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Chapter 1









T

he dense foliage of the jungle pressed in around me and I held my breath as the line of pigs came marching past. The old sow had given birth to a healthy litter of piglets, and their squealing little voices drowned out most of the jungle’s sounds.

My heartbeat slowed as I released the breath and slipped from my hiding spot. The cold mud coating my skin kept my scent from disturbing the animals, and my bare feet ghosted across the jungle floor. I kept the short spear at my side, held low but angled, so as not to trip me up as I ran, or disturb the foliage.

Over the past few weeks, I’d made a study of the jungle. Wrapping around most of the oblong island, the jungle housed a shocking number of species. I’d discovered another freshwater spring that cut a deep path through lava rock before disappearing back beneath the earth. Using a trowel made from obsidian, my mom had helped me create a stone lined basin for the spring to pool into. Only a short hike from a stand of spreading trees she’d determined it would be a better home for us than the cave if we were to survive out here for any length of time.

“We’ll be back from the shore, so we’ll need to set a watch and have a fire going incase we need to signal anyone,” I’d warned 
them.

“He’s right,” Mom said, nodding. “But I think it’s important that we all take time to relax and enjoy ourselves, if we’re able.” She smiled fondly at Mia and Oliva, “We’re going to have to rely on one another even more, with the jungle so close by, and that’s why it’s important we’re able to support one another when we need it.”

“Exercise,” Olivia said, crossing her arms beneath her small, firm breasts. “That’s the best way to combat depression, or mental fatigue. Good sleep, and a healthy diet too. But we’re going to have a hard time with the diet.”

“Soon we’ll have some greens and starches to add to our meals,” Mia said. “The crop I found and have been tending is small, but once they flower, I can take cuttings.”

“Good,” mom said with an excited nod. “Olivia will keep fishing and Jason can forage until we have some ruffage from Mia’s crops.”

“What will you be doing?” I asked her and tried to ignore my body’s response as those pale blue eyes of hers met mine and her thick lips curled back into an excited grin.

“I’m going to build us a home and could use all of your help, because it’s going to be a giant task, but it will give us something to do,” she brushed the sand before us flat and began drawing with her finger. “I have some ideas on how to construct it. We’ll start out with a platform on stilts. There’s a stand of bamboo near the hot springs and that will be perfect.”

“You saw this on that reality show, didn’t you?” Mia asked with a sly grin, “What’s it called, where they drop people into the middle of nowhere and they have to survive?”

“That doesn’t matter, Mia,” Abigail said, small spots of color 
appearing in her cheeks as she went on. “But yes, I am taking some of the lessons I learned from there.”

“Stop giving mom a hard time, Mia.” Olivia said with a frown for her sister, “I think it’s a good idea. Do you see any issues, Jason?”

“Moving our fire will be a problem, but we’ll try building one in the location. You’ll need it to soften and harden the bamboo,” I’d always secretly been a fan of the reality show, staying up late with my stepmom to binge watch old seasons online. “The hot springs nearby might be an issue if the pigs come near a lot. We’ll have to find out.”

We’d spent two days scouting and planning before mom and I started chopping down bamboo. There hadn’t been many tracks around the pools, and those we found appeared to be from large lizards and not the cloven hooved pigs. In the weeks since, when I wasn’t helping my stepmom build a shelter, Mia dig out rows for her budding crops, or swimming in the pools with Olivia, I explored the wilds of our isolated world.

The piglets scurried ahead of me, their tiny, corkscrew tails waving in the air ahead. The sow ducked, spun and huffed, and I just managed to duck into a thicket of ferns before she spotted me. Circling the area, she guarded the den and herded the hungry little babe in.

Hunkering down, I lay in the fern bank and kept my breath slow and measured. I didn’t have long to wait for the real predator to appear. Small and sleek, the cat was nearly invisible on the low tree branch. And if she hadn’t taken the same position, the last four times I’d followed the pigs back to their hidden den, I’d have never spotted her.

Too small to be a panther, but too large for anything else, I did not know what type of cat it was. All I knew is that she was the queen of this jungle.

Laying in the ferns I heard the sounds of the forest slowly return, the cacophony of bugs and birds had become the background music to my life. The cat was so still, and had picked its location so perfectly, that as the sun’s light moved across the branch, it got even more invisible behind the haze of sunlight.

Hours later, the sow crawled from her den, sniffing the air before leading the line of piglets back out to forage in the twilight hours. I watched the cat peer down after the line of piglets, her yellow eyes flashing as she tracked the fat little babies. The cat didn’t pounce though, and I suspected she was doing the same thing as me. Waiting for the little ones to plump up, before chowing down.

Instead of tracking the passel of pigs, I waited for the dark shape to slip off her branch and back into the deeper jungle. I only made it a couple hundred meters after the cat before she disappeared from sight. Her occasional paw print disappeared once again, and I glanced around myself, wondering if I’d just become the prey.

Backing down the pig’s trail, I hunted and bagged up their leavings where I found them. Dry tinder for fires wasn’t necessarily a problem, but we had two going at all times, and I was contemplating a third and would need all the fuel I could find. It wasn’t a pleasant task, but once the leather-leaf bag Mia had woven me was full, I headed back to our camp.

The warm glow of the fire sped my feet along until the trail passed through the rectangle of land Mia had cleared out for her garden. The blonde was hefting a bundle of plants up onto one shoulder as I came trotting in and flashed me a dazzling 
smile. Her teeth somehow still brilliant white and almost glowed under the moonlight.

“Mom wanted to go off looking for you.” She flashed a wink, “You know you’re not supposed to stay out past sunset.”

“Is that my curfew now?” I asked with a grin, taking the bundle from her arms and hefting it onto one shoulder.

“I wouldn’t call it a curfew. More of a consideration. You know how mom worries about you.”

“I know, but I saw the cat again, and I had to try to see if I could find her den.” I could barely contain my excitement, but Mia's lips pressed together in a frown of worry.

“You should just leave them all alone. What happens if you get attacked? You know how Olivia talks about cuts and infection.”

“I’ll be careful,” I reassured her. “But we can’t afford to be ignorant. She doesn’t seem to be a threat, and unless we threaten her food source, we should be safe. There are several passels of pigs out there, and we don’t need much, if any meat.”

“Once I get the grains, growing, we’ll have a balanced diet!” The fire drew near, and I made out the form of my stepmother, bending over the spit as she sprinkled salt on the roasting fish. Before we stepped into the circle of light, Mia turned and placed a warm hand on my chest. “Tonight, is Olivia’s, but I didn’t get my… supplement.”

“Here?” I asked in shock, glancing around.

Olivia was sitting with her back to the fire, and could spot us if she happened to look up from fixing her netting, and my mom could turn around any moment. Mia wasn’t to be dissuaded by the disapproval of her mom or sister though, and the thrill of getting caught always turned the little minx on even more.

Her large breasts pressed against my chest as she pushed me back into a deeper shadow, my back resting against the trunk of a tree as she dropped to her haunches. I heard the wet sounds of her fingers, gently toying with her clit, as my cockhead disappeared within her mouth.

Thick, pink lips pursed out, and I felt the incredible suction draw me in deep. The head of my dick nestled against her tonsils and Mia’s hummed in delight, her throat working as I bit down on my tongue to keep from crying out. She was incredible at this and knew exactly how good she was too. The corners of her lips curled up in a grin, and I felt that soft tongue of hers race back and forth on the underside of my cock.

Her knees pressed together around her hand and the humming grew garbled as a moan broke through. Then those brilliant eyes of hers flashed wide, and I nearly dropped the bundle I carried as my knees grew weak from the sheer power of her sucking. Seconds later, I watched her pupils swell as my seed flooded her mouth. Swallowing as fast as she could I was rewarded with the sight of her free hand squeezing one of those large firm breasts of hers and tugging the nipple firm. Her swirling tongue gathered up the last of my cum and she hungrily swallowed it down as I glanced up.

My stepmom still tended the fish, but when I glanced over at Olivia, her eyes were fixed on my face. A hot flush of embarrassment swept over me, and I tried to ignore the self-satisfied smirk on Mia’s lips as she flopped down beside her sister near the fire.

“Whatcha working on?”

“There you are!” my mom said, turning and helping me with the bundle. “Mia, come help your brother with this. Where have you been? I was worried sick.”

Mia ignored mom and pestered Oliva about what she was working on, while I told mom all about my afternoon. She frowned with disapproval when I mentioned trying to track the cat, but didn’t offer any arguments, blessedly.

“Thank god you’re back safe, that’s all that matters. Mia come help me with these greens. What am I supposed to do with them?”

“I made a dressing,” the blonde said, popping to her feet and going over to the cold box.

I felt more than saw mom sigh in disapproval as my stepsister flounced over and bent low. The girl made sure that her every curve swung and swayed, dragging my eyes along with them like a lodestone.





Chapter 2









A

sort of silent understanding had formed over the past few weeks. After that initial explosion of stress and need, Mom had reverted somewhat to her old, conservative ways. I found myself once again sneaking off into the jungle or hiding in the cave with one or another of them. I was loath to do anything that might upset the fragile balance we’d formed in this isolated existence and hadn’t complained.

The one thing mom had insisted to her daughters was that they each maintain a healthy supply of protein if possible. As a balance, she and the girls always made sure I got the larger portions of meat when we had it. The discussion had been short but frank. She’d instructed the girls and I, that pleasure and love was all well and good, but we had to think about our health too.

“If you waste this resource by letting if fall on the ground, or worse, take it inside you,” her pale blue eyes couldn’t meet her daughters. Mia was watching her mom with barely disguised amusement, and Olivia as if she were trying to memorize a lecture. “If one of us got pregnant and there were to be a complication… The risk is far too great.”

“I’ll take that risk,” Mia purred as she moved closer to me.

“Mia!” Abigail barked, her voice taking on a rare firmness, “This isn’t a laughing matter. Can you imagine raising a child on this island? Can you watch it starve to death? A baby?”

“She’s right, Mia,” Olivia said, shooting me a frown of apology of all things. “We don’t have the nutrients in our diet to sustain a child.”

The bubbly blonde fell silent after that and took her mother’s words to heart. Though no more was spoken between us as a group about our extracurricular activities, I knew the girls spoke amongst themselves because I’d catch Mia and Olivia falling silent when I drew near, their eyes burning and a giggle just behind their lips.

Since that discussion, I’d been careful during our lovemaking, and the girls have been too. My mom and Olivia’s shyness kept our shenanigans to either the forest or the cave, but Mia seemed to delight on being watched and seen.

As I took my seat on an overturned log we’d shaved smooth, I tried to ignore Olivia’s burning gaze as she came to sit beside me. Mom portioned out the fish onto the large waxy leaves we used as plates, while Mia stirred her dressing and tossed the greens she’d picked. Testing the greens had been a nerve-wracking process, but I’d insisted on doing it myself. All the while images played in my head of a young man who passed away in the wild of Alaska from eating poisonous herbs.

That night I’d experienced bad stomach cramps, and had the runs the next day, but Olivia said it was most likely from the change in diet. After that I didn’t have an issue and the women started adding the greens to their diet too. The citrus smell of Mia’s dressing was making my mouth water even more than the roasted fish.

Instead of growing tired of the food, we’d continuously striven 
to improve it. Mia has the idea of drying out small pools of sea water and collecting the salt. The first fish I’d eaten with seasoning on it had been a heavenly night and we’d all eaten so much we went to bed sick.

The fruits and vegetables the young blonde foraged were unfamiliar in appearance, but their flavors were similar to what we’d known on the mainland. The supply still wasn’t much, so we couldn’t afford more than a few mouthfuls of green each night, but I’d learned to savor each one.

“This smells delicious, Mia,” Mom said as she accepted the plate of salad from the girl.

“I found an olive tree on the slope,” she said with a disbelieving shrug. “A single tree in a little patch of sunlight. No idea how it got there. There aren’t too many olives, but I managed to squeeze a few drams of oil from the ones I found on the ground.”

“We need the fat,” Olivia said, digging in and moaning gently in pleasure as she stuffed the leafy greens into her mouth.

I did the same, and found the simple vinaigrette, devoid of spices and sugar, to be one of the greatest things I’d ever eaten. Moaning in pleasure I ate my salad a single leaf at a time, the same as my mom while Olivia and Mia inhaled theirs. The girls watched us finish with envious little grins as they picked at their fish.

“We should be able to move to the new hut tomorrow,” Mom said, as she gathered the leaves and wrapped them into a bundle.

“I’m going to miss this place,” Olivia said with a wistful look around our small little camp outside the cave. “That’s weird, isn’t it?”

“It isn’t weird at all,” I said, “I’m going to miss it, too. We’ve shared a lot of memories in such a short time here.”

“I won’t miss the bugs,” Mia said, frowning at the open patch of sand nearby. “Or how far we have to hike to take a bath or get water.”

“You’ll still have to do the hike,” Mom said, and Mia rolled her eyes and sighed dramatically, causing me to snort with laughter as she flopped back onto her pallet.

