How much longer on those fish Liv, I'm starving?"

"I think they're done," she glanced at Mom, her eyes still wide from Moms' topless body, "would you check them, Mom?"

Mom took up the stakes and pulled the flesh of the fish apart, checking to make sure they were done.

“They look done, but another minute or two to kill any bacteria is a good idea,” she said.

“How can you stand to wait?!” Mia said, “I’m so starving I feel like my stomach is going to bore a hole through my body.”

“Me too,” Olivia and I said at the same time, glancing and smiling at each other.

“Aren’t you starving?” Mia asked my mom, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes.

"No, I'm surprisingly ok," Mom said, placing a hand against her mouth as she looked at me, "Oh my I do feel so much better… That's… that's something to think about."

"Well isn't that interesting," Mia said as she glanced at me with a knowing grin. I ignored her, and Mom's questioning frown. I felt a spike of anxiety at what my sister might say about what she saw, worried she would judge us as perverts and freaks, but her face showed more amusement than judgment.

“What are you talking about?” Olivia asked glancing from Mia to Mom.

“Nothing,” Mia said, “I was just thinking it would be good to find a nice steady protein diet.” Mom glanced at her youngest daughter quickly, her eyes wide in fear and worry, but Mia glanced away, a small smile on her lips.

"Yea," Olivia said, "The fish is good, but we could use a more varied diet. Hopefully, we can find some different fruits or vegetables in the jungle soon."

Mom had a thoughtful expression on her face as she looked from her two beautiful daughters to me. I pulled the first fish off the fire and handed it to Olivia and then pulled the next off and handed it to Mia. They took turns ripping off bites of delicate flesh. When Olivia handed her fish to me, and I took my first hot bite, it was the greatest thing I had ever tasted. Unseasoned, cooked over an open flame, crispy, dry and delicious.

I moaned out in pleasure, breathing out the hot steam as I chewed and looking around caught eyes with my sisters and Mom, our grins ear to ear as we feasted on fish, coconuts, and freshwater. Mia had finished her basket and after eating, we made a pile of cleaned coconut halves that we could fill with water, and I worked to rig a pair of shoulder straps for the basket, so one person could carry it on their back. While I worked, the girls discussed the hot springs we had found and Mia and Olivia said they wanted to visit it first thing the next day. The girls were overjoyed at the prospect of cleaning themselves in the bubbling warm waters.

Exhausted, we crawled into the dark cave and huddled together against the evening chill. In the dark, it was hard to see who it was, but I was almost certain that my mom was the one who cuddled up in front of me. Her large firm behind pressed against my crotch, shifting gently in the sand as it worked my cock stiff. I almost groaned out in desire, and I heard a small chuckle from her. I finally fell asleep with the vision of half-naked sexy women in a sunny paradise, dancing through my head.





Chapter 8









I

woke early and slipped out of the cave, stretching in the dim morning light. I could see dark clouds gathering far off in the distance and I resolved to make sure we had a supply of food and water in the cave, in case a big storm forced us to hide. I headed into the jungle to relieve myself and was surprised to hear a pair of footsteps approaching as I finished, cleaning myself. Turning I found my stepmom walking up behind me. She held a finger to her lips and motioned for me to wait. Glancing back out towards the beach, making sure the girls were still sleeping, she knelt before me and with quick hands drew my boxers down to my ankles, looking up at me with a hungry and enticing stare, she reached out her tongue to my stiffening cock and sucked me deep into her mouth.

“Mhmm,” I moaned unable to help myself.

"Shh," Mom said quietly, but the pleasing smile belied her warning, "Now let me drink my breakfast baby."

She went back to sucking and stroking my dick, and I stood there in heaven. One hand reaching down to cradle her head, involuntarily gripping her hair as she slicked and sucked an especially sensitive spot. The soft sounds of her wet mouth had spurred me on and I began to fuck her tight mouth with soft little thrusts, while Mom looked up at me and smiled, 
encouraging me. I took her head in two hands and slipping the head of my cock in and out of her tight lips, felt the cum begin to spill forth, my toes curling and back hunching forward in the intense bliss. Panting, I released my grip on her head and Mom swallowed my seed down, using one hand to push the little that had escaped her mouth back in. Sucking her fingers clean.

Standing, she went to move off into the jungle giving me a big grin, but I reached out and pulled her close, pressing my lips to hers in an explosion of passion. Our tongue interlocked and I felt her legs slide up mine, her tights covered pussy grinding on my still firm dick. Her tongue was like fire in my mouth, destroying my thoughts. I pressed her back against a tree trunk and slipped a hand down into her shorts, Mom yelped slightly in surprise, but she didn’t push me away, instead, pressing her fur covered mound against my hand as my fingers slid down to her soaking wetness. Gentle fingers played along her lips, finding her clit and sliding into her tight wet hole, and up to circle her clit before dipping back into her.

“Oh fuck!” Mom cried out, muffling her voice against my mouth as I felt her whole-body shuddering, her muscles locking up as she gripped me tight to her. Her orgasm was so powerful I felt her knees giving out and I had to press her even harder against the tree trunk to keep her from falling.

“I… I needed that…” she said with an amazed and grateful look on her face. I could hardly believe the goddess before me, her large breasts heaving, and face flushed with lust. My cock grew hard again, but at a sound from the cave, Mom pulled back, her expression mischievous as she slipped back into the jungle.

“Go check on your sisters, big boy,” she said quietly, biting her bottom lip and giving me her special smile, “I need a few moments to recover from that.”

“Ok,” I said, grinning back at her. The reality of what we had just done was still a bit unbelievable to me, but all I could think about was getting my hands on her sexy body again. Mom saw it in my face too and her smile widened even more, and I saw her cheeks flush with pride and joy. Then humming to herself, she slipped into the jungle to relieve herself.

