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C
HAPTER 1



“Hurry Luke! They just started boarding our section!”

Luke was bent over, stuffing his phone into his carryon bag as the crowd of airline passengers around him surged towards the connecting hallway. His older step sister, Jennifer, stood next to him. His step mom, Tessa, was a little ahead of them in line.

“Alright, alright, just making sure I have everything. “ Luke stood up and shouldered his bag. He checked to make sure that he had his ticket in his front pocket, and then walked towards the attendant standing behind the desk. She took a look at his ticket, and then his sister’s, and waved them both forward.

“I’m glad that you could make it, after all,” said Jen. “With your dad having to bow out for his business trip at the last second, it would have been really boring with just me and mom.”

“Are you kidding?” Luke smiled at her. “A vacation to Fiji is not something I could live with missing out on, not ever. I’m going to relax and enjoy the sun, and hopefully have enough fun to last me through the rest of senior year.”

Jen smiled back at him. The fall had been rough for Luke, both academically and personally. He’d been struggling to keep his grades up, and the balance between homework and exams left little time left for him to have much of a social life.

“Glad to hear it! You’re welcome to join me on the beach, little bro. It’s probably where I’ll be for most of the trip.”

Jen had been Luke’s step sister for as long as he could remember. His dad had married her mom, Tessa, when he was three and she was seven. The two had been at each other throats for most of their early childhood, but by the time that Luke had turned fourteen, their relationship had changed dramatically.

His sister was a rather attractive girl, though Luke did his best not to notice. She had nicely sized breasts and a toned butt, both of which had been torture for him as he went through puberty. Luke had entered high school the year after she had left, but the two of them were still close for most of their teens, closer than typical siblings, with a strange, flirtatious flair to their relationship.

“I might just do that, sis.” Luke stepped out of the covered connecting hall and onto the airplane. He and his sister had been near the back of the line, and most of the seats in their section were already full.

Luke reached his aisle, the same one that his mom, Tessa, was seated in. She smiled at him, and patted the spot next to her.

“Right here honey,” she said. “And you can stick your carry-on bag in the compartment above.”

Luke nodded, and put his bag away. He was all the way over against the window, and his mom stood up and shifted so he could get by. His body brushed against hers as he moved towards his spot, and Luke was again reminded by something he had spent all of the years since reaching sexual maturity trying not to notice.

Tessa was a bombshell of a woman. She had large breasts, a perfect hourglass figure, and a face that rivalled the models that would snag the front covers of glamour magazines worldwide. She was in her late thirties, and managed to be both a loving wife to Luke’s dad and a doting mother to him, without forcing herself into either role or having to exert extra effort.

Luke remembered very little of his life before Tessa and Jen had become a part of it. They were exactly what he and his dad needed, the feminine half of the family that made everything work. But for Luke, having them around, especially during his hormonal teenage years, had been a very confusing and at times, tempestuous experience.

“I brought some ginger candies, in case you get air sick, sweetie.” Tessa smiled at him and rifled through her purse.

“Thanks mom, I’m alright for now though,” replied Luke. “I’ll let you know if I need one.”

The final few people settled into their seats, and a stewardess began walking down the aisle, helping out a few stragglers with their seatbelts. Tessa did a double take when she saw her, and then reached over and tugged on the woman’s sleeve.

“Mia, is that you?”

The woman turned and looked at them. She was attractive in much the same way that his mom was and around the same age, but with short hair and a slightly plumper figure. She looked surprised to see Tessa, and a huge smile spread across her face.

“Oh my god, Tessa!” The stewardess completely abandoned her seat belt explanation responsibilities, and instead wrapped Luke’s mom into a tight hug.

“Jeez, it’s been what…ten, fifteen years?” asked Tessa.

“Far too long, that’s for sure.” Mia pulled back and shook her head in disbelief. “How have you been?”

“I’ve been good, really good. This is my step son, Luke.” Tessa gestured to him and Luke reached his hand across her to shake Mia’s hand. “My daughter is in the row over there…We have to catch up soon!”

“I’ll be in Fiji for the night,” said Mia. “Let’s find time to grab drinks!”

Another stewardess was looking over at Mia disapprovingly, and she scampered away from Tessa and further down the aisle. Luke couldn’t help but sneak a peek at her butt as she walked off, wiggling it from side to side with each step.

“Wow, small world,” said Tessa. “I never expected to run into Mia, here of all places. We fell out of touch right after college, but we used to be best friends!”

“That’s awesome, mom,” said Luke.

The head stewardess did one final check to make sure that everyone was buckled in, and then Luke heard the sound of the pilot over the intercom. He explained the basics of their flight plan and inflight regulations, and then the plane began to move, creeping along the runway into the takeoff position.

Luke felt his mom bring her hand to a rest on his thigh. She had been a bit of a nervous flier in the past, and it looked as though this time would be no exception. Tessa rubbed back and forth on his leg, which he was fine with, until her fingers began to draw dangerously close to a very sensitive part of his body.

“Uh, mom…” he whispered.

“Sorry honey, you know how I get on planes.” Tessa rubbed some more and this time her palm glided right across Luke’s cock, sending a wave of pleasure up and through his body.

“It will be, uh, fine mom.” Luke smiled at her and tried to move his mom’s hand back over to her lap, but she kept it right where it was. She looked like she was totally unaware of the fact that she was rubbing her son’s crotch, and continued doing it absent mindedly in the same way a nervous person might fidget their leg.

“Oh, here we go!” The plane began to lurch forward, and Tessa’s hand gripped Luke’s leg, along with the top half of his semi rigid member.

“Yeah mom, here we go.”

The sun was bright in the sky, affording Luke a fantastic view of the ground below as the plane slowly gained altitude. He tried to focus on it and distract himself from the repetitive motion of his mom’s hand. It didn’t work, and gradually, his cock became fully and embarrassingly erect. Tessa was chatting with Jen, oblivious to the fact that she had wrapped her fingers around her son’s cock and was slowly jerking him off.

“We should be fine now that we’re up in the sky, mom,” said Jen.

“Yeah of course, I know.” Tessa slowly pumped her hand up and down, and Luke felt the pleasure infecting his body like a virus.

“All of those planes you see in the news are outliers, mom,” said Jen. “We’ll be in Fiji before you know it, right Luke?”

“Oh yeah, we’ll be there really soon.” Luke struggled to speak in an even voice. He was embarrassed and ashamed of what was happening, and hoped that it would go away if he just ignored it.

“I bought a new bikini just for the beach!” said Tessa. “I’m not sure if I’m going to wear it, though.”

“Why not mom?” asked Jen.

Tessa smiled, and Luke began to feel like there was only so much more he could take.

“It’s pretty revealing, you’ll see if I do end up putting it on.” Tessa’s voice sounded hot, and seductive. “It shows off a lot, and the top…When I tried it on in the store I felt like my breasts were going to pop right out of it.”

“I have to go to the bathroom!” Luke shot up out of his seat and hunched over to hide his erection as he slid by his mom. The truth was a little more severe than what he’d said. If his mom had kept rubbing and talking the way she was, he was sure that he’d have cum in his pants.

“Honey, remember, I have ginger candies if you need one!” Tessa called to him as he made his way down the aisle.

Luke opened the door to the stall and shut it behind him. His cock ached, and it was embarrassing for him to think about the fact that it was because of his mother’s touch. Luke had worked hard to bury all of the illicit emotions and urges that he had felt during puberty related to his mom and sister, and now it felt like they’d decided to reemerge in full force.

They were such gorgeous women, and try as he might, Luke couldn’t stop himself from being excited at the prospect of being on vacation with them. They’d go to the beach together, and he’d see them in their bikinis. Maybe if he pitched it to them the right way, they could even find a nude beach to spend a day at.

Luke realized that he was pumping his cock with his hand as the thoughts went through his head, and suddenly felt disgusting. He loved his mom and Jen, and they deserved better than a pervert for a brother and son. He tried to calm himself down, but his cock remained rock hard, almost painful in its need for release.

“Is everything okay in there?” Mia, Tessa’s friend and the airplane’s stewardess, knocked on the bathroom door as she called out to him. Luke realized that he’d been in the bathroom for quite a while, and began to panic. He jumped up and banged into one of the airplane’s walls in his rush to cover himself up.

“Uh, yes, everything’s fine!”

“Your mom gave me this to give to you…” The door opened, and Mia’s face popped through. All Luke could do was turn to her, blushing bright red with his cock out and at the ready. He watched as she held her hand up to her mouth and slowly locked her eyes onto it. Surprisingly, the sides of her lips pulled up into a very naughty looking smile.

What came next was even more surprising. A hollow bang sounded from the side of the airplane, loud enough to catch Luke and Mia off guard. As they both turned to look in the direction that it came from, everything changed in an instant.

Suddenly, Luke was spinning. The stall had flipped upside down, and Mia wasn’t there anymore. Luke was in the air, crashing against the walls and ceiling and still struggling to get his pants up. He finally managed to, but the action did little to abate the terror coursing through him.

The entire section that he was in crashed down hard, stunning him. He was forced back into awareness of what was going on by water rushing in through the open door of the stall. All Luke could do was swim forward, a sickening feeling taking root in his stomach.



C
HAPTER 2



“Mom! Jen!”

The water around Luke was still, and the sun was high in the sky. It was a sharp contrast to the cyclone of emotions raging inside of him. He had been in the plane, and things had been fine, and then without any warning, everything had been torn apart.

There was only the single piece of the wreckage that he had come down in nearby. The bathroom stall was mostly underwater by this point, clearly not designed originally with floatation in mind. Luke was a good swimmer, and he had no trouble keeping his head above water, but it took energy, and he knew he could only keep it up for so long.

Luckily, there was something that promised hope on the horizon. A small island, with white sand beaches, palm trees, thick jungle foliage, and a tall mountainous outcropping, was jutting out of the water no more than a kilometer away from him.

“Mom! Jen! Can you hear me?” Luke shouted into the distance one final time before he began swimming. If he had survived the crash, then they could have too. He repeated it almost like a mantra inside his head, hoping and praying that it was actually true.

He could taste the salt of the water on his lips, and feel it stinging his eyes as he methodically began to crawl stroke his way across the short expanse of sea in between him and the island. Luke’s arms began to tire much more quickly than he had expected, and for a moment, a small kernel of panic manifested within his chest.

Luke focused on his breathing, and pictured the faces of his mom and sister in his mind. They were there on the island, waiting for him. He forced himself to believe it, and with every foot forward he swam, his doubts faded a little more.

The ocean was shallow enough for him to stand in within a couple hundred feet of the shore. Luke breathed a sigh of relief and felt waves crashing into the back of his neck as he continued forward in safety.

The water was crystalline, and he was amazed by the amount of life he could see swimming in it. There were crabs, oysters, tiny fish swimming around his feet, bigger fish off a small distance to either side of him, and oceanic vegetation sprouting up out of the sea floor.

Luke’s body felt heavy as he made his way across the last few feet to the dry shore. He had on a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and both of them were completely soaked. He coughed, and fell to his knees on the clean white sand, sputtering up water that he hadn’t realized that he’d swallowed.

He felt fortunate, but also guilty. Survivor’s guilt, that was something he’d read about before online. The only thing that had saved his life had been the fact that he’d been in the bathroom at the time of the crash. And just thinking about the reason why he had been in the bathroom made him feel ashamed, and then even more guilty.

Luke’s shoes were completely water logged, and he took them off, along with his socks. The sand was warm against his feet, and for a moment, he was almost able to pretend that he’d made it to Fiji after all.

The beach went onto the island for about a hundred feet before turning into grass and jungle foliage. Beyond that, he could see a large hill, which was crowned by a series of high cliffs. To either side, the beach looked like it stretched on indefinitely, curving around the island at the corner. Luke began to walk down it, wondering if he’d be able to find anyone else from the plane.

His feet sunk into the sand with every step. Luke was expecting to find signs of human inhabitance, but there were no campfires or discarded bottles, like he was so used to seeing on the beaches back home.

After about ten minutes of walking, Luke heard something that made his heart race. It was laughter, a woman’s laughter. He ran forward, feeling the uncooperative sand shifting underneath his feet. As he turned around the corner of the beach, he saw someone.

It was Mia. She was sitting on the sand in her stewardess uniform, running her hands across the beach and staring into the ocean. Luke sprinted over to her as quickly as he could.

“Mia! You’re alive!” Luke threw his arms around the woman. Even though he barely knew her, it didn’t matter. She was breathing, and proof that there could still be more people who had made it through the crash okay.

“Luke, hey!” Mia hugged him tightly back. “I’m so glad!”

“Don’t worry Mia, there will be a search, and they’ll see where the plane went down, and in no time they’ll find this island!” Luke pulled back and stared into her eyes as he spoke, doing his best to put on a brave, reassuring face.

“Oh god, I hope they don’t,” said Mia. She looked pensively up into the sky, and then back out to the sea.

“Wait…what?”

“I really hope they don’t find us.”

Luke couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He studied Mia’s face for traces of shock, or confusion, but found nothing. She looked entirely serious, and smiled at him coyly with her luscious lips.

“Mia…we’re stranded on this island,” said Luke. “I…I think we’re the only ones here.”

Mia stood up. There was a tear in the bottom of her stewardess’s uniform, and Luke felt his eyes being drawn to it hungrily. He forced himself to look away, feeling as though it was neither the time nor the place to be indulging in his horniness.

“Luke, I’ve worked for the airlines for more than a decade now.” Mia spoke in the voice of a liberated woman, free and ready to live her life. “I’ve been wishing for something like this to happen, praying for it to happen, actually, for years. Do you know how repetitive the work of being an airline attendant is?”

“Mia…” Luke could only stare at her, dumbfounded. She reached over and tussled his hair, and then began pulling her top up an over her head. Luke blushed and looked away again.

“I’m going for a swim, you should join me.” Mia leaned in close to him and spoke quietly in her ear, letting her hot breath tease his sensitive neck. “We’re alive, and on a beautiful island, Luke. Let’s have some fun, and enjoy ourselves.”

She continued undressing, pulling her skirt and stockings off. Luke finally found himself unable to resist, and looked over at her. Mia was an insanely attractive woman, with nice hips and big breasts, and clad only in her underwear, little was left to the imagination. Luke felt his cock stirring in his pants, and Mia took the opportunity to tease him even further, leaning over him and letting her big boobs rub across his chest.

“You should come in the water with me, Luke.” She took her hand and rubbed it along his thigh, and then along his cock. Unlike what had happened before with his mom, Luke could tell that it was deliberate. “I know I’m a little older than you Luke, but if it’s just the two of us, we should have fun together.”

Luke nodded slowly, despite himself. He knew that the situation they were in was serious, and he knew that they should be looking for other survivors, but something about the woman’s devil may care attitude and seductive nature was drawing him in. Luke didn’t want to work, he wanted to play.

He took off his own shirt, and heard Mia giggle as he started to unzip his jeans.

“Nice, I like that youthful eagerness,” said Mia. “You certainly had a bit of that in the bathroom on the plane…Do you always get a boner when you fly?”

“That, I mean, that was…” Luke was at a loss for how to explain, at least without admitting to the embarrassing accident that had happened with his mom. He felt his cheeks heating up, and heard Mia giggle some more.

“Come on, big boy, let’s hit the waves!” She took off into the ocean, breasts and butt bouncing with every step. Luke followed after her, feeling his cock beginning to grow hard with anticipation.

The water was warm, the perfect temperature for swimming. Mia dove under, and resurfaced right next to him. The material that her bra was made out of was white and thin, and it instantly became see-through as the moisture soaked into it.

Luke couldn’t help but stare at her. She looked a lot like his mom, though her personality was much more unpredictable, and playful. He slowly drew closer to Mia, feeling his cock throb inside his boxers as he drank in her near nakedness with his eyes.

“Mia…” Luke said. “You’re really…gorgeous.”

“Yeah? What are you going to do about it?” The older woman pushed herself up against him, and began to stroke Luke’s cock with her hand. It felt so good, and suddenly his lips were against hers.

It was as though the proverbial dam had burst. All of the horniness and desire that Luke had accumulated over the course of the day came to the surface. He groped at Mia’s butt and breasts, feeling their softness and growing even more turned on.

She let out a catlike growl, and bit his bottom lip softly. There was a smile on her face, and it only grew wider as Luke fumbled with the clasp of her bra.

“Is this what you want, Luke?” Mia reached behind her and undid it for him, and then slowly pulled the fabric of her bra down, creating a miniature strip tease for him as her nipples popped into view.

“Oh wow, Mia…” Luke grabbed her by the waist and began to grind his package into her stomach.

“Oh boy, I forgot just how much fun younger guys can be,” said Mia. “Come on, over here.”

Mia held her bra in one hand and Luke’s cock in the other. She led him onto the beach, and up to where the sand stopped and the grass began. She slowly lied down on a dense patch of vegetation, spreading her legs and pulling Luke into her.

He whipped out his cock in a rush, and then slipped Mia’s panties down. She had a nice patch of well-trimmed and maintained bush, still wet from the water. Luke pushed the head of his cock into her pussy, feeling it enter her easily.

“Oh god, yes, Luke!” moaned Mia. “Fuck me senseless, Luke! Fuck me!”

Luke was ready to oblige her. He grabbed at one of her breasts and sucked on the nipple on the other side with his lips as he began thrusting into her, feeling pleasure sweep over her cock as he began to pump in and out of her wet, warm cunt.

All of the stress and panic Luke had felt in the aftermath of the crash was swept out of his mind. All he could think about was the gorgeous naked woman underneath him, and her curvy, well-endowed body. Her breasts bounced back and forth as he pumped his meat inside of her, dancing to the rhythm of the sex.

“Oh Mia!” said Luke. “You feel so fucking good!”

“That’s right Luke, show me how good I feel!” Mia was biting her lip and looking up at him seductively. “Show me what you can do, young man!”

Luke’s thoughts were completely wrapped up in the moment. Mia was a fox of a woman, the stewardess that all of the horny men on the plane were undressing with their eyes and dreaming about midflight. She was also one of his mom’s old friends, a woman connected to him in a way that made their carnal coupling all the more forbidden, and illicit.

Luke was slamming his cock into her by this point. Her breasts were big, more than enough to feel substantial underneath his palms as he used them for leverage to fuck her even harder. Mia tensed up suddenly, and let out a loud, passionate cry. There was no need for restraint, not anymore.

After a couple more thrusts, Luke could feel his own orgasm approaching. There was a strange voice in the back of his head, either the voice of reason, or the voice of reality, and it was telling him that he should pull out, and finish on her stomach, or on her tits.

Luke didn’t listen to it. He banged his cock a few more times deep inside Mia, and then pushed it as deep into her cunt as it would go as he began to explode. His cum blasted deep inside of her, and so much of it came out that it began to overflow around the edges of her folds. The pleasure of the orgasm was almost too intense for Luke to handle, and he collapsed onto the grass next to Mia.

It was several minutes before either of them said anything. The situation at hand slowly came back into Luke’s awareness. Survival was what they needed to be focused on, not sex. He repeated the phrase in his head, but as Mia rolled over towards him, her naked breasts and cum filled pussy on full display, it was almost meaningless.

“We should…probably keep looking around.” Luke spoke timidly, and felt himself blushing again, though he didn’t know why. Mia nodded to him, and then stood up.

“Sure thing, Luke. You lead and I’ll follow.”


C
HAPTER 3

“What did you see when the plane went down?”

Luke was pulling his jeans back on, and looked over at Mia. She had clasped her bra and was wiggling into her tight stewardess outfit.

“Well, other than you and your, uh, hard problem…not all that much.” Mia smiled at him. Luke was starting to get the sense that she enjoyed teasing him, or more accurately put, torturing him.

“It felt like the plane just ripped into a bunch of pieces,” said Luke. “How can something like that happen? Aren’t there tests that are done before takeoff for this kind of thing?”

“Of course there are!” Mia glared at him, as though she had taken his comment personally. Luke met her gaze, and then felt his eyes being drawn down to her breasts, which were dotted with cute, pink nipples that were still visible through the wet fabric of her bra.

“I mean, I just want to understand what happened,” said Luke. “It didn’t feel like I even fell for that long before I hit the water…and the plane, it was in the air for less than an hour, right? How are we this far out in the ocean?”

“Well if we can find the pilot, I’m sure you can ask him what’s going on,” said Mia. She pulled on her top, and then dusted sand off her skirt.

Luke pulled on his own shirt, and then looked further down the beach. There was no sign of anyone or anything other than sand, palm trees, and the ocean ahead. He sighed, and then walked over to Mia.

“This whole situation has put me into such a strange mood.” She smiled at him, and then stepped in close, whispering into his ear. “Your mom would throw a fit if she knew what I did to you.”

Luke was silent for a moment. A heavy burden hung over his heart, and thinking about his mom and his sister only made it harder to deal with. Mia picked up on his mood shift, and rubbed his shoulder.

“Sweetie, it will be fine,” she said. “I’m sure that they washed up on the shore just like we did. We just have to find them.”

Luke nodded, and then started walking down the beach.

“You’re right,” he said. “We should get going.”

He headed down the beach, and Mia followed him. Both of them had foregone their shoes in favor of walking barefoot. Their feet continued to sink into the hot sand with every step, but it felt good, and reminded Luke that at the very least, they were on dry ground.

They made small talk about their lives back in the United States as they went. Mia had a degree in philosophy, but had done little with it after leaving college. She worked fulltime as a stewardess, and from the way she spoke and words she used to describe it, Luke could tell that she hated it. Luke brought up his own academic life, and he could tell from the look on Mia’s face that she was a little surprised by just how young he was.