“I’m going to build a new fire tomorrow,” I said. “There’s too much risk carrying burning brands through the jungle. If we started a fire by accident, that could be bad.”

“Good thinking,” Mom said. “I have a pile of wood drying out that should get us through a week or so.”

“Let’s go to sleep, mom.” Mia said with a yawn. “Or else Olivia’s going to go crazy.”

“Goodnight, you two,” Mom said, bending low to plant a warm kiss on my cheek and giving me a breathtaking view of her massive breasts as they hung down within her loose shirt. “I’ll see you at dawn.”

Her whispered breath was hot in my ear and I tried not to stare after her wide hips as they swayed. As Mia crawled into the cave after mom, she shot her sister a wink and I noticed my taller sister blush and look away quickly.

“What was that about?” I asked her, but instead of answering, Olivia took my hand and drew me to my feet after her.

We made our way down to the soft sand near the shore and she drew me down beside her. My oldest sister was in a thoughtful mood as she rested her head on my chest and gazed up at the brilliant stars above.

Over the past few weeks, I’d come to know the pale brunette better than I ever had back in the world. Olivia had always been remote and aloof. Her cold beauty kept the world at arm’s distance and hid the sharp mind working behind those dark eyes. She preferred to take her time when thinking things through and not be rushed to decide one way or the other, but when she finally spoke, or decided, it was after considering the thing from every angle.

Tracing my fingers down her back, I felt my body respond as her delicate skin ran beneath them. Olivia’s body was slender, but not lean. Even with all the swimming she’d been doing lately, the supple curves of her body looked more elegant than they did athletic. Picking her head up, she rested her chin on my chest and gazed up into my eyes, and my breath caught when I saw the depth of emotion there.

“You know we’re never going to get rescued, don’t you?”

“I don’t know that,” I said with a frown.

“We have to be honest with ourselves. By now they’d stopped searching for us and we haven’t seen or heard a plane or ship in how long?”

My frown deepened, but I let her speak, curious where she was going with this.

“Mia and I’ve been talking, and it doesn’t matter what mom thinks. Jace, all I’ve ever wanted is to be a mother-.”

“Liv, Jesus!”

“Hear me out!” She said, hushing me with a hand on my lips and her tight body pressing against me. “I know the risks and accept them fully, but I can’t live like this forever. Stealing a bit of happiness with you here and there… Feeling like every time I do, I’m stealing something from Mia or mom… You know 
how much mom loves you, Jason. If you talk to her about it, she’ll come around.”

“I don’t know Liv… I couldn’t live with myself if anything happened to you.”

“Just think about it,” she breathed, her lips finding the sensitive spots of my neck as she planted ardent kisses down it, her nimble fingers working my manhood free as she did. “Because I’ve been dreaming about how you felt shooting off inside me, baby brother… Mhmm you’re so hard!”

“You’re gorgeous,” I breathed as my oldest sister sat back and swept her long dark hair back over one shoulder.

The moonlight glinted off her smooth skin as she whipped the shirt over her shoulders. The tiny bikini she wore beneath was tied in the back and along her hips. Sitting up, she gave my cock a quicky stroke with her fingers before reaching up and unlacing the bikini top. I took in her pale breasts that stood out in stark relief against the sharp tan lines, and Olivia giggled in delight when I pulled her forward and latched my lips on one nipple.

The pale flesh firmed beneath my tongue as I licked and sucked it hard. Hooking her bottoms aside, Olivia sank onto my hardness and sighed out in pleasure as she felt it filling her. My sister’s pussy was so wet she took all of my dick in one fell swoop, her back arching and breath freezing as I bottomed out in her.

With the waves lapping at the shore, and the soft sand shifting beneath us, Olivia rode me with deliberate slowness. The woman was intent on drawing out our pleasure as long as possible and torturing me. Pressing me back onto the sand with hands on my chest, her firm little breasts pushed together, jiggling with every strike of crotch to crotch.

Olivia’s elongated torso stretched back, her belly button long and narrow and waist impossibly slender as her first orgasm struck. Nails digging into my chest. She gasped in pleasure and her head fell forward, eyes filled with passion as her hips rolled in small circles.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned as my sister did the little trick with her inner muscles and had me on the verge of cumming. “I’m…”

“Cum for me,” Olivia purred, throwing her leg off me and grabbing the base of my cock.

The frustration of having her tight pussy disappear from my dick faded as she took me into her hot mouth. Tongue licking her own juices off the shaft of my cock, Olivia sucked hard, and her eyes widened in triumph as I shot thick ropes of cum into her mouth. Swallowing every drop, she licked and sucked my dick clean.

Pulling her into my arms, we made out there in the sand for long minutes and ran down to the water when it started to chafe. As the moon illuminated the black waves, and a light breeze set a swaying to the jungle above, I bent Oliva over in the shallows and pressed my dick into her tightest hole.

“I… love… this…!”

Her grunts of pleasure punctuated every thrust, and the sloshing waters around our thighs. Reaching around to run a gentle finger over her hard little clit, Olivia slammed her ass back into me harder and harder, her desire growing desperate until we both exploded in a tremendous orgasm together.





Chapter 3









I

was tired by the time we crawled into the cave and took out places in our sandy bed. Olivia was asleep in moments, her gentle sighs joining that of Mia, but I felt another form shift around at my side and rest a warm arm across my abdomen.

There was almost no light in the dark cavern, but in the dimness, I could just make out the reflection off my mom’s open eyes. I lay there silent and still as her fingers traced small patterns on my stomach.

Not five minutes before I’d fucked Olivia for the last time, with my stepsister standing just outside the cavern and gripping the rocks as I took her from the front, one leg thrown over my shoulder. She’d stifled her moans of pleasure. But the sound of our sexes working together must have been obvious to my stepmom.

My breath caught when her fingers delicately danced down and slipped into the waistband of my loose shorts. Before I could utter a sound, her eyes drew near and warned me to silence. The intensity of her desire didn’t surprise me, but she hadn’t done something like this since we’d first made landfall.

My mom’s eyes glanced over to my sleeping sisters and wished 
more than anything I could make out her expression in the dark. Instead, I slipped my hand down her back and cupped her firm ass. Mom rolled her hips up, and I heard her breath catch as my fingers came in contact with her wet lips.

In silence we touched one another, her fingers gliding up and down the length of my cock as mine made small circles around her hard clit, and dipped in to rub her g-spot. I felt mom give a subtle shudder against me a few minutes later, her wetness coating my fingers, as her body shook. Those brilliant blue eyes of her’s met mine, and I saw the love and passion filling them as she bent low, and then I stifled a gasp of pleasure as she sucked the head of my dick into her fiery mouth.

Mom was lost in her task, but I felt Mia shift beside me, her eyes blinking away and a grin flashing on her lips as she watched the dark head bobbing above my crotch. My sister reached down and pushed on mom’s head, driving her deeper onto my dick and drawing a whimper of pleasure from the older woman’s mouth.

My gasp of pleasure was cut short by Mia’s lips as they pressed to mine, and my hips shook as my mom sucked hard on the head of my dick. Taking long seconds to lick, kiss and suck my cock clean, Mia was already curled back into her place by the time mom pressed her body back against mine.


“To remember our first night by,”
 she breathed in my ear.

“How could I ever forget it?”


“You’re sweet Jason, but I know I can’t compete with Mia and Olivia…”
 her words cut to my core, but she pressed her lips to mine, silencing my words as I tried to cut her off. “I can’t decide who’s the more beautiful couple out of your three.”


“I love you.”

Her words cut off, and I felt the emotion shake her, and we clung to one another as the night wore on and soon, I felt her breathing slow and deepen. Blessing everything that would listen, I went over my mental checklist, as I did every night. Making sure that we wouldn’t drown from high tide, or suffocate from smoke filling the cave, or any number of worries that kept me up late.

Eventually I nodded off, with Mia pressed to one side and Abigail on the other. Mia’s gentle snores filled my dreams with joyous sounds, and I woke with a smile on my face as the first light of dawn kissed the horizon.

Mia grumbled when I climbed free of the bed and rolled into Olivia. The sisters huddled under the make-shift blankets and burrowed down so the morning light wouldn’t shine in their face until later in the morning.

Crawling free of the cave, I found my stepmom down on the beach. Abigail had always been distractingly gorgeous, but since arriving on the island she’d flowered into something breathtaking.

The softness around her waist, thighs and upper arms was gone. Her pale skin had taken on a light golden tan, and somehow her massive breasts seemed to have gotten larger and heavier over the past couple weeks. My mom had always been active, playing tennis on the weekends with her girlfriends, and we’d often go on hikes together, but she’d never been into yoga until coming to the island.

Since the conversation about how we were going to survive long term on the island, mom had taken things to heart. Every morning she woke and did an hour of yoga as the sun rose, then went for a brisk jog around the island. I’d join her most days, but the woman was relentless and would often carry on with her run long after I’d stopped.

“Today’s a special day,” mom said, standing and stretching as I approached the shore. “Are you ready for it?”

“For moving to the camp? It should be pretty simple, other than starting a fire, but I’m confident about that.”

“No silly,” mom said swatting my arm, “I mean for your special day…” she stared at me and laughed when I clearly did not know what she was talking about. “It’s the 17th
 Jason, did you forget already?”

“I have no idea what day of the week it is, or what month… wait, the 17th
?”

“Happy birthday, my love,” She threw her arms around my neck and pulled me into a kiss that woke every nerve ending in my body up. Before I could get carried away, my hands already filled with her firm ass, she peeled herself out of my grasp. “Let me finish up and then we can go for our run.”

Throwing me a lascivious wink, mom bent forward at the waist into her stretch. Her eyes cut over to me and I saw her cheeks heat when she noticed my eyes drinking in the curves of her body, but didn’t warn me back to stretching like she normally might. After a second of staring, I joined her and welcomed the burn in my muscles.

One thing I will give the exercise is it’s made my body more limber and stronger than I’ve ever been before. Strange to think that stretching would build muscle but added with my other duties it’s put definition and even bulk on my arms and shoulders.

I had a nice sweat worked up when my stepmom stepped down to the firm sad at the shoreline and motioned for me to follow her. Sighing, I trudged off. I’d become a decent runner over the last couple weeks but still didn’t love the sport. The 
only thing that kept dragging me back were the twin globes bouncing before me as we took off around the island.

Normally we’d slip into the jungle for twenty minutes or so, before heading out on the run. The mid-workout exercise seemed to enervate Abigail but often slapped my legs of their remaining straight, the reason I opted out of some runs or failed early. This morning I felt good and strong, but just as I was getting into the run, enjoying the sun rising off in the east, my mom turned up the shore and led me into the jungle.





Chapter 4









I

rarely came into this area, with its large patches of open ferns and grasses. There wasn’t any water, other than rainfall, so there were few animals, but I knew mom and the girls came here often for the colorful flowers that had begun to bloom.

I followed her slender legs as they skipped across small pools of lava rock and turned a bend in the trail and stepped out into a paradise. There was such a riot of colors that I couldn’t name them all. Flowers sprung up from large patches of ground between narrow pools of water. Vines hung down from the trees above, their delicate fronds tipped in orange blossoms that looked like giant poppies.

It took a few seconds to notice that a small area in the center of the clearing had been pushed flat and a woven blanket of ferns laid down. I glanced over at my mom and saw that small, secretive smile on her lips that she only gave to me and let her draw me forward.

“You’ve given us fire… food… water… shelter… Everything I could ever want for and more.” Drawing in a shaky breath, she pulled the loose shirt over her head and with a shake of her hips dropped her bottoms around her ankles. “I have nothing else to offer you but myself… But you can take all of me, 
baby… please, I need you so bad.”

The sunlight fell on her bare shoulders, outlining her thick hair and highlighting her goddess-like curves. My eyes fell to her massive breasts as they hung down her torso and she smiled a sly little grin and cupped each, pressing them together as she sank to her knees before me.

“Do you want mommy to suck this beautiful cock of yours?” She purred, her fingers gliding over my shorts and peeling them down my hips. The awed little sigh that escaped her as my hard cock bobbed into view, never failed to send a thrill of pleasure down my spine. “Or do you want to fuck mommy’s big boobs?”

“Yes,” I croaked, and her grin curled up as she bent forward and ran her soft tongue all around my glands, coating it in her spit.

“Come on baby, come to mommy,” she sighed, pulling me down atop her. The ferns were bunched up behind her back, propping her up, and as she gathered each massive breast in her hands, I placed my thick cock between them.

The feeling of the firm flesh wrapping my throbbing member was enough to cause my hands to tremble, but the sight of my gorgeous mom’s face hovering before the thrusting tip of my dick was ever better. Reaching down, I ran my hands over her breasts, pressing them firmly until she wiggled in place and pulling on the nipples.

Mom always liked it when I took charge of her body like this, and from the scent of her sex filling the air, now was no exception. Those brilliant eyes of hers gazed up at me with a lust that looked so wrong on my innocent mother’s face, and her tongue reached out to swirl around the head of my cock as it poked through her tits.