I found my sisters each still sleeping and woke them. They both hopped up, eager to see the hot springs. I let Mom take them to bathe and I worked around the cave, hauling in some backup supplies just in case. I went out into the jungle and dug a deep trench with some bamboo poles as a makeshift bathroom for us.

I made my way to the cave and found Olivia just getting back, looking refreshed. She was excited to get back to fishing and once she had relieved herself, she went with me to the bamboo stands to cut down another stalk. She watched closely as I split and tied the pieces, setting them near the fire to dry. Mia, meanwhile, was inspecting the bamboo stand and began asking me if we could cut a dozen or so down and where would be best to take them.

As Mom and Olivia prepared breakfast of coconuts, the remaining fish, and a few green bananas she had found that morning, Mia and I began to hack down bamboo. I would chop them free and she would pull the stalks down and help me roll them into a pile. I spent the next hour hauling the heavy poles out to the beach where Mia directed. Then, leaving her with her plans and Mom’s helping hands, as well as the diamond cutting tool, I went back into the lagoon with Olivia.

I wanted to test out a couple of things, so I took the spear out first, Olivia swimming with me but following at a distance to avoid scaring off any fish. I was able to spear two fish in my first five tries, finding a nice rhythm to my throws, matching the 
fish’s movements in the reef. Olivia helped me clean them, and I found that she had improved on the cleaning station, cutting a deep trough of water into the sand, that the water swirled into and out in a steady stream, cleaning away the guts and blood, and offering an easy way to clean our hands and arms as well. My normally reserved older stepsister was in a great mood as we swam around and fished. She was laughing and joking, at ease with herself as I rarely ever saw her, back in the real world. If not for the relief I had had earlier, I would have been rock hard and desperate after a couple hours of her flirtatious teasing and gentle touches. They could have all been harmless, but the lingering glances, followed by the sight of her puffy nipples crinkling into hard points, told me there was more going on here. Near noon, Mom came and got us for lunch, and we all ate together. The grey skies were getting worse and it looked like we would be hit by a storm that evening, so with Mia and my mom's help, we hauled in lots of water to the cave, carefully avoiding spilling the coconuts on the way, while Olivia fished. My major worry was the fire, but I had a plan for that now too.

The winds picked up and soon the warm tropical weather was turning chilly and threatening rain. Mom and Olivia covered themselves with their shirts, much to my sadness and we all climbed into the cave. The rains hit soon after and it was a rather miserable few hours as we huddled together for warmth. We all went to bed early, exhausted and miserable with the storm raging outside.

I woke to a beautiful dawn, the world, fresh and clean from the rains. Stepping out, I heard my mom climb free of our sandy bed and come out beside me. She gave me a warm grin stretching her sleek limbs and giving me an eyeful of her sexy body. Then with a wink, she linked arms with me and drew me into the jungle. Her lips were on mine as soon as we got into 
the trees and she was sliding down my body, her heavy breasts trapping my cock as she looked up at me with an expression of love and desire. She watched me rapt at the expression of pleasure on my face as her tits slid up and down my cock, her tongue reaching out to tease me.

Once more she swallowed down my cum hungrily, eager to drink my seed. She sucked my cock clean, kissing it and cradling it against her lips in devotion. Then she stood and I pulled her close, my hands on her body as our lips locked in taboo passion. My hand took up a heavy handful of her breasts, as the other slipped between her legs. Her quim was sopping wet and she came hard on my fingers. My cock was hard again as she calmed down, and she stroked me with a small delicate hand, her lips on mine and her words of desire in my ear. I wanted her so bad it was a struggle not to take her right there, but I worried it would be going too far, so I settled for her hand on me. As my balls tightened up and my cock pulsed, she dropped to her knees, drinking down my cum once more with lusty abandon.

When we got back to the cave, I set about rebuilding our fire. I was relaxed and still in awe of being able to fool around with my sexy stepmom, even more, that she was so totally up for it every day. Olivia commented on my demeanor and I felt my cheeks grow flush as I said it must have been from my good night sleep. She gave me a knowing smile and throughout the morning her flirtations got even stronger than they had the day before. I was like a skittish cat, not wanting to push anything with her too far, and ruin the great bond that was growing between us. It culminated in the later morning after we had just caught our fourth fish and cleaned it. We were wading back into the water when Olivia cried out and started hopping on one foot.

“What is it?” I asked in concern.

“It felt like something stung me,” She reached out a hand to steady herself on my shoulder and I gripped her around the waist. I went to carry her up to the shore, but she shook her head, “it’s feeling better, just let me rest here for a second.”

"Ok," I said, and I felt her settle against my hip. She pulled her foot up and looked at it, there was a red line across the sole but there was no blood, so that was good. When her leg went back in the water she turned, letting it slide around my waist. I found myself standing in the water, near chest level with my gorgeous and slender sister slowly wrapping her legs around my waist. My cock grew hard immediately, and I began to shift uncomfortably.

“Are you feeling better?” I asked, worried she had noticed the hardness pressing against the back of her thigh.

"Mhmm I'm feeling much better Jason," she said, and the tone of her voice caused me to look at her. Her light brown eyes drew me into their haunting depth and I watched them widen, as she shifted her hips, and my cock sprang up between her legs, sliding in the water along with her panty clad pussy. I felt on edge with anxiety and flush with barely contained desire, as my hands slid down her thin waist and cupped her firm little tush.

“Maybe we should,” I began but Olivia rocked her hips, gently dragging her pussy down my cock.

"Oh… god… don't you dare move Jace!" Her arms wrapped lightly around my shoulders and she hung her head biting her bottom lip as she ground her pussy up and down my cock. "Hmm…. Uhh…. Uhh… Fuck. I'm… It's happening!" She gripped me tightly, her slender body shivering and shaking as she came. Her legs convulsing and wrapping tightly around me.

Then she pulled back with a ragged breath and grabbed my face in her two hands staring into my eyes, whatever she saw there, caused her to smile and pull me into a fierce kiss.