“So wait, you’re still in high school?” Mia looked at him incredulously, as if she was hoping that he was lying or exaggerating.

“Yep. I just turned 18, and am headed into the last semester of my senior year.”

“Oh wow…Well, I guess it’s too late for me to judge you on that now.” Mia’s long black hair was mostly dry, and she ran her fingers through it and pulled it behind her.

Luke heard a noise from up ahead, something that stood out from the crashing of the waves and the calls of the insects and birds in the jungle. He walked faster, and then broke into a run as he rounded a bend on the beach and saw two people that he recognized on the shore in the distance.

“Mom! Jen!” Luke was sprinting as fast as he could as he made his way over to his beloved family members. Jen ran to meet him, and threw herself onto her brother, hugging him tightly and laughing hysterically.

“Luke! You’re okay! This is a miracle!” Jen had tears of happiness streaming down her face, and Luke jumped up and down on the sand with her, elated by the turn of events.

He glanced over Jen’s shoulders at his mom, and felt his face flush hot red. Tessa had not moved to greet him, and after taking one look at her, he could immediately see why. His mom was smiling at him, but also blushing fiercely. She was completely naked, and making a rather poor and strangely arousing attempt to preserve her modesty, covering her boobs and crotch with her hands.

“I’m so happy that you’re alive, sweetie,” she said. “I can’t get up though…My clothes, the waves washed them away.”

“Oh uh, that’s fine, mom.” Luke suddenly felt incredibly awkward. He realized that his cock was getting embarrassingly hard at the scene, and it pushed against his sister’s body, still tight against him.

“I made it, too,” said Mia. “Don’t worry, Tess. We’ll figure something out to get you covered up.”

“Mia! Oh, this is better than I could have hoped for!” Tessa stood up, and Luke got a quick, illicit glance of her breasts. Jen coughed loudly and elbowed him, and he forced himself to turn away before getting a chance to see anything more.

“Have the two of you seen anyone else from the plane?” Mia asked. Luke stared into the jungle and tried to keep his hormones under control, and his mind off the fact that his naked mother was just feet away from him. All he had to do was turn around, and he could see her, in all of her forbidden, exposed naked glory.

“No, we haven’t,” said Jen. “I just found my mom a couple of minutes ago. I…I saw some of the people go down with it…into the ocean.”

“Wait, what do you mean?” Luke was finally unable to resist turning around, joining the conversation and letting his eyes get a glimpse of Tessa. She was still naked and only barely managing to hold her big tits in check inside of an arm bra, but Mia and Jen had positioned themselves in front of her, mostly obscuring his view.

“Luke…The plane broke in half,” she said. “The section that I was in was upside down when it hit the water. I thought I was the only one who managed to get out before it flooded.”

“I saw you go,” said Tessa. “I wanted you to survive, so badly, that I didn’t ask for help. Luckily I was right near where the body of the plane had split. I made it out, and I think a couple of other women might have to, but I didn’t see them when I reached the surface.”

Nobody said anything for a minute. Luke felt strangely responsible for the group, as if it was up to him to come up with a plan and keep their spirits up. He was the only guy there, and while it normally made no difference, the way his mom and the other girls were looking at him made him feel like it was time for him to start working out what they were going to do.

“We need to figure out where we are, and where a rescue would be coming from,” he said. “We were headed over the pacific when we went down…so we should build a big signal fire on the eastern side of the island.”

“I still have my phone!” Jen jumped up and held something high above her head, and for a moment, Luke felt hope begin to manifest inside his chest. “It’s still working, or at least, it turned on.”

She stared at it for a moment, and the rest of the group was dead silent. Jen tapped on the screen, and then held it up to her ear. After a couple of seconds, she shook her head and let out a defeated sigh.

“Nothing,” she said. “It’s weird, though…It’s acting different from how it usually does when there is no service.”

“Here, let me see it.” Tessa reached out to take the phone from Jen, and Luke felt his eyes locking onto her, devouring every inch of nudity that they could find. He felt guilty, even more so than when he would usually sneak peeks at his mom, and knew it was because of the dire severity of the situation.

“Here, listen,” said Jen. “Can you hear that static sound over the speaker? It doesn’t make sense that a cell phone would ever do something like that.”

“Just turn it off for now, and keep it safe,” said Luke. “Maybe something is interfering with the signal? In any case, we can try again later, but only if you keep it off and the battery holds its charge.”

Jen nodded, and took the phone back from Tessa. Luke looked around on the beach, scanning the surf for any sign of driftwood, or anything else they could use as effective fire starting material, but didn’t see much.

“I think we might have to head further into the jungle,” he said. “We can’t stay here if we want to improve our chances of being found.”

“I like your idea of starting a fire, sweetie, but don’t you think the foliage of the jungle would make it impossible for a plane to spot us?” Tessa gestured to the jungle, inadvertently flashing more of her cleavage at Luke. “Maybe we should just wait here, and see what happens. Rescue could already be on the way.”

“No, your son is right, Tess.” Mia walked over to Luke and put a hand on his chest, smiling in a devilish, secretive way. “We should listen to him, and take a look in the jungle. We’ll need dry kindling in order to start a smoke fire, and even if we find some driftwood on the shore, most of it is going to be wet.”

“Mom, do you want to wait here?” asked Jen, stepping in close to her mother. “We will probably find some clothes washed up from the plane, eventually.”

“No sweetie, it’s fine.” Tessa was still blushing, but she had a resolved smile on her face. “I’m not going to let my own embarrassment keep me from helping everyone out. And Luke…”

She gestured with her fingers for him to come over, still keeping her arm locked against her breasts and her hand tight against her crotch.

“I am so happy that you’re alive, honey.” Tessa kissed him on the cheek. “I want to give you a hug, if you aren’t too weirded out by having your naked mom’s body up against you, that is…”

“No mom, of course not.” Luke’s cock was already hard as he reached his arms out and wrapped them against his mom. She pushed her body against him quickly, doing her best to hide her nudity by letting it push flat onto his chest.

It felt incredible, and Luke’s lower half did its best to convince him to prolong the hug for as long as possible. His mom’s body was so soft, and so naked. Fire shot through his nerve endings, making him tingle with pleasure and longing.

“I was so sure that you were lost to the ocean, honey,” whispered Tessa. “My sweet baby boy, I’m glad beyond words that you’re alive.”

“I’m glad too mom,” he said. “We’re so lucky, and it was so hard for me to think about losing you.”

“Alright, alright, any longer and this is going to get really strange.” Mia walked over and jokingly separated the two of them. Luke tried not to look at his mom as she backed away, and tried not to feel guilty and ashamed for wanting to.

“We should get moving,” said Jen. “The sun isn’t going to be out forever.”


C
HAPTER 4

Luke led the group a further down the beach, opposite the direction that he and Mia had approached from before. The jungle vegetation was incredibly dense, and it created an almost impassable wall of vines and trees that they couldn’t effectively traverse.

It was hard for him to not think about just what a strange turn of fate the crash had been. He had been so eager for the vacation with Jen and his mom, and happy to spend time alone with them, outside of their regular ways. In a very unusually fashion, he was getting just that, but under circumstances that were far more serious than lounging in an ocean side hotel in Fiji.

“That looks like a bag up ahead!” Jen pointed to a small lump on the edge of the shore that was being pushed forward by wave after wave. She ran over to it, and then waved to the rest of them.

“Mom, you are in luck!” she announced. “There are clothes in here!”

Luke felt his emotions shift from surprise, to disappointment at his mom’s stretch of baring it all coming to an end, to feeling like a horny asshole for thinking like that in the first place.

“This is great, honey,” said Tessa, as she rifled through the suitcase and selected some of the clothing. “It all looks pretty small, though. And the style…well, let’s just say I wouldn’t be caught dead in this stuff back home.”

Tessa faced away from Luke as she put the garments on. She didn’t end up covering much more of herself than the bare essentials, which Luke, again, took a guilty pleasure in seeing.

The clothes she had picked out were a pair of tight jean shorts and a low cut pink halter top that looked to be at least a size too small for her. Tessa’s big, voluptuous breasts strained against the fabric, and even though she was now dressed, there was still more than enough cleavage on display to keep Luke in a state of ashamed arousal.

“There is some other stuff around here,” said Mia. “Take a look!”

She pointed out into the ocean, about twenty or thirty feet from the edge of the beach. A brown suitcase was bobbing above the surface of the water.

“I’ll get it,” said Luke. “It could have something useful in it.”

He swam out the short distance to grab it, and brought it back to the group’s spot on the beach. It opened easily, and what he found inside surpassed anything he could have hoped for.

The suitcase appeared to be someone’s emergency survival bag, complete with a first aid kit, fire starting equipment, water purification tablets, and most impressively, a sharp metal hatchet with a leather wrapped handle. Luke pulled it out slowly, testing the weight and heft of it before slipping it into his belt loop.

“This is amazing,” he said. “We should give our thanks to whichever paranoid person decided to take this on the plane with them.”

“Correction: whichever smart person decided to.” Jen took a look at the first aid kit, and then put everything back and closed the lid. “I’ll carry this, for now. It’s kind of heavy though…we should find somewhere to make camp where we can keep it safe.”

“Yeah, good idea,” said Luke.

With the hatchet in hand, he was able to make short work of most of the vines and vegetation blocking their way. Luke led the girls forward, cutting a path through the jungle as they went. The foliage only grew thicker and tougher as they progressed further in, with the leaves and vines of the higher canopy blocking out a moderate amount of the sun’s light and giving the jungle a shadowy look.

“Are you sure it’s safe in here, Luke?” asked Tessa. “What about poisonous insects? Or snakes? Or bigger animals?”

“We’ll just have to deal with them as we find them,” he replied. “I haven’t seen anything yet that looks dangerous. Just watch out for brightly colored things, I remember hearing that they tend to be the poisonous ones.”

He continued forward, slicing through plants and stopping every few minutes to listen for any signs of life. What Luke wanted to hear were the sounds of other humans, either other passengers washed up on the shore, or even indigenous, tribal types, who might be willing to help them.

There were no noises in the air beyond the chirping of insects and the calls of birds, along with the ever present crash and fade of the ocean. Luke was surprised by how unnerved he was by it. The constant hum of cars and life back home was something he had accepted as a fact of life.

“Well, it’s not Fiji, but of all the places we could have crash landed…” Jen had made her way up next to him and was hanging onto the back of his left shoulder. “It’s not half bad.”

“Let’s focus on getting rescued before we start gushing about how clean the air is,” said Luke.

He cut through another curtain of vines, and behind it was a large rock, jutting up and out of the ground about seven or eight feet. Luke walked over to it, found a couple of solid hand grips, and hoisted himself up.

“Can you see anything from up there, sweetie?” asked Tessa.

Luke shielded his view from the sun with his hand and looked further into the jungle, noticing a spot only about a hundred feet away that was free of vegetation and right at the base of a cliff. Even more exciting was the small, crystal clear pool of water a couple feet off to the side.

“Yeah.” He jumped down and landed next to the group. “There’s a place up ahead where we can rest, at least for a minute.”

Tessa and Mia smiled at him. Both of them looked amazing, with a small layer of sweat developing on their skin from the hot sun that made their breasts and curves look even more noticeable and seductive. Luke tried to focus on the task at hand, and pushed forward deeper into the jungle.

The clearing ended up being an even better location than he could have hoped for. A small waterfall ran down off the cliff from above, splashing into the water in an almost picturesque fashion. The pond was bigger up close, at least a hundred feet across, and it looked deep enough to be up over his head at the center.

“Oh wow, this is perfect!” Mia ran forward and dipped her hands into the water.

“Don’t drink any of it just yet,” said Luke. “We should probably boil it first.”

“Too late.” Mia giggled and then stuck her hands back in. “It’s freshwater! This isn’t just a pond, this is life saver!”

Luke took a closer look around the area. There was jungle in three directions, with a steep cliff, at least a couple of hundred feet high, fencing them in on the remaining side, nearest to the island’s center. The pond was clear of heavy vegetation for about a hundred feet around its edge, which he found a little unusual.

Luke looked against the cliff, and saw something else that made his spirits lift up. Against the rock wall was a small opening, about two feet wide and three feet high. He moved closer to it, and poked his head inside.

“Hello? Anybody home?” The sound of his voice echoed inside the hole. It was completely dark, and though he was eager to see just how big it was, the thought of encountering bats, or a snake, or any number of potentially hazardous creatures made him a little nervous.

When Luke turned back towards the girls, he almost did a double take. Jen had stripped out of her clothes and was slowly walking deeper into the pond. She was turned away from Luke, but he still managed to get a decent view of the outline of her medium sized breasts, and naked butt.

“What…are you doing?” Luke’s cheeks began to heat up as he saw Tessa and Mia also beginning to undress on the grass.

“Oh, relax, sweetie,” said Tessa. “Your sister suggested that we all go for a swim and wash the salt off our bodies. I think it’s a fantastic idea!”

“But…naked?” It was hard for Luke to focus on his objections. His mom was facing the other way, but watching her slip out of her tight shorts and tiny top was one of the sexiest, and most illicit things he had ever seen.

“We’re all adults here, Luke,” said Mia. Her stewardess outfit was on the ground by the pond, and she walked over to him without making any attempt of covering her big breasts and luscious, naked thighs.

“Alright…I guess it’s fine.” He watched as his mom splashed into the water, and suddenly found himself wanting to join her, badly.

“Let me help you get your stuff off, big boy.” Mia pushed her naked body up against him and began stroking his cock through his shorts. Luke was immediately concerned that his mom and his sister might see, but they were busy enjoying themselves in the pond, splashing each other and swimming under the surface.

“Mia…Oh, wow.” His cock immediately sprang to attention as she slipped down his shorts, kneeling in front of him and pushing her breasts against his crotch.

“It’s because of you that we found this place, Luke.” Mia pumped his cock as she spoke, exhaling her hot breath against his sensitive skin. “We’re so grateful…Your mom, your sister and I…”

She leaned in and gave his cock a quick, tender lick. Leon moaned and felt his reservations begin to give way.

“If there’s anything I can do to make it up to you Luke…All you have to do…is ask.” The attractive stewardess brought her lips right up to the head of Luke’s cock and pushed them against it. He could feel his precum rubbing onto her mouth, and slowly nodded as he grabbed the back of her head.

“Hey, what are you two doing?” Tessa was looking in their direction from in the pond, and suddenly Mia leapt to her feet, jumping back and becoming the image of innocence without skipping a beat.

“I’m on my way!” yelled Mia. She ran over to the edge of the pond and jumped in, water splashing up in tiny drops that reflected the sun like little shards of mirror finished glass.

Luke’s cock was rock hard and throbbing, and he had no way to hide it. He walked over to join the rest of them, hunched over and turned away awkwardly, and stepped off the grass and into the blue water with little grace and lots of embarrassment. The pond was warm, and inviting, and as soon as his waist was under he felt a huge burden lift off his shoulders.

“Oh wow, this is perfect.” Luke watched as his sister swam towards him underwater, surfacing right in front of him and throwing her arms around him.

“Baby brother!” She laughed and began trying to wrestle him underneath the waves. “Remember when we use to water fight when we were kids? It’s your turn to get dunked!”

Luke’s cock was still hard, and it brushed against his sister’s thigh as she struggled to flip him over. She didn’t look like she noticed, but it was an immediate reminder to Luke of just how dangerous the situation could become if he wasn’t careful.

“I don’t know, sis, I think I might be a little old for this…” Luke mumbled, wanting nothing more than to play the game at full intensity and see where it led, but knowing that he absolutely couldn’t. Jen pulled back and Luke snuck a glance at her breasts, which hung perfectly on her frame and looked like they would feel amazing in his hands.

“I think we should all play!” Mia swam over and laughed as she crashed into Luke. His head went under water for a moment, and when he brought it back above the surface, total war had broken out. Mia and Jen were splashing each other relentlessly, and Luke felt a pair of arms wrap around him from behind.

“I got you, sweetie!” announced Tessa. Luke turned around within her grasp, which turned out to be a very big mistake. He felt the head of his cock brush against the entrance of his mom’s warm, inviting cunt, and almost lost his cool. She didn’t notice, or at least pretended not to, and immediately began working to twist Luke into the water.

“Backup is on the way, Tessa!” Mia jumped over and pushed Luke back. She hopped up and onto him, pushing her big tits into his face and wrapping her legs around him.

Mia slid down slightly against Luke, and quite suddenly, his cock was inside of her. It felt amazing, and the pleasure was only multiplied by the fact that his mom and sister were right there with him, totally oblivious to what was going on.

“Oh Mia, you’re going to get what you deserve for that!” Luke grabbed onto her breasts as though he was trying to push her down into the water, but instead used them to shift her up an inch, sliding her along his cock and fucking her with it a little.

“Luke, please,” said Mia. “You’re going to have to give it to me better than that if you want me to learn my lesson!”

She splashed water on him and acted like she was trying to swim back. The game changed, and it became something even more exciting for Luke. Mia laughed and thrashed about in the water, and it was his goal to get his cock inside her and give her the second fucking that she was so desperately begging for.

Luke managed to get his hands by her waist and pull her against him, getting his dick back in and slamming into her solidly a couple of times. Mia dove underwater and swam a few feet away, and the cycle repeated itself again, but this time Luke didn’t stop. He could feel himself getting closer to cumming, and just had to keep going.

“Alright, I think we’ve played enough of this game today.” Tessa was standing in the water glaring at the two of them with her arms crossed. The sound of her voice brought Luke back to reality, and made him feel ashamed of his behavior, and worried about his mom finding out about what was going on.

“Oh, yeah, I think you’re right, Tess,” said Mia. “My fingers are starting to get wrinkly.”

The three women were the first to climb out of the water, and Luke looked away politely while they were getting dressed. It wasn’t until about ten minutes later that his cock had finally settled down enough for him to climb back onto the grass and get dressed himself.


C
HAPTER 5

There was a warm, fragrant breeze blowing through the air, gently drying Luke off as he pulled his clothes back on. Mia and Tessa were going through the survival kit, and his sister was walking around the edge of the clearing, looking at the vegetation.

“I’m going to go looking for some food,” said Jen. “We have everything we need here, except that.”

Tessa looked up at her daughter and shook her head.

“It’s too dangerous, we should all just stick together and wait for help to come to us.”

“Mom, it’s okay, I’ll go with her.” Luke took the hatchet out of his belt loop and walked over to his sister. “Besides, we’re going to need to set up a signal fire on the shore if we want the rescuers to have an idea of where we are.”

“He’s right, Tess,” said Mia. “Don’t worry, it will be fine. They know how to be careful.”

“Alright…but get back here before it gets dark.” Tessa glanced up at the sun. “There’s no telling what might come out in a place like this at night.”

Luke and Jen nodded, and then headed off into jungle, opposite the direction that they had come from originally. Luke swung the hatchet, clearing a path as they went. He had mostly gotten the hang of it, and the two of them were able to pass through the dense vegetation at a faster speed than before.

“This is whole situation feels so surreal…” Jen followed close behind him, as though she was afraid of getting lost.

“Yeah, I know,” said Luke. “It’s not exactly my idea of a typical vacation.”

“I didn’t want to bring this up in front of mom and Mia, but don’t you think we should have heard something by now?”

Luke kept chopping through the foliage, pushing ahead while he listened to her.

“It’s only been a couple of hours, sis.” He turned his head back to her and offered an encouraging smile. “Rescues take time. There will be planes crisscrossing overhead within a day or two.”

He didn’t want to admit it out loud, but Luke shared some of his sister’s concerns. He had seen a couple of high profile plane crashes on the news within the past year that had taken days, weeks even, before anything was found. And usually…almost always, there were no survivors. Luke wondered if any search operation would even bother to consider the possibility of people washed up on an island.

“Look at those!” Jen pointed a tree ahead of them, with branches full of big, maroon red fruit.

“Alright, looks like we’ll get to eat well for tonight,” said Luke. “Let’s grab a bunch on our way back.”

Jen had already plucked one into her hand and taken a big bite out of it. Red juice ran down the sides of her mouth, and she smiled to Luke and held it out to him.

“Try it! It’s really good!”

He took it from her and bit into it. Sweet and citrus sour flavors exploded into his taste buds.

“Oh wow…that’s the best thing I’ve had in a while,” said Luke. “How is this not a fruit that you can find at the grocery store?”

“It’s a hidden island secret,” replied Jen. Luke smiled at her, and felt a strange tingling sensation begin to spread across his tongue. He ignored it and handed her back the fruit before pushing forward through the jungle.

“Come on, let’s get a big brushfire set up on the beach and then head back.”

They spilled out onto the sand a minute or two later. Luke had brought the fire starting kit, which was essentially just some water proof matches and a small wooden rod of extremely dry tinder, with him in his pocket. There was more stray wood on that side of the island, and the two of them began pulling branches and leaves over into a pile.

“How much to you think we’re going to need?” asked Jen. Luke looked over at his sister to answer, and felt his eyes immediately being pulled towards her butt. She had bent over to grab a stick of wood, and the tight fabric of her jeans left little to the imagination.

“Uh…as much wood as we can get,” said Luke. “The more hard wood, the better.”

He felt a little unusual, as though the temperature of his body had been turned up by a couple of degrees. It was hard for Luke to take his eyes off his sister, and he felt his cock growing hard as he looked at her.