“Fuck… that’s so hot,” I breathed, and she smiled.

Reaching up, I pulled her head forward and mom made a tight ring of her lips, the puffy ‘O’ worked the tip of my cock as her breasts shook and smashed up around her face. Mom’s desperate whimpers of pleasure were even louder than my grunts, and I didn’t bother warning her as my balls throbbed and my release grew imminent.

Pulling back, the tip of my dick left her mouth and her tongue reached out, seeking to caress the tip, and then I pushed forward as I shot off. Her tongue was like a perfect little ramp for my cock to lie upon, her mouth gathering up every drop of cum as it shot out.

“Hmmmhmm,” Mom purred, her tongue reaching out to lick her lips clean as she hungrily swallowed my seed.

The sight was so unbelievably taboo and wicked, even after all these weeks, that I couldn’t wait to consume her body. Taking her at her word, I eschewed testing if her pussy was ready and rolling her hips to the side, sinking into her with a sigh of pleasure.

“Fuck, baby… ohhh, fuck mommy! Fuck me, baby… oh Jason, honey you fuck me sooo good!”

Her firm ass rolled before me as I took her hard and fast. Those glorious breasts of her swayed and shook before me, their motion hypnotic as I felt my orgasm approaching. My rhythm began to falter and my mom’s nails dug into my ass, hauling me forward into her again and again.

“In me,” she panted, her eyes pleading with me desperately, “Fill me baby, oh god mommy needs to feel that hot cummmm ohhhhhhh yessss!”

Her hot words triggered my orgasm, and I flooded her sex 
with cum. Nothing felt sweeter than my mother’s soft pussy milking the cum from my cock, and the world faded into white bliss as she pulled me into her warm arms.

I came back to reality with the soft pillow of her bosom beneath my face and her gentle fingers stroking my hair back. When my eyes cracked open, the sun disappeared behind the curtain of her hair and her thick lips met mine. When she pulled back, a ripe berry was pressed to my lips, followed by another kiss.

When I tried to sit up, she pressed me back and continued to feed me the berries. Laying back, I felt like a sultan of old, reclined on a divan while his wife fed him grapes. Only instead of grapes, I had tart red berries, and instead of fans to cool me, I had my mother’s massive breasts to cushion my face.

“The risk of what we did-.”

Her fingers pressed to my lips and her hot breath tickled my ear as she whispered in my ear.


“Today’s a safe day but… Honey, it wouldn’t matter anyway, I love you so much. Oh god I want every inch of you Jace,”
 Her hot lips met mine, and it was no longer a chaste kiss, the heat was back in her and with desperate hands she pressed me back and slipped my cock inside her.

I was treated to the awesome sight of my mom’s massive breasts swaying above me as she took her pleasure from my cock. The large, pale nipples hardened, and spots of white appeared in her red cheeks, as a shivering orgasm swept through her body. Eyelids fluttering and arms trembling, she never ceased grinding her tightness along my length. As the second powerful orgasm passed through her, I reached down and gripped her firm ass and pulled her close as I sat up.

Mom threw her arms around my neck, her hot lips finding 
mine, and a cry of ecstasy rose into the air as I felt myself bottom out in her pussy. Gripping her ass, my mom hunched her hips forward, grinding her clit along my cock. Breaking our kiss, her brilliant blue eyes flashed to the side, and I followed her gaze.

Mom’s sex gripped me tighter than ever as she saw Mia, braced against a tree, one hand between her thighs and the other gripping a large breast. My sister was watching our passionate lovemaking and hadn’t bothered hiding her obvious regard. Mom’s shocked gasp grew as the orgasm rushed through her and her arms pulled me in tight.

As my orgasm rushed through me, mom’s cervix pressed right against the tip of my dick and I flooded her womb with cum. Her legs wrapped around my hips and back, her arms around my neck, and I was swallowed by the soft warmth of her breasts. As mom turned a shaky head back to me, instead of the shame or fear I worried I’d find, I saw an unending pool of love.

Without saying another word, her lips met mine once again, and she flexed the muscles within her pussy. I groaned in pleasure and heard Mia’s delighted laugh and then a grunt as her ass hit the ground. The bubbly blonde faded from my mind as I lost myself in the feel of my stepmom’s incredible body. Rolling her onto her back, I let my hands and lips wander it.

When I came back up, mom had passed into a white world of bliss this time. When I glanced over, I spotted Mia slipping away into the jungle in the direction of her crops and grabbed a coconut half of water for me and mom to quench our thirst.

“People pay thousands and thousands of dollars to have an experience like that,” she purred, her head resting against my thigh as I stoked back her hair. Sometimes I wonder if god put us here on purpose.”

“You’ve said that before,” I reminded her.

“And what about you, Mister? Do you think we’ll ever get rescued?”

“I hope not,” I said with a grin, as I cupped one of her massive breasts and bent down to plant a soft kiss on the nipple.

“Mhmmm, me too,” my mom breathed in me ear.
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n hour later, after bathing in the ocean again and a brief nap beneath the sun, I trekked back through the dense jungle. I’d left mom humming happily to herself as she cleaned up the clearing, she’d made me promise to give the girls a few hours to prepare my present and get the new hut all situated.

I figured this was the perfect opportunity to set up the bonfire I’d been planning, so I started climbing the treacherous trail to its peak with a heavy load of dried pig droppings on my back. The stench wasn’t as bad as I thought, but as I sweat, the stench increased, and my back was smeared with the foul stuff.

The sun was high overhead by the time I reached the small shelf near the peak where I planned to build the fire. Dumping the dung, I wiped sweat from my brow and got to work. It took a good hour to build a large enough fire and make sure it wouldn’t blow embers all over the island when lit.

It took another hour in the constant wind to get enough sparks to catch on the coconut hairs to start a flame. Feeding it carefully, I blew under the little guy, feeding him oxygen and then a hacking cough as black smoke billowed from the dung.

Climbing down quickly, I was impressed with the small fire’s cherry blaze, but more so with the thick column of smoke that rose from it. The dung must not have dried completely, because the air reeked with its sickly sweet smell, and the smoke was dense and black.

Happy with my test, I climbed back down the mountain and paused at a small fall to wash off. I’d just finished scrubbing my back when I noted a patch of mud that had a splash of red blood on it. Curious, I moved over and spotted another drop a few feet away. Following the trail on silent feet, I came around the thick tree trunk and found the kill.

A large lizard had been eviscerated and picked over. Only scraps of bone and leathery skin remained, but found another blood trail leading up the mountain’s slope and a single paw print. Recognizing the cat from before, I figured her den must be somewhere on the slope.

“Stay safe, sister,” I said, before turning and heading back to the shoreline.

Passing through the cave, I was pleased to see the girls had already packed everything to the new hut. Swimming into the hidden pool, I was struck once again by the frozen beauty of the place. Preserved for centuries, if not millennia before our arrival, it felt almost like I was peering back through time to a more primordial era.

Olivia wasn’t near the fish pens, or out near the reef, but back near the craggy wall. The tall brunette was playing with the pile of red gemstones we’d dug up and flashed me a grin when I came walking up out of the shallows.

“Caught me red-handed,” she said, dropping a handful of stones.

“What are you doing?”

“Look.”

As I approached and got an angle on what she’d been working on, I blinked in surprise. The shiny gemstones had been pressed into the soft sand and arrayed in a giant heart. Sand poked through between most, but there were so many of the things it looked like a heart-shaped pool of rubies.

“I planned to have Mia lead you in here,” Olivia said, standing and turning into me, her long fingers gliding down the defined lines of my shoulders and arms. “But this works out even better… Jesus, Jason, you’ve gotten so fucking good looking since we came here. How is that possible?”

“You have too,” I purred into my sister’s ear as I pulled her close.

Before I could get my arms around her, Olivia danced out of my grasp and grabbed my hand.

“None of that yet, we have a surprise for you,” she flashed me one of her rare smiles as she led me over to the back of the hidden grotto. Pushing sand aside, she pulled out a coconut, and I caught a whiff of the heady aroma coming from within it.

“Whew! Is that paint thinner? Jesus, Liv,” I laughed, and my sister’s grin widened.

“We’ve been experimenting with fermentation,” Turning, I found Mia climbing out of the water, her long blonde hair handing down her back and dripping water onto the sand behind her. “What do you think?”

Unable to pull my eyes from the tight red bikini she was wearing, I tilted the coconut up and took an experimental sip. Coughing lightly after, I breathed the fumes out and felt my head swooning already.

“That’s strong,” I said, taking another sip. “Good.”

“You just sit there and enjoy,” Olivia said, “while we finish up.”

“I want a taste,” Mia said, as she tilted the coconut in my hands and took a long pull. My little sister gave a shuddering sigh of bliss and her eyelids fluttered as if she were in the throes of passion as the alcohol passed her lips. “Strong is right.”

I held out the coconut for Olivia and after a few seconds’ pause she took a delicate sip.

“Is that how you pre-game?” Mia asked with a teasing laugh and Olivia shot her a glance then tilted the coconut further, taking a huge gulp.

Coughing, she handed it back to me, but Mia snatched it and stole another sip with a giggle.

“What am I supposed to do?” I asked, and Mia pointed to where the sand had been built up against the sandstone wall, into something like a throne.

“Relax, big brother, you’ve been working non-stop since we arrived. Now it’s time for you to take a break.” She shot her older sister a sly smirk and continued, “This was Liv’s idea, so don’t think I pressured her into it.”

Olivia blushed but didn’t argue, and I was doubly intrigued. The seat I was on was short, but gave me a great view of the entire grotto, and especially the gemstone heart Olivia had laid out. The two conferred for a second in hushed whispers, then Mia scurried off to a crack in the sandstone wall and pulled down a pair of grass skirts and clanking coconut halves.

“Are you serious?” I asked, my excitement growing as my youngest sister came running back.

“You were so excited to watch the hula girls dancing,” Olivia said, her pale cheeks turning an even deeper shade of red as Mia handed her a skirt and top. “I figured we’d give you as 
authentic an experience as we can.”

“I hope it’s not perfectly authentic,” Mia said, her waggling eyebrows causing Olivia to duck her head.

As they changed into the long grass skirts and twined coconut bras, neither bothered hiding their nakedness from me. In fact, both took delight in my eyes tracing the lines of their bodies. Mia had tan lines, but Liv swam in the nude most days and her body was a flawless, unbroken bronze, except for the paler flesh of her areola.

Once the costumes were in place, they stood before me, Olivia’s breasts filling the coconuts perfectly, with just a small amount squeezing out the sides, but Mia’s large firm tits look ridiculous beneath the coconuts.

“I only watched one YouTube video so you have to forgive me if we suck,” Mia said, causing Olivia to shoot her sister a frown of annoyance as she began clapping.
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s the gentle beat began, both of my stepsisters began swaying their hips, the long grasses rustling and adding to the music. The gentle sway of their hips picked up and as their speed increased, they began giving hitches at the end of each motion. The hitch did delicious things to each woman’s bodies, and the hypnotic motions soon had the world fading from my vision.

Hands raised above their heads, fingers twisting in odd patterns, each girl spun independently of one another, their smokey eyes setting my already quickening heart to racing.

Mia moved slowly, her hips never ceasing their rapid shake, but her hands caressing her body as they came back down. As the teen cupped and pressed her big firm tits together, my cock pressed uncomfortably against my shorts.

Liv twisted and swayed like the dancer she was. Her slender body was a work of art, and every movement highlighted its graceful curves. Turning away from me, I was teased with my older sister’s firm little ass as it poked through the long grasses of her skirt. Flashing Mia a grin, Olivia backed up to where I saw and twisted around, her body swaying above me.

“For her efforts,” Mia said, flashing me a wink and pressing a 
stack of cut fronds into my hand and planting a hot kiss on my lips before slipping away.

Glancing down in confusion, I saw large “1’s” scribed on the little rectangles and realization struck. I swallowed as Olivia’s hips shook closer and her long fingers pressed my shoulders back.

“Happy birthday, little brother,” she purred in my ear and dragging her thigh down mine, treated me to the sight of the long limb and the treasure beneath.

Slipping one of the fake-dollars into her waistline, Olivia flashed me a grin and began swaying and pressing herself against me. Without music, the striptease wasn’t the same as it might have been, but Olivia made sure I never wanted for the lack.

The woman’s hands were all over my body, touching and teasing, and somehow, she slipped my shorts down to the sand below and flick them away with her toes. Taking my hands, she guided them along her skin, under the cups of her top and down beneath her skirt. I slipped her fake dollars but never stole more than a touch. Every second drove me wild with desire until I was ready to explode when she twisted out of my arms.

Mia wasn’t there right away. My younger sister took her time, peeling the coconuts free and dropping them to the ground and watching as the angry red of my erection calmed down. With a wicked gleam in her eyes, the gorgeous blonde swayed her way between my thighs and drained my stack of fake money.