“God damn little brother,” she dragged her pussy up my cock again, “I’ve wanted to do that for days now.”

“That was so hot Olivia,” I breathed.

“Shh Jace, let me help you,” She shifted her hips and I felt her thighs trap my cock between them, “you’ve given us so much, given me so much, this is the least I can do.” Her smile was wicked as she fucked my cock between her legs, the gap at the top of her thighs cradling my cock like a glove.

“Mhmm, fuck I want you,” I growled into her ear and she laughed in delight as I gripped her slender hips, guiding my cock along her slit, the friction was delicious, and so too was her moan of pleasure as my cock ground against her clit.

"Do it, Jace… oh fuck, you’re so hard… so big!" I felt her thighs lockdown on my cock as she came again, and it forced my dick to explode. The tip of my cock burned from the saltwater and groaned out.

“Are you ok?” She asked in concern as she caught her breath, her face worried.

“Yea, it’s just the saltwater,” I chuckled.

"Mhmm next time I'll have to swallow it, it's a shame to waste all that protein," she said joking, and I nearly mentioned that her mom seemed fond of it. For one surreal moment, I looked at my situation from the outside, holding my older stepsister in my arms having just made her cum twice, and I could still feel the sensation of my stepmoms' lips wrapped around my cock. If not for the dire straits of our situation, I was living my greatest fantasy.

We kissed gently and held each other for long moments, loving the feel of each other's hands on our bodies. Then we dove back underwater, breaking up our fishing with wild make-out sessions. Olivia was an excellent kisser, her lips soft, and tongue energetic. Her body fit against mine like a glove and we were forced to pull away from each other when Mia swam into the lagoon to let us know lunch was ready. She climbed out of the water and I saw she was wearing a palm frond skirt she had made. It looked fetching on her, and as she twirled to show it off to Olivia, promising to make her older sister one, I noticed she was only wearing her tiny panties beneath.

"We're in paradise Jason, there are no laws or rules here, don't be such a prude!" She said when I mentioned it and then lifted the skirt to flash me her panty-clad pussy, laughing like she had as kids when she teased me. Her eyes strayed to my large dick though and I caught a hint of disappointment in her eyes when I failed to react to her display.
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hat afternoon I took the hatchet and dozens of feet of rope Mia had braided and built us a large bed frame, while Mia, Mom, and Olivia wove together four blankets and stuffed them with moss and dense grasses from the jungle, drying everything out as best we could over the fire. The bed frame wasn't finished that night, but I did manage to build us a small cover for the cave, to keep the wind and blowing sand out, as the girls finished two of the blankets.

That night we felt like kids, as I covered the opening to the cave, blocking out the night sky and the steady wind and whipping sand. We lay under the two blankets and cuddled close. I began to nod off when I felt a body shift against me, just as it had the other night and I felt a soft perfect ass press against my crotch. My cock got hard instantly, and I felt a small hand grip it, pressing it against a steaming panty-clad pussy. I was certain it was my mom when I felt her hips roll back and forth, the sand shifting silently beneath her. My dick grew large in her hand and I heard a stifled gasp and froze when I recognized my sister Mia's high-pitched voice.

“You ok Mia?” My mom mumbled, sleepily from the other side of out pile.

"Just… thought I felt a bug crawling… on my leg," Mia said 
from right before me. My breath began slowly, my heart racing as Mom rolled over and in moments was breathing slowly and deeply in sleep. I startled when Mia's small hand flexed on my cock, her fingers expertly rolling and milking its girth. I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning out and then she pressed herself down on it, grinding her ass and pussy back on me. My hand slipped to her hip and I flexed my fingers into the soft flesh as she rocked back and forth. Her movements smooth and steady, her breathing quickening slowly as she drew out our pleasure. Long minutes passed as she worked herself up and down my hard cock, frigging her clit on me as she stroked my cock with expert hands. Then I felt her body shuddering and convulsing as the orgasm took her over, but she managed to only allow one shuddering gasp from her mouth.

I felt my beautiful bubbly blond stepsister shift in the sand and then a wet warmth stole over my cock. I felt fire race up my body, as pleasure I had never known radiated out from my cock. She sucked my whole cock down her throat silently. Her tongue sliding along my shaft and balls, her throat muscles milking my cock with delicious intensity. In mere moments I felt my balls boil and my hand convulse on her back, where it had been stroking her soft flesh. She pulled back up my cock quietly and sucked hard on the tip. Stroking me quickly with thumb and forefinger, as I shot huge amounts of cum into her swallowing mouth.

My toes curled and I felt tingling pleasure sweep through my whole body from fingers to toes and I rested my head back on the sand. Mia had just sucked my dick and swallowed my cum, happily, while my stepmom and her sister lay near us in the dark cave. The sound of surf outside did much to mask the sounds of her movements but even still. My heart was racing even as I felt her small soft form wiggle into my side. I drifted off to sleep on my back with a big smile of contentment on my 
face.

The next morning, I woke to find that Mom and the girls had gotten up before me and prepared breakfast. I got up and stretched, blinking in the bright sunlight. I looked around the group and felt overwhelmed with love for these three gorgeous women and the answering smiles from each of them, were happy and content. We were making something good out of this crazy situation, and I wasn’t even trying to think about all the sexiness that had been happening.

“Let’s go take a bath!” Mia said.

"We should get some fishing done," I said.

“We have plenty of fish,” Olivia said, “we run the risk of not being able to eat them faster than they will go bad if we catch many more.”

"Come on Jason," Mom said, "you have been working so hard non-stop, we all have. We have food, we have water and shelter, and the fire for a signal if a searcher comes near the island. We deserve a break."

"Ok," I said smiling around, I could never deny these wonderful ladies. Besides, Mom and Olivia were both right, we ran the risk of rotten meat, and the break would be good for us. I hadn't been thinking about it and I kicked myself for not thinking about their mental well-being as well as their physical, "you ladies should go and make a day of it."