“I feel a little weird,” said Jen. She walked over to Luke as though in a trance, standing just a little bit too close to him and pushing her chest and boobs out.

“Yeah, so do I,” said Luke. “Sis…you look amazing right now.”

He was embarrassed for needing to voice his desires, but he couldn’t help himself. Luke felt his cock throbbing in his pants, and everything about Jen screamed of sex. As if with a mind of their own, his arms began to reach out towards her, pulling her in close.

“Luke, I feel strange,” whispered Jen. “Your hands, they’re so hot.”

“Oh god, Jen…” Luke leaned in and kissed his sister. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but he knew one thing. He needed to cum, badly, and she was right there.

“Luke, you’re my brother.” Jen blushed and began to take her shirt off, her actions sharply contrasting her words.

“Jen, let’s just…do it for a second,” said Luke. “Maybe we have to get it out of our system.”

The two of them hurried to take their clothes off, grinding against each other in only their underwear. Luke took their clothes and brought them over to the grassy bank of the beach, setting them down and forming a makeshift mat for them to lie down on.

Jen kissed him back fiercely, and began to stroke his cock. Luke realized that he was dizzy, and had double vision. It didn’t matter to him. All that mattered to his senses in the moment were his urges, and primal lust.

He pulled her bra off her, kissing her nipples and letting his tongue dance across them. Jen let out a moan and ran her fingers through his hair. Luke’s cock was aching for release, and he pulled it out of his boxers and began to rub it on his sister’s panty covered mound.

“What the hell…” moaned Jen. “What the hell is going on?”

“I, I don’t know…” Luke was lucid for a moment, and a voice of reason screamed out in his head, tinged with guilt and shame. “Jen…I don’t know if I can stop myself.”

“Oh god, Luke, this is so wrong,” she whispered. “You’re my baby brother.”

Hearing the words out loud had the opposite of the intended effect. Luke felt his cock throb and drip with precum. He had to feel his sister, and push inside of her. He had to stick his thing into her and experience the warmth and wetness of her pussy for himself.

He slipped her panties to the side, in too much of a rush to take them completely off her, and then slid his member up and into her. Jen let out a soundless cry and arched back.

“Oh god, Luke!” she moaned. “I don’t care, fuck me! Fuck me Luke, I need you to fuck me!”

“Sis!” At that point Luke wouldn’t have stopped even if she had begged him to. He began slamming into his sister with the intensity and energy of a machine. His cock was overwhelmed with pleasure, and his sister’s sticky juices coated it as though they were sweet nectar.

Luke grabbed his sister’s body and pulled her up and into him with each stroke. The two moved together, shifting and bouncing in the type of connected rhythm that felt like it reflected the closeness of their relationship as siblings.

Jen was moaning and crying out, and her tits jiggled with every stroke of Luke’s cock. Her face was flushed, and Luke could tell from her expression that she was mortified by what was happening, and ashamed of how powerless she was to stop it and how much her body needed it.

He felt much the same way. His sister’s body felt good against his own, and her cunt might was well have been a thing of myth and magic. He had never imagined that sex could feel so good, and knew that there was no stopping himself. Luke couldn’t stop, not until he had sprayed his load at the expense of his sister.

“It’s the fruit!” Jen whispered into his ear, connecting the pieces of the puzzle. “Luke, it’s the fruit.”

He heard her, but he didn’t hear her. Luke was lost to anything other than the pleasure coursing through his body.

“Bro, we have to stop,” moaned Jen. “Luke, we can’t!” Jen wrapped her legs around him and continued to urge him on with her body, again contradicting her words with her actions.

Luke was too far gone to even make an attempt at stopping himself. He had to fuck his sister. He had to finish.

“Oh god, Luke no!” Jen’s voice increased in pitch, and her body tensed up. “Please, baby bro! Don’t make me cum!”

She screamed out in sexual ecstasy, and then went limp, her arms sprawling out to the sides on the ground. Luke didn’t slow his pace, and continued pumping his big cock into her at full speed, feeling his own orgasm building.

“Sis,” he whispered. Luke had another moment of lucidity, and the reality of the situation began to dawn on him. He was fucking his sister, and it was probably the most immoral and illicit thing he had ever done.

He didn’t stop quickly enough, however. The point of no return was already behind him when he began to think clearly, and instead of pulling out and getting himself out of trouble, Luke began to intensify his pace. He slammed his cock deep into Jen one last time, and felt his white hot cum blast deep into her pussy.

Luke rolled off her and onto the grass. He didn’t say anything, but reached over and grabbed Jen’s hand. She rubbed her finger on his palm in response.

“Oh my god…” Jen was silent for a moment, and then finally spoke up. “Luke…how did we…how did that just happen?”

“You’re right, Jen,” said Luke. “It has to be the fruit. There must be some kind of aphrodisiac in it.”

Jen looked up at him, and then began blushing in earnest as she realized that she was still naked. She grabbed her clothes and put them back on in the same rush that she had taken them off in before.

“Well, let’s hope we can find something else to eat!” She stood up, fully clothed and back to normal, and glared at her brother. “Luke, this never happened!”

“Of course sis, I’m not going to tell anybody,” he replied. “I’m not any happier about it than you are!”

“I’m serious! This never happened!”

“Relax, Jen, I know…”

Luke grabbed his own clothes and pulled them on. He still felt a little strange, unbalanced on his feet and warmer than usual, but he made his way over to the wood pile and got to work finishing what they had started. He managed to get the fire going on his first try, mostly due to the ease of the matches and tinder stick from the survival kit.

“Alright, there we go,” he said. “We can head back now…Jen?”

He looked around, and realized that his sister had already left. Luke was a little hurt, but decided that it was probably for the best. What happened between the two of them was not something that would be easy for them to move past, but giving each other space was probably the best way to go about it.


C
HAPTER 6

The sun was setting on the horizon as Luke made his way back. The smoke from the signal fire stretched up into the sky like a beacon of hope, and he found himself being very optimistic about their chances of being rescued.

Luke felt as though it took longer for him to follow the trail back to the camp than he had remembered it taking before. The island was bigger than it had initially looked. It wasn’t huge, not by any form of measurement, but it had enough space on it, and hopefully, enough food, for all of them to be able to survive without struggling.

The noises of the jungle sounded more foreboding to him as the shadows of the night deepened. Luke held the hatchet in one hand for security, and forced himself to move at an even pace, not rushing and scanning the path as he went.

When he got back to the clearing, Mia and Tessa were sitting together near the cave, both of them looking at it like curious, inquisitive field mice. Luke walked over and set the survival bag down next to them.

“What do you two think?” he asked them. “I took a look at it earlier but I wasn’t sure if it was empty.”

“I think it’s exactly what we need, honey,” said Tessa. “It would be impossible for us to build a shelter of our own tonight. There is enough room in there for all of us to fit relatively comfortably, and we can work on making it more habitable in the morning.”

Luke nodded.

“The smoke signal fire is up and running, so hopefully, we won’t even need to worry about being here any longer than that.”

Tessa offered him a weak smile.

“I don’t know about this,” said Mia. “I’m a little…claustrophobic. I might have trouble sleeping inside a cave like that.”

Luke sat down next to her and rubbed her shoulder encouragingly.

“Hey, don’t worry. I’d be surprised if any of us get much sleep tonight. It’s just so we aren’t out in the open and exposed to the elements and, well, anything else the jungle has to throw at us.”

Luke pulled out the fire starting equipment, and began collecting fallen branches from the bushes nearby. Mia and Tessa joined in, and they set up a tiny pile of kindling a couple feet in front of the cave.

“Hey, where’s Jen? Don’t tell me that she didn’t make it back?” Luke felt himself becoming a little worried.

“No, she stopped by right before you got here,” said Tessa. “She said that she was going to grab some coconuts from some trees down by the beach we washed up on. I tried to get her to stay, but your sister can be very single minded when she gets an idea into her head.”

“Hey, that’s no fair!” Jen stepped out of the jungle with impeccable timing, carrying a coconut in each hand and under each arm. “And I brought us dinner!”

It was hard for Luke to meet his sister’s gaze at first, and he felt himself getting embarrassed all over again about what had happened before. Jen oriented her body language away from him and towards the other women, and it was easy for him to see that she felt the same way.

He focused his efforts on getting the fire started. The matches and tinder stick worked perfectly, but the supply he had was not designed for repeated use. Luke figured that he could start two, maybe three more fires before the stick ran out, and no more than eight before he was out of matches. He found himself hoping that they would be rescued before it became an issue.

“Alright, if we keep feeding firewood into this, it should keep for the night.” Luke stepped back as the flames began to flicker to life.

“Thank you honey,” said his mom. “You’re so handy!”

She walked over to him and gave him a big hug. For a moment, Luke forgot about their situation, and could only focus on the feeling of his mom’s big, soft breasts against his chest. He wanted to reach down, grab her buttocks, and grind his crotch against her, but forced himself to be still. His cock was growing hard, and he could tell that the effects of the fruit hadn’t faded completely.

“He is really good with his hands, isn’t he?” said Mia. “And he’s so big and strong…I’m not really sure how we would make do in a situation like this without your son, Tessa.”

Jen had her arms crossed, and Luke couldn’t tell if it was just the shadows cast across her face by the fire, but it looked like she was glaring at him.

“Alright, how about we eat some food,” said Jen. “The food that I brought back to the camp.”

She picked up one of the coconuts from the ground next to her and began turning it over in her hands. She tried twisting it, and then banging it against a rock on the ground, but couldn’t get it open.

“Here, let me.” Luke reached over and took the coconut out of his sister’s hand. His finger brushed hers as he did, and his body was instantly filled with fiery, hot tingles of lust, and he could tell from Jen’s face that she was having the same strange physical reaction.

Luke set the coconut on the ground, and with one accurate chop to the middle of it, he split it in two with his hatchet. Tessa and Mia both clapped and cheered, and he started scraping off pieces of dried coconut and handing them out.

“Thanks honey,” said Tessa.

They sat around the campfire and ate silently for a while. For Luke, it was a chance for his mind to really catch up with the situation, and begin to process what was going on.

They were stranded on an island, awaiting a hypothetical rescue, and navigating the perils of close, uninhibited contact with each other. Luke thought about his encounter with Mia, and his encounter with his sister, and immediately began to feel confused and ashamed about how things had gone over the course of the first day.

He knew that in part, it was due to the conditions. This was not the type of situation that a group of people who had lived their entire lives in the warmth and comfort of a first world country could adapt to without a few strange hiccups. He tried not feel too bad about it, but the more his mind drifted, and remembered, the more guilty and aroused he started to feel.

“I’m grateful that we’re all together.” Tessa finally spoke up and broke the silence. “There were a lot of other people with us on that plane, and it doesn’t look like any of them are here.”

The group was silent again for a moment. Luke stared into the flames of the fire, watching them dance through the air with savage grace. He turned and looked over his shoulder at the smoke signal. It was hard to see in the dark, and looked as though it had slowed down.

“We’re so lucky to be alive. I think you’re right, Tessa.” Mia looked at each of them in the eyes, and Luke felt his body becoming excited as the two of them shared a knowing look.

“I’m going to set the signal fire up again tomorrow, and see what I can do about finding more food,” said Luke. “For now…we just have to focus on keeping things going. I know we’ll be rescued, soon enough, but until then…we’re going to have to survive.”

Luke stood up and walked over to a long, thick stick that he had set aside before. He wrapped one end of it with a length of flexible, dry jungle vine, and then stuck it into the fire. It went up in a blaze, making a very simple torch.

“Come on. Let’s take a look in the cave.”

The craggy entrance in the side of the cliff was low to the ground and small. Luke had to crouch down to almost half his height in order to get through it. Upon reaching the other side, he was taken aback by how much the cave opened up.

There was enough room for him to stand up, and as much floor space as a large bedroom. Luke took a look at the walls, which were made of thick stone, cold and damp to the touch.

“I’ll build a fire in here tomorrow,” he said. “It will dry everything out, and make our short stay in here a little more comfortable.”

“It’s going to be dangerous to have so much smoke in such a small space,” said Tessa.

“It will just be temporary. I might be able to find a way to make it vent out the top, and get some kind of chimney set up.”

Luke and the women headed out to the pond to wash up, and then climbed back into the cave for the night. Among the clothes in the bag of luggage they had found that morning had been a couple of thin blankets and sheets. The group spread them out on the ground to make a clean surface to sleep on.

Luke extinguished the torch, and then laid down on one of the sheets, next to his mom. It had been a long, challenging day, and as soon as everyone had said their goodnights to each other, Luke felt himself falling into an exhausted, deep sleep.

It was several hours later when he began to stir. The only light creeping into the cave was from the dying embers of the fire outside, and it took Luke a moment to realize why he’d woken up.

His cock was rock hard, almost painfully so. He couldn’t remember his dream clearly, but he knew it had been about sex. Luke’s mind felt hazy, like it had before when he’d eaten the red fruit with Jen.

He could hear his mom’s soft, even breathing from where she was sleeping to his side. Luke remembered how he had found her earlier that morning, her body on full display, and the modest, red faced manner in which she had tried to hide her breasts and pussy from him.

Without meaning to, Luke began to inch closer to her. He wanted to cuddle with his mom, and that was all, or at least that was what he told himself. Luke moved in close enough to smell the faint remnants of her perfume, and then pushed his crotch forward.

His mom was turned away from him, and Luke’s cock slid up against her butt. She felt warm and amazingly soft against him, and Luke felt his mind begin to fog over as he craved more of her, and began to lose control.

Luke reached one of his arms over and wrapped it around his mom’s waist. Slowly and steadily, he began to push against her, grinding his cock against his mom’s butt and thighs. She felt so unbelievably good, but at the same time, the shame and guilt of giving into his lust was almost too much for Luke.

Tessa’s breathing shifted, and she let out a small moan. Luke let his hand slide further up, and grabbed at his mom’s breasts. Something had snapped inside his body, and taken his self-control out of the equation. It was like with his sister before. Luke felt like he had to fuck her, as dirty and perverted as he knew it was.

He began thrusting against his mom, making no attempt to disguise the fact that he was dry humping her. Luke slid his hand underneath her top and began to feel her soft breasts, the naked flesh of her chest hot against his hand. The pleasure was so intense, and he felt it flooding through his body, pushing him towards an orgasm.

“Luke, sweetie, you can’t,” whispered Tessa. Luke froze in place, suddenly acutely aware of how wrong what he was doing was. He had thought that his mom was asleep, and would stay asleep.

“Mom, I’m sorry, I just-“

“It’s okay honey, I understand.” Tessa shifted around so that she was facing him, and ran her hand down his chest. “Situations like the one we’re in…they make everyone react differently. But you can’t do things like this to your mommy, it’s not okay.”

Luke was silent for a minute, the shame and embarrassment over what he had almost done weighing down on him like a ton of bricks.

“Sweetie, I think you should take care of yourself,” whispered Tessa. “You’re too worked up right now, you need to get some…release. So you can get some sleep.”

“Uh…okay, mom.” Luke was glad that his bright red cheeks were hidden by the darkness.

“Go ahead sweetie, act like I’m not even here,” said Tessa.

Luke slowly pulled down his pants and boxers, and wrapped his hand around his cock.

“Okay mom, I’m going to do it,” he said. He slowly began stroking himself off. It felt like his mom’s gaze was locked onto his cock with the focus of a laser, even though it was too dark to see.

“There you go, baby,” whispered his mom. “It’s just part of being human. Mommy understands, it’s okay.”

“Oh god, mom,” he said. The images of Tessa on the beach, her big breasts and naked body on full display, were running through his mind. “It feels…really good.”

“I know, honey.” Tessa reached one of her hands out and began running it through his hair. “Just let it all out. Do it for your mommy, she wants you to feel better.”

“Mom…this feels…wrong.”

“No, it’s fine sweetie,” said Tessa. “There’s nothing wrong with this, and it will help you calm down and keep from doing much naughtier things.”

Hearing his mom say the word naughty, and the way it rolled off her lips, was almost too much for Luke. He was pumping his cock faster, and had an intimate awareness of his mom’s warmth and presence next to him. She let her hand shift from his hair down to his chest and rubbed it tenderly, in a way that only a mother knows how to do.

“Mom…I, I’m going to…”

“Go ahead, Luke,” whispered his mom. “Let it all out, sweetie.”

He had reached his limit. Luke turned to the side, towards his mom, as his cock began to blast out its load. It was too dark for him to see, but he thought that the first string of cum landed on her. Tessa confirmed it for him after the first few pulses, making hot, electrified contact with her palm against his cock, pushing it so it aimed away from her.

“Oh wow, sweetie, you made a bit of a mess.” Tessa wiped her hand against her shorts, and then kissed Luke on the cheek.

“Sorry mom,” Luke whispered. A strange mixture of shame, embarrassment, and comforting warmth was coursing through his body.

“It’s fine. Just be more careful next time.” Tessa rolled back into her spot and turned away from him. “Goodnight Luke. I love you.”

“I love you too, mom.”

Luke closed his eyes, and felt sleep overtake him.
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It took Luke a moment to catch up with the situation when he woke up the next morning. The sun was streaming in through the cave’s tiny entrance, and birds could be heard chirping outside in the trees, forming a natural song on the air. He rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, sat up, and finally realized that he wasn’t in Fiji.

Tessa, Jen, and Mia were already up and sitting around the fire. It was burning healthily, which Luke was grateful for. During the last night, it had been down to the most minimal of embers. He made a mental note to stay up and make sure it was well fed if they hadn’t been rescued by that evening.

“Good morning.” Luke stooped low as he walked out through the entrance. His step mom was carving out a piece of coconut from its shell, and handed it to him as he sat down around the circle.

“Good morning, sweetie,” said Tessa. “Did you sleep okay?”

Luke’s mind jumped back to the night before, and the embarrassing way that he had dealt with his sexual urges. His mom had been so understanding, a fact that had only pushed more illicit and forbidden thoughts into his mind.

“Uh, yeah, I did,” said Luke. “I’m…well rested.”

He took a look at the hunk of coconut she had given him, realizing that it was more of a sliver.

“Is this all we have for food?” he asked.

“It’s not as though anybody else was collecting any yesterday, baby brother.” His step sister, Jen, was sitting to his side, with a scowl on her face.

“Yeah, well, sorry, Jen,” said Luke. “I thought that…well, I guess having food for the morning wasn’t my main priority last night.”

He bit into the coconut, and thought about something that was hard for his mind to rationalize. They were still there. As far as he could tell, no search and rescue teams had parachuted down to the island overnight.

“I’m so hungry…” said Mia. She was sitting next to Luke, and though the stewardess sounded disheveled, she looked amazing, better than she had the day before. She’d unbuttoned the top few buttons of her stewardess’s blouse, giving him a nice and open view of the cleavage of her large breasts.

“We’re all hungry, but complaining about it isn’t going to do anything,” said Jen. Luke sighed. He felt at least partially responsible for putting her in such a surly mood, but had no idea how to go about undoing it.

“Our focus for today, at least to start, should be on finding food,” said Luke. “We need to get enough to make it through the next few days, at least until we’ve been rescued.”

The group was silent. Luke had been expecting vocal agreement, but instead his words had hung on the air, as though he had cast a jinx on all of them. Finally, his mom turned to him and rubbed him on the shoulder.

“You’re right, honey,” said Tessa. “We’ll all feel better if we can get some food in our stomachs. I know I will, at least.”

Luke nodded, and then continued.

“There are a bunch of different places that we can take a look at to gather edibles from. For starters…the beach. Mia, would you mind starting out there and seeing what you can find?”

Mia smiled at him.

“Sure Luke, no problem.”  She walked around the circle and sat down next to him, leaning her chest into his face as to show off the full extent of her cleavage. “Is there anything else that I can do for you?”

Luke felt his cock slowly begin to harden as Mia slid her hand up his thigh. She was a hard woman to read, so eager and ready to tease him, and yet so confident and independent at the same time.

“Uh, well, just look out for anything in the shallows that we can use as food.” Luke felt the tension that had formed between them, and wanted to throw himself on top of the stewardess and break right through it. “Any crabs, oysters, small fish, even seaweed might be something we can cook and work with.”

“Your wish is my command.” Mia started drifting her hand up even further, but Tessa let out a cough, and she finally relented and leaned back in her spot.

“Alright, there’s also plenty of food and fruit that we can find growing in the jungle. Jen, would you mind taking a look around for anything you can find?”

His older step sister flicked her hair over her shoulder and gave him a cold look. He matched her gaze, and watched as her cheeks flushed red, and began to heat up slightly. The air itself felt hot between them, and it wasn’t just because of the tropical environment they were in.

The illicit sexual encounter that the two of them had shared the day before was impossible to forget. It hadn’t been Luke’s fault, or Jen’s. The island fruit that they had eaten had made them incredibly horny and taken away any ability for them to  resist their urges. The inevitable had happened, and now the two of them were struggling to process it, and come to terms with their strange, new relationship.

“Collect coconuts, you mean?” asked Jen. “Fine. But they aren’t easy to carry, Luke! I’m not going to be doing just that all day long without any help!”

“I’ll swing by and take a look after I-“

“And another thing, some of the fruit on this island is just really…well, it’s certainly not stuff we can eat! How am I supposed to deal with that?”

His sister’s eyes were full of emotion. Luke wanted to lean over and hug her, but he could still feel the after effects of eating the fruit. If he got that close to her, and their bodies touched, there would be no stopping it from happening again.