The little tags of frond stuck out of the blondes’ hips and fans of them waved from where the coconut halves pressed into her large breasts. The silliness of the situation never trumped the 
hotness, and Mia made sure my attention never wandered far from her delightful curves.

When my cock was throbbing again, the pair dropped their tops and fell to their knees before me. Shifting in the seat, my eyes widened as they flashed each other eager smiles. Rubbing their breasts along my thighs, and rubbing their pussies on my shins, I watched in awe as they ran a pink tongue up either side of my dick.

I couldn’t find words to describe how hot it was, but from the knowing grins curling their lips, they could tell. Mia’s thick lips pressed around the head and Olivia dropped down, her long tongue curling around my balls, causing my toes to curl.

The feeling was intense as they both worked me, but nothing compared to when Mia slid up my dick and twisted her head to the side, Olivia kissing and licking her way up the shaft. As the two pressed their lips together, their eyes flickered up at me and I watched the taboo sight with a shudder of bliss.

Trading places, I was given the sweet torture of Olivia’s gentle, teasing blowjob, while Mia slathered and sucked on my balls. As my orgasm grew close, I tightened the muscle inside, staving off my release to savor this wicked pleasure as long as possible.

“Cum for us,” Mia purred, her fingers interlocking with Olivia’s as they stroked my cock.

“Nghnn!” Olivia’s eyes implored me as the tip of her tongue flicked over the tip of my dick and Mia bent to join her.

“Cumming,” I breathed, body tense with strain as the cum exploded from me.

I nearly missed the incredible sight of my cum arching across their upturned faces, and outstretched tongues, as my head fell 
back. Snapping it back up, I gasped as first Olivia, then Mia sucked hard on the head, licking up every last drop.

The sandstone throne I’d been sitting in, the first real chair I’d used in years, it felt like, was crumpled beneath me. My sadness was fleeting as the girls pulled back to the heart of gemstones.

The afternoon light hit the bed of round stones, and the red glitter illuminated the pair as they slipped grass skirts off naked hips. Mia lay on her back, beckoning me forward, as she pulled Olivia above her. The girls’ legs pulled forward, sexes pressing together, and I heard the gems clinking beneath them as they shifted into place.

“Jesus christ,” I breathed.

Stepping into the shallow pool, I was reminded of ball pits when I was a kid. Only these weren’t soft rubber balls but round stones. Mia reached up and pulled an armload of gems against her and Olivia’s sides, the red glow illuminating their faces as they stared wonderingly.

When I shifted behind them, Mia wiggled her hips, and I pressed the head of my cock against her tight lips. The feeling of my little sister’s sex sucking my cock in was nearly as hot as the sight of Mia and Olivia pressed together.

I took the girls in alternating strokes. Pulling out of one and driving into the other, keeping their levels of pleasure on the same plane. My own orgasm took a while to hit, but the girls reached their peaks several times on the way. Their hair sweat slick and fingers trembling as they clung to one another, whispering the most wicked things as my dick exploded all over their asses.

Collapsing back onto the sand, the girls crawled through the gemstones, now mostly buried in sand, and cuddled up close. 
We lay there under the reflected glow of the sunlight and let sleep drag us down into a restful nap.

An hour later I was startled awake as the earth bucked and leap beneath me like a bronco. It only took a second for the disorientation of sleep to disappear, and I reached and grabbed Mia and Olivia in each arm.

“What’s happening!” Mia’s scream of terror bounced off the grotto’s walls and almost deafened my ear.

Liv said nothing, but her fingers clung so hard I knew I’d have marks where she held me. The rumbling earth went on for longer than I thought it should, then cut off as abruptly as it had begun. The world suddenly silent.

“Jason! Mia! Liv! Jason!!!!!”

Mom’s voice was faint as it reached us through the crack in the grottos wall. I took stock of the sandstone surrounding us and saw small cracks in it, but nothing that looked too dangerous, I still felt unsafe beneath the thousands of pounds of stone and knew we had to get out of there.

“We’re in here!” Mia called out as her sister and I began grabbing up our clothes.

“Thank god you’re safe, the mountain is smoking!”

The girls and I shot frightened glances at one another, then hurriedly dove through the pool and swam into the cave. Mom met us as we came scrambling through. Mia still hadn’t pulled on her shirt and had grabbed the grass skirt on her way out.

“Look!” I could tell mom wanted to say something to the girls or me, but her excitement was too much as she pulled us along the beach until we got a view up the mountain’s slope. All I saw was a thin trail of light gray smoke from around the location I’d set the fire.

“I don’t think that’s the volcano opening up,” I said, and explained what I’d done.

“Can you be sure?” Mia asked, clutching her red bikini to her large pale breasts.

“I’ll go check,” I said, but mom clutched at my arm.

“Don’t go yet, there could still be aftershocks, or who knows what.”

“I’ll be fast,” I assured her. “I don’t want to sleep in the jungle tonight if we don’t know what’s going on with the volcano. End up swallowed by a river of lava.”

“Doesn’t lava flow at like an inch a day?” Olivia asked with a hint of a smile playing about her lips.

“Are you going to sleep easy knowing it might be about to set the jungle ablaze?” I asked.

“I wasn’t planning on sleeping tonight,” Olivia said, the grin openly playing across her lips.

“Don’t ruin the surprise!” Mia said, shooting at look at her sister.

“What’s this?” I asked with a cocked eyebrow.

“Nothing,” mom said, shooting Olivia and Mia warning looks. “You go check on the mountain and we’ll make sure everything's safe at the new camp. Hurry back though, I don’t want you out after dark.”

“Yes, mom,” I said with a grin as I turned into the jungle.

Before I could go a foot, mom threw her arms around my shoulders and pressed her lips to mine. I was shocked as a sob of relief escaped her and she clung to me all the more tightly.

“I was so worried I’d lost you. I don’t think I’d survive without you, Jace.”

“It’s ok, mom,” I whispered, holding her tight. “I’m ok. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

Sniffing, she let me pry her arms off me and the girls took her. There was a sinking pit in my stomach as I set out through the jungle, and an added urgency to steps. The jungles noises were muted as I raced along the path. The usual cacophony drowned out my own thoughts at times, but now the birds were quiet and even the bugs seemed to buzz less.
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found the trail up the mountain had a few rocks tumbled onto it, but nothing else seemed amiss. I got to the peak twenty minutes later, coated in a sheen of sweat, and found my suspicions had been true. The faint trail of smoke rose from the piled-up dung that still burned and smoked hours later.

Throwing a few more handfuls of dung onto the pile, I fell back as another thick cloud of black smoke rose into the air. I couldn’t say why I threw the dung on it, other than the sight of the line of smoke rising into the air was uplifting somehow.

Feeling like a fool, I made my way back down, wondering how many more days I’d have to follow the pigs around, collecting their shit to make up for what I’d just wasted. I was in the midst of kicking myself mentally when a sharp cry drew me out of my thoughts.

Looking around, I found myself near the same tree I’d lost the cat the day before. There was an awful stench filling the air, but I couldn’t pinpoint what it was.

“Merow!”

The sounds were pain, fear and loss all wrapped up into one and made the hairs stand on the back of my neck and arms. Stepping around the bole of the tree, I was greeted with an 
angry hiss, but it took a second to spot the large shadow pressed up against the trunk.

The cat was mere feet away from me, and I jumped back and stumbled on a root. Falling on my ass, the black shape rushed past me, and I got a face full of the awful reek.

That was my first time smelling a wild animal in fear induced panic and it nearly triggered the same in me.

“Eeep… Eeep!”

Only the faint sound of a kitten’s cry for help stopped me from racing off through the jungle, thinking the cat was right on my heels, about to pounce. The cat gave out a throaty noise of corresponding pain from somewhere in the jungle, and the kittens let out another chorus of squeaks.

It only took a second to find the oblong volcanic boulder that had rolled down the slope. It lay stuck between two roots, the wood and vegetation nestled around it had been torn up by claws, and I could even see small splatters of blood around where the cat had tried to dig the boulder free.

The volcanic rock tore up my fingers and forearms as I wiggled my hands beneath it, but I managed to pry one edge up by bracing myself against the trunk and heaving. The rock lifted before my face and I got a quick view through the narrow opening of a den, into the small cave in the roots, before two terrified balls of black fur and claws latched onto me.

“What the fuck!”

My first instinct was to fling the little monsters free, but some six-sense warned me of the large black cat hovering nearby and I kept my hands still and buried my face between my shoulders. That probably saved me from a face full of scratches, but I still took a good deal to my scalp, neck and 
shoulders.

“Merow!”

“Eep!”

The kittens raced away from me and into the jungle. The last thing I spotted of them was the cat’s black eyes regarding me with an unreadable expression, before leading her young off into the jungle.

Picking myself up in the growing darkness, I pressed my shirt to the cuts on the back of my neck and scalp as I hurried back to our new camp. The jungle was dark by the time I spotted the fire in the distance and heard mom and the girls’ worried voices.

When I stepped into the light and saw what they’d done to the small clearing, my breath caught. The small fire I’d started that afternoon had been built up into a large bonfire. There was a feast of grilled meats, cut vegetables and piled greens waiting along with a large pile of coconuts that I could only assume were filled with alcohol.

It took a moment for them to notice me and gave me a chance to take in their appearance. The girls wore a version of their grass skirts from earlier, only shorter, and mom wore one too. Their tops were tiny triangles of cut up material held together by thin threads and their busts, especially Mia’s and moms looked ready to burst free.

“You had us so worried,” Mom came rushing over and when her eyes saw the blood sheeting down my face and arms, she let out a cry of fear. “Oh my god, what happened! Olivia bring a clean rag and one of the coconuts, I need to clean this out.”

“It was the cats,” I said, letting her and Mia help me to sit down on a log as they peeled away my ruined shirt.

“You silly boy,” Mom said, gripping me tight against her and only releasing me when I gave a flinch of pain. “You brave, stupid, beautiful boy. What happened?”

I told them the story as the three of them administered to my injuries. One or two looked like they might need stitches, but all we could do was bind them with the cleanest shirt we had and douse the cloth with alcohol. The sting kept me from getting comfortable as I looked around at the feast laid out.

“You didn’t have to go to so much trouble,” I said, feeling bad about ruining the night.

“Don’t be silly,” Mia said, “It was fun. Mom was saying we should make this a monthly thing, and I agree.”

“Maybe not that often,” mom said, her pale cheeks heating as she glanced down at her ridiculous top. “But a little party now and then can’t hurt.”

“We can still give you your present,” Olivia said, moving around in front of me on her knees and lifting a coconut half filled with milky liquid.

“What do you have planned?” I asked with a nervous but excited look around the three.

They shared looks that only added fuel to my burning curiosity. Mia looked excited, bouncing on her heels and doing wonderful things to her young, firm breasts. Olivia looked eager but a touch nervous as she shot glances between her over-eager sister and shy mom.

My stepmom’s cheeks were flush and small pale spots appeared as the girls looked to her, but she sat up straight, shaking her thick dark hair back and let me take in her incredible curves trapped within the confines of her tiny top.

“A few weeks ago I let the alcohol get to my head and we… 
did some things I never thought we would… Since then,” she shot a small smile at Mia and went on, “I’ve been speaking with the girls and have come to realize my… shamelessness is… shared.”

“What she’s trying to say, little brother,” Olivia said, her eyes burning with an inner fire I recognized within the grotto. “Is whether we’re here or back home, all we want… what’s that sound?”

Liv picked her head up with a cocked brow. But I was hearing it too. A rhythmic thumping was coming from up high and in the volcano's direction. We all glanced from one to another with frowns of confusion and realizations struck all of us at the same instant.

“Helicopter!”

We all shouted it at once and there was a frozen second where I saw disappointment flash across my mom’s face and the same sweep over the girls. Then they glanced at my wounds and the elations rushed back in and all became bedlam.

I could still run and found myself alongside Liv as we raced through the jungle in the night. The old camp was barren but the small fire still smoldered, banked so we could keep it alive for just this reason. Stirring it alive, I took care in selecting a torch from the pile I’d made.

“Hurry up, they’re going to fly away!” Liv’s manic energy tried to infect me, but I kept my hands steady as I wrapped the cloth tight around the large torch and lit it.

Holding it aloft, I struck out with a smooth step, feet sliding through the sand as Olivia danced around me trying to shield the fluttering flame from the wind rushing in from across the sea. In the end we stood side to side, walking backwards until we got to the small bonfire.

“Get the tinder pulled out!” I shouted.

Over the wind I couldn’t make out the sound of the helicopter and part of me was calculating how long it would take to collect enough dry wood and dung from the island to build another, as the first flames took hold.

If we’d been forced to build the fire on the sand, with the night’s wind whipping around us, it would have taken hours, if we’d been successful at all. Within minutes, a roaring blaze rose higher than our heads.

“Are they gone?!” Mom and Mia came running out of the jungle, the pair having thrown large, loose shorts over themselves after banking the fire at our camp.

The pair held out merger possessions in their hands, and when their faces saw mine, I saw the hope drain from them.

“Well, at least we can still-.”