“Jason!” Mia said, rolling her eyes, “we all need a break, and that includes you. You’re coming and there’s no debate.”

“Ok, Ok,” I said, holding up my hands, surrendering and laughing, “I guess I’ll force myself to a beautiful hot spring and watch three gorgeous women frolic in the pools.”

“Not that pretty after our disaster and living without a sink or 
lotion,” Olivia said as she started to pack stuff.

“I know what you mean,” Mom said in agreement.

“What are you talking about Mom? Liv and I both look ragged, our hair’s dull, and our skin is peeling and raw, but you look amazing… like really amazing… what gives?”

“She’s right,” Olivia said as she tilted her head and looked at Mom with new eyes, “you managed to have better skin and hair over the past day or so… how did you do that?”

“I guess it’s just the diet,” Mom said, her cheeks turning slightly pink, “it agrees with me.” She gave me a small glance and a secret smile as she passed me, packing up some water and food for the day. Mia noticed her glance and she tilted her head, a look of dawning realization on her face. She looked at me and I saw a big grin show there, then she winked and turned around.

“I don’t get it,” grumbled Olivia to Mia, “we eat the same stuff?”

But Mia just shrugged, keeping her thoughts to herself. I grabbed up the straight spear I had made the first night and we headed off up the beach. Thirty minutes later we were tromping through the jungle, the humidity climbing as we drew close to the springs. I felt my eyes wanting to stare, as the women drew off their tops in the humid heat, but I managed to keep them to myself for the most part, even though Mia made a point of shifting and wobbling her massive tits right before my face as she walked in front of me. Watching my face the entire time to see how I was affected by her. My semi-hard cock was a testament to how sexy I thought she was, and she smirked often whenever I had to drag my gaze from her soft pink nipples.

We got to the steaming pool and the girls whooped with joy, 
and even Mom laughed and tossed off her top. Mia was the first to shuck her bottoms and she laughed when she saw Mom’s shocked expression. Wiggling her white butt, she lowered herself into the warm waters, sighing in pleasure as she submerged herself. She rolled onto her back, her big boobs broaching the surface as she floated to the middle of the pool. Olivia gave Mom a chagrined glance and me a wink before she dropped her panties, the dark ‘V’ between her legs flashing as she stepped into the warm pool.

“When in Rome,” Mom said, with a shrug and a big smile. Then she too dropped her panties and covering her crotch with a hand, used the other to hop into the warm water.

Soon the three of them were standing or floating in the bubbling water in a semi-circle before me. Each watching me with nearly identical looks as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and dragged them down my legs. Mia let out a wolf-whistle and as I looked up, I saw each of their eyes taking in my semi-hard shlong. Mom and Olivia had matching knowing smiles as when Mia let out her whistle, Olivia gave an appreciative nod and even Mom bit her bottom lip. I felt my confidence grow under their stares and I couldn’t help the smile that touched my face as I slipped into the waters.

They were as wonderful and refreshing as I remembered and soon, I was sitting on warm rocks, letting my arms float in the mineral-rich bubbling waters. My stepmom and sisters stayed near the other side of the pool for the most part, but Mia did float around, teasing me incessantly whenever she came close, in a good-natured way. For the most part, I alternated between laying out on the fern-covered soft dirt and slipping back into the hot pool, letting my muscles relax and the stress melts away. Each time my mom or sisters climbed out of the pool, I tried desperately to not look or stare at their bodies, 
but inevitably I failed. The second time I was getting back into the water, Mia spoke up, broaching the topic from earlier.

"I was thinking about your skin and hair, Mom," she said with a glance to our mother, who happened to be sitting out of the water dripping from her hair and her heavy breasts hanging down, as she combed out her hair with her fingers, "and how healthy it looks. You know I read an article in Cosmo that said male semen is so rich in protein and nutrients that it can give a person skin and hair like that."

“Oh really?” Mom said, her face was a study in benign curiosity and I barely managed not to pause as I climbed into the pool.

“I think I read that article too,” Olivia said, “it said a man’s cum could have all sorts of benefits and can give a person a lot of sustenance.”

“That’s very interesting,” Mom said as she helped Olivia out of the water to cool down with her.

“I mean we have Jason here,” Mia said with a wicked grin, “and he is more than worked up seeing all these boobies swinging around,” she shook her body side to side in the water, wiggling her big perky breasts, “right little bro?”

“Mia, stop teasing your brother,” Mom said, as I glanced away, blushing and trying to avoid all of their eyes, and hide my raging hardon under the water.

“Seems like a shame to waste all that goodness and let him just jerk off in the jungle.” Mom frowned at her youngest daughter and was about to scold her for the language when Olivia spoke up.

“This is life or death Mom, and it’s been a week,” her voice dropped, edged with worry as she went on, “it’s not like we all haven’t been thinking it, but each day we don’t get rescued it 
gets less and less likely that we will.”

"Don't say that," Mom said, reaching over and pulling Olivia into an embrace, "we will be rescued, and if we aren't… well, we will make our life here work. We have Jason," she said smiling at me, "I know he will take care of us."

“So, you agree?” Mia said, her voice surprised, and when Mom hesitated, she turned to me, winking and was about to say something inappropriate, I could just tell from the sly look in her eyes.

Right at that moment, the air was cut by a shrill scream from the jungle and I whipped my head and saw a great tusked boar, face twisted with fury as it cried out loudly and pawed at the ground. Mom and Olivia were clutching each other in fear now, their mouths just opening with screams of their own. The scene seemed to move in slow motion as I pulled myself out of the water, tearing off a nail on the rocks as I did. Then I launched myself across the intervening space and felt my hands close around the cool haft of my makeshift spear.