“You’re right, sis,” said Luke. “Just hold off on collecting more than one of anything you don’t recognize. We’ll…try the fruit in small bites, this time.”

“What are you talking about?” asked Tessa. “Are there poisonous fruits on the island?”

Luke and his sister shared a knowing look.

“It’s, uh, complicated mom,” he said. “Some of the fruit here is, well, it tastes really bitter. Like, really, really bitter.”

Tessa and Mia looked baffled by his answer, but it was all he could say. Nobody could know what had happened between him and Jen. He thought about what had happened with him and Mia right after the crash, and with his mom the night before, and began to realize that his life was now a tightrope that he would have to walk very carefully.

“Alright, and mom…” Luke tried to think of what he could have her do that would be helpful. “Can you…uh, hang out here around the cave and focus on making it more comfortable? The ground inside is hard and cold, and even if we only have another night or two before we’re rescued, it’s kind of rough to deal with.”

Tessa crossed her arms and offered Luke a very motherly smile.

“In case you forgot, young man, I’m your mother.” Tessa spoke with authority, in the same voice that she had used to punish and reprimand Luke many times before. “I’ll take what you just said as a polite suggestion, instead of an order.”

“Uh, yeah, of course mom. I’m sorry.” Luke leaned over and gave his mom a hug. Her soft breasts pushed against him, and for a moment, he worried that his dick was going to become hard against her.

“Alright, we should get started,” said Mia. “Just one thing…what are you going to be doing today, Luke?”

Luke smiled at the women, and then stood up and turned back towards the cave. It was inset within the bottom of the high cliffs at the center of the island, and he slowly craned his neck upwards to look at the top of them.

“I’m going to get a bird’s eye view of the ground below us,” said Luke. “If there is anything on this island that we need to know about, be it a fishing hut, or a boat on the horizon, or even another island nearby, the best place to see it from will be up there.”

“Be careful sweetie!” Tessa stood up and gave Luke a kiss on the cheek. “Those cliffs look really steep! Go slow, okay, and don’t try anything that looks dangerous!”

Luke nodded and cracked his fingers.

“With any luck, we’ll be rescued by tonight,” he said. “All we have to do is survive for a little while, and then we’ll be back home. Let’s all do our best!”

All of them let out a cheer, and then set off to work. Luke walked back into the cave and grabbed his hatchet, slipping it through one of his belt loops before heading out.

He followed along the bottom of the cliff over to the edge of the clearing where thick jungle vines and brambles pushed up against the rock. Luke carefully slipped by them where he could, and cut through with his hatchet where he couldn’t, looking for a climbable spot as he went.

It took him about a half hour to find one, and Luke felt as though he’d travelled a good distance around the island’s center by the time he did. The very bottom of the cliff was coated with dry moss that tore away whenever he would set his foot against it, but above that were rocky slabs and flat in cuts that his hands could find easy purchase on.

Luke pulled himself up slowly, stopping frequently to get his bearings, and check his route. The cliff was at least a hundred feet high, more than likely closer to two hundred. The rock was sharp and rough against his hands, but he forced himself to keep going.

After about fifty feet, he found a hole in the cliff similar to the one on the ground that led to their cave. Luke wished that he’d brought the fire starting equipment along with a torch so that he could get a look inside.

He was curious even without any additional illumination, and leaned his head in close to the opening. It was a little smaller than the one that served as the entrance to their shelter, small enough that he would have to crawl through prone. Luke was considering throwing caution to the wind and going for it, when a screeching noise came from the inside and something shot out through the opening, almost colliding with his head.

“Fuck!” Luke panicked, and lost one of his hand holds. The only thing that saved him from falling was the grip strength of his remaining fingers.

He looked up towards the sky, and saw a bat flapping its way through the air, just above the jungle canopy. Luke let out a sigh, and then shifted over to a new climbing route a couple feet to the side.

The climbing grew exponentially more difficult near the top. The rock was steeper, and Luke felt his nerves beginning to be tested as he became aware of just how high up he was. Climbing without ropes was not a game. If he fell, it would mean certain death, if not from the impact, then from the lack of proper medical services and treatment.

Luke could see the very top of the cliff up above, a rock slab no more than ten or so feet wide the tilted at an angle. He focused on keeping his hands steady, wiping the sweat off them on his jeans as he went, and finding solid holds to push his feet into.

After another ten minutes or so of slow, deliberate climbing, he was finally there. Luke set his forearms against the last ridge, and pulled himself up carefully. The view from the cliffs was of the whole island, and for a moment, he felt like he was on top of the world.
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The slab of rock at the very top of the cliff felt flimsy and insubstantial underneath Luke’s feet. He was staring down at a tropical paradise, and the sense of vertigo he got from the height reminded him of the moment right after the plane had broken into pieces.

Luke could see the full scope of the island from his vantage point. He didn’t have anything to use to give him scale, but it looked to be at least a couple of miles across in diameter, and almost perfectly round. The only thing surrounding it was water, on all sides, enough of it to give him a strange sense of agoraphobia, as if a large enough wave could wipe the little land oasis right off the map.

A strong gust of wind blew against his back, knocking Luke off balance. He dropped down to his knees unsteadily, fighting a small bout of panic as he looked down at the jagged rocks below. Luke slowly rose back to his feet and started scanning the island itself for anything he could see of interest.

The jungle covered most of the inland ground, with the small clearing around the pond and cave being the only vegetation free area. The beach looped around the island, extending out further in some spots than others, and being split in half in one spot by the cliffs, which jutted out into the water.

Luke could see birds flying through the treetops, and small animals running across the edge of one of the far beaches. Back on the beach they initially washed up on, he saw what looked like a school of fish jumping up from the water and into the air. There was also something else that caught his eye, and captured all of his attention.

Mia had followed his instructions, and was walking up and down the beach near the initial path he had cut to the clearing. She was carrying small clams from the shallows back to a pile she had gathered on the sand, and after dipping one of her toes into the water, she stopped for a moment.

Luke watched from afar as the sexy older woman slowly began to strip her clothes off. It was a tantalizing sight, and something about the fact that she had no idea that he was watching only made it feel even more illicit.

Mia took off her blouse, her large breasts held firm by the tiny red bra she had on, and then wiggled out of her skirt. She took her underwear off and spun around once, as if trying to bathe in the fresh air of the island.

The sight of her jiggling boobs and perfect butt made Luke feel incredibly horny. He had already fucked her once, and knew that if he wanted to, he could go down there and start something up with her again. He wondered for a moment if she would go along with it, now that it was clear that all of them, his mother and her best friend included, were there on the island and interacting together.

What happened next made Luke’s heart jump in his chest. Mia walked over to the edge of the jungle, into a spot where Luke couldn’t see clearly. When she walked back out to the beach, she was carrying a red fruit in her hand, one of the same red fruits that had served as an irresistible aphrodisiac for Luke and his sister the day before.

“Fuck!” said Luke. “Mia, don’t eat that!”

He yelled at the top of his lungs, but the wind swept the sound in the opposite direction. Luke watched as Mia, naked and beautiful, held the fruit in her hand, and placed it down on the pile of food she had gathered.

He headed back over towards the edge of the cliff, and began to climb down. It was just as harrowing, if not more so, of a journey as it had been coming up. Luke carefully focused on keeping his grip, but there were a couple of spots where he could do no more than trust that his foot would find the next ledge below him.

It took him about twenty minutes to reach the ground. Luke cut a new path through the jungle as he made his way to the beach, and then sprinted as quickly as his feet would carry him towards where Mia had been gathering.

She smiled at him as he ran up, and made no attempt to hide her nudity from him. She reminded Luke of his mom in a lot of ways, but when it came to her sexuality, Mia was completely uninhibited. In fact, he felt himself getting a little embarrassed as he met her gaze, hungry and tempestuous, like that of an ocean siren.

“Hey Luke,” said Mia. “Is there anything I can help you with?”

“Mia, the fruit!” Luke ran over to her food pile, and found the red mango shaped sphere in the same spot where he’d seen her put it. “You haven’t eaten any of them, have you?”

“No, I haven’t.” Mia walked up to him and stood close, a little too close. She rubbed his arms and angled her tits as though she was presenting them to him. Luke’s cock was growing hard, and he felt powerful sexual impulses beginning to stir within him.

“Look, Mia…” Luke stared at her body, feeling himself being drawn in by the temptation. “Jen and me, we ate some of them last night. Those fruits…well, they have strange effects on the mind and body. We should try to stay away from eating them, if we can.”

“Just what is it that they do, Luke?” Mia stepped even closer to him, and Luke felt her pink, erect nipples poking against his chest.

“They make people do things that they shouldn’t,” he said. “To, uh, give in to…well, to their desires.”

His face felt hot, and he didn’t know why. Mia was a vixen, and it looked like she was delighting in both his inexperience and ineloquence. She looked almost like a cat, playing with her catch of the day and enjoying its reactions.

“Luke, if that’s what you’re worried about, you should relax.” Mia took her fingers and wrapped them around his cock. “I’m more than capable of giving into my desires without need anything to give me a head start.”

Luke felt the pace of his breathing increase. He was in her hands. Mia was stroking his hard cock, and the power Luke felt like it gave her over him was the biggest turn on of all.

She lifted his t-shirt up and over his head, and Luke lowered his pants and boxers down to the sand. Mia guided the encounter with grace and experience, smiling as if she took delight in corrupting his innocence.

Luke leaned in and kissed Mia, and felt her reposition his hands onto her breasts. They were big and soft, the perfect size underneath his palms, and feeling them drove Luke wild.

“There you go, big boy,” whispered Mia. “You like older women, don’t you? I’ll take care of everything, Luke, you just need to relax and enjoy it.”

She stepped up onto her tip toes and lowered the slit of her pussy down and across Luke’s cock. It was wet and warm, and felt so good that for a moment, he was sure that he was going to cum prematurely.

“Not just yet, young man,” whispered Mia. “You need to put your strong, strapping body to good use, first.”

“Y-yeah, of course,” he stammered.

Mia grabbed the head of Luke’s cock and pulled him out into the water. The waves were surprisingly warm, heated by the sun in the shallows near the island. Mia led him out until the water was about waist deep, and then slipped backwards, floating on her back, her perfect tits pushing up out of the water like glorious mountains of seduction.

“Come on, Luke,” said Mia. “Fuck me. If you think you can.”

Luke felt his blood boil at her words. She was a temptress in every respect. He had picked up on it a little after their first encounter, but the way she played him, physically and psychologically, was almost magical. He had to fuck her, and wanted to slam his cock inside her as much as he ever had with any woman before.

He stepped forward and grabbed Mia’s legs, pulling them apart and sliding himself in between them. The water made the sensation of pushing his cock into her cunt feel different, but Mia was still hot and inviting on the inside. She let out a slow moan as he wrapped his arms around her and began to gently move.

“Luke…oh yeah, you’re a bad bad boy.” Mia ran her hand across his cheek and kissed him passionately. “Your mom should give you a spanking for being so terribly bad.”

“Oh god!” Luke began to fuck her faster, hating both her and himself for the intense, sexual reaction his body was having to his mom being brought into the picture.

Mia’s body was just curvy enough to feel soft all over, and Luke grabbed her boobs and butt almost in disbelief. Everything about her screamed of sex, from top to bottom. Luke wondered at how many airline passengers had been given a bad case of blue balls just from looking at Mia’s shapely body in her tight fitting stewardess uniform.

“Luke, oh yeah! You want to fuck me? Do you like fucking women that are old enough to be your mother?”

“Oh god, Mia…please.” Luke wasn’t sure if he wanted her to stop, or keep going. The words caused all of the pleasure he was experiencing to multiply, but they also hit very close to home. He wondered just why it was that Mia was so hot to him, and so irresistible.

He pinched one of the older woman’s nipples, and she let out a sharp cry and bit her lip. Her face was flushed red, and from the way she looked, Luke could tell that she was getting off on the age difference of their coupling just as much as he was.

The water was buoyant enough to allow them to get into some interesting positions. Mia wrapped her legs around Luke’s waist and hung her arms from his neck. She turned the tables and began to fuck him, pushing back with her hands and then pulling her pussy down on his cock by squeezing her legs.

It was like Luke was being jerked off by a succubus, desperate to take all of his cum for herself. Mia pumped herself up and down on his cock in a manner that was beyond lustful, even lewd. He grabbed at her breasts and stared at her naked body, in almost disbelief of what was happening.

“Oh yeah, that’s it Luke!” Mia was crying out louder now, and moving faster. “Fuck me Luke! Fuck me with your big, young cock!”

Suddenly, Mia seized up, her body going tense and then limp. She sighed as she floated in the water and shivered a little bit, her body drifting off Luke’s cock and back a couple of feet. He was still horny, and moved forward to continue taking her, but Mia put one of her hands on his chest.

“That’s all for now, sport.”

“What?” Luke looked at her in disbelief, his cock aching for what she had to offer.

“I’m done, Luke.” She covered her breasts and crotch with her hands, a large smile on her face. It was clear to Luke that she was enjoying the torture she was putting him through, and for a moment, he considered stepping over to her and finishing what had already been started.

“What the hell?”

Luke turned towards a new voice coming from the beach, and saw the last person that he wanted to see. Tessa was staring at the two of them, or more precisely, their naked bodies. Her eyes momentarily locked onto Luke’s hard cock, and then she went bright red in the face and turned away from them.

“Mom!” cried Luke. “We were just…washing off.”

“I wasn’t born yesterday, Luke!”

“Relax, Tessa, me and your son were just going for a swim together.” Mia had made her way to the shore and was putting her clothes back on. “You don’t actually think I’d do something like that, would you?”

Luke didn’t know whether to be impressed or disturbed by the ease with which Mia was able to spin her lie. His mom slowly turned back to them, a small sliver of suspicion still on her face.

“I just came to tell you two that if you see anything that looks like it could hold water, please bring it back to the cave.” Tessa coughed in a motherly and authoritative manner. “That’s all.”

She turned, and walked back towards the path through the jungle. Luke watched her butt as she stepped across the soft, shifting sand, feeling his shame multiply at his inability to keep from gawking at his mom’s awesome body.

“I’m going to get back to collecting food,” said Mia. “Let’s talk again later, Luke.”

He felt angry at Mia, but could do little more than pout. Luke gathered up his clothes, quickly put them on, and then headed off into the jungle, his cock continuing to remind him of his horniness and desires.
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Luke felt a little light headed as he made his way down the path. The entire situation was taking a toll on him emotionally, and it was hard for him and his outlook to not be affected by his urges and desires. His cock throbbed, still semi rigid in his pants, and more than anything, he felt confused by the way Mia had left him wanting.

He tried to focus on the task at hand. They were going to need food to eat. His empty, growling stomach told him that much. But before Luke could let his hunger take priority, he wanted to check in on something that he’d been thinking about for the entire night.

It took him only about ten minutes to make his way across the island and to the signal fire. It was completely charred out, and even the remaining embers looked to have spent almost all of the fuel in the wood. He stared at it, and then looked up in the sky, which was bright cerulean blue and empty of anything suggesting an ongoing rescue.

“Why…?” Luke spoke up into the air, as if he was directing his questions at the heavens. “Why did this happen to us?”

The only answer he got was the noise of the waves, endlessly crashing against the surf. Luke took another look at the fire, and knew that he had to try again. He believed in his heart that there was a rescue underway, and the only way to bring it to the island was to send up an even bigger signal.

He turned back towards the jungle, and saw the cliffs. In a flash, he realized what he had to do. The highest point on the island was at the very top of them. Luke needed to climb up there and build a signal fire, high enough to be seen from further over the horizon. It was the only way.

A hunger pain pulled at the side of Luke’s stomach, reminding him that first, he had to eat. All of them had to eat. Once that was taken care of, he could figure out the logistics of getting wood up the steep rock face.

He made his way back into the jungle and began to think about fishing and hunting. The ocean around the island was thick with sea life, and he had seen a number of small animals scampering through the bushes as well.

Luke was distracted by his thoughts, and almost bumped directly into his sister, who was headed the opposite way along the path. Jen smiled at him, and then then pointed to the grass.

“About time I got some help.” She set a fruit, a mango, down by the side of the path and into the luggage bag that they had found the day before.

“Oh, hey sis.” Luke scratched his head and looked up into the trees. He was trying to find the perfect branch, one light, straight, and sturdy enough to make a good spear.

“There’s plenty of fruit in this section of the jungle,” said Jen. “It’s good fruit, too…Not like the stuff that we ate last night.”

She laughed nervously, and then blushed deep crimson red. Luke felt a little embarrassed, too, and tried not to remember the overwhelming urges the two of them had given into.

“I’m actually looking to do some fishing, or some hunting today,” said Luke. “But first I need to build a spear…”

Jen scowled at him, and picked another fruit from a nearby tree. She was still wearing the same clothes she’d had on the day of the crash, but her bra was off. Her breasts were shapely against the thin fabric of her shirt, and Luke could see her tiny nipples poking through.

“Are you serious? Do you even realize how big of a job this is?” Jen’s voice was full of frustration, of more than one kind. She was breathing heavily, and still blushing.

“I’m sorry sis,” said Luke. “We all have different jobs to do. You know that.”

“Oh yeah? And are you doing your job properly, Luke?” Jen stepped toward him, getting closer than a sister should. He could feel the heat radiating off her body, and suddenly, Luke felt very much like he had the night before.

“Jen…I should really get back to what I’m doing.” His cock was springing to life in his pants, aimed directly forward at his sister, and aching for release.

“It’s your fault, baby bro,” whispered Jen. “I ate the fruit, and now…I’m like this. I’m hot all over, and I just can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Try to think about something else.” Luke knew how futile of a suggestion it was even before the words had left his mouth. “Go for a dip in the ocean.”

“I know of another way to make it go away, Luke,” Jen pushed forward against him, and let her hand rub against his crotch. She was blushing bright red, clearly ashamed and embarrassed over what she was doing. Luke didn’t know how to feel.

“Jen…We can’t”

“I know we can’t!” She stomped her foot on the ground and glared at him. “I just…I can’t take this, baby bro. I, I need it…bad.”

Jen unzipped and unbuttoned Luke’s jeans, and he felt his resolve begin to waver. His older sister was hot, and much sexier than the girls in his high school back home. She had always been a bit of an ice queen, shutting down most of the guys who approached her and acting like an off limits princess. But now…

Jen slid his pants and boxers down to the ground, and immediately went to work. She wrapped her palm around his cock, an action that caused electric chills to vibrate through his body, and then slowly began to fondle him.

“Luke, you’re so big…” she whispered. “Has my baby brother always been this big?”

Jen let her fingers dance across the skin of his member, tickling him with intense pleasure. There was a clear space of clean grass underneath one of the trees that she had been gathering fruit from, and she took his hand and led him over to it.

“Jen, maybe we should just get this over wi-“

Luke’s sentence was cut short as his sister took her tongue and licked his cock from the base to the tip. It felt amazing, as though a nurse was giving him an intimate sponge bath with a small warm, wet sponge. Luke let out a moan and looked down at his sister. She met his gaze and smiled back.

“You’ve had this…thing, for years,” she whispered. “Back when I was in high school, looking for a boyfriend, you were under the same roof with your tool the entire time, little brother. I should have taken advantage of it.”

Jen pushed her head forward, rubbing her lips against the head of his cock, and slowly parting them and accepting it into the warm confines of her mouth. Luke struggled to keep from cumming right on the spot. It was heavenly, and Jen used her tongue to lavish his dick with attention as it went even further in.

“Oh god, Jen,” moaned Luke. “This…”

She pulled her mouth off his cock and held a single finger up to her lips.

“Shhh…It’s okay, baby bro. Desperate times call for desperate measures.”

Jen immediately got back to sucking. Luke slowly sat down and laid back on the grass, overwhelmed by the pleasure coursing through his body. It was so wrong. Between what the two of them had done the day before, and what was happening before his eyes, Luke’s shame was almost too much for him to handle.

But at the same time, it felt so right. Jen bobbed her head up and down on his cock with expert efficiency. She was slurping it, and sucking with control, as though she was trying to prove a point.

“Jen…Sis.” Luke put his hand on the back of her head and watched her work her magic. Her eyes were closed, and her cheeks were flushed slightly red. The two of them were performing a ritual, crossing into forbidden territory together. Luke felt like he was closer and more connected to his sister than he had ever been before in his life.

He felt his cock begin to tense up, and realized that he was about to cum. He tapped on the back of Jen’s head, but she was already aware of it. She pulled her mouth of Luke’s cock, a small strand of precum dangling at the corner of her mouth, and stepped back.

“Not yet, baby bro,” whispered Jen. “We’re just getting started.”

Luke’s cock felt cold and naked, but he watched as his sister slowly began to strip, and felt it heat back up. Jen started with her jeans, pulling them down her luscious thighs with the elegance and seduction of a trained stripper.

Her t-shirt came next. Jen pulled it up carefully, holding off on letting her nipples show until the last possible second. Luke almost wanted to start pleasuring himself to the scene as her tiny, pink nubs came into view, so perfect for him to pinch and suck on.

“I need something from you now, Luke.” Jen walked over to him, her body screaming of sex with every movement. “Baby bro…I just need you to do this for me, okay?”

She pulled her panties off and then slowly settled down over Luke’s throbbing, erect member. The head of his cock teased at the entrance to her pussy as the two came into contact. Jen let out a sigh, and then dropped more of her body weight down, letting her brother’s cock slide in about halfway.

“Oh god yes!” Jen moaned. “Luke, you have such a big cock!”