“Look, there!”

Olivia was jumping and pointing. In the distance, just rising over the dark bulk of the mountain was a green and red light, along with the steady ‘thump, thump, - thump, thump ’
 of the helicopter’s blades.

The rush of feeling that coursed through me when I first saw that helicopter could never be described. The four of us jumped for joy, screaming and dancing around the blazing inferno as the helicopter circled overhead.
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hey lowered a radio down to us on a rope, and the pilot and researcher told us they’d return with a medical team. They stayed on the line with us the whole time, pressing us for details about how we’d come there and listening to our story.

I told the men all that had happened to us, baring the more salacious details. Speaking with the men, we learned the search for survivors was still underway but happening hundreds of miles to the south.

“We came out here thinking the volcano might have opened a vent when the smoke was spotted,” the researcher said. “If not for that earthquake… those are protected islands. It might have been a century before anyone stepped foot on it.”

Hours later, as the sun began breaking above the horizon, the four of us shuffled onto a large med-evac chopper. The nurse who’d arrived had brought blankets, food, water and was ready to stick us with IV’s if necessary. The one thing she hadn’t been ready for was the open wound across my scalp that flapped when not pressed down. She said I’d need stitches, but other than that we were in remarkably good shape.

Huddled together on the small seats. The four of us stared out at the small island as it shrank beneath us. It looked so small as we rose into the air and I found myself missing the place already.

“I can’t wait to take a shower,” mom said, resting her head against my shoulder as she stared down at the island too.

I could hear the sadness in her voice and knew she was trying to cheer my sisters and I up. The girls had frowns on their faces as well, as they glanced from one another to me, and I could almost read the thoughts passing behind their eyes.

“Now that we were back in the real world… what would become of the bonds formed between us?”

The same thought passed through my mind too, but mom reached down and gripped my hand, and pulled Mia and Olivia’s hands atop it. There was a steadiness to her that hadn’t been there most of the time on the island, as if she’d come to a decision and wasn’t backing down from it come what may.

“Let’s get you four some vitamins,” the nurse said, her voice clicking over the intercom in our headsets. “It’s remarkable how healthy you appear to be, the doctors are going to be so thrilled!”

She’d been talking up the local medical team that was waiting to receive the miracle family. That’s how the news was playing out around the world. 180 passengers lost at sea with no sign of survivors, and then we appeared as if from a storybook. The narrative couldn’t have been better written for the 5 o’clock news.

Twenty minutes after take-off, we spotted a string of islands. The tall hotels and buildings near the southern tip were a shocking reminder of the real world, and I heard Mia and Liv 
sob and reached over to pull them both close.

The girls and mom were emotional as we landed, so I had to handle dealing with the doctors and nurses. Thankfully, they didn’t care about what had happened to us, only what we’d eaten, drank and if we suffered from any diseases.

We were hooked up to IVs and blood drawn, as a surgeon put three stitches in my scalp and seven down my back. The other cuts were small enough they would stop bleeding on their own.

“I know this must all be sudden, but a media crew is outside the hotel and would like to speak with you all,” the doctor said as they finished up with us. “We can turn them away if it’s too much to handle right now.”

“Please,” I said. “If we could just have someplace quiet to rest.”

“Not a problem,” The man said.

It turned out to be a gigantic problem, though. The hotel was booked solid, as was every room on the island. While the doctors were busy trying to find us an accommodation, the airline’s representative arrived.

“It’s a miracle! A miracle!” The large woman had a strong midwestern accent as she bustled into the small medical center. “Why are the survivors huddled in blankets on fold out chairs? They should be in bed, or a hot tub!”

“We’ve been trying to arrange-.”

“Trying isn’t doing! Out of the way,” the woman bustled up and took mine and mom’s hand, peering into our eyes and the girls with a look of such profound sorrow, I thought she might break into tears right there. “The airline is going to make sure everything is taken care of. If you need anything, anything at 
all, just ask for Sally-Mae and I’ll come running. Now, let’s get you four out of this cold room and into someplace more comfortable?”

“Everything is booked, ma’am,” one nurse began, but the large woman spoke right over her.

“The airlines arranged for a lovely young couple to enjoy an extended honeymoon in Paris. They’re already on their way to the airport, excited about their first-class seats and all expenses paid hotel stay.” She offered me a wink as she hooked her arm in mine and mom’s leading us towards the doors and the waiting car outside. “You four are going to love the Presidential Suite. I hear there’s a sunken tub in the room, isn’t that grand?”

Turning to a massive gentleman in a suit, Sally shot him a look, and he turned without another word and began pulling blood and test results from the nurses.

“Hey, what are you doing!?”

I shot a frown of concern backwards, but Sally pulled me along.

“Don’t mind, Mr. Gilson. He’s going to make sure nothing… untoward, ends up in the papers.” The woman shot me a sly grin. “We just want to make sure a nice, wholesome narrative gets out there.”

I felt my cheeks heat but couldn’t think of anything to say in response.

“Tomorrow morning there will be a small press conference,” Sally said. “The world’s dying to hear your story. A real life Robinson Family Crusoe!”

We shuffled onto an elevator and Sally held up her hand, stopping a nurse and two hotel employees from riding with us.

“I’d like to speak with Jason and the survivors alone please,” her smile was warm and cheerful, but I felt the hairs rise on the back of my neck and arms when the doors closed and her eyes took on a sharpness I hadn’t noticed in them before.

“I want you to know the airline is going to take care of you all. Whatever you need, I’ll make sure you get it. Money, a job, help to readjust back into your old lives… I get it, it’s going to be a tough time for all of you. But we don’t need to make it extra difficult, yes? We don’t need to explain every little thing you,” Her eyes cut from my stepmom to me, and back again with a significant look. “Got up to out there.”

Mom and I frowned at one another, and Sally held up her hands.

“I’m not judging, heavens knows if my boy looked like that,” her eyes danced up my form in a way that made me feel like a piece of meat. “I’d have done the same thing. But if it gets out, the consequences for all of you could be dire. And in all honesty, I’d rather keep the airline’s name out of it, too.”

“I’m sorry,” mom said with a nervous frown. “I’m not sure what you’re referring to.”

Sally’s hand rose to cover her mouth, “Oh dear, they haven’t told you yet.” Taking mom’s hands in hers, the elevator coming to a stop she gushed in a warm voice, “They drew blood and tested it for everything. I was watching the results from the lab and intercepted them before the doctors learned… Abigail, you’re with child.”

Ding!
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he elevator arrived at our floor, but I could barely see the opulent surroundings. Porters and hotel staff bustled in to show us to our rooms, but the whole-time mom and I stared at one another with mixtures of shock, fear and for me at least, elation. The idea of being a father terrified me, but the idea of starting a family with this gorgeous, amazing woman was electrifying.

As I was stepping into the large room, I noticed crestfallen expressions on Mia and Olivia’s faces and realized this affected them too. What would happen to the girls if this got out? What kind of life could they expect with the shame and controversy attached to their names?

Cold reality settled in my guts and as I thought about the consequences of what we’d done, and their ramifications in the future, my elation faded. Sally and the hotel staff showed off the extensive suite. There was a small bedroom for me and a palatial one the women could share.

Numb, I dropped onto the bed and pulled the stiff comforter over myself. The scrubs they’d given us from the hospital were comfortable but not warm, and the room had a chill to it. The noise died down outside my room, as the staff filtered out, but my eyes remained wide, my mind spinning.

The mattress felt too soft beneath me. I shifted and rolled, but no matter how I lay, I couldn’t seem to get comfortable. In the end, I pulled the sheets off the bed and curled up on the ground.

An hour later, I still hadn’t fallen asleep, my mind unable to quiet its churning thoughts, when there came a tapping at the door. I picked my head up and peered over the bare mattress to see my mom standing there in the doorway.

“I couldn’t sleep,” she said.

From the fragility in her voice, I could tell she’d been working up the nerve. Raising the sheet, I made space for her. The smile that swept across her face melted my heart and the coldness in my room faded somewhat.

“Us too!”

The sound of a door swinging open sounded, followed by the patter of light feet, and then Mia and Olivia were pushing in around mom. My stepmom frowned at her daughters, but the frown faded in an instant when she saw them crawl in and cuddle next to me.

“You girls are impossible,” she whispered. She shot a look over her shoulder and slipped into the room and carefully lay beside me. “Sally said they’ll have attendants outside in case we need anything… people ready to gossip to the papers if they hear anything untoward.”

“We can’t have that.” I said, my little grin matched my mom. “We should talk about-.”

“Not now,” she said, a troubled look passing over her face. “We will, baby… but not now. It’s all just too much.”

“I think it’s a miracle,” Olivia said, reaching over and gripping her mom’s hand.

“I miss the island,” Mia said, her jaws creaking as a yawn escaped her mouth. “Wonder how my plants are doing.”

“We’ll discuss it in the morning,” Mom said, her eyes locked on mine as I gripped her hand too.

I wanted to argue with her, but as awake as I’d been five minutes before, I suddenly couldn’t keep my eyes open. Mia’s yawn was catching and in minutes the four of us were asleep, limbs entwined as we huddled together for warmth.

My dreams were bright and vivid but faded the moment my eyes opened. I woke before first light and picked myself up from the pile of limbs with care. Mia and Olivia snuggled back up together, and mom muttered in her sleep, but thankfully they kept resting.

I’d taken a quick shower the night before, barely being able to appreciate the warm water. Climbing into the steaming waters now, I luxuriated in the feeling. The raining warm waters felt like so luxurious I didn’t want to get out, but eventually my pruny fingers and the light shining through the bathroom’s windows told me I’d been in there long enough.

When I got out of the bathroom, I was sad to see mom and the girls were already up. The sounds from the other side of the suite told me they were getting ready too. The airlines had provided us with basic clothing, but the things that fit hadn’t been the most fashionable.

I emerged from my room in a tropical print shirt and a pair of slacks that were a couple inches too short. There was a breakfast cart waiting, and I took my first sip of coffee in what felt like years and sighed in delirious pleasure.

“Try the pancakes! I had them make a stack special just for you,” glancing up I saw Sally bustling into the room. The airline employee was wearing a different set of clothing than the day 
before, but not a hair was out of place and her makeup looked perfect. “I have the camera crews setting up downstairs, but the networks had a request. They’re going to live for their morning feeds and wondered if you’d be ok interviewing with the anchors back in New York.”

“Uhhh, sure,” I said, not wanting to but unable to wipe the hopeful smile of the woman’s face.

“Perfect! I was thinking you and Abigail could handle the questions. It should be short and simple. One other thing, the local authorities want to investigate the island and were wondering if you, Abigail, or the girls wanted to go back for anything.”

“I’d like to,” Olivia said, as she stepped into the suite’s dining area. “There are a few things we left behind in the grotto, I’d like to… carry back with us.”

“I’m sure that won’t be a problem,” Sally said as she bustled about the breakfast cart making up plates. “Abigail if you have a minute, I’d like to speak with you in private.”

“Of course,” mom said, her eyes finding mine before she ushered the plump woman into their room and closed the door.

“She better not do it,” Mia said with a frown after the pair.

“Do what?” I asked.

“She won’t, you know how much she wanted this. Don’t worry, Mia.” Liv shot me a considering look. “Have you decided where you’re going to live when we get back?”

“I… I hadn’t really thought about it.” I said.

“They’re ready for you in hair and make-up!”

A small man with a fringe of hair around his balding pate 
began herding the three of us out of the room and downstairs. There we found a flurry of activity in the small conference room. One wall had been sectioned off with a long table and chairs, and a small gaggle of reporters and camera crews in the space before it.

My anxiety ratcheted up the moment I saw the crowds, and again when I saw the bright lights and TV cameras. The officious little man had the three of us sitting in an alcove of the conference room behind short walls while a young woman applied powder to our faces. Mom appeared a minute before we were supposed to head out and got touched up by the girl.

“Everything ok?” I asked her and was relieved to see her gorgeous face break out into a grin.

“It will be, now.”

She only grinned wider at my puzzled frown, and then we were walking into the bright flashing lights.

“You’ve all been briefed on what happened to Flight #4371, and the events that led up to Jason, Erika, Mia and Oliva being so valiantly rescued by local authorities yesterday. And here are the survivors now!”

There was a round of applause as we took our seats, the plastic chair creaking alarmingly beneath me. I wasn’t sure what we’d done to warrant the clapping, but we waited patiently for it to end before the first questions were asked.

“What was running through your mind when the plane started going down?”
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took the first one, with mom and Mia chiming in. It was interesting to hear what they had to say, since we’d never talked about that dreadful night. Mom spoke the most eloquently about the ordeal. Talking about how it had taken a few seconds for things to sink in, that my initial shouts had been the fuel to get her moving.

Mia talked about the shock of the water, and how it had nearly stopped her heart, and the blackness and terror as we rose. They got into the narrative then, and I only added in a detail or two here and there.