The ground beneath me was trembling and my ears were filled with the sounds of screams from all corners as I rolled to my knees. My vision was filled with a furious boar, screaming in its fear as it charged my stepmother and sister. I had rolled directly in its path. Quickly, I slammed the butt end of the spear down into the rock, just in time for the boar to hit its chest first. The spear splintered, shattering under the weight, but not before it drove several deadly feet of bamboo through the beast's body. Unfortunately, that body still had momentum after the spear shattered and it crashed into me with a brutally hard hit.
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he first thing I felt as I woke up, was a pain. Mind stabbing pain, and then a burning ache across my chest. Blinking my eyes in the noon light, I heard the bubbling pools and felt a warm hand on my brow, and I saw my sister Olivia and my mom looking down at me in concern.

“He’s conscious!” Mom cried out, “Oh thank god, Jason, you stupid wonderful boy, you had me so worried!” There were tears in her eyes and her voice sounded angry, but her hands were gentle as feathers as they searched my body for injury.

Olivia was lifting my eyelids and glancing at my pupils, her gentle and sure hands running along my ribs and limbs.

"I think you have a concussion, Jace," she said looking relieved, "and maybe a bruised rib or two, but it could have been so much worse. Jesus Jason, you saved our lives, again."

I sat up slowly clutching an arm to my chest. Looking around I saw the dead pig, its blood leaking down into the soft loam of the jungle. I went to struggle to my feet and Mom held me down.

“Where are you going? Just relax for a minute Jason, you took a hard hit.” She pulled me into a fierce embrace, my ribs aching even as I loved the feel of her body pressed to mine, “I almost 
lost you, oh Jason don’t you scare me like that again!”

“Ok Mom,” I said consolingly, “I just acted, I didn’t even think.”

“You acted like a hero,” Mia said, standing in the pool and clutching her hands against her chest.

“If you let me go, I can clean the pig,” I said to my mom with a smile, “we can roast and smoke the meat.” Mom’s eyes widened, and then looked from the pig to me and laughed loudly, kissing me soundly on the lips before releasing me. The kiss lingered for a long second and I was blushing as I slipped on my boxers and grabbed my knife. Mom showed no shame at the kiss as she and Olivia spoke of their fear, and Mia described the whole encounter in detail, adding in a few more lurid parts. Talking to each other as I worked as if I wasn’t there.

“It was like watching a Greek god leap out of the water. A Greek god with three legs,” she said with a smirk.

"I have to force myself not to stare at it," Olivia whispered, "maybe I'm going crazy stuck on this island…"

“I know what you mean,” Mom said to her, “his father certainly wasn’t…”

I strained to hear their whispered conversation, but I couldn’t make out most of what they said to one another. The three women sat on the warm rocks, clutching knees to their chests as they watched me clean the boar, digging a deep hole for the guts and blood. I was able to save a good portion of the meat and wrap it up in the skin. The girls helped me lug it back to our fire since I was having difficulty walking without help. Once we had cleaned it and ourselves with spring water, we carved it up and staked out large steaks around the fire.

I collapsed onto the sand, exhausted and sore as the meat 
cooked. My mouth salivating at the smells. The women continued to work in the cave, weaving two more blankets and skirts for Mom and Olivia. My head and ribs throbbed, and my mind went over and over the little fight with the pig. I was pretty sure that Mom and Olivia would have been ok, maybe a bit battered and bruised, but they could have escaped into the hot springs. It was my vast love and desire to protect them that had driven me to leap out of the pool. I would have to be more careful in the future.

Olivia came out of the cave and smiled shyly as she approached me.

“Mom said I should help you out to the trough,” she said.

“I’m fine,” I said slightly embarrassed, not wanting to seem weak.

“Jace,” she said eyeing me critically, “you’re hunched over like an old man and you’re clearly in pain, come on, let me help you.”

“Ok,” I said ruefully and let her help me to my feet, I saw Mia and Mom watching us from the cave entrance, big grins on both of their faces, and strangely Olivia waved them away, scowling.

Olivia slipped under my arm and supported my weight as we staggered into the jungle. We got to the trough without speaking, Olivia's face was downcast and shy, but I just chalked that up to the fact she had to stand there while I peed. We started back and Olivia stopped us a few dozen feet into the jungle, the sound of the surf not far off.

“Tired?” I asked her.

"No," she said as she turned into my chest and looked up at me with her big doe eyes, "Jace, what you did was magnificent, I 
don't think you realize how badass and sexy you were. You saved our lives," she covered my mouth with her hand when I went to protest, "not just today, although that pig could have hurt us bad. I mean this whole experience. We couldn't have asked for a better man to be trapped out here with." She bit her bottom lip, hesitating before continuing.

"Mom told us, Jason," her face flushed crimson and she continued quickly, "she said it just kind of happened but that she never regretted it. That it would be selfish for her to keep you to herself, and I feel the same way. She said it was our decision to make, but that she blesses it."

“What are you saying Liv?” I asked her, my eyes wide, searching hers.

“I’m saying little brother, that things are about to get a whole lot more interesting,” her shy smile turned wicked as she dropped to her knees and pulled down my boxers. My head was still pounding, but the pain faded to a dull buzz as the pleasure of her tongue sliding up my shaft and swirling around the tip of my cock filled me. I moaned out in pleasure and surprise. Biting my bottom lip as I look in the sight of my slender elegant sister as she licked, kissed and stroked my big dick.

“Every day I will drink your cum Jason,” she murmured as she stroked me, “Mhmm I will worship this beautiful dick as often as you want,” her eyes met mine, sultry and enticing, “but I might have to fight off Mom and Mia. Oh, you like that thought? You like the idea of your stepmom and sisters sharing your big dick?”

"Jesus, Liv," I said reaching down to stroke her soft auburn hair, "uh… that feels amazing… uh… you're going to make me cum…"

“Cum in my mouth Jace,” she said with desperate passion, “let me taste you!”