She pushed a little further, and then let out a small cry. Luke realized that his sister’s cunt was too tight to take all of him. It was a realization that made what was happening feel even more taboo and sexual.

He grabbed onto Jen’s waist, and began to carefully lift her up and down on his cock. She shivered as she went, and her tight pussy squeezed his dick from every side. The same foggy, light headed feeling from the night before began to infringe on his consciousness, and it made Luke feel even hornier.

“Jen, I…I can’t believe this.” Luke was lifting her up and then bringing her back down on his cock, and it almost felt like a dream. He knew it was real, and the nasty, forbidden feeling that hung over his heart was there to confirm it for him.

“Just fuck me, baby bro!” yelled Jen. “Please,  fuck me!”

Luke didn’t need to be asked. He couldn’t have stopped himself from fucking her at that point if he had tried. He began to move his sister faster along his shaft, bouncing her up and down on his cock as though it was a carnival ride.

Jen was biting her lip, doing her best to stifle her cries. Part of Luke wanted her to let it out, and yell to the entire island in pleasure. Part of him was dark, and twisted, and wanted him to fuck his sister and turn her into his own personal slut.

“Oh god, Luke…” Jen’s voice was tiny, and interspersed with ragged breaths. “I…I’m going to…”

Her body tensed up a moment later, every muscle contracting in unison. Jen raked her nails across Luke’s chest, just hard enough to leave traces of scratch marks. Luke grabbed his sister’s ass in both his hands and began to fuck her overtime, slamming his cock upwards into her as he bounced her body and cunt down onto him.

“Oh Jen…fuck…” Luke had been intending to pull out, and to ensure that no matter what, his cum didn’t end up inside his sister’s pussy. His body had a will of its own, however, and as his cock began to explode, it was deep within Jen’s inner folds.

Luke blasted streams of seed deep into her,  feeling his head throb with pleasure in unison. Jen collapsed on top of them, and for a moment, the two of them just hugged each other silently.

Reality came back in full force after about a minute. Jen stood up, looked around, and looked as though she was horrified by the scene.

“This didn’t happen!” She stormed over to her clothes and began getting dressed. “This never happened! Luke, are we clear on that?”

“Sis, I-“

“I don’t know what you’re talking about! Luke, nobody will ever know about this, because it never happened. I can’t believe that  we just…oh my god.”

Luke watched as his sister struggled with her shame and guilt. He had his own to deal with, and understood what she was going through. What they had done was something sinful and wrong, and he wanted it to stop as much as she did.

“I won’t say anything, Jen,” said Luke. “I…I don’t know how this keeps happening, either.”

“It didn’t happen! That’s my point!” Jen grabbed her bag of fruit, and stormed off without saying goodbye.

Luke slowly put his clothes back on, and then headed off in the opposite direction. The situation on the island was only getting weirder and weirder, but the facts were still there. He needed to find a way to get food.


C
HAPTER 10

Luke stepped off the main path, cutting through the jungle vegetation in his search for the supplies he needed. It didn’t take him long to find a stick that would work for the spear. The one he found was about five feet long, almost perfectly straight, and made of very hard wood.

He headed to the beach next. Luke had seen very few sharp objects on the island that could be used as a point for the spear. He hoped that he could find a sharp rock, which he planned on attaching with either a length of vine or one of his shoelaces, from the sneakers he had sitting back in the cave.

Unfortunately, luck was not on his side. There were plenty of rocks along the beach and in the water, but none of them were even close to anything he could use. They were mostly smooth and rounded, any sharp edges eroded away by the incessant washing of the waves.

Even the ones that did have edges to him didn’t look like they would work. They were all either too big, or too oddly shaped. After about an hour of looking, Luke sat down in the sand, feeling defeated. It always looked so easy to fashion a basic spear in all of the TV shows and movies that he had watched.

Instead of giving up, he took another look at the stick. Luke had broken it to size on both ends, and the wood was jagged. He took out his hatchet and began chipping away at the wood, doing his best to sharpen it into a point.

The result wasn’t half bad. It didn’t look like the type of weapon that would last beyond a couple of uses, or be that effective against anything larger than a dog, but for Luke’s purposes, it would work just fine. He held in his hand, finding its balance point and gripping it tightly.

Luke’s next idea was to take his new weapon and go hunting immediately. It was simple enough in his mind, but as he immediately realized, the reality of the situation did not perfectly mirror his imagination.

He started down at the beach, looking into the shallow water and trying to spot some of the large, tasty looking fish he had seen before. There were plenty swimming about, entire schools of them, in fact. Luke quickly came to the conclusion that if he could figure out how to work it right, the ocean could easily feed all of them for as long as they needed.

Unfortunately, the wooden spear did not appear to Luke to be the way to go about it. The weapon was too inaccurate, even when he put all of his energy into a strike. When it hit the water, it would slow down just enough for his targets to get away. The fish danced around his legs, taunting him in his inability to deal lethal damage to them.

Luke was discouraged, but not defeated. He got out of the water and dried off, and then headed back up into the jungle. Instead of sticking to the path, he veered off to the left, towards an area that he hadn’t explored yet. He didn’t cut down vegetation with his hatchet as he went, and instead just pushed through as quietly as he could.

It was a different game then fishing in the water. Luke settled into a spot next to a thick tree, leaning his back against it and crouching down to lower his profile. What he wanted to do was just wait, and hope that an animal came in close enough for him to be able to strike.

Luke waited. And he waited. The sun moved slowly across the sky, and he tried to stay patient. He could hear birds chirping all around him, and occasionally he’d hear vegetation move or a branch break, but nothing close enough for him to investigate.

It gave him time to think about his sister, and their newly evolving relationship. Broken was a better way of describing it, he thought to himself. He had no idea just how her mind worked, especially now that the two of them had eaten the fruit. Luke loved her, but there was something more illicit behind it now, something that was hard for him to admit to himself.

A noise came from directly to his right. Luke grabbed the spear tightly in his hand and turned his eyes toward it. A couple of plants with wide, fan shaped leaves were blocking his view, but there was definitely something there.

Luke tensed up his body, made sure his feet were planted solidly on the ground, and lunged forward. He stabbed the spear downwards, in much the same way he had shot it into the water at the fish.

For hunting an animal on the land, it was a good approach. The spear made contact, and a loud squeal went up into the air, louder than Luke had been expecting. He pushed a second time on the spear, making sure it was in deep, and there was no response from his prey.

He stood up, and walked over to it. On the other side of the vegetation was a medium sized jungle hog, with short brown fur and a spear sticking through it’s back and deep into its chest. Luke estimated that it weighed around 50 pounds, at least. It was more than enough food to last them through the night, and probably until they were rescued, he thought.

First, Luke pulled out his spear. It was coated with a thin layer of dark red blood, a sight Luke was unused to seeing. Strangely, the only reaction he had to it was to want to hunt even more, to get deeper into the life of living off the land and killing his own food. He figured it was probably an ingrained, genetic reaction, dating from back when that was how every human lived.

Luke grabbed onto the legs of the hog and began sliding it through the jungle. It was slow going, and he had to stop every couple of feet to clear the way with his hatchet. Luckily, he was able to make it to one of the paths after about ten minutes, and moved much more quickly after that.

The camp was empty when he arrived. Luke pulled the animal over to the fire pit, and then rubbed his hands on his pants as he looked around. He’d been expecting his mom to be there, but she was nowhere to be seen.

A splash came from over by pond. Luke turned and saw clothes, his mother’s clothes, lying on the ground at the edge of it. From underneath the waterfall, a woman’s figure stepped out. Tessa was completely naked, her big, perfect breasts and small patch of pubic hair on display for Luke.

His cock stirred in his pants. Instead of doing the sensible and reasonable thing, and letting her know that he was there, Luke found that his legs were headed in the direction of the cave. He crouched low and slipped into it.

From the entrance, he could still see his beautiful, naked mother, but there was no chance of her seeing him. Luke’s cock was throbbing, and he began rubbing it with his hand. He felt terrible, and like the lowest of perverts, but as hard as he tried, he couldn’t take his eyes off his mom’s illicit naked body.

His mind traveled to the night before. He still wasn’t sure how things had played out the way that they had, but his mom had been encouraging him to masturbate. She had been right there with him when he came, and the pleasure…It was all still so vivid in his mind.

Luke unzipped his pants and pulled them down, taking his cock out and staring at Tessa as he did. She was washing her body off underneath the waterfall, slowly rubbing all of her curves and getting as clean as she could under the circumstances. Luke pumped his cock as he watched her, feeling guilty, but also overwhelmingly horny.

Tessa took her breasts into her hands and began to rub them in circles, as if testing their orientation. Luke was stroking himself faster now, and he imagined how it would feel to slide his cock in between her glorious boobs. It was a dirty, nasty thought, but it took root in his head, and he began pumping his hand on his cock faster.

And then, without any warning, Tessa stepped out of the water. She put on her clothes quickly, and before Luke could do anything about it, she was walking towards the cave. He hurried to pull his pants up and then acted as though he was looking for something in the corner.

“Oh, hey honey,” said Tessa as she walked in. “I didn’t realize you were here.”

His mom stepped over to him and wrapped him in a hug. Luke reciprocated the embrace, and it took all of the willpower that he had to keep from grinding his hard cock against her body. His mom was so soft, and her breasts and butt called out to him like forbidden treasure.

“Yeah, I just uh, wanted to get the fire starting equipment.” Luke’s cock made contact with her stomach, and throbbed inside his pants, hot and ready. “I managed to snag us some meat for dinner.”

“I saw! That thing is so big, it must have been really hard to take down.” Tessa ran her hand across her son’s cheek, and Luke wanted nothing more than to lean in and kiss her, and to do more.

“Yeah, well uh, it was,” Luke said. “I’m going to need help cooking it though, if you want to lend a hand.”

“Of course! I think we could cook that thing up on a spit, and save ourselves the trouble of having to do too much work cutting it apart.” Tessa broke from the embrace and crouched out of the cave’s entrance. Luke breathed a sigh, both of disappointment and relief.

“That’s a really good idea, mom,” he said. “How about you set that up, and I’ll come back in a little bit and help you out with it? I want to start one more signal fire for tonight, to make sure it’s clear that we’re here to any rescuers.”

Tessa nodded, and then looked at him strangely. She fidgeted her foot slightly and flicked her hair behind her head.

“Honey, also…there’s something we need to talk about.” Tessa paused for a moment, blushed deep red, and then shook her head. “Actually, never mind. We can have this discussion later.”

Luke furrowed his brow a little, but didn’t press the point.

“Alright, mom,” he said. “I’ll be back in a little bit.”

Luke headed out along the same path that he had taken before, right up against the cliff. He had a couple of matches and a piece tinder stick with them, leaving the rest in the cave for his mom and the girls. What he needed to do was find a way to get some wood up on the stone slab, the highest point on the island. He knew that if he could start a smoke signal up there, it would be visible from a further distance, and give them more of a chance.

There was only one problem. The cliffs were hard enough to climb without bringing extra weight into the equation. Luke gathered up a couple of branches, less than what he had used for the other fire, but enough to send up a small amount of smoke for a while, and began to consider just how he was going to make it work.

In the end, Luke had no other choice than to make several trips up. Each time he would throw the wood up ahead of him, getting it up to the next ledge, and then climbing up after it. He lost a percentage of his kindling due to bad throws, and had a couple close calls with the wood falling back down on him. It wasn’t easy, and it took a while.

After about an hour, he had enough up on the stone slab to work with. He was exhausted, and his hands were blistered and covered in dirt. He had forgotten just how intense the wind was at the very top of the cliffs, and his first attempt at light a match was unsuccessful.

By using his body as a shield, he managed to get the pile lit. After a minute, the wind began to be a boon rather than a hindrance, flooding the fire with oxygen and helping it take off. Luke had to stand on the far side of the stone in order to keep from having embers blown onto him.

The result was exactly what he had hoped for. Smoke was billowing high up into the air. Luke felt hopeful, but it was a strange kind of hope, tempered by the reality of still being stranded on the island, with no immediate sign of rescue.

The sun was beginning to set in the distance. Luke watched it for a minute, and then started to climb down.


C
HAPTER 11

Tessa was standing next to the fire pit when he got back to the camp, with the hog that he had killed hanging over it. She smiled at him triumphantly as he made his way over.

“Not half bad for someone who is still new to barbecuing, is it?” she said, with a laugh.

“Thanks mom,” said Luke. “This thing is going to taste delicious.”

He sat down a couple of feet away from the flames, and stared into them. They were the only thing separating them from starvation, or at the very least, a cold, uncomfortable existence. Luke had been torn on using the matches and tinder stick before, which were both quickly becoming scarce in supply. He made a mental note to find an alternate solution in the morning.

“Luke…I, uh, I wanted to talk to you about something.” Tessa cleared her throat awkwardly and sat down next to him. She thought for a moment before continuing, staring into her son’s eyes and putting a motherly hand down on his thigh.

“What’s up, mom?”

“It’s about what I saw going on between you and Mia earlier today.” Tessa spoke in a quiet, but very stern voice. “I’m going to have a talk with her about it, as well. It’s not okay, not at all! You’re my son, and she…for godsakes, I went to college with her!”

“Mom, I don’t know what you are-”

“Don’t play dumb with me Luke, I wasn’t born yesterday. If the two of you weren’t, then you were still very close!” Tessa smiled at her son, and then rubbed his knee. “I…I know things are hard for you. Very hard. And what happened last night…I think that if your hormones are acting up Luke, it’s definitely something that should be taken care of.”

It was Luke’s turn to feel awkward. His face began to heat up, and he struggled to come up with a decent, non-incriminating response.

“Mom! It’s not what it seems like, I just, well, weird stuff has been going on with me. Ever since we first landed on the island.”

Luke felt sweaty, and a little disgusting, but there was something else along with it. Being in such close proximity to his mom, and the way they were talking openly about how he’d been acting on his urges, it almost felt like some kind of sexual trigger had gone off. His cock was hardening, and he couldn’t stop it.

“Honey, I understand. The last thing I want is for you to be getting entangled with Mia, just because she’s on the island and, well, that type of woman.” Tessa moved even closer to Luke, and her hand slid even further up his thigh. “I know this might sound outlandish, but…maybe I can help you, if you want?”

There was a tense silence for a moment. It was hard for Luke to interpret what his mom was saying, or what he thought she was saying. The horniness that had been plaguing him for days, even before he’d eaten the fruit, felt like it was building to a crescendo.

“Okay,” said Luke. “Okay mom. I…I think I’d like that.”

His cock was rock hard, almost painfully so. Tessa gave him a shy, but motherly smile, and nodded.

“Maybe we should head into the cave, before anyone else gets back?”

“What are you guys talking about?” Mia appeared from the entrance of the jungle, and smiled obliviously at them as she walked over. Her eyes were immediately drawn towards the animal over the fire, and she took a deep breath and brought her hand to her mouth as she looked at it.

“That’s amazing!” she said. “Luke, did you catch that?”

He nodded, and felt pride swell within his chest. It was nice, and for a moment, he didn’t feel quite so bad about their existence on the island.

“Yeah,” said Luke. “It went down pretty easy, though.”

Mia sat down around the fire, and for a couple of minutes, she and Luke’s mom talked about cooking. It made Luke feel like he was at home, listening to them discuss how long the meat should be cooked for, if it should be over hotter flames or cooler coals, and even the possibility of finding some free growing herbs to use as seasoning.

It helped bring him into a calm state, which was something that he had been in dire need of. He could still feel the effects of the aphrodisiac fruit on his body, and it was as though the trigger on his arousal had been loosened, and the safety switch had been flicked off.

The girls weren’t making it any easier for him, either. Luke didn’t blame them, and knew that the stress and chaos of the situation definitely contributed to their lowered inhibitions. Still, it left him with a mix of emotions, his heart and hormones flipping states from one moment to the next.

Jen was the last to arrive back at the camp. Luke watched as her expression shifted, her eyes lighting up and a smile spreading across her face.

“Oh my god!” she cried. “And I thought we’d be stuck eating fruit tonight!”

She set the bag that she had with her down by the cave entrance, next to the seafood that Mia had collected. Luke smiled at her as she sat down around the fire, but the look she gave him in return was cold, and neutral.

“I’m going to bring the fire up a little and keep turning it over the flames,” said Tessa. “Mia, Jen, do you two want to help me out?”

Luke left the women to their cooking and went to take stock of the rest of their food stores. Jen and Mia had also been productive in their collecting, more so in quantity rather than quality. Luke picked through piles of young coconuts, under ripened mangos, clams, oysters, a couple of crabs, and more.

He looked up at the top of the cliffs above. The signal fire was hanging in there, sending up a thin stream of smoke into the sky. It was enough to give him a sense of hope and optimism, but with every day that went by without them being rescued, Luke felt a little more discouraged, and a little more confused.

The cave had been cleaned out and rearranged by Tessa, and it had a similar ambience, albeit a little more natural and rustic, to their living room back home. She had collected large, soft looking jungle leaves and foliage and spread them across the floor in a way that weaved out a simple carpet.

A circle of rocks had been set up in the center, and Luke noticed that a medium sized ventilation hole had been dug out at the highest point of the cave, and then blocked in with leaves. Luke realized that it must have taken his mom most of the day, and was impressed. They could warm their tiny abode now, and still be able to cover the “chimney” with leaves if it started to rain.

“I figure we’ll still do most of our cooking outside.” Tessa had left the turning of the hog to Jen and Mia, and snuck up behind her son. “The fire pit in here is only big enough for us to build one for warmth and illumination.”

“Mom, it’s perfect,” said Luke. “Tonight we’ll definitely be a more comfortable night than last night.”

The memory of him masturbating, and her running her hand through his hair flashed across his mind. Luke suddenly became very aware of how close his mom was standing to him, how close the two of them were to the fresh looking leaf carpet, and how busty and sexy she was.

Tessa coughed, breaking the heavy tension in the air. She walked over to the corner of the cave and pulled something out.

“I went back to where we found that first trunk of luggage yesterday, and found another one, packed full of more blankets and women’s clothing.” She pulled out a couple of warm looking quilts that she had folded and set against the wall.

“We’ll have everything we need,” said Luke. He was happy, but at the same time, it made him feel strangely sad.

His mom moved closer to him, sensing what was going on inside, and rubbed his hand. It was clearly meant to be an encouraging, innocent gesture, but suddenly the room was tense again, and the air felt hot. Luke couldn’t stop himself from looking at her and picturing her naked body, and his cock began to get excited.

“It’s ready!” Jen called from the campsite outside. “Time to eat!”

Tessa smiled at her son, and then very slowly crouched down in front of the entrance. She wiggled out through it, giving him a nice little show of her butt. Luke followed, and walked over to the fire.

The actual process of eating the hog, which had been slow cooking over the embers for several hours, turned out to be much more complicated than anyone expected. The only utensil they had that could even cut pieces of it apart was Luke’s hatchet.

First, they washed the axe, along with their hands, thoroughly underneath the small waterfall that trickled down into the pond. They moved the spit and the hog off the flames, and then Luke got to work dicing it up.

He felt like it was Thanksgiving, and he was the male head of the household, going through the ritual of carving up the turkey. He passed out pieces of the hog as soon as they came loose, given that they had no plates to set anything down on.

“Mom, you did an amazing job on this,” said Jen. She bit into her piece of meat hungrily, savoring the taste.

“Luke deserves the real credit.” Tessa smiled at her son and licked her lips. “I don’t know what we would do without you, sweetie.”

Luke didn’t say anything in response. He cut one last piece of pork for himself, and tried not to stare down his mom’s shirt at her big, gorgeous breasts as he sat down next to her.

“It’s cooked perfectly,” said Mia. “There’s no pink anywhere, but all of the flavor is still here. I hope we have leftovers!”

“I hope we don’t,” said Luke. “There’s no telling what the smell of this thing might attract. Let’s all stuff ourselves and see if we can make short work of this thing.”

That was exactly what they did. The meal went on for almost an hour. They talked and joked with each other around the fire, and had a good time. Luke was surprised by just how easy it was for him to forget that they were stranded, and in a situation that was still very much life or death.

It felt like they were on a vacation. Not to Fiji, a place that cost outlandish prices to visit, a place that left them connected to the outside world and all of the stress that came with it through their phones and the internet, but on a true vacation.

They had left the world behind, along with the social norms and restrictions that came with it. It hadn’t been by choice, but it was starting to not feel so bad to Luke. He knew that rescue would come for them, and still wanted it to be as soon as possible, but in the meantime, he planned to enjoy living on the little desert island.

“Alright, I am officially done.” Mia yawned and stretched her arms as she stood up. “I’ll see you guys in the morning.”

“Yeah, me too,” said Jen. “It’s been a long day. Wake me up if the rescue boats show up during the night.”

Everyone laughed, and the Jen and Mia walked over to the pond to wash up. The fire crackled, and the air felt almost as though it contained the same burning potential as Luke turned towards his mom.

“I’m not tired yet sweetie, are you?” She smiled at him, and gently rubbed her hand up his arm.

“No mom, I’m wide awake.”

“Well, I guess it will just be the two of us, then.” She turned and waved to Jen and Mia as they slipped into the cave, and Luke felt his heart rate begin to skyrocket.


C
HAPTER 12

Luke didn’t say anything for a moment. His cock was rock hard and ready for anything. Tessa was sitting close to him, and she slowly let her fingers drift up her son’s thigh.

“I was serious about what I said before.” Tessa’s words were exactly what Luke had been dying to hear, though he was ashamed to admit it.