Talking about her swim in the open ocean to get out of the water, had my oldest sister breaking out of her shell a little, but once the camera men moved forward and their flashing bulbs went off, she clammed back up. Mia took over, telling of how she and I’d brought the supplies back and then the storm rolling in.

“What was it like knowing you were all that stood between these women and death?” One reporter asked me near the end of the press conference and by that point I was tired and bored with the whole affair but kept my annoyance hidden as I answered.

“I got lucky a couple of times, but we were a team,” I glanced down the line and saw Liv and Mia glance back and mom gripped my hand. “I couldn’t have made it through without Liv’s fishing, or Mia’s farming. Nor without our mom to keep us all together. I wouldn’t have made it a single day on the island alone, and I can’t imagine having to try.”

“I think that’s all the time we have right now,” Sally announced, stepping in smoothly and taking over. “We’ll be flying back to the island this afternoon, so you’ll all have a chance to get shots of the family going to and from the helicopter if you’d like. Make sure your producers know where we’ll be entering from…”

“Let’s get out of here,” Mom said, pulling me along with the girls out of the conference room.

I could feel the cold clamminess of her palms, but we weren’t to be allowed any time alone. The moment we stepped out of the conference room, there was a man with a headset and a clipboard waiting there for us.

“Perfect, we have the helicopter standing by, we’ll shuttle you back in an hour if you’d like to wait over there.”

“Could I get a backpack?” Olivia asked, “Something to hold my stuff.”

“Sure!” The man said, “We have some things in lost and found I’m sure you can take.”

Once more we felt more like cattle than people as we were herded from one place to another. Fed lunch and shuttled back to the airport, we were on another helicopter heading back to the island before the sun hit its zenith.

Liv grabbed the largest backpack she could find. An outrageous orange and purple bag with college lettering 
stenciled down the sides. There were two officials from the local government with us, there to catalogue all we’d destroyed on their wildlife refuge, as well as document how we’d survived.

My stitches itched something fierce, but I couldn’t scratch them through the heavy bandages covering my head and back. Instead, I rubbed my back on the seat uselessly, until mom noticed and reached over to scratch around the wound.

When I glanced over and gave her a grateful smile, the warmth I saw in her eyes made my own swell twice its size. A deep part of me ached, as I thought of never again spending the time with her we’d shared on the island.

“We won’t force you to stay here for long,” one of the local officials said over the headphones as the island appeared ahead. “Grab what you need to and take a few pictures, then we can get you four back to civilization again.”

“I know this must be hard for you to come back. We really appreciate you agreeing to it,” the other official said.

They’d been nervous and worried the trip might trigger one of us. They’d gone so far as to bring anti-anxiety medication with them and had told the pilots we might need to leave quickly.

I couldn’t be certain about the girls, but for me, there was nothing about the small green island approaching in the distance that made me feel anxious. Just the opposite, in fact. Memories flooded back in, as I saw the large bulb of sandstone and the strip of yellow sand rimming the island.

That first wicked evening when I’d been so horny, I couldn’t stand it and my stepmom’s cool fingers had slid over my cock. I remembered the shocking and breathtaking feeling of her lips sliding over the head of my dick for the first time and what her gorgeous face looked like twisted in ecstasy.

I had to shift in my seat to keep my stiffening manhood from outlining itself against my pants. As I did, I noticed my mom had an arm folded across her massive chest as she gazed out the window and her own thighs were firmly pressed together and would run up and down every now and then. When she pushed a lock of hair over one ear, I caught the outline of her diamond-hard nipples pressed against her sports bra and top.

Turning, I caught the girls exchanging meaningful glances as they stared down at the island and I felt my cheeks heat when Mia glanced over at me with a mischievous grin. The girls had hard nipples too, and I found myself having to bend forward to hide the tent in my pants.

“I’d like to look at the den where those cats were,” one man said to me as the helicopter approached its landing spot on the beach, sand rising in big swirls beneath the spinning blades. “It’s rare that a cat like that could survive on an island. Our researchers would like to know more about it.”

“No problem,” I said.

“Jason can take you both,” Olivia said. “While we grab what we need from the camps.”

“Perfect!” The other man said.

We landed and Mia, Olivia and mom struck out across the beach toward our first camp and the grotto while I lead the two locals through the jungle. I showed them the hut and camp we’d only just built and hadn’t even used. They took dozens of pictures of the place and peppered me with questions before we headed out on the trail.

It didn’t take long to find the cats’ old den, but the men wanted to see if we could track down the new one, even though I warned them against it. After two hours of fruitless searching, I heard the helicopter start up and felt a flush of fear sweep 
over me.

“Don’t worry about it,” one man said. “Probably just taking the girls back to the hotel. The pilot will be back. You don’t think they’d abandon you out here again, do you?!”

The men laughed and went back to their useless labors while I watched the small dark helicopter pass overhead. In the end I was on that damn island for another five hours while we criss-crossed every trail and path mom, the girls, and I’d come down.

Overtime it came out that their concern was for the wildlife and fauna of the island. Their fear that we’d disrupted the balance of the island’s fragile ecosystem wasn’t unfounded, but the men were bureaucrats, not scientists, so all they could do was catalogue as best they could.

In the end I had to badger them into letting me fly back to the resort, and by that point their cheerful attitudes had fallen away. I wasn’t sure what it was they were trying to get out of me, but they kept pressing me to admit to more and more things we’d changed about the island.

“I’m done with this,” I said finally, as the two men badgered me about the crops Mia had planted and why she’d ripped up native flowers in order to grow more root vegetables. “We thought we were doing to die out here, what did you expect us to do?”

“Someone has to answer for the destruction of this natural habitat,” there was a glint in the man’s eyes as he spoke. “You’ve been very helpful, sir. But we need every detail if we’re going to get compensated by your American Airline company.”

“Ahh, that’s what this is,” I said with a frown as I saw the greedy glinting in the second man’s eyes. “All you care about is making a lawsuit against the airlines?”

“No, no!” The man said, waving his hands and frowning, but I’d already seen the confirmation in their eyes. “We simply want to make sure this paradise is made whole once again. Now, tell us again, how many native plants did your stepsister destroy?”

I thought about telling the men about the gemstone deposit on the island, but one look at the greed etched into their features told me that would be a bad idea. Instead, I refused to answer their questions until we were back in the air, saying the island was triggering bad memories.
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t was dark by the time the helicopter touched down in the airfield and I couldn’t shake the deep feeling of loneliness that had been with me all day. It felt like I was missing three limbs, and my heart sank when I saw Sally waiting by a car instead of my mom.

“I’m so sorry!” The woman blurted when I came striding over. She shot frowns at the two men and pulled me away from them towards the waiting car, which I saw had its engine running. “I had no idea they were going to do that to you, Jason. Those men aren’t bureaucrats, they’re lawyers for the local government. Don’t worry about anything you said, I’m going to handle everything.”

“Where are my mom and sisters?”

“I’ve already sent them on. The moment they landed more lawyers tried to isolate and question them but they’re already over the Pacific, headed home, don’t worry.”

My heart sank and the loneliness I’d felt before was a pale shadow compared to what swept over me then.

“I’ve already spoken with your father and he’ll be waiting for you at the airport. Apparently, there’s bad blood between him and your mom? She asked that we arrange a place for her and 
the girls to stay.”

Sally’s concern was plain as I sank into the backseat of the car. As the sedan drove around the airport to another terminal, I couldn’t help feeling abandoned. The feeling was compounded as I sat on the small empty plane. Sally and I were the only passengers and I watched the lights of civilization pass beneath us as she worked on her laptop.

The first thing I got when we landed was a new cellphone, given to me by Sally. The only issue was I didn’t know anyone’s number. Who memorizes numbers nowadays? The airlines made me sign a bunch of forms and waivers before I could leave, and Sally assured me mom and the girls had signed the same things only hours before.

My dad was waiting for me outside the airport, and I was shocked to see tears in the old man’s eyes. From the look of his rumpled suit, and the scruff on his chin, he hadn’t slept or showered in days.

“I thought I’d lost you,” he sobbed, pulling me into a big hug, and I felt my own emotions stirred.

“I’m sorry you worried.”

“Don’t be,” he said, scrubbing the back of his hand across his eyes. “I’ll just glad you made it through ok. I saw your press conference, you and… Abigail’s.” There was a flush of shame on his features when he mentioned my stepmom, but I could tell he didn’t want to dwell on why she wasn’t there. “I can’t tell you how proud I was when I learned how you kept the girls alive. Come on, I’m sure you’re eager to get back home.”

“Have you talked to… Mom or the girls?”

“No,” he said with a shake of his head. “Abigail had already filed papers with a lawyer before you were lost at sea… I 
thought it best to give her, her space. The airline wouldn’t even give me their new numbers.”

“Let’s go home then,” I said, feeling the pit in my stomach deepen as a cavernous emptiness filled me where I’d once been boiling over with emotion.

“The latest Marvel movie came out while you were lost. You have that to look forward to. We can get a pizza and order it on demand.”

“Sounds great,” I said, trying in vain to paint a smile on my face as we climbed into his AMG.

The engine roared to life and dad punched the gas as we hit the freeway, sending me back into my seat from the g-forces. My father is a good man, deep down, and that goodness reasserted itself in my view as he tried to put a smile on my face by zipping in and out of traffic.

As we drove home, I looked at the man with a perspective I’d never had before. He was just a man, neither good nor bad at heart. But he’d never really been pressed either, never known true deprivation or what was really meaningful in life.

Growing up, the son of wealth upper-middle-class parents, he’d done all the right things: college, grad school, excellent career, big house, cars, trophy wife… But as I watched him push the over engineered car to its limits, I realized he was still a child in many ways.

My birth mom’s death had been a tragedy, but she’d passed so suddenly there hadn’t been years of grieving and instead of dealing with me, he’d found my stepmom soon after, absolving him of the responsibility.

“Pizza sounds great,” I said, “Then maybe we can watch a ball game? It’s been too long since we did that.”

“Right on, slugger,” he beamed.

I watched his shoulders relax and the tightness of his smile ease and knew my suspicions had been correct. The tension I’d sensed had been guilt, and remorse for the way he’d acted for many years, and by offering to do something we’d once enjoyed doing together, I’d reached a bridge across and something tight within him relaxed.

The game was boring, but the pizza was the greatest thing I’d ever tasted in my life. As my dad cracked me a beer with a wink and leaned forward to watch the next batter take the plate, I slowly inhaled slice after delicious slice. There’s a magic in the combination of yeast bread, sauce, and melted cheese that touches upon the divine.

With two slices left and the game a blowout in the seventh, I checked my phone and saw I had an unanswered text message from a local number.


Mom:
 The girls and I are heading out of town for a week. We love you, Jason, and everything is going to work out, if you’ll have us.


Me:
 I love you too! I’m so glad you texted. Where are you going?


Mom:
 Can’t talk over the phone. Will explain everything when we see you next. ❤️

My heart filled with joy to see they were well and safe, and emptied a second later when I saw they were leaving for a week. My fingers hovered over the keyboard and I had to force my hands away to keep from messaging her.

“Everything ok, slugger?”

“Fine,” I said, “Mind if I get another beer?”

“I will not stop you. But the hangover you’ll feel tomorrow will,” he laughed and slapped me on the back as I rose.

The buzz I got from two beers was a great feeling, but once the last sip of the third passed my lips I started to feel a little sick and halfway through the fourth the world was spinning around me. Dad helped me to bed, and I collapsed on my old sheets and let darkness drag me into a deep, dreamless sleep.

The hangover wasn’t as bad as I was expecting, but that didn’t stop my head from pounding as I went about trying to put my life back together. It turns out there are a lot of errands you need to run when the world thinks you’re dead.

Most things only took a phone call, such as the bank accounts and things like that but Dad and I had to go down to City Hall and to the Department of Motor Vehicles and wait for half a day before they’d reissue me another drivers license and passport.

After those first few days, the flurry of activity died down and I found the old routines and patterns pulling me back in. The wonders of modern convenience still held a certain magic. Hot showers, ice cubes, air conditioning and soap were still wonders but taking out the garbage, and trying to sign up for classes were so tedious in this world that I wanted to pull my hair out sometimes.

The bed was too soft, and the pillows too uniform. I could never get comfortable in bed, so I’d end up crawling onto the floor and making a pallet out of my blankets and comforter. Only the little cocoon never felt as warm and secure as it once had. My dreams were fitful things, and I woke often, tossing and turning but never finding a comfortable position.

Five days after arriving back home, another text message finally appeared on my phone. I’d been checking the thing ever 
few minutes for days and had even sent myself a few messages to make sure it still worked. When I finally saw the message appear, a knot of anxiety, I’d hadn’t even realized was sitting in my chest, relaxed.


Mom:
 If you wish to leave with us, be ready tomorrow 10am.
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did not know what they were planning, but nothing was going to keep me here. I’d patched things over with my dad, mostly, and he was getting ready to head out on another work trip to the Philippines. We spent that last night together watching baseball and eating BBQ chicken I’d made on the grill.