Then I was cumming, filling her swallowing mouth with thick ropes of pearly white stuff. Olivia’s eyes closed in bliss as she swallowed and then sucked and licked my cock clean. I pulled her into a tight embrace kissing her deeply and as my still stiff dick slid along her pussy lips, I felt her shudder and pull back.

“We can’t risk getting pregnant, it’s too dangerous out here,” she whimpered into my neck as my cock dragged along her soaking wet lips and then I felt her hand on my cock, slipping the thick head into her wet entrance, “pull out and cum in my mouth.”

Then her lips met mine and I filled with passion, my hands under her back as I lay her down onto the jungle floor, feeling her tight pussy sucking me in. Soon, Olivia's cries of passion were filling the night along with the sounds of our slapping bodies. Her body felt so firm and slender in my arms, and my hands soon filled with her tight little ass and I pounded into her pussy with long hard strokes. My lust-filled brain was struggling to compute the fact that it was my oldest stepsister who was so desperately clawing at my back, but as her pussy clenched down on my cock and she screamed out her pleasure, I nearly came, as the taboo nature of it all came crashing down on me.

Olivia was shaking as I dragged my cock free from her dark pussy. I knelt and stroked my cock, coated in her pussy juices, and watched as Olivia’s smile turned hungry and delighted. Rolling around, she clamped her lips around my cock, sucking the head in, tongue teasing my slit as I came in her mouth once more, filling it.

“Jesus Olivia, that was,” I panted out as I collapsed against a nearby tree, “that was fucking incredible…”

“No little bro, you are incredible,” she said smiling and motioning to the cave, “Mom and Mia are waiting, so come on lazy bones.”

Strangely I didn't feel any embarrassment as we exited the jungle and walked to the fire. Mom and Mia both gave us knowing looks, Mia with a big grin and Mom with a shy smile. But they said nothing as we sat down, sharing around the meat in happy silence as we watched the sunset.

"I think Olivia and I will head to bed," Mom said once the sun had set, "you kids don't stay up too late now." She smiled, as she came over to me, and cupping my cheeks in her hands, kissed me. The spark of passion was intense and I had to force myself not to throw her down on the sand right there and have my way with her, "Tonight is Mia's time with you," she whispered as her forehead touched mine, "but tomorrow morning you are all mine baby." With one final kiss, she headed into the cave with Olivia.

Turning I found Mia crawling towards me with a hungry gleam in her eyes. My life had taken a wild turn today and looking into the beautiful blue eyes of my blond sister I felt my heart swell with the thought. At that moment I could only thank god for having stranded us on this island and for such open-minded and wickedly taboo women to share it with.

“I’ve never fucked a dick this big and beautiful,” Mia said as she pulled down my shorts, letting my thick shaft spring forth, “Mmm, just lay back Jason, I am going to rock your world!”

She stared into my eyes, letting me see her desire and pleasure as she swirled her tongue around my cock head, then sucked into her mouth, twisting her head and she came up, causing me to shudder in pleasure.

"Fuck Mia… that's it… that feels so good…" I reached down 
and let my hands roam over her large breasts, as she lifted, allowing me access. When I pinched her nipple slightly, she arched her back, stroking my cock as she moaned out.

"OOOooohhh they're sensitive… mmm that feels good… I want to ride it, suck my titties, Jason…" She crawled up my body and my hands slid down to her narrow waist, and across her wide hips, then I felt her incredibly wet pussy smash down on my cock, swallowing half of it in one go. "Oof! Fuck you're so big Jace," she whispered into my mouth.

“You are so sexy,” I said kissing her and then gathering up one large breast and kissing and sucking on the nipple as she rode my cock grunting and moaning out in pleasure as I stretched her out. Soon she was riding me with abandon, her hands all over my shoulders and arm muscles, her kisses on my neck, whenever she wasn’t presenting me her perfect breasts to suck and kiss, or just watch in wonder as they bounced merrily.

"It's coming… oh god… fuck baby… uh… uhh… YEESSSSS!!!!!" Mia screamed out to heaven, her back arched and nails digging into my shoulders as she climaxed. Then she collapsed atop me, panting and breathing heavily, "that was… the biggest… of my life… fuck…"

“God you look so sexy cumming like that,” I whispered in her hair as I held her trembling body close.

"Did you cum?" she asked me, her eyes glazed over, "Oh I can still feel you… like a big steel bar inside me… mmm, I'm going to suck my cum off your cock little brother… oh, I felt your dick pulse when I said that… does that turn you on?" She asked with a sexy smile as she lifted herself off me and took my cock in a firm grip, she let her tongue play down the underside of my dick as she spoke, the taboo words driving me ever closer to orgasm.

"So, tell me," she said with a sly grin, "who gives the best head, me, Mom or Liv?" She giggled when I just shook my head in exasperation, "I can't imagine a prude like Liv being any good at it, but she sure seemed to love having this beast ravaging her. I can't wait to see Mom sucking your dick, she loves it, I could see it in her eyes, ohh you got harder… you want me and Mom to suck your dick together?" Her eyes shined wicked, as she whispered, "She would do it, little brother, she would do anything to make you happy, so would I. Your dick is pulsing in my hand, cum for me…"

“I’m going to…” I announced but Mia was already on it, her lips wrapping around my dick as she swallowed her prize down with lusty sounds. She kept sucking and licking my cock gently and we lay there for a long time, touching and pleasuring one another, until I bent her over and took her like a beast, barely pulling out in time for her to spin and suck the cum from my cock again, letting the last few spurts hit her tits as she looked up at me with love-filled eyes.

When we finally climbed into the cave, we smelled of sex, and the cave too smelled like sex. Mom cuddled up close to me on one side and Mia on the other and I drifted off to sleep with both of their small hands resting on my chest. I woke feeling like a million dollars. The warm sand beneath me, and the sounds of a rolling surf nearby. I felt Mom stir at my side, picking up her head and resting it, on one hand, she looked me up and down with a look of pride and adoration. She trailed her fingers down my bare chest and I let mine trail down her bare back.