“Mom…I was too,” he replied.

“Luke, we’ve been on this island for two days now, and haven’t seen any sign of rescue.” Tessa slowly moved in closer as she spoke, close enough so that he could smell her motherly scent.

“Mom, these things just take time,” said Luke. “I’m sure that we’ll be saved soon!”

“Honey, that’s not what I mean. It’s hard for all of us here, but you’re the only guy, Luke. I know how much harder things must be for you. Like…what happened last night.”

Luke blushed. It was hard for him to think about it without feeling dirty and embarrassed, but he had to acknowledge it. He slowly nodded his head and forced himself to meet his mom’s gaze.

“Sweetie, the worst thing that you could do is to start giving in to the…temptation on the island,” said Tessa. “Mia is a nice woman, very friendly, pretty in her own way, but you can’t! It’s just not right!”

“I know mom, I know.” Luke put his hand over hers. “I’m doing the best that I can. It just gets really hard sometimes, you know?”

“Honey…that’s what I want to help you with.”

Tessa’s hand continued sliding, and came to a rest on Luke’s crotch. He felt his body tense up with pleasure, and had to focus in order to stay quiet.

“Mom, oh, wow…” He wasn’t sure how to react. His cock wanted it, and even though in his mind he knew how wrong it was, so did he.

“I know this is a little weird, with me being your mom, but just try to think of it as a simple release.” Tessa began to rub up and down, massaging Luke’s stiff member through his jeans. “It’s just like the backrubs I used to give you when you were younger, just a little more…intimate.”

“It’s fine mom, go ahead.” Luke was breathing faster, and felt his body becoming electrified with lust as his mom unzipped his pants and pulled them down. His cock strained against the fabric of his boxers, and a tiny wet dot was visible from where his pre cum had leaked into the cloth.

Tessa ran one of her hands up her son’s chest and gripped the palm of her other around his covered cock. Luke was in another universe, one that promised pleasure beyond all reason, but in a way that was fundamentally confusing, and interlaced with emotional conflict.

“I’ll make it quick honey, so that you don’t have to feel too embarrassed,” whispered Tessa.

“No it’s fine mom, take your time,” he said. “I’m not embarrassed.”

It was a lie. Luke was incredibly embarrassed and ashamed, and even a little disgusted with himself. All of the feelings were outweighed by an incredible, overwhelming urge to cum. He needed release, and the person he wanted it from most of all was his mom, as hard as it was for him to admit.

“Alright then.” Tessa slipped her fingers along his waistband, and Luke shifted on the grass so that she could lower them all of the way down to his ankles.

“This doesn’t change anything, Luke. I’ll always be your mom, and you’ll always be my son.” Tessa spoke softly, and kneeled in front of him. Luke was hyper aware of her body, her motherly face, her perfectly proportioned breasts and butt, and the way it all fit together to make her into a forbidden, off limits sex goddess.

“I know mom.” Luke’s cock was throbbing, and as he watched her hand slip closer to his naked tool, he worried that he would cum as soon as she touched it.

Tessa smiled at him, the same smile he had seen so many times before growing up, and then wrapped her hand around his cock. Luke couldn’t keep himself from moaning out loud, and felt his hips arch forward in the motion of a thrust.

“You must be having so much trouble with this, sweetie,” whispered Tessa. “I don’t mind helping you out.”

She was right up against him, and one of her hands rubbed Luke’s cheek as she began to pump her hand up and down on his member. He could feel her breath against his face, hot and humid, and see her plump, luscious lips.

Tessa moved her hand on his dick with tenderness and care, in the way that only someone who really feels and understands their love for a person can. Her thumb ran across the head of his cock, and she would squeeze lightly between every couple of strokes, as though she was getting a feel for the new part of him that she had discovered.

“You’re so hard, Luke,” whispered Tessa. “This must be a big pain for you to have to deal with.”

“Yeah mom, it is,” said Luke. It was hard for him to focus on anything other than the sensation bursting forth from his cock, and the gentle, loving smile on his mom’s face.

“We all have to pull together in order to make it through this, honey,” said Tessa. “And we have to do whatever it takes to get by.”

She increased her pace, pumping her son’s cock up and down and causing Luke to be overwhelmed by the illicit sensation. He couldn’t believe that it was happening, but he also couldn’t believe how enjoyable it was for him. It felt wrong in so many ways, but all of them only fueled the fire of his sexual arousal and pleasure.

“Oh god, mom!”

“That’s it, sweetie, that’s it,” whispered Tessa. “Just lie back and let mommy take care of you.”

Luke’s cock was dripping with precum, more than enough to serve as a decent lubricant. His body did not discriminate against his mother’s hand, and if anything, responded to it with more enthusiasm and lust than it would have for a normal woman.

Surprisingly, Tessa also looked like she was having a physical reaction to what she was doing. Her face was flushed red, and her breathing was fast and irregular. If she wasn’t his mom, and Luke didn’t know any better, he would have guessed that she was interested in taking it further.

“I’ll do this for you every night, Luke,” whispered Tessa. “As often as you need. It’s important for you to have someone to turn to if the pressure starts to build up.”

She brought her face close to his as she spoke, looking deep into Luke’s eyes as she continued to pump his cock. Luke could feel himself reaching his limit, and was so caught up in the illicit sex act that he couldn’t stop himself from doing what he did next.

At the moment that Luke’s cock began to explode, blasting his white hot cum out onto his mom’s legs and inner thighs, he leaned forward and kissed her passionately. It was different from any kiss the two had shared before, different from any kiss that a son would give a mother. Luke pushed his tongue into his mom’s mouth and felt her flick her own back in response.

It only lasted for a moment before Tessa pulled away. She had a stern look on her face, as though Luke had broken a vase back home, or stayed out past curfew.

“Sweetie, that is not okay!” Tessa was still whispering, but her voice now had a sharp edge to it. “I’m helping you out because it’s necessary. We shouldn’t…it’s not okay for us to anything more than just this. You can’t kiss me like that, Luke. I’m your mother.”

“Mom…I…” Luke didn’t know what to say. He was exhausted from his orgasm, but his mind was already full of thoughts, excited by the possibility of taking it further and doing exactly what she had just told him was off limits.

“I’m going to head to bed first,” said Tessa. “Wait a little bit before coming in. I love you, sweetie.”

“I love you too, mom.”

Tessa ran her hand across his hair as she stood up, and then walked over to the cave entrance and ducked in through it. Luke pulled his boxers and pants back on and stared into the fire, more ashamed and confused than ever
.

CHAPTER 13

Luke was in his bed, covered in warm sheets. He wasn’t alone, and was both surprised and a little elated to find that Sarah Johnson, his crush of the past four years of high school, was there with him.

“I’m so glad you invited me over today, Luke. I just wanted you to know…I have feelings for you! Intense, inexplicable feelings! And I always have!”

“Well gee Sarah, that’s just so convenient,” said Luke. “I feel the exact same way, ever since that day in math class when you bent over to pick up your pencil and I snuck a peek down your shirt.”

She smiled and rubbed one of her hands across his chest.

“Shh…Your parents will hear if we’re too loud.”

“Of course, I won’t make a noise,” said Luke.

Sarah winked at him and slowly slipped under the covers. He felt his pants being pulled down, and then soft kisses being laid across his stomach, all the way down to the base of his crotch.

“Oh god…Sarah,” moaned Luke.

“Sarah? Who is Sarah?”

Suddenly, the room shifted. It was no longer early morning, and Luke’s bed was no longer as comfortable and padded. He was in the cave, with only the barest light cast across the walls from the dying embers of their fire, on a bed made of leaves with a single blanket.

But strangely, his cock was still in somebody’s hand. Luke looked around the shelter and saw both his mom and Jen lying asleep, and close together.

“Mia…is that you?” he whispered.

“You must have been having quite the dream.” She gave Luke’s cock a kiss on the head, and waves of pleasure went coursing through his body. For a moment, he was tempted to just lean his head back and descend back into the dream world, the ideal scenario that his subconscious had obviously been yearning for.

They were still in the cave, which meant that they were still on the island, and no rescue had arrived for them. Luke’s emotions felt deflated, and he slowly began to settle back into the bleak reality of being stranded on a deserted island.

Mia giggled, and then took Luke’s cock deeper into her mouth, sending even more pleasure into his body and reminding him that his situation wasn’t entirely bad. The intense body high of the blowjob felt like it was only amplified by his sleepiness, his mind more sensitive and vulnerable to the erotic seduction.

“I just wanted to reward you for feeding us all tonight,” whispered Mia. “You’re such a big, strong boy, Luke. And you work so hard, every day.”

All Luke could see was a head shaped mound bobbing up and down underneath his sheets, but it felt amazing. He had never gotten a blowjob before coming to the island, and had most definitely never been woken up with one either. It was nice, energizing and tranquil at the same time.

Mia pulled her mouth off his cock for a second, and gave it several long, wet licks. Luke could feel her hot breath against his sensitive member, and waited for her to keep going.

“I know how your mom feels about us, Luke,” she whispered. “We had a talk earlier tonight.”

Luke did his best to not think about his step mother, Tessa, for a number of reasons. They had their own complicated, illicit relationship, one that would need to be worked out on its own. Still, picturing her in his head, even just briefly, caused his cock to throb with hardness and sexual need.

“Keep going,” whispered Luke. “Before anyone else wakes up.”

“I just want you to know, Luke, that I’m yours for the taking.” Mia slipped up the blanket and poked her head out, looking into his eyes. “Anytime you want, anywhere you want. To hell with what your mom thinks. To hell with the fact that you’re young enough to be my son.”

Luke found himself wishing that she wouldn’t talk about things like that. He already had enough accumulated guilt and shame over what was going on with him and his own step mom, and his step sister, too. All he wanted to do was to move past it, and for all of them to be rescued before his terrible urges completely corrupted him.

Mia continued sucking, and did a masterful job of it. Luke could feel her big breasts rubbing across one of his thighs each time she would drop down, and the grip of her luscious lips rubbing against his tool as she pulled up.

It was hard for him to stay quiet. He wanted to take it further, to push Mia down and to fuck her, hard. Luke felt hornier than he had ever been before, and wanted to spray his load into and all over Mia. It was just like she had said, she was his for the taking.

“Luke…is that you?” Tessa whispered from the other side of the fire, her voice sleepy and confused. Luke felt panic race through his body as he moved his hand to push Mia back. She froze right where she was, and he realized that if she came out from under the blanket, their cover would be blown.

“Uh…yeah mom, it’s me,” he whispered. “I just…couldn’t sleep.”

“Oh…” said Tessa. “Well, do you want me to give you a backrub?”

Mia had begun sucking again as the two of them spoke, moving her mouth across Luke’s cock at a torturously slow pace. He had to focus all of his energy on keeping his breathing even and his voice level as he spoke.

“No…uh, oh, that’s okay, mom,” he said. “I’m sure sleep will come soon.”

Mia’s mouth lost suction for a brief moment, creating a slurping sound that Luke was sure would give them away. Luckily, his mom didn’t look to have noticed.

“I’m really glad that you were able to get so much done for us today, Luke,” said Tessa. “I know that I can be very stern as your mom at times, but I appreciate what you do a lot.”

“Thanks, mom.” Luke felt his hips begin to push up to meet Mia’s bobbing head. He wanted to cum, so badly.

“I want to help you out, anyway I can, honey,” said Tessa. “I know that being the only man around here makes you a little…tenser than usual. I’ll keep giving you the special help that you need, sweetie. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

Luke would have felt incredibly embarrassed at her saying that if it wasn’t for the fact that he was so horny, and so close to cumming. The last thing he wanted was for Mia, or anyone else, to catch on to the illicit night time help that his mom had been giving him. It was hard enough for him to know about it, and deal with the guilt and shame that came with it.

“Thanks mom,” moaned Luke. “That’s…oh, that’s good.”

“Are you okay, sweetie?” Tessa shifted on her bed mat, as though she was going to get up. “I can still give you a back rub, if you want.”

“Oh mom, no that’s okay…” Luke had to lean his head back as Mia began to suck at full force. It felt so good, and so evil. His mom had no idea that he was getting head right in front of her, hovering on the verge of blowing his load into another woman’s mouth.

“Hey…where did Mia go?” asked Tessa.

“Uh…uh, she uh,” Luke felt a little panicked as he fumbled for an alibi. “I think she went to the bathroom.”

“Oh,” whispered his mom. “Well, I hope she comes back soon.”

“I, I’m sure she will mom.” Luke was beyond the point of being able to care about getting caught. He put his hand on the back of Mia’s head and began to bounce her mouth up and down on his cock, pushing the head of his dick deep into the wetness beyond her lips.

“What’s that movement under your sheets, Luke?” Tessa’s voice had an accusatory tone. “Are you…?”

“My leg…” moaned Luke. “It’s just, uh, restless.”

“Oh. I get that too sometimes, honey. It’s nothing to be ashamed about.”

“Yeah, oh yeah mom, it’s not.”

Luke had turned so that he was facing Mia from the side, and set both hands on her head. He was face fucking her, jamming his cock into her mouth with the type of force and enthusiasm that only a horny boy can muster. It felt almost too good, and Luke knew that he wouldn’t be able to hold out forever.

“Alright, I’m going to try to get some more rest,” whispered Tessa. “I love you Luke.”

“I, I love you too mom!” Luke began to shoot his load right as he said the word love. Long, hot streams of it poured out into Mia’s mouth, and limitless pleasure throbbed through his body.

“What was that?” asked Tessa.

“I…uh, I don’t know…” Luke scrambled to cover Mia with the blanket and make sure both of them were still.

“No, shh…listen.” His mom pointed towards the mouth of the cave, and this time, Luke heard it too.

It was the sound of voices, and movement. Luke listened for a moment, and then slowly slipped out from his blanket, pulling up his pants and making sure that Mia was still hidden.

“Do you think it’s just Mia on her way back?” asked Tessa.

“Yeah, it could be.” Luke obviously knew that it wasn’t, and felt excitement begin to course through his body. “I’m going to go check it out, mom.”

“I’m coming with you!” Tessa started to stand up, but Luke waved her back with his hand.

“No…it’s probably better if only I go,” said Luke. “Relax, I’ll be right back.”

He crouched out of the cave entrance and into the night. The sky overheard was clear of clouds, and the stars and moon were as bright as he had ever seen them. Luke listened right outside in the camp for a moment, straining to hear the source of the noise and the direction that he should head in.

He picked up on it after a couple of seconds, and it was coming from the first path that he had cut through the jungle. Luke thought about running off towards it, yelling and drawing the attention of whoever or whatever it was in hopes that it might lead to all of their rescue. He buried the impulse, and instead moved slowly and cautiously through the jungle.

It took him about ten minutes to reach the beach, and the sound continued to grow louder every step of the way. It didn’t sound like voices anymore, but almost as though someone was breaking tree branches, and humming.

As it turned out, that was exactly what it was. As Luke spilled out onto the shore, he saw the figure of a woman standing about 20 feet away on the sand, with her back turned towards him. He stepped closer to where she was, making out more details as he saw her more clearly.

She was short, with large breasts, black hair, and lightly tanned skin. For clothes, she had on a skirt made of what looked like hanging leaves, or some type of straw, along with a bra made of sea shells that were almost comically tiny against her big boobs.

“Uh, hello.” Luke still wanted to approach the situation carefully, but it didn’t feel like he had any other choice other than to reveal himself.

The woman turned towards him slowly. Luke expected her to be surprised, or aggressive, but the woman just looked at him, with only a glint of curiosity on her face. She walked forward slowly, and Luke fought the urge to take a step back.

“Hello. You’re new here, aren’t you?” The woman spoke English with a strange, thick accent. Luke was almost in disbelief as he stared at her, and let his guard down for a moment. Soft hands grabbed his arms from behind, and Luke didn’t realize what was going on until it was too late.

“Hey, what are you-“ Luke was cut off in mid-sentence by a hand holding a leaf clamped tightly over his mouth. He briefly thought about trying to bite free, but he could see that he was outnumbered. He counted at least eight or nine other natives in addition to the one he had originally seen. None of them looked particularly menacing, not yet, he thought.

“We’re going to take you to Queen Lorai,” said the first woman. “We’re taking you to the main island.”

And with that, Luke was half carried and half dragged across the sand, towards a couple of wooden canoes that were sitting on the shore.


C
HAPTER 14

For the first few minutes that the group was out on the water, Luke had to fight the urge to struggle. There were women on all sides of him, dressed much like the first one he had seen before, that were holding him still.

As he thought about his predicament, Luke began to feel strangely relieved. There were people that came to their little desert island. Clearly, that meant that rescue was within arm’s reach, closer than it had ever been since they touched down off the plane.

The tribal people paddled their way across the ocean slowly, and the island that Luke knew, with the cave and his friends and family on it, began to shrink in the distance. A new smudge on the horizon ahead began to come into view in its place.

“We thought the island was empty.” The tribal woman who Luke had first seen was in the same canoe as him, and smiled as she pointed back to it. “Finding a man on it, this is just incredible!”

She reached over and pulled the leaf gag off Luke’s mouth, which he was grateful for. Both of the islands were visible on the edge of the horizon for a moment. If Luke had come down in the plane in a spot like this, he might have ended up over there instead.

Despite having been essentially kidnapped, Luke didn’t sense any outright malice from the attitudes and actions of the tribal people. It almost looked to him as though they thought they were doing him a favor. Luke looked at the small collection of boats, and then turned back to the woman.

“My name is Luke,” he said, and then repeated while pointing at himself. “Luke.”

“I am Sarai,” she answered. There was something in her tone of voice, or possibly a glimmer in her eyes, or edge to her smile, that excited Luke a little. She was attractive, and other than the girls back at the island, she was the first new woman that Luke had seen in days. She leaned in close to him as she asked her next question.

“How did you get here, Luke?”

Luke didn’t know how to respond, or what would be safe to reveal. He wasn’t sure that telling the tribals about the women still on the island would be the wisest course of action.

“The island was empty last time we came here, Luke,” said Sarai. “Where did you come from?”

“From the sky,” Luke said, smiling. He pointed up into the air. “My plane went down, crashed down, into the water.

“You mean the giant bird-like thing!” said Sarai. “You were flying on that?”

Luke nodded slowly. He suppressed the urge to explain or clarify just what the “giant birds” were, and turned back towards the island which was slowly growing larger in the distance.

“We found another one of you flying people,” said Sarai. “A girl. We’re keeping her safe.”

“Sarai, do you and your people have anyway of contacting the outside world?” Luke had a sinking feeling in his stomach as he asked the question. There was something about the way she spoke, and the words she used that made him very confused.

“You should ask Queen Lorai,” answered Sarai, after a pause. “She’s the one who would have an answer to a strange question like that.”

The rest of the boat ride proceeded mostly in silence. As they drew closer to the second island, Luke was able to get a better sense of its scale. It was larger than the one that he and the girls were stranded on, and flatter, with a couple of areas that looked like they were being actively farmed.

Sarai and the other women stepped out of the canoes once they had gotten within about a hundred feet of the shore and the water was shallow enough to walk in. Luke went to do the same, but the women stopped him, and insisted on pulling the canoe he was in until it ran aground.

He finally stepped out of the canoe and barefoot into the shallow water. The women led him forward, not as captors, but as escorts. Luke scanned the island with his eyes as they went, trying to discern more important details about it.

The same jungle foliage that covered the island that he had been stranded on was here on the second island, except it had been tamed much more completely. The path through the trees that Sarai and the other women led him down was wide, and reminiscent of a basic dirt road.

Luke heard the sound of activity as they drew closer to what he assumed was the center of the island. As they came around the last turn, the living conditions of the tribals became clear to him. Basic thatch huts were intermixed with simple, cone shaped teepee like structures.

“This is our home,” said Sarai. “You will like it.”

They slowed down as they moved further into the little village, and a number of the women who had been part of his escort broke off from the group and chatted with the people outside, or disappeared into their huts. It took Luke a moment to understand why the entire scene looked so off to him.

As far as he could tell, there were no men. Every single one of the tribal people that Luke had seen so far had been a woman. He hadn’t noticed at first, as it was still dark when he’d been taken, and the canoes had been spaced a good distance apart, but now in the rising light of the early morning sun, he was sure of it.

“Sarai…” said Luke. “Where are all the men in your village?”

Sarai shook her head and smiled mournfully at him.

“The queen will tell you,” she said. “Come.”

She walked ahead of Luke, and for a moment, he was able to forget about the entire situation and just focus in on her gorgeous butt. The straw skirt that she had on shifted with each step, revealing a tantalizing bit of flesh and causing Luke’s cock to swell up in his pants.

All of the tribal women looked pretty good, he realized. None of them were fat, or out of shape. They all had athletic, modestly tanned, big breasted figures that would have made many of the women back in America insanely envious.

Sarai led him to a larger hut at the very back of the village. A set of rudimentary stone stairs led up to its entrance, which had an animal skin divider hanging over it. She pulled it back and gestured for Luke to step through first.

The inside of the hut was unlike anything he had ever seen before. It was as though someone had looked at a painting of a medieval castle hall, and tried to recreate it using primitive building materials and architecture.

Sitting in the back of the room, on a throne made of wood, straw, and leaves, was an attractive older woman. She had on more clothing than Sarai or the other tribals, including a much more intricately designed straw skirt, a bra made of large shells and vines that barely contained her huge breasts, a cloak woven of leaves, and a simple headdress loaded with beautifully colored feathers.