The night had been great, except for the awkward few minutes when I’d told him I might live with Abigail and the girls from now on.

“I’ll miss you, Jace, but I think it would be good for you. You’ve changed since coming back and I know you’ll adjust, but maybe… Maybe it would be best if you and the girls healed together.”

Occasionally that night I would look over and see a wistful expression on the man’s face and worried he was truly going to miss me. After cracking his fifth beer, he pulled out his phone and showed me the photo of the two Filipino sisters he was going to stay with.

“They fight with each other like cats… hic… and dogs, but I can’t seem to kick the …hic… habit of their sweet lovemaking…”

The man and I have more in common than I like to admit, and as I lay in bed that night, I wondered if I should have confessed to him. After a moment, though I realized I’d done the right thing, it wasn’t only my secret I was sharing but Abigail, Mia and Olivia’s.

Thoughts of the girls brought back vivid memories from the island. Like images from dreams, they didn’t seem real as I lay in bed looking back on them and it left me wondering if I’d ever be so lucky again. The most pressing fear was one I’d refused to think about, but thoughts of it kept me up all night.

My stepmom was pregnant.

Again, and again the thought rang through my head and with it a mixture of terror and elation would swirl in my chest, only to be tamped down by my rational mind. By the time the sun rose and kissed my windows, I’d come to grips with every possibility and permutation that could happen. Most of them resulted in our lives being ruined, but I’d become comfortable with the possibility.

The hours after sunrise passed interminably. Seeing my dad off, I cleaned up from the night before and went out to do some stretches and head on a quick jog. I’d kept up with the morning workouts since returning, finding it was one of the few things keeping me sane during the week.

Finally, the hour arrived, and I sat in the living room looking out the window in anticipation. Only it wasn’t my mom and sisters that arrived at ten, but a limousine. The driver came out and opened the door for me.

“Good morning, sir. I’ll be taking you to your destination,” the white-haired man said. “Drink or eat anything you like. We have a long drive ahead of us and everything’s complimentary.”

“Thank you,” I said, slipping into the bench seat in the back.

The limo rolled out of my neighborhood and wound its way through town to the freeway. Once there, we headed south towards the coast. Every passing minute I grew more and more anxious until I finally spotted the glittering ocean. The limo rolled through an exclusive resort town, through a set of high security fences and into a long pier.

Rolling open the sunroof, I stood up through the opening and got a face full of salty sea air. Memories flooded back with the smell and I felt my anxieties lessen. Then I spotted Abigail’s thick hair waving in the wind and the world faded around me as our eyes met and her lips broke out into a beaming grin.

It took me a few seconds to see the yacht standing behind her. My eyes rose up the sleek black lines and I spotted Mia and Olivia standing on the upper deck. Both girls wore black bikini tops and silky wraps covering their lower halves and as the limo pulled to a stop, they rose flutes of champagne to me.

“Welcome home, brother!”

I laughed when they called down to me and clambered out of the limousine.

“What is this?” I asked Abigail as she came striding forward, “How are you?”

I didn’t get the last word out before my stepmom threw her arms around my neck and I staggered back under her weight. My arms rose, circling her waist, and I drew in a deep breath, feeling my muscles relax as I breathed in her warm scent.

“I missed you,” I breathed, but instead of replying, mom shook gently against me as the emotions swept through her.

“Sorry,” she said, pulling back and pushing a tear from one eye as she blinked rapidly. “I didn’t realize how much… hi.”

Her shy smile sent a zing of pleasure down to my core as I 
held her tight and smiled back.

“Hi.”

“We’ve been busy this last week… I hope you didn’t think we abandoned you.”

“Only in the darker moments,” I turned her in my arms and gazed up at the yacht. “Looks like you’ve been busy.”

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”

“How?”

“I’ll let the girls tell you,” she said, pulling me forward. “I’m assuming you’re coming with us?”

“Of course,” I said, grabbing my bag as the driver handed it to me. The man’s lips pressed together in a tight smile of approval and I caught his eyes taking in Abigail’s perfect backside as she led me forward.

The woman was wearing a loose-fitting white top and bottoms, and outlined beneath the thin linen was the same black bikini I saw on the girls. When we got to the small gangplank leading up to the back deck, it was my turn to stare at the perfect globes of her ass as they bounced before me and it was all I could do to not pounce on the woman right there.

The yacht was three levels high and 75ft long. The upholstery was all in fine leather and there was even a small propane grill on the back deck. I’d never been around so much opulence and luxury, but I barely noticed it as Mia and Olivia came bouncing down the stairs and leaped into my arms.

“Welcome aboard,” Mia said, then pressed a fervent kiss to my lips, her tongue snaking into my mouth.

“Mia!” Abigail warned, and the girls hopped off me, Mia looking chastened.

“Sorry, mom, I just couldn’t help it.”

“You know the rules,” she said, shooting a look around the pier at the other yachts. “We’ll be using this dock a lot and don’t want to start rumors.”

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Come downstairs,” Olivia grinned, hooking her arm in mine and pulling me into the heart of the boat. “We’ve got another surprise for you.”

Letting the girls pull me down the narrows stairs, it amazed me to find a full kitchen and apartment. There was a single bedroom with a massive bed filling it, and a small living room area. On the coffee table was a small sculpture, or 3D model of a small island.

“What’s going on?” I asked, not understanding what the girl’s bright grins meant.

“Do you remember the gemstones I found?” Olivia asked, and I nodded, looking around.

“You bought all this with a pile of rubies?”

“Not rubies,” Mia grinned, “Diamonds! Red diamonds! Flawless fucking red diamonds, Jace!”

“What?”

“It’s true,” Mom said, nodding. “While you were busy with those two men, Liv threw a couple handfuls in the backpack they gave her. After they shuffled us back to the states without you, we visited a jeweler friend in New York, and she told us what they are. Was able to line up buyers for a few.”

“And it was enough to buy all this?” I asked, waving my hand around at the yacht in wonder. The thing must have cost millions.

“We bought this with pocket change,” Mia chortled. She was grinning at mom and Olivia, “Should we tell him?”

“You do it dear,” mom said with a warm smile. “It was your idea after all.”





Chapter 13









“
W

e bought an island!” Mia shouted, jumping in glee, her massive breasts nearly falling out of her top. They shook so violently.

Olivia rolled her eyes and pushed Mia back and motioned to the small sculpture on the table.

“It’s called Van Dyke Kay, or it was. The Caribbean authorities have given us leave to change the name if we want. There are two freshwater springs and electricity running to the island. Internet will be a problem until we get satellite dishes set up, but I think we can manage without for a while.”

“You’re serious?” I asked, hardly able to believe what I was hearing.

“We talked it over,” mom said, “and this is the only thing we want to do. A quarter of the money is yours, so if you don’t want to-.”

“This is the only way we can be together,” Olivia said, resting her hand on where mom gripped mine. “I can’t imagine going back to that world and getting a job… a mortgage,” she laughed, and I saw her shoulders were back and she looked more relaxed than I’d ever seen her. “I won’t speak for Mia. But you’re the only man I love, Jace, and I could never be with 
another.”

“Ditto!” Mia said, and instead of joining her hand to Olivia and mom’s she leaped into my arms, pulling the other two atop me.

The four of us collapsed in a heap of giggles onto the deep leather couch, and I tried to hug and kiss all three of them at once.

“Well?!” Mia asked, when she broke free of my lips.

“Of course! You’re all I want, too,” my eyes fell on my stepmom and though it was difficult, I asked the question that had been hovering in my mind for days. “But what about…”

I dropped my eyes to her slender waist, and she rolled to the side and rested a hand on it protectively. The love and joy shining in her eyes when she looked up at me was matched my firm resolve in Mia’s and Oliva’s that I didn’t understand just yet.

“With your blessing, Jason, all I want is to build a family. Together,” she smiled at Mia and Olivia, whose resolve only seemed to firm as they shifted closer to me. “I’ve already arranged to have the finest medical care on hand, but this was part of Mia’s idea… A chance to start fresh, and create our own private world.”

“The island’s huge, brother,” Mia purred, her firm breasts pressing against my upper arm as she breathed in my ear. “Big enough for dozens of little babies to run around on.”

“Surely not that many,” I said with a laugh, looking around for support but finding none. “Right?”

“You’re going to be a busy man,” mom said, as she shifted back on the couch, making room for Olivia to crawl between my spread legs. “But somehow I don’t think you’ll be complaining much.”

“He better not,” Olivia said with a soft chuckle. “Because our cycles are in sync still and I can’t ignore the… heat I’m feeling lately.”

“I seem to remember someone had their birthday ruined,” Mia said, reaching over and hitting one of the light switches on the wall.

The overhead dimmed and smooth jazz music started up in the background, as a tiny sparkling disco ball sank down from a hidden alcove in the ceiling along with a golden pole that thudded onto a plate in the floor.

“What the fuck…?” I asked with an amused chuckle and a cocked an eyebrow at my sister.

“It’s almost impossible getting a yacht last minute,” Olivia said with a frown of disapproval for the pole and sparkling ball. “Mom found it.”

“Abigail?”

“Nuh, uh,” mom said with a firm shake of her head as she leaned forward and rested a gentle hand on my cheek. “Don’t you stop calling me mom, now.” there was an illicit heat in her eyes as she pressed her lips to mine and we both moaned into the kiss.

“I fucking missed this dick,” Mia said, and I thought mom would warn her about her language but instead she moaned even harder into our kiss.

Before I could reach down to help, hands had my belt free and the slacks down my thighs. Warm hands slid under my shirt, along my stomach and chest and I gasped into my mom’s lips as gentle fingers tips danced graced the swollen head of my cock and slid down the steel hard shaft.

“Fuck,” I gasped, breaking the kiss to watch Olivia’s hand 
gliding up and down my cock as Mia rose and put two hands behind her neck, unlacing the straps of her bikini top.

My eyes couldn’t decide where to look as Olivia bent forward and planted soft kisses along the underside of my cock, or at Mia as she cupped and squeezed her big firm boobs. My stepmom’s plump lips kissed my cheek and neck, trailing kisses down my body as Olivia shifted to one side.

As Mia slid her ass up and down the pole, her massive breasts shaking with her body gyrations, my stepmom and Olivia shared a quiet little grin before both pressed their lips to either side of my cock.

My breath coming in short little gasps, their eyelashes fluttered as both glanced up to watch the pleasure overtaking my face. The pleasure intensified as I saw their cheek hollow and felt the suction grown along my shaft, their puffed out lips gliding up and down either side in tandem with one another.

“That’s so hot,” Mia breathed, dancing forward and slipping between the sucking pair.

The world froze as my gorgeous blonde sister swirled her tongue around the head, then sucked it into her fiery mouth. One hand on Olivia’s ass and the other on my mom’s, I could only watch in awe as they three licked and sucked all over my dick.

Watching their tongues war around the fathead, and their hungry mouths take me deep before passing me to the next, I couldn’t imagine a more heavenly scenario. The women would glance up occasionally and grin when they saw me shaking in bliss, then go right back to drawing out my pleasure.

When my balls got tight and the shaft throbbed, their lips would leave my cock and they’d edge me with delicate licks of their tongues. As the intensity of my pleasure subsided, the 
three would go right back to worshipping my cock.

“I need to cum,” I grunted, my body shaking and feet cramping from the tension thrumming through my body.

“Where?” Mom whispered, ass rocking up and down as my fingers graved her bikini-clad pussy. “Where do you want to cum, baby?”

“On our faces?” Olivia asked, running her long pink tongue across her bottom lips as she stroked me with a tight, steady grip.

“Or our boobies?” Mia purred, cupping her large firm tits and making a little shelf of them before my cock.

“God help me,” I said, then reaching up I ran a gentle thumb down my mom’s smooth cheek and she flashed a bright grin.

“Cum for us baby, cover your pretty sisters faces with your hot cum!”

“Oh god,” I breathed.

Olivia and mom shifting down so their cheeks pressed against Mia’s. Their eyes shone with a wicked excitement as they watched Olivia’s skilled hand working my dick. The head swelled and Mia darted a quick lick across the tip as my body shook.

I’d experienced nothing as intense as the rush of pleasure that swept through my body, threatening to carry my mind away with it. Legs shaking and head lolling, I kept my eyes open and witness the magnificent sight of my pearlescent cum shooting out and across their gorgeous faces. Mouths open their captured all they could and swallowed it down before licking my sensitive cock clean.

“I love you all so much,” I said, at a loss for how to express my 
profound gratitude.

It seemed to be enough, because all three crawled up to join me on the deep couch. Their grins of pleasure turning into moans as my own hands explored their bodies. The ship rocked gently beneath us, as the last of their clothing disappeared and I took ownership, finally, of the women I held most dear in all the world.

Mia was the most insistent, but Olivia needed the reassurance. Laying my tall, slender sister back, I tasted her treasure and sent her over the edge, into bliss before sliding into her depths. Her womb opened, ready to drink down my seed and her ankles hooked behind my ass and pulling me as deep as I could go when I finally released another massive load of cum.