As her fingertips grazed my stiff member, she glanced at my sleeping sisters, her cheeks blushing furiously, then whispered in my ears, "Follow me…" then she slipped free of our tangled limbs and out the cave, her perfect round ass drawing me behind her.

She led me down to the water, hand in hand and her smile was ear to ear as we wadded in. She pulled me close and we made out, letting ourselves free to explore one another to our heart's content as we hadn't yet been able. Her skin felt like fire to my fingers as they traced her every curve. Hefting her large breasts in my hands I pulled her puffy nipples to my lips and sucked them until they grew firm and responsive, Mom moaning and stroking my cock.

"Oh Jason, I've been waiting for this for so long," she gripped me tightly, dragging us up to the firm sand of the beach. I stripped away her clothes and beheld her gorgeous and busty nude body. I started to kiss down her body, but she held me back, "I need you inside me, please… oh god you gorgeous boy, fuck me!" She cried out as I slid my cock into her heavenly depths.

With Mia and Olivia, the sex had been hot and taboo, three beautiful young people enjoying and exploring one another, and realizing something new. With Mom there was nothing of exploring or testing, this was lovemaking. I felt such pure passion and devotion from her and returned in kind, that I knew this was a special bond we had. I was falling-in-love with her, more deeply than I thought possible. I had always loved, respected, and adored my beautiful stepmom, but something had blossomed between us on the island. As my cock slid in and out of her tight depths, it wasn't words we exchanged or even sounds of pleasure, it was heavy hot breaths, our lips touching, both eyes glazed, as we soaked in the sensation of being connected and complete.

“OHH…OHHH YESSSS!” Mom screamed out, her nails digging into my buttocks as she pulled me deeper into her, her spasming sex sending me to new heights of pleasure.

“Mom… I…” I panted, struggling to think clearly in the 
overwhelming passion and love. My eyes focused and I saw her face, tears of joy in her eyes as she bit her bottom lip struggling to speak.

"In… me…" she hissed as our eyes burned into each other's and I felt her ankles lock behind my back, her heels driving me into her, again and again. Her eyes rolled back as another orgasm began deep within her body, and I gripped one of her firm butt cheeks in a strong hand and wrapped my other around one large breast, the sight of her drove me past the point of control and I flooded her with my seed. Mom gasped out in intense pleasure as she felt my cum shooting off within her and her orgasm curled her toes.

We rolled on the firm sand and let the waves clean us off as we held each other for a while longer. Eventually, we made love again there on the beach. Mom riding me and showing off her stunning breasts as she bounced on my dick. I had her face down in the sand, her wide firm ass bent before me, as she grunted like a beast with every thrust, her pussy oozing our combined cum as her fists clutched at the sand.

I saw movement at the cave mouth and saw Olivia and Mia both watching as I ravaged their mom. Seeing myself reflected in their expressions of awe, desire, and worship I felt like a truly powerful and alpha male. I drew my turgid dick from Mom's gaping hole and she lifted her head groggy but grinning hungrily as she spun and sucked my cock into her mouth. Her tongue reached out around her lips, licking off her cum as she looked up at me and smiled.

"Go, Mom!" Mia cheered from the cave mouth and I felt my stepmom's mouth suck hard at my cock and the embarrassment I thought I would see on her face, was instead wicked joy as her lips pulled up in a smile. Then with a wink to me I felt her throat relax and nearly gagging, but mastering herself, she 
took my whole cock into her throat.

“Oh Fuck!” I moaned as her tonsils ticked my shaft and her milking throat drew the cum from my dick. I began cumming into her throat and Mom nearly coughed, but managed to keep swallowing, savoring the sweet pearlescent liquid.
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he rest of the day was a blur of wonderful encounters. When I left my stepmom, hunting fruits in the safe part of the jungle and singing to herself, I found Mia working on cultivating the couple vegetables we had found in a patch near our cave. I dug a deep trench for her so that it would be easily watered whenever there was rain. As I stood wiping sweat from my brow once the work was done, Mia dropped to her knees giving me one of her heavenly blowjobs. After filling her mouth with a healthy dose of protein I lay her back and feasted on her tiny blond pussy, loving her cries of pleasure that she didn't even try to hold back.

My wildest sex of the day was when I swam into the lagoon to find Olivia dragging free her fourth catch from the placid clear waters. She didn't even pause to clean the fish, nearly staking her spear and leaping on me with feral intensity. My oldest sister, so elegant and put together in the real world, was a sex maniac here on the island. Her willingness and desires knew no bounds, and even though she had never tried it, she had me work my dick into her tiny little asshole, kneeling in the shallow waters and I drew her slim hips back on my cock.

This was how Mia found us when she came to let us know the food was ready. The busty blond soon was cheering us on, 
and I pulled her close kissing her deep as I slow-fucked her sister’s ass. Olivia leaned back, her slim body arching back til her lips met mine, one hand holding my face and the other holding Mia's as she watched her younger sister kiss me. I came in her like that, filling her with my cum as she cried out in surprised joy, her orgasm shuddering through her.

We ate a big meal of pork, simple greens, coconut, and grilled white fish. As we sat around the fire enjoying the warmth and the gorgeous sunset, I felt Mom rest a head on one of my shoulders and Olivia on the other, and I thanked God for this dream he had dropped me into. The dream turned into fantasy as Mia dropped her grass skirt, her nude form dropping into my lap with a fit of giggles that morphed into kisses as she let my cock enter her narrow depths. Moms' lips were to my left and Olivia's to my right and before me, my blond sister rode my cock, her cries of pleasure free of the restraint of shame. When Mia had cum, I rolled over onto Olivia and holding her slender body close, slammed into her with great need. She came quickly, having worked herself up, and as my cock slipped free of her sensitive pussy my stepmom clamped her lips around it, hungrily sucking me and pushing me back as Mia began to kiss me and Olivia curling up under my other arm.

I looked up at the heavens and felt like the king I had become, my gorgeous queens overjoyed to find pleasure and joy in our new world. My days were bright and our food plentiful, and the occasional squall that blew in, lasts but a day at most, and those were some of the most amazing days, trapped in the cave with our large bed built and plenty of soft padding and woven blankets. Those were some of the wildest days and most magical days of my life. Our new life is difficult and has many risks, but we have made the best of it that we could. With my stepmom and stepsisters’ help, we have made a paradise out of tragedy, and I live like a king in truth.

THE END





Authors Note







Thank you for taking the time to read my story!

If you enjoyed it, please leave a review.

You can also sign up on my website
 to get access to my newsletter and find out release dates for other upcoming works. To see more stories, please check out the links below.

Best regards,

Nick Storming


www.nickstorming.org




[image: Twitter icon]







ALSO BY NICK STORMING



Series: The Fae King's Harem


Coven Master: Book One



Coven Master: Book Two


Series: Harem World


Harem World: Book One



Harem World: Book Two


Series: Mountain Man's Harem (A Western Harem Fantasy)


Mountain Man's Harem – Part One: Strikin’ It Rich



Mountain Man’s Harem – Part Two: Laying Claim



Mountain Man’s Harem – Part Three: Mountain Wolves



Mountain Man’s Harem – Part Four: Into the Valley


Series: Vox-AI: The Simulation


Vox-AI: The Simulation – Book One: A Space Harem


Series: God-Kings Harem (A Taboo Magical Harem Fantasy)


Crowning of the King



Drums of War



Assassin’s Gamble



A Noble Mount



Birth of an Empire



Enemies & Allies


Series: The Golden Age


The Golden Age: Part One



The Golden Age: Part Two



The Golden Age: Part Three


Series: Rockstar Harem (A Harem Fantasy)


Rockstar Harem: The Novel (Parts 1-7)



Rockstar Harem: Part One



Rockstar Harem: Part Two



Rockstar Harem: Part Three



Rockstar Harem: Part Four



Rockstar Harem: Part Five



Rockstar Harem: Part Six



Rockstar Harem: Part Seven


Series: MILF Apartments (A Harem Fantasy)


MILF Apartments: Book One (Parts 1-8)


Series: The Species Imperative (A Pandemic Harem Fantasy)


The Species Imperative – Part One: ManSlayer Flu



The Species Imperative – Part Two: Cult of the Old Book



The Species Imperative – Part Three: The Queendom of Gaia



The Species Imperative – Part Four: Grove of the Goddess



The Species Imperative – Part Five: The Femme Forces



The Species Imperative – Part Six: A New Dawn


Series: Mommy’s All-Star (Completed)


Mommy’s All-Star: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)



Mommy’s All-Star: Part One



Mommy’s All-Star: Part Two



Mommy’s All-Star: Part Three


Series: Magic Seed (Completed)


Magic Seed: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)



Magic Seed: Part One



Magic Seed: Part Two



Magic Seed: Part Three


Series: Taboo Foreign Exchange (Completed)


Taboo Foreign Exchange: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)



Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part One



Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part Two



Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part Three


Series: Harem on the Prairie (Completed)


Harem on the Prairie: Book One (Parts 1-4)



Harem on the Prairie: Part One - Harem on the Prairie



Harem on the Prairie: Part Two - The Broken Trail



Harem on the Prairie: Part Three - The Stormy Mountains



Harem on the Prairie: Part Four – Heavenly Homestead


Series: Mother’s Helping Hands (Completed)


Mother’s Helping Hands: The Bundle (Parts 1-4)



Mother’s Helping Hands: Part One



Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Two



Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Three



Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Four


Series: Taboo Cabin Fever (Completed)


Taboo Cabin Fever: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)



Taboo Cabin Fever: Part One



Taboo Cabin Fever: Part Two



Taboo Cabin Fever: Part Three


Series: Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage (Completed)


Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – The Bundle (Parts 1-4)



Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part One



Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Two



Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Three



Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Four


Series: Mommy’s College Prep (Completed)


Mommy’s College Prep – The Bundle (Part 1-5)



Mommy’s College Prep – Part One



Mommy’s College Prep – Part Two



Mommy’s College Prep – Part Three



Mommy’s College Prep – Part Four



Mommy’s College Prep – Part Five


Series: The Power (A Taboo Step Harem Urban Fantasy)


The Power: Book One (Vol. 1-5)



The Power: Volume One



The Power: Volume Two



The Power: Volume Three



The Power: Volume Four



The Power: Volume Five


Series: Taboo Alien Experiment


The First Subject’s – Part One


other works by Nick Storming:


Sinful Seduction – Taboo MILF Romance



MILF Mansion Inheritance – MILF Harem Fantasy



Mother-In-Law’s Ménage – Taboo, Step FFM Fantasy



Taboo Family Crusoe – Step Harem Fantasy



A Mother’s Awakening – MILF, Step Fantasy



Mourning Father – Family FFM, Step Fantasy



Taboo MILF Blackmailed! – MILF, Step Fantasy



The Man Next Door – Mom Daughter FFM, Step Fantasy



Milk Farmer: Runaway Transformation



Mother’s Motivation



Taboo MILF Collection



Taboo Daddy Collection



The Summer Intern – Daddy Dom, Step Fantasy



Comforting Daddy – Daddy, Virgin, Step Fantasy



Down on the Farm – Daddy Girl, Step Fantasy



Off to College – Daddy’s Girl, Step Fantasy



Beach Getaway – BWWM, Daddy’s Girl, Step Fantasy



Summer Fling – Sister Brother, Step Fantasy


Sign up for the newsletter

 to get updates on stories and exclusive content not available on Amazon!

cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcW8.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcW9.jpg