“Welcome, traveler,” said the woman. “My name is Queen Lorai, and this is the island of Tem Tua.”

Luke tried his best to not ogle her as he made his way closer to the throne. She looked like what a queen should look like, a goddess of sexuality and perfect curves.

“My name is Luke,” he said. “My plane crashed down near the island next to this one. I need help getting home.”

Even though he had come to the conclusion that the islanders meant him no harm, he was still wary about revealing the existence of his mom, sister, and Mia. They were safe back on the other island, and he would take as much time as he could to feel things out with the tribals before bringing them into the mix.

“Luke,” said Queen Lorai. “That’s a very nice name. You are welcome here, Luke. We are glad to have one such as you.”

Luke smiled at her, and for a second, their eyes met and the room felt hotter. He turned to his left and saw Sarai down on one knee, in what looked like an imitation of the way medieval knights would honor their lords.

“Thank you,” said Luke. “Queen Lorai, do your people have a way to contact the outside world? If not electricity, or a telephone, are there any ships that come by here?”

Queen Lorai looked at him curiously. She waved her hand, and Sarai and the other women in the room stood to attention.

“Leave us, I will speak with our guest alone.”

The tribal girls nodded and headed out through the door without any protest. Queen Lorai stood up from her throne, giving Luke and even better view of her hot, sexy body, and walked over to him.

“Luke, I know of this outside world you speak of.” The Queen gave him an intense, serious look as she spoke. “We have found relics from it, and taken people from it as our own. But we do not engage regularly with the outside.”

“How is that possible?” asked Luke. “How can a place be that remote?”

“It is not by choice,” said Queen Lorai. “The ocean here is a menace of its own. We suffer storms, earth movements, giant waves, pools that spin and suck our boats underneath the surface. Likely you are here because of one of these effects.”

Luke thought for a moment. He had no idea what kind of damage a lightning strike to one of the plane’s wings would do, but he also didn’t know how a plane could just break into pieces on its own.

“So you’re telling me…that there’s no way to leave?” Luke felt all of the hope draining out of his body as he asked the question. “I’m just going to be stuck here?”

“We have three islands. Here, Tem Tua, where my girls find you on Tem Tato, and Tem Tuka, to the north. Outside of that, there is nothing else.”

Luke shook his head. All of it was frustrating and confusing to him. He had no idea what to do next.

“But wait, that doesn’t make any sense,” said Luke. “How is it that there are only women here? Where are all of your men?”

Queen Lorai smiled solemnly at him. She slowly reached her hand over and ran it along Luke’s cheek.

“All of them were killed many, many moons ago, by the ocean. Their fishing boats never came back, and I became Queen.” Lorai leaned in close to him, and Luke felt his heart begin to race and his body heat up from the intense proximity. “Luke, you are our man now.”

The way she said it was simple, and matter of fact. Luke didn’t feel threatened, or even obligated. He nodded, not in agreement, but as a way of signaling that he had heard her, and understood.

“I don’t know what to say…” Luke looked back towards the door of the hut, and tried to consider his options.

“We have someone like you,” said Queen Lorai. “We found her on the third island, day before finding you.”

The Queen whistled, and Sarai reentered the hut. She smiled as she walked over to him, and leaned against his shoulder as though she was his girlfriend, or lover.

“Sarai, take him to see Kate,” said Queen Lorai. “And give him what he needs to eat.”

“Yes, my Queen.”

Sarai took him by the hand, and led him out of the hut. Luke followed, feeling confused and empty on inside.

“It’s very nice here,” said Sarai. “You will like it.”

Luke nodded slowly, looking over towards a group of women who were heading off into the jungle, completely naked. It was hard for him to not get a little excited as he watched them go, their fit bodies bouncing and jiggling with every step.

There was a total of about a couple dozen huts in the village. Sarai led him to one not far from the Queen’s lodgings. It was small, but it also looked a bit nicer than some of the ones around it, with the same animal skin hanging cloth separators that he had seen before.

Sarai took him inside, and Luke found himself staring face to face with someone he recognized, albeit just barely. It was the head stewardess from the plane, still wearing her uniform. She was busy eating some nuts and legumes out of a hollow gourd, and looked up at him with surprise.

“Oh my god, there are other survivors!” She had a heavy southern accent, blond hair and big breasts. “This is amazing, I never would have dreamed.”

“Yeah,” said Luke. “My name is Luke. It’s nice to meet you.”

“I’m Kate,” replied the woman. She reached her arm out, and the two of them shook hands.

Sarai walked over to the corner of the hut and began rifling through a very rudimentary looking wooden box in the corner. Luke sat down on the sleeping mat next to the woman, examining her and feeling strangely subdued with the new discovery.

“How did you survive, Luke?” asked Kate. “I was thrown out of the plane when it split apart. I thought everyone on the inside had died…”

“No, not everyone.” Luke looked over at Sarai, wondering if he could whisper quietly enough to alert Kate to the existence of the others without her hearing.

“The natives here found me shortly after I washed up on another island,” said Kate. “I’m pretty thankful for them. It wasn’t really a place I think I could have survived on by myself.”

“That’s…pretty much what happened to me, too,” said Luke. “Have you thought at all about potential ways to contact the outside world.”

Kate smiled at him, and flicked some of her blond hair over her shoulder. She was attractive in a pin up model kind of way, and Luke felt himself blush a little as he realized just how little distance there was between the two of them.

“All we can do is wait, Luke,” said Kate. “I don’t think there is anything else we can do that would be effective.”

“Here, take some.” Sarai walked over with a gourd in each hand, and gave each of them one. “Drink up, it’s very good.”

There was a pinkish liquid inside. Luke sniffed at it skeptically before taking a sip. IT was sweet, and had a familiar flavor to it that he couldn’t quite place. He turned back to Kate and thought about what she had just told him.

“I’ve been setting up signal fires on the other island, but they don’t look to have done much,” he said. “I was thinking…they have canoes here. Maybe it would be possible to-“

“Let me stop you right there, Luke.” Kate took a large sip of her gourd and then licked her lips before continuing. “I’ve seen some of the storms that encircle these islands from a distance. You wouldn’t stand a chance. Hell, I don’t think a cruise liner would even stand a chance, let alone any sort of plane.”

Luke glared at her, feeling a little defensive about his idea.

“It could work! It would have to! If we just do nothing, then we’ll end up stuck here, for who know how long!”

“I’ve already given this a lot of thought, Luke,” said Kate. Her face was flushed slightly red, and it sounded to him as though her breathing was speeding up. “This island…the people here aren’t so bad. The area, and the views, they definitely aren’t. It’s just missing one thing.”

Her face was bright red now, and Luke recognized the look he saw in her eyes. She was aroused, horny almost to the point of frustration. As she slid closer to him and brought her hand down on his crotch, Luke’s lips began to tingle, and it began to dawn on him what the gourd had contained.

“The red fruit…” Luke felt his cock becoming painfully hard, and it felt as though somebody had put pink colored glasses over his eyes, allowing only sexual triggers and erotic stimuli to be seen.

“I’m sorry Luke,” said Sarai. “The Queen instructed me to do it. We need your help.”
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HAPTER 15

There was a still, silent moment before anything happened. Kate moved closer to him, breathing heavy, like a cat in heat. She unbuttoned her blouse and let her boobs spill out freely, with no bra on underneath.

Luke’s cock was aching for attention, but he fought to keep his wits about him. He felt like he had been set up, tricked into going along with the scheme of the Queen and the tribals with no say of his own. But he also felt really, uncontrollably horny.

Sarai walked over and began unzipping his jeans. Luke wanted to stop her, but even the slightest touch of her fingers through his clothing was enough to set his body alight with pleasure, and make focusing on anything else exquisitely difficult.

She slid his pants down and pulled his cock out of his boxers. The room felt hot, and incredibly tensed as she slowly began to stroke it, and looked over at Kate. The blonde woman was eager for Luke’s flesh, and she pushed herself up against him and began kissing his neck.

“Sarai…” whispered Luke. “I don’t…I’m not sure about this.”

His cock was definitely sure, but he wasn’t. To Luke’s rational mind, it felt like he was being used. They wanted him for his seed, and even though he understood why, and how important it was for the tribe’s continued existence, it still felt wrong. It was hard for him to debate against his own horniness, or the erotic lust he saw in the eyes of the southern woman coming onto him.

“Luke, I know it’s sudden,” said Sarai. “It wasn’t my idea, and the queen…she’s only doing what she has to. I’m sorry.”

Kate began to lick his cock and Luke had to lean his head back and let out a moan. Sarai was rubbing her hands across his chest, and he realized that he wanted her, too. He wanted to see her big tanned breasts in all of their glory, and mount her and the rest of the tribe in a sexual fervor.

But Sarai had a tender, caring look in her eyes. It was clear to him that she understood just how conflicted he was, and she moved slowly and empathetically as she forced the situation to develop further. She brought her hand to the back of Kate’s head and carefully lowered the blonde woman’s mouth down on his cock.

“Oh god…” moaned Luke.

“That’s right Luke, just enjoy it.” Sarai smiled seductively at him and rubbed his chest. “Just let it feel good, and you can help us.”

“Oh man, yes, it feels good.” Luke reached over and tried to lower Sarai’s head toward his cock, urging her to join in, but the tribal woman just blushed and moved his hand away.

It wasn’t much of a problem. Kate knew how to suck, and was taking care of him with soft, wet slurps. Luke felt foggy, as though it was a dream. The pleasure was so intense, and more than anything, Luke wanted it to keep going.

His eyes locked onto Sarai, and the beautiful woman’s figure. Her breasts were so big, and there was so much cleavage and exposed skin to look at on her small figure, he almost couldn’t take it.

“You want me to suck you off some more, Luke?” Kate pulled her head back for a moment and smiled at him. A coldness shook at Luke’s bones, like he had been thrown outside in the middle of a cold night.

“Keep going,” said Sarai, before Luke got a chance to. Kate was the spitting image of a valley girl, and she brought her big fat lips down on Luke’s cock and got back to work.

Luke felt a little guilty, or a least a small part of his mind did. He was having fun, while all of the girls back on the first island were most likely worried sick about him. If they could see him right now, they would probably feel sick in a very different way.

“Oh man, Kate!” He could feel his cock throbbing as her tongue drilled little circles around it. Sarai suddenly reached over and separated the two of them, almost like the referee in a boxing match.

“Strip out of your clothes,” she said to Kate. With her hands, she started undressing Luke as well. He watched Kate slowly slip out of her stewardess uniform, and Mia’s image popped into his head. He felt a tiny kernel of sadness form in his heart, but it wasn’t enough to outweigh his overwhelming horniness.

Sarai began to slowly jerk off while the two of them waited for Kate to finish stripping. He stared at the island woman with a powerful lust. He wanted her just as much, if not more, than he wanted Kate. But the people of the island had their own way to things, their own order that he was to follow.

“What do you think?” Kate slowly pulled her hands from her breasts, revealing very pretty pink nipples against her soft milky flesh. Luke’s cock was aching for release, and he nodded and gestured for her to come over.

“Do it,” whispered Sarai. “Make sure you finish inside her.”

Luke nodded. He wasn’t sure if he would adhere to the tribe’s guidelines or not, but he would have said anything in order to get the ending that he desperately needed.

Kate moved towards him slowly, and lowered herself over his cock. She let her warm folds, already very wet and ready for action, rub up the length of his cock before lining up the targets. Luke reached up with his hands and grabbed her by the waist, slowly pulling her down and onto his rod.

“Oh yeah…” breathed Luke. Kate had a nice, soft pussy. He wanted to fuck her hard, and let loose with all of the emotions he had been bottling up since the beginning of his island exile.

“You’re big…” whispered Kate. “You’re bigger than my boyfriend, back home…”

“Is that so?” asked Luke. He lifted her up and dropped her down a little further on his shaft, enjoying the look on her face and the feel of her coating his rod with her juices.

“Oh, wow,” whispered Kate. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

Neither could Luke. It was so strange, and so bizarre of a situation, and it felt so good. It felt too good, and after a few thrusts inside Kate, he realized that he was already almost at his limit. He tried to pace himself, but Sarai was still watching, and she ran her hand along his cheek.

“Keep going,” she said. “Don’t stop.”

Kate was the one who really heard the message. She was bouncing up and down on Luke’s cock with horny energy, her face blushing crimson red. After a moment, she began to dig her nails into his shoulder.

“No, no, I can’t!” she cried. “Oh god, I’m dirty! This is bad!”

Kate tensed up, and then collapsed on top of Luke. If she had kept going for a second longer, Luke was sure that he would have shot his load. She was limp on top of him, and he slipped her onto the side of the bed mat and slipped his cock out.

“Luke, please…” said Sarai. “You must keep going.”

The effects of the red fruit were still heavy on Luke’s body, but now, there was only one woman in the room who had his attention. Sarai stood close to him, with her arms crossed and her chin pushed out. Luke turned his cock her way and stepped in closer. The tribal woman didn’t flinch.

“I can’t, Sarai, she’s asleep,” said Luke. “But you…”

It took Sarai a moment to understand what he was getting at. Luke grabbed at her body and pulled her in close  to him, letting his cock sneak behind the hanging straw of her skirt. He felt warmth and flesh behind it, and grew even more excited.

“We…we shouldn’t,” whispered Sarai. Luke looked over at the table, and saw that his cup of the red fruit drink was still on it. He grabbed it, took a sip, and then kissed the tribal woman, pushing it into her mouth as he did.

“It’s for the sake of your people, Sarai,” said Luke.

Sarai’s face began to flush red, a familiar expression on it. Luke knew that the fruit was having its effect. His cock was throbbing with desire, and he wasn’t sure if he had ever wanted a woman more in his life.

He reached his hands over and began to pull Sarai’s bra down. She shivered as his hands made contact, as if his touch was electrified. Luke’s eyes devoured the sight of her naked big breasts, perfectly tanned and shaped. He let the bra rest underneath them, pushing them up and together in what made for an even more erotic sight.

“Luke, we can’t, not right now,” whispered Sarai. Her hand was rubbing along his cock now, jerking him off, and Luke wondered if she even realized it. He shook his head, and then leaned in and kissed her.

“I want you, Sarai.” Luke slowly lowered her to the ground in front of him, and let his cock push against her lips.

She was reluctant, but only for a second. Luke’s cock was dripping with precum, and the first, tentative move that Sarai made was to sneak her tongue out and lick a drop of it off, like a shy little girl having her first taste of a lollypop.

After that, either the effect of the fruit or Sarai’s own passionate desires took over, and she began sucking him off properly. She made a vacuum tight seal with her lips  around his cock, and Luke relished in the lewd slurping noises that she made as she bobbed back and forth.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” said Luke. Sarai looked up at him and blushed. She pulled her mouth off his cock, and then licked it from the base, all the way to the top.

“There,” she said. “We should stop now, Luke.”

Luke shook his head. He knew exactly what he wanted, and she was going to give it to him. He reached down to Sarai and pawed at her breasts.

“Use these,” he said. It was less a question, and more of an instruction. Luke leaned the island girl down next to Kate on the bed mat, and slipped his cock in between her warm globes, which were held tight against each other by the vine twisted string of her bra.

Sarai looked at him confused, as though she didn’t really understand what he was doing. As Luke began to move, it became immediately clear to her.

Her breasts were soft and supple, and Luke felt like he was fucking a big, warm hand as he began to pump. Each time the head of his cock would push through Sarai’s cleavage, it would come close to her face. He watched the tribal girl’s face, blushing and confused.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” moaned Luke. “Oh fuck, Sarai…”

It felt too amazing for Luke to be able to hold out long. On his last thrust, he let his cock hover where it was, and blew his load directly in her face. Sarai looked confused as the semen began to streak against her cheeks and mouth, but she caught on quick, and began licking it up with her tongue.

“That was a waste.”

Luke hadn’t even realized that a fourth person had entered the hut. He turned around quickly, and saw Queen Lorai standing at the entrance, giving him a disapproving look. She walked over slowly, picking up his clothes and tossing them to him as she went.

“Get dressed,” she said. “You’re coming with me. And Sarai, the next time I tell you to do something, you do it!”

Sarai looked at her Queen, shame faced.

“Sorry,” she whispered.

Luke quickly pulled on his clothes, feeling drained from his orgasm, but also a little ashamed of himself. The Queen was impatient, and started walking out of the hut while he was still pulling on his shirt. He hurried after her.

She didn’t say anything until the two of them had entered the throne room hut. There were a couple of tribal women milling around, and Queen Lorai dismissed them with a wave of her hand before sitting down on her throne and facing Luke.

“It would appear as though I have misjudged you, Luke.”

Just as he had the first time he had met Queen Lorai, Luke found himself checking out her body with awe struck admiration. She had larger breasts that Sarai, and even though she was older, they hung in a way that was mostly firm and well formed.

Her legs were crossed, but Luke still had a nice view of her luscious thighs. The Queen’s facial expression was stern, serious in a way that only a mature woman could pull off.

“I understand why I’m here,” said Luke.

“I’m sure you do. I did not mean to insult you by manipulating you with the drink. Luke, all I want is to bring back my people.”

Queen Lorai stood up and walked down from her throne and over to him. Luke felt his cock throbbing in his pants, and he realized that he wanted her. She had something that was much more alluring than even her physical beauty could be. She was out of reach, and above him, a queen among her people.

“I am willing to do…whatever it takes.” The Queen reached down and grabbed his bulge through his pants. Luke almost gasped in surprise. It felt good, and suddenly the effects of the fruit and his own horniness were back in full force.

“But…how are you…” Luke was almost at a loss for words.

“Your seed is worth more to us than you could ever know,” she said. “I will collect it myself, it that is what it takes. My tribe is open to you, Luke. You will have every woman in it, and bring glory to our island.”

She roughly began undressing him, pulling his t-shirt up and over his head and unzipping his jeans and dropping them to the floor. Luke stood before her in just his boxers, his cock throbbing as he thought about what was about to happen.

The first article of clothing that the Queen took off was her feathered headdress. As she gently set it down on the ground, Luke could see her face and head clearly. She already looked a little naked, even without just that, but he knew there was still more to come.

Luke’s eyes widened as the Queen untied her sea shell bra, her breasts springing forward and into his view. They were big and perfect, and as her bra clattered to the floor, Luke couldn’t help himself anymore. He pushed forward against her, grabbing at her curvy butt and grinding his hard erection into her stomach.

“I am the Queen, Luke. I will be the one to lead this-“

He leaned forward and kissed her deeply, cutting her off. Luke was horny beyond belief, and far beyond the point of being under control. It was her fault, he thought to himself. She had given him the fruit. She had set everything up.

The Queen let out a little squeal, followed by a small moan as Luke’s hand slipped between the straw fibers of her skirt. Just like Sarai, she was bare underneath, and Luke slipped one of his finger into her warm cunt.

The Queen slapped his hand away, or at least tried to. Luke was persistent, and he slipped his boxers down and let his cock spring out into the open.

“I, I am the Queen,” she said. “I am just going to help get your essence, Luke. That…what you wish for, it cannot happen.”

Every word out of her mouth only turned him on more. Luke leaned forward, pawing at one of her breasts and letting his lips close on the nipple of the other. The Queen let out another heavy, erotic sigh, and Luke began to lower her down to the floor.

“Luke, this is forbid-“

The Queen’s eyes went wide as Luke’s hard, throbbing cock began to knock at the entrance of her cunt. Luke felt like a horny mad man, pushing his cock into, as the Queen herself said, forbidden territory.

Queen Lorai was still in the early stages of arousal, but Luke didn’t care. He pushed his cock forward, feeling it straining against the tight, dryness of her pussy as it began to stretch her open. Luke groped at her breasts, pulled back with his dick slightly, and then pushed in again. This time, the juices were there to help him along.

“Oh…” moaned Queen Lorai. Her mouth was open as she looked at Luke as though she couldn’t believe what was happening.

Her pussy was that of royalty. Luke was horny, and he was taking her as though he were a beast. He pushed his cock into the Queen with the eagerness and enthusiasm that only a young man bedding an off limits older woman could muster.

“Oh yeah, that’s it,” moaned Luke. “I’ll help your tribe with your problem, Queen Lorai. Starting with you.”

“Ah, ah, ohhh!” The Queen had started rocking her hips to meet his thrusts. Her face was bright red, and Luke could see both the shame and arousal in it.

They were having real, intense sex, the kind that only happens when the most powerful of urges are given into. Luke had the Queen pinned down on the floor and was holding onto her waist tightly as he plowed into her. His flesh slapped against hers, echoing through the room as they went and making the entire encounter feel even more dirty and illicit.

Her breasts were a lot like his mom’s, Luke realized. The thought was like a virus, and as it entered his mind, he began seeing more of his mom’s features on the woman. Queen Lorai began to tense up, and Luke saw her bite her lip and stifle a cry of passion as she went into the throes of orgasm.

He was fucking her mindlessly now. She represented every shameful thing that turned his shameful psyche on, the maturity of an older woman, the forbiddances of copulating with a woman that was off limits to him, and the allure of pure, unbridled female beauty and sexuality.

Luke didn’t think twice about cumming inside of the Queen. That was exactly what he wanted to do most, and as his cock began to explode its white hot payload inside of her, he pushed it in as far as it would go.

In the brief moment as he came, everything made sense to Luke. This is what he was there to do, not just with the tribe, but with the girls back on his island. He was there to take on all the responsibilities of a man, and to take on all of the needs of the women he cared about.

Queen Lorai was silent as he pulled out of her and began getting dressed. She made a feeble attempt of concealing her nudity, much like Luke’s mom had been doing when he’d first found her after the crash.

“Leave me to my thoughts, Luke,” whispered the Queen. “Head back to Sarai’s hut and…sleep.”

Luke nodded, and headed out the door. He looked back at her once more on his way out, and for a moment, he was sure that the woman standing there was his mother.
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The village was quiet when Luke stepped out into it. It was later in the afternoon, and at first, he assumed that the villagers were tending to farms, or handling chores on the other side of the island. The sky was overcast with dark clouds, however, and he wondered if that had anything to do with it.

He knew from the second he’d finished in the Queen’s hut that he needed to get out of there. The people who were depending on him were on another island. Instead of heading back to Sarai’s hut as he had been told to do, Luke kept walking, towards the shore and towards the boats.

As far as Luke could tell, there was nobody watching him, or following him. It was a bizarre feeling, given what the Queen had told him about his importance to the future of their society. He would have figured that they’d be holding him as a captive, or at least keeping a guard on him.

Luke headed down the path out of the village. He wondered about what life had been like on the island, back when the women still had a balanced society, with men. It must have been a beautiful, simple way of life, he thought. Part of him hoped that they would get a chance to return to it, one that didn’t require him to be the basis of it.

Kate had joined up with them willingly. Luke thought for a moment about dropping by Sarai’s hut to make an attempt at taking her with him, but remembered what she had told him. It was the life she wanted, living outside of the modern world, in a place where the only truths were the constant shifting of the tide and the expanse of the island.

The two boats that Luke had seen before were still docked on the sand, tied to an overhanging palm tree close to the water. He made his way over to one of them and began working on the knot, twisting loose the tight, jungle vine fibers it was made of.

“You don’t have to leave, you know.” Sarai had snuck up behind him, and Luke jumped when he heard her soft voice.

“Sarai, I can’t stay here,” said Luke. “This is not a life that I can live.”

“Why not?” The pretty island girl drew closer to him. She was clothed and cleaned up, but for a moment, Luke remembered the intense state he had been in with her in the hut. He remembered the softness of her breasts, and the wet feeling of her lips rubbing along his cock.

“Sarai…” Luke thought for a moment, and then decided that there was no harm in telling her the truth. “There are other people back on the island where you found me. People that I love, and care about.”

Sarai didn’t look surprised. She nodded slowly, and then pushed a strand of hair out of her face. Under different circumstances, Luke would have stayed on her island for as long as he could, and done exactly what they needed from him. But he couldn’t, not with his family waiting for him. He had do go.

“Luke…” whispered Sarai. “Come back soon. You can still help us, even if you cannot stay.”

Luke nodded, and Sarai leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. Her lips were hot against his skin, and sent tendrils of electricity coursing through his body.

“If I can, I will,” said Luke. “But for now…it’s goodbye.”

“Goodbye, Luke.” She walked over and helped him with the knot, untying it with a couple quick movements of her fingers and making Luke feel a bit like a clumsy oaf.

He nodded to her, and then pushed the canoe out and climbed into it. An oar lay across the inside, and he pulled it out and began to make an attempt at paddling. The island women had made it look much easier than it actually was, but he slowly began to get the hang of it.

Luke turned back to the shore one last time. Sarai was still standing there, still as beautiful and sensual as ever. What he told her had been the truth. He would come back, if he could. The fact that there were other people so close to where he and the girls had been surviving was huge, but all of them had to decide together how to handle it. He was the one who would bring the news home.

He turned away from the beach and from Sarai, and as if on cue, a thunder strike crackled on the air. The sky above was dark and foreboding, and it took all of his courage to keep paddling, taking his little craft further out into the ocean, away from safety.

The other island, his island, was just beyond the horizon. There had been a point on the way out where both had been completely visible for a moment. That meant that it was no more than four or five miles away. By canoe, it had felt like a lot further, and now that he was making his way back, it felt further, even still.

The waves were choppier than they had been on the way out. In fact, they were choppier than Luke had ever seen them before. The island of the tribal people was only a couple hundred yards behind him, and a voice in his head was trying to convince him to play it safe, and turn back.

Luke had no intention of doing that. A lightning strike cut through the air in the distance, and he heard the thunder clap a moment later. Rain began coming down in sheets, quite suddenly and in full force. Luke focused on setting his oar into the water and pulling forward, knowing that if he just kept going, he’d be able to see his island again, and be able to make it back.

A large wave crashed over the side of the canoe, soaking what little of his clothing was still dry completely through. He had to grip the oar tightly with wet hands, and tried to pull the tiny craft forward to avoid another, larger wave coming at him, again from the starboard side.

He didn’t manage to get out of the way in time, and the large mass of water crashed into him hard. He sputtered up seawater, and tried to keep his eyes open as the salt began to sting at them. All he had to do was keep going, and he repeated the phrase over and over in his head like a mantra.

The storm had shrunk the view distance from the canoe down dramatically. He couldn’t see the island of Sarai and Queen Lorai behind him anymore, and he couldn’t see his island in front of him. There was no way for him to even tell if he was still on course, or if one of the waves had pushed him into a new, futile direction.

Luke’s panic began to well up in his chest. If he was heading the wrong way, than every single dip and swing of his oar was only pushing him further towards his certain doom. There would be no survival out in the wide expanse of ocean in a tiny craft like the one he was captaining.

He forced himself to stay calm, and keep going. He forced himself to have faith, picturing the faces of his sister, and Mia, and his mom in his mind. They were waiting for him, desperately hoping that he’d make it back. And Luke promised himself that he was going to, no matter what.

Another huge wave crashed into him, and he felt himself tumbling over the side of the boat. Luke hung on, gripping the frame of the canoe with one hand, and the oar with the other. His fingers ached as he tightened them around the hard wood, but he refused to let go, even when the water splashed up over his head and his lungs burned for air.

Somehow, Luke managed to get himself up, and back into the canoe. The waves and rain had flooded the floor up to a couple of inches, but it was still afloat. Luke continued forward in the direction that he thought and hoped would lead back to his island.

For a moment, straining his eyes against the wet, black darkness, Luke thought he could see the shore. And then he was in the water again, and this time underneath the capsized boat. He struggled to get to the surface, to live, but it was no use. Something hard made contact with the back of Luke’s head, and everything switched off.
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“Luke! Wake up Luke!”

He could hear a voice, but it sounded far away and ethereal. Luke slowly began to open his eyes, and directly in front of them was someone that he knew very well.

Jen leaned and kissed him on the mouth, or rather, gave him the kiss of life. He felt air being pushed into his lungs, and realized that it was exactly what his body needed. He coughed, and then sputtered out salty seawater to his side, onto the beach.

“You’re alive! This is amazing! You’re alive!”

Jen was shaking him. Her face was wet, either from the rain or from her crying over him. Her shirt was soaked to her body, making the curves of her breasts and poky dots of her nipples very noticeable.

“Jen…Is that you?” Luke felt slow and groggy, as if his body was still adjusting to the fact that it hadn’t drowned.

“Yes, it’s me baby bro! I got you!”

She helped him to his feet in a nick of time. Another huge wave crashed against the shore right where he had been lying, bringing with it enough forceful water to push at their legs and knock them off balance. Jen brushed wet locks of hair out of her face, and then grabbed his hand.

“Come on, I have to get you back to the cave,” she said.

Luke started to go with her, and then remembered.

“The canoe!” Luke shouted, tearing away from his sister and running back to the beach. “Jen, I have to find it!”

She gave him a very confused look and followed slowly.

“Canoe…? Just how can there be…? Luke, where did you go?”

“I’ll explain later,” he said. “Just spread out along the beach and see if you can spot it.”

It was easier said than done. The rain was still coming down in heavy sheets, and a thick, misty fog hung in the air. Every few seconds, lightning would strike somewhere in the distance, and the scene would be illuminated perfectly for one ghostly frame.

Luke would think that had found it, bobbing off in the distance above the waves, and then it would just disappear. He started to doubt his eyes, and whether or not it was even possible to find it, when Jen let out a cry from down on her side of the beach.

“Luke!” she yelled. “Over here!”

She was right by the corner of the bend, half in the water, desperately clinging to something with one hand. Luke sprinted across the surf towards her. He made it just in time, with a big wave dislodging Jen’s footing and dragging her forward the second before he gripped her around the waist.

“I got you, sis!” he yelled.

He had her, and she had the canoe. It took all of both of their strength to haul the thing, heavy and waterlogged, onto the shore. Once they had, they kept pushing it up the sand until it was in the jungle, locked safely away against some of the trees and foliage.

“Watch out!” Jen yelled and pushed him back, just out of the reach of a giant wave, easily big enough to sweep him out to sea. Luke coughed up more water, and then pulled his sister tight against him, feeling a flood of relief overtake him that mirrored the storm in ferocity.

“Sis…” he said. “I am so glad to be back!”

“I know Luke, I know.”

He took her hand and led her up and into the jungle, towards one of the original paths that he had cut. Luke’s attention was quickly drawn to his sister’s body, her clothes wet against her figure, tight and provocative.

“Jen…thank you.” Luke leaned in and hugged his sister, and then kissed her. She felt warm against him, and his cock was still eager and ready, deep under the effect of the fruit. Jen didn’t say anything, not until Luke’s lips were against hers and his hands were groping at her breasts.

“Stop…Luke, stop.” She pushed him back, and shook her head, her face visibly red even in the rain. “This isn’t the time. And…I’m your sister, Luke. Don’t get the wrong idea, just because of how things have been.”

Luke felt confused and disgusting, but he forced himself to nod, and then started leading the two of them further on through the jungle. It was hard for him to understand anyone, he realized, whether it was the tribal people, or his family, or himself. He tried not to be too discouraged by it, but his shame was almost palpable, and he couldn’t look Jen in the eye.

The storm refused to let up, and if anything, only grew more intense. The trees and canopy over their heads shielded them from some of it, but Luke worried about where things were headed. If the season had shifted, their little island might be subject to a monsoon that could last for days, or come back after a brief hiatus.

Luckily, the clearing, along with the pond and the cave, looked to be intact. Luke hurried across the grass towards the small entrance. The girls had apparently set up a little barrier of sand and rocks around it to prevent any flooding from happening, though from what Luke could see, it was unnecessary in the end.

Jen entered the cave first, and then Luke followed. It almost felt like he was stepping into another world. The sound of the rain went from being direct and piercing, to a hollow echo on the ground and rock above.

“Luke!”

Tessa had wrapped her arms around him before he had made it more than a step into the warmly lit shelter. Luke felt like a drowned rat, and realized that he was soaked through to the bone. His mom didn’t act like she cared, however, and pushed herself against him tightly as she hugged him.

“I’m back, mom,” he said. “Sorry for the dramatic departure.”

“Well well, this is a nice surprise,” said Mia. “I had almost written you off as a goner, young man.”

“I told you he was alive!” Tessa hugged him even tighter. The angle she had grabbed him from pushed her breasts up a little, and Luke could feel them against his chest, soft and warm.

“He didn’t look alive when I found him, that’s for sure.” Jen was changing out of her clothes in the corner. Luke tried not to watch her stripping herself naked, and instead, took a look at some of the new luggage bags in the corner.

“Did you guys find more stuff while I was gone?” he asked. Tessa final let him out of the hug, and after kissing him on both cheeks and shaking his shoulders, took a step back.

“Yeah, they turned up while we were looking for you,” said Mia. “Speaking of which, just where the hell were you?”

Luke realized that he was shivering, and took a seat in front of the tiny fire at the center of the cave. Tessa walked over to him with a dry pair of jeans and a t-shirt.

“Here sweetie,” she said. “I hope these fit. They’re the only men’s clothing that we found. I can help you change into them, if you want.”

Luke’s mom ran her hand across his thigh as she spoke, and he felt his cock ignite with fire. He was still horny, after all of the chaos, close calls, and cold rain. The red fruit had taken its toll on his hormones.

“That’s okay, mom,” he said. “And as for where I was…you guys, there are other people. Not on this island, but nearby.”

“I figured as much,” said Jen. “The canoe was a dead giveaway.”

“Sweetie, what are you talking about?” Tessa was leaned forward next to the fire, and Luke had to avoid staring at her nicely illuminated cleavage in order to keep explaining.

“I found them last night, when I left the cave,” he said. “They’re relatively basic, tribal people, but they have a village, a nice set up. And they told me that-“

He paused, wondering if he should share with the group what Queen Lorai had said about the islands. Luke had gotten a taste of one of the storms for himself. If those were what surrounded the section of the ocean that they were in, then there truly was little hope for them of being rescued.

“What is it, Luke?” asked Tessa. “What did they say?”

“Oh…uh, they told me that they needed me.” Luke tucked the other bit of information into the back of his mind, and continued. “All of their men died on a fishing trip. They said they wanted me to stay, and, well…”

“That’s terrible!” Tessa slipped closer to him on the floor and began rubbing his upper thigh, close to his crotch and hard cock. Luke wondered if she had any idea about the effect that she was having on him.

“Isn’t that every guy’s fantasy, though?” asked Mia. “Why did you come back?”

Luke smiled at them.

“Because this is where I belong,” he said.

It was late in the night, and the four of them settled in for bed shortly after. Luke changed into the dry clothes, which luckily, did end up fitting, and ate some soup that Tessa had made with the leftover meat.

The cave was warm, and it was a feeling that went beyond the heat from the fire. Luke felt comfortable, and satisfied. The group still hadn’t been rescued, but in a way, he felt like he was home. Tomorrow, he would get back to setting up signal fires and trying to free them from the island, but at the moment, he was fine with being there, and happy with the people whose company he shared.

The girls had been busy during the afternoon, and there were also new blankets and pillows in the cave. He slipped into bed in between his sister and his mom, and fell into a deep, almost instantaneous sleep.

“Sweetie, are you still awake?”

Luke wasn’t sure how long had passed when he woke up. It was still dark outside, and the fire in the cave had died down a significant amount, leaving the shelter chilly and dark. His mom was cuddled up against his side, and it took him a moment to realize that she was only wearing a bra and panties.

“Mom…what?”

“Shhh…” Tessa let one of her finger run across his lips. The same finger slowly drifted down, running across his chest, and his stomach, all the way down to his cock. Luke hadn’t realized it, but he had been rock hard in his sleep.

“Honey, I felt his…” Tessa wrapped her fingers around it, and the pleasure that Luke felt was enough to make his toes tense up. “It must have been hard for you at that island.”

“Yeah mom, it was,” said Luke. Tessa slowly began to stroke him off, pumping her hand up and down with soft restraint.

“I’m glad that you came back, Luke,” whispered his mom. “I missed you so much.”

“Oh god…mom.” Nothing that Luke had experienced over the course of the past day felt as good as what his mom was doing to him at that moment. It was bliss, love, and sexual pleasure all rolled into one.

“I’ll take care of you, honey,” whispered Tessa. “I know how hard it is for you, and just how much temptation there is out there.”

Tessa leaned over him. She kissed him softly on each cheek, once on the corner of the mouth, and then once on the lips, almost as though it was something she had to build up to. The kisses continued down his chest and stomach, just like her hand had before.  Luke almost couldn’t believe what was happening until her lips finally made contact.

“Luke…do you want me to give you a special kiss?” Tessa’s face was right in front of Luke’s throbbing cock. He could feel her hot breath on his rock hard member, tantalizingly close. He nodded.

“Yeah mom,” he said. “Go ahead.”

Luke felt guilty and ashamed about desires. Part of him felt as though his mom was just going along with it because she had to, and not because she wanted to, and that only made the conflict even more harrowing inside his chest. But as her lips slowly moved forward, parting and sliding across the head of his cock, he could feel the tender love and care she was putting into the act. It was just as much for her as it was for him, he realized.

“Oh mom,” moaned Luke. “Oh god!”

Tessa sucked slowly, as though it was her first time putting her lips on a cock. She licked the head of his dick with her tongue, paying close attention to shape and size of her son’s member. It was as though she was a little girl, carefully eating her favorite flavor of popsicle.

Slowly and confidently, Luke’s mom began to take more of him into her mouth. She ran her lips across his shaft as though she was giving his cock little kisses, using her tongue on more of him in, bit by bit. Luke let his hand run through her hair, and as he did, he almost couldn’t believe what was happening. He expected himself to wake up at any second, but it didn’t happen.

Tessa was giving her son the best blowjob he’d ever had, albeit in the short period of sexual activity his life had contained up until that moment. She knew how to suck, and brought Luke’s cock into a warm, wet state of nirvana. It made his stomach twist, knowing that his own mother was the one giving him such pleasure, but it felt so good that he didn’t care. He wanted her to keep going, to keep sucking, all the way to the end.

She stopped, and pulled her mouth off Luke’s cock for one brief, but disappointing moment.

“Are you close, sweetie?” whispered Tessa.

“Yeah mom, I’m so close,” he said.

“Please, let me know when you’re about to…well, you know.” It was too dark for Tessa’s face to be visible to Luke’s eyes, but he got the feeling that she was blushing furiously. “I don’t want you to do it in my mouth.”

“Okay mom,” said Luke.

The second Tessa had brought her lips back down to his cock, he could feel the cum welling up inside his balls. Luke took his mom’s head and gently began to bob her mouth up and down on his shaft, faster, and faster. It felt so good, and so bad, all at the same time He would have to look in his mom’s eyes in the morning, and know that they had done this. The shame would always be there, tinged with this intense, unforgettable pleasure.

Luke felt himself pass over the line, too suddenly for him to do anything about it. He began to unload into his mom’s mouth, even more shamefully after promising not to. The pleasure was overwhelming, and for a moment, he forgot where he was, and what was going on, and anything other than the intense, forbidden lust that he had for his mom.

Tessa, like the kind mother that she was, cleaned up the spill without complaint, drinking his seed down and then licking her son’s cock clean like a mother cat bathing a kitten. She gave his cock one last, quick suck, pulled her mouth off it with a lewd popping noise, and then looked up at him

“You are a naughty boy, Luke,” she whispered, her voice sounding both stern and seductive. “You can’t do things like that to your mommy.”

“I know mom, I’m sorry.” Luke hugged his mom, feeling her soft tits against his body. His mind ran wild with even more disgusting and illicit ideas, but he did his best to bury them and focus on enjoying the moment.

“I love you, sweetie,” whispered Tessa.

“I love you too, mom,” said Luke.

He rolled back over onto his pillow, and quickly fell into a deep, undisturbed sleep.


C
HAPTER 18

It was the fourth day on the island, and again, Luke woke up last. The night before had been stormy and chaotic, but as he slowly got dressed and pulled himself out through the entrance of the cave, he could tell that nature had gotten that kind of weather out of its system.

The sky was clear, birds were singing, and the air was warm and humid, interlaced with the sweet scent of the ocean. His step mom and Mia were sitting around the cooking fire, taking turns stirring a cast iron pot in the center that Luke had never seen before.

He hesitated before making his way over. They had been on the island for more than half a week now, and in that entire time, Luke had not seen as much as a single engine plane fly by. Other than the tribals, who were in a similar if not even more impoverished situation, nobody had any idea that they were still there. Nobody had any idea that they were still alive.

“I was thinking about storage…we could probably build a basic shelf, or at least some type of wooden bin for the cave, don’t you think?” Tessa was gesturing with her hands as she explained to Mia.

He wondered if he should even bother with the signal fires, anymore. From what he had been told by the tribals, it sounded like all types of vessels, land and sea, avoided the area around the island like a bad cold. He walked over to the fire and sat down on the opposite side from Tessa and Mia.

“Good morning, sweetie!” Tessa smiled at him, and then frowned. “What’s wrong?”

Luke forced his expression back to neutral, and shook his head. Infecting the entire group with his pessimism was not on the morning agenda.

“Nothing, I think I’m just tired from yesterday,” he said. “Where did you guys find the pan?”

“Stuff has been washing up on the beach pretty consistently,” said Mia. “I think the ocean gets it here at different speeds. This one was in a big luggage chest, along with some knives and cooking supplies.”

“Handy,” said Luke. He looked around, and realized that someone was missing. “Where’s Jen?”

“She said that she had some stuff to do and left early this morning,” said Tessa. “She was, uh, a little vague about the whole thing.”

Mia took the cooking pan off the hot rock that it was sitting on and poured the contents into half of a coconut shell that had been fashioned into a bowl. She looked at it for a moment, and then whispered something to Tessa. The two of them nodded to each other, and then passed it over to Luke.

“Here, you get the first taste!” said Mia. “Hopefully it will cheer you up a little bit, Mr. Grumpy.”

Luke laughed, and took the bowl from her. This was the one factor about being stranded on the island that made him able to keep going. Though his relationships with the women on the island could get convoluted at times, and occasionally veered into dangerous, illicit territory, they were what made him able to keep a smile on his face and a spring in his step. He loved all of them, even if their boundaries and roles were no longer clear cut and simple.

“Thanks Mia.” Luke brought the bowl up to his face. It smelled of coconut, along with an indiscernible spice.

“It’s just a basic coconut porridge, but Mia and I spent most of the morning debating the finer aspects of it.” Tessa looked very pleased with herself, and as Luke poured a small taste of the hot cereal into his mouth, he instantly understood why.

“Wow, mom, this is delicious,” he said. “It’s just as good as your breakfast back home.”

“I’m not sure if that’s an insult or a compliment, but thank you, sweetie.”

Tessa poured herself and Mia a bowl, and the three of them ate breakfast