When I finally lay Mia down, the girl lost her exuberance from earlier and even trembled like it was her first time. The gentle touches grew more insistent until her desperate hands pulled me between her soft thighs. Driving in and out of her with long, slow thrusts, our kisses and whispered words of love growing more desperate as our climaxes neared. When I exploded within my little sister, her body drank it in and I saw her muttering a silent prayer that it would take hold.

Two hours later, we unhooked from the dock and headed out into the Caribbean. As the sun sank behind us, and the sky turned all sorts of pinks and purples, I thank god one last time for the blessings of their love. Our paradise awaited, and this time it would be on our terms.





Epilogue









O

ne Year Later


The roosters crowing woke me as usual, and I rolled over and checked my phone. It was still ten minutes before the sun kissed the horizon, but chores never wait for any man.

Ignoring Mia’s tired grumble, I pried myself from between her and Liv’s arms. The slender sister cracked an eyelid and peered up at me. I saw the sleep fade from her vision and a heat enter it as her eyes scanned down my nakedness. Sleep won out over horniness, and Olivia flopped back down and pulled the comforter over her head.

Glancing in the cribs to make sure the babes were fine; I slipped out of the bedroom and put the teakettle on. I found a small pile of day-old muffins and a fresh stick of butter waiting and grabbed two as I headed out. Stuffing the first one in my mouth, I set about feeding the chickens and pigs.

A dozen small hens marched around their small pen, with the lone, angry rooster looking on from his perch. The birds had been Mia’s idea, and the eggs and meat they provided were always appreciated, but their constant clucking and scratching 
had taken me a while to get used to. The girls loved them, especially the pigs. I’d often find them out here playing with the piglets for hours at a time in the afternoons. The smart little swine had even learned tricks as Mia spoiled them outrageously with treats.

Making my cup of tea with a splash of fresh cream, I stepped out onto the balcony. Mom had wanted the overlook, but it was me who came out here most often. I’d come to love spending my evening out here, watching the jungle canopy sway and listening to the thousands of birds sing their cacophony.

There had been a structure on the island when we first arrived, but it was barely livable. The previous owners had built it on the eastern side of the island where it would be seen by passing yachts and cruise ships, and where it lay directly in the path of hurricanes.

The hubris of thinking you could ignore mother nature didn’t infect us, and when mom had asked me where I thought we should build our home, I’d taken them around to the opposite side of the island. There the gentle slope swept around back, and a cliff-face fronted the dense jungle.

Protected from the winds and harshest weather, we’d been able to build the exact home we’d wanted. Hiring a builder and ferrying out supplies and crew hadn’t been as difficult as I’d feared. There were hundreds of small islands all throughout the Caribbean with hundreds of crews working on them. The hard part hadn’t been getting them to come to our private paradise but getting them to leave.

Once the men saw my gorgeous sisters setting about their work or frolicking around in their string bikinis, they’d found ample reason to stick around. The men’s glances or occasional comments never bothered me, because the girls’ gorgeous blue 
eyes only took on that sparkle of love and lust when they glanced my way.

If the girls’ nubile beauty enticed the men, then my mom’s terrified them. Ever since I’d agreed to share this life with her, she’d become fiercely attached.

“I thought I’d find you out here,” I turned to see the woman stepping around the corner of our small, well-built house. “Today’s the day, you know. It comes on in a couple hours.”

“I thought it came on tonight?”

“You keep forgetting the time change, silly.” She said, slipping into the circle of my arm and pressed her head to my chest, sighing gently. “Are the girls still sleeping?”

“What do you think?” I asked with a little chuckle and turning to glance in the bedroom.

When I did, mom slipped a hand down the front of my boxers, her hot fingers gliding down the length of my shaft with delicious familiarity. Hissing in a breath, I groaned in pleasure and turned into her warm kiss.

“Do you remember that first morning… in the jungle?” Her whispered words set my heart racing as her fingers stroked me gently. “Do you have any idea how much I wanted you? How long I’d been dreaming of getting my lips wrapped around this big, beautiful dick?”

“Oh god,” I said as she pulled my dick into the open and the cool morning air caressed its length.

“Tell mommy what you want, baby… tell me what you need!
”

“Suck me, mommy,” I breathed, the wicked words always turning the two of us on more than anything else.

Whimpering in pleasure, the gorgeous woman dropped to her 
knees right there. Her eyes locked on mine as her thick lips slid over the bloated head. Cheeks hollowing, her tongue slid along the sensitive slit, teasing it. Moaning, I watched my mom’s eyelids flutter and her whole body move as she threw herself into the act.

Gripping the railing behind me, I could only stare in awe as her massive breasts swung and swayed and her puffy lips slid up and down my cock. The back of her throat caressed the head, clutching it for a second, and then she pulled back to the tip, sucking hard and drawing me back into her mouth.

Reaching up to my thighs, her nails dug in and I knew what she wanted.

“Fucking your gorgeous face… is so fucking hot!” I hissed as I reached down and sank my fingers into her thick hair.

“Uthe me, fugth ith!”

Her garbled words only added to the fuel of my passion as I gripped her head and began fucking her tight mouth with short, sharp thrusts. My stepmom’s tongue swirled around in her mouth, slithering along the underside and around the head, as she sucked hard, cheeks hollowed out.

“I’m gonna…”

The rush of feeling swept over me as my balls tightened, the early morning release coming so fast. Mom was ready for it and pulled back so she sucked only on the tip, reaching up and stroking the wet shaft with quick fingers. There was so much emotion and joy filling her eyes as she watched the ecstasy sweep over my face, that I could have fallen in love with her all over again.

“Mmmphmm!”

Throat bobbing, she struggled to drink down every drop of my 
seed. Licking and kissing the tip clean, my body gave a violent shiver when she touched the sensitive flesh.

“That’s the best breakfast a woman could ask for,” she said with a mischievous grin as she rose and let me pull her into my arms.

“It’s the best wake up a man could,” I said, breathing in her clean herbal scent. “Is the shower up and running?”

“Liv got it working last night,” mom said with a small smile. “It was supposed to be a surprise for after the show. They’ll be upset I spoiled it.”

“Only if you don’t watch the babes while we take a morning shower,” Liv said around a yawn as she stepped up to the balconi’s open doorway.

“After waking us with that display, she better offer,” Mia grumbled as she pulled off the loose t-shirt she’d slept in and stretched languidly.

It was impossible not to drink in the perfect curves of her young body as the first rays of dawn kissed it. Wearing nothing but a pair of silky white panties, my eyes settled on her heavy, pendulous breasts. They’d only grown larger over the last year, though neither of us were complaining.

“Go on then,” mom said with an easy smile. “I’ll have snacks set up for when you return.”

The path down from the heights was paved in flagstones and its slope gentle, but the steps leading down to the falls was narrow and treacherous. As we passed the orchard, I snagged a ruby red apple from a low branch and buffed it on my shirt.

“The apples are great for pies, but I miss peaches,” Mia said when I offered her a bite and she declined. “I’m thinking of growing some.”

“Don’t we have pears on the other side of the orchard?” Olivia asked.

“They’re not the same,” Mia made a frown of disgust and her sister snickered. The blonde’s distaste for pears and Liv’s had been a common joke between the pair since we’d discovered the trees.

“Did you get the hot water heater working too?” I asked Olivia, my excitement growing as I anticipated my first hot shower in weeks.

“The problem was near the pump’s motor,” she grinned. “Once I replaced the wiring, it started right up. I think there was a faulty connection when they installed it.”

“Figures,” Mia said with an even deeper frown of distaste. “They did more staring than working.”

“Can you blame them?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at the girls’ colossal breasts as they swung pendulously side to side, and the sweep of her narrow waist.

“Well, maybe I’ll call one of those brutes to come wash my back. Hmm?”

The blonde arched an eyebrow at me and cocked her ankle saucily, making her ass pop to the side. When my eyes traveled up her curvy body and she saw the heat entering my eyes, she let out a giggle of glee and turned to flee into the steaming grotto.

“Go on,” Olivia said as she watched me staring after her sister. “Get everything started. I’ll make sure the thermostats set so we can stay awhile.”

Pulling the tall woman into my arms, I ran my hand down to cup her small, firm little ass and ground my hardness against her panty clad sex. Liv moaned into the kiss and I felt her lips 
curl into a hungry little grin as she pushed me back.

“Go on. You know I can’t stand it when she’s needy like this. Take care of her so you can enjoy me… fully.” Flashing me a wink, the slender beauty slipped into the recesses of the grotto.

One of the freshwater springs on the island filled a large pool on the upper shelf. The pool drained down the craggy cliffs and fell in a narrow waterfall into a sandstone pocket. Over millennia, the small falls had eaten out the sandstone, creating a bowl of volcanic rock.

With the wonders of modern plumbing at my disposal, an overactive imagination, and a desire to watch mom and the girls frolicking in pools once again, I’d envisioned a grand bath in the small bowl.

Stepping into the steaming area, I had to hand it to myself. This had been one of my best ideas yet. The pipes were cleverly hidden behind fake rocks and ticked behind the real ones. The waterfall fell into a deep pool and streamed out, down to the sea a few hundred meters away. The water’s flow had cut channels and pools in the rock above which we’d used to create our showers.

The open area was the size of a small bedroom but had four heads that would rain down warm water on those below. Benches stood through the space and places to sit and relax in chest deep pools of steaming waters. Once we’d found a soap that didn’t harm the local plants and wildlife, and broke down within hours, we began filling the pools with heaps of bubbles.

Grabbing four of the bath bombs the girls loved so much, I threw them in the small pool and turned on the jets. The pump started up with a quiet thump, and the waters swirled around, and a white froth formed as a clean, herbal scent filled the air.

“Perfect,” Mia said.

The blonde stepped out from under the gentle shower. Pushing her long blonde hair back, it lay slick against her skin, dripping down to fall onto the pillows of her buttocks. I watched those round cheeks sway as she dipped a toe in to test the waters with a little coo of pleasure.

She let out a yelp of surprise when I swept her up into my arms, one beneath her knees and the other supporting her back. Picking her up easily, I inhaled her breath as our lips pressed together, warm waters sloshing around my ankles as I waded into the pool.

“My hero!” Mia said with a grin, throwing one arm wide and nearly tumbling out of my arms in her exuberance. “Does my handsome hero need to be washed?”

“My turn to do the washing,” I growled and grinned when she let out another yelp of pleasure.

Sinking into the waters, I turned and pressed Mia back against the gentle slope. As the warm frothy waters washed around her pale hips, I pulled up on her soft ass and pressed my tongue into her tight little pussy.

“Ohhh, Jason!”

Mia’s surprised cry grew sharp as my tongue sank deep, seeking her most sensitive places. The waters washed up around my head in waves, and I felt slender fingers reach between my legs and fondle my balls as the slender body of my older sister pressed to my back. While she gently stroked me underwater, I feasted on Mia’s quivering pussy. The girl gushed again and again as my tongue swirled around her hard little clit and I dipped two fingers in to rub at the rough patch of flesh behind her clit. Spreading and drawing my fingers out, I sent the girl into the realm of bliss and nearly drowned for my 
trouble as her thighs clamped down on my head and pulled me underwater.

Gasping for air, I rose, only to find a wide, sensual mouth waiting for mine as Liv wrapped her long legs around my hips. Pressing her back on the slope right there, the warm frothy waters washing around her elongated torso, she pulled me into her tightness with relentless insistence.

For the next hour we made love with the passion of newlyweds and in-between took our ease in the warm soapy waters. Before heading back up to the house, they licked me to stiffness once more, and I took them beside one another, the ocean rolling by in the distance as their screams rose into the morning sky.

When we arrived back at the house, there was a bowl of popcorn waiting, along with cold drinks. We nearly missed the opening credits, but after repositioning the satellite and praying to the sky gods to stay clear, the signal came through. A deep, Attenborough-like voice came over to narrate the images of green jungle.

“In a hidden corner of the world, lost to mankind for centuries, lives a curious cat the likes of which has never been seen before.” The camera panned back to see a medium-sized black cat perched in the shadows of a branch, its bright golden eyes watching everything in the jungle with interest from its hiding spot. “Discovered by survivors of a plane wreck at sea-.“

“That’s us!” Mia shouted, pointed as a picture of the four of us from the news conference we’d given.

“Quiet, or we’ll miss it!” Liv hissed.

“Researchers and scientists are at a loss to explain how this species has survived while being isolated for so long. It’s an example of the miracle and stubbornness of life. The cat, 
called Abigail-Felis, is an ingenious little hunter. Caring for her young by mentoring the surrounding ecosystem with exacting attention to detail…”

Fingers slid up through my hair along the back of my head, and I turned to see the smile stretching across my mother’s lips. They’d tried to name the cat after me, but I’d insisted it have something more fitting for how extraordinary and beautiful it was. As she turned back to watch the documentary, I sent a silent pray of thanks for how our lives had turned out and turned back to watch a piglet scurrying in vain from the predator about to pounce.

THE END
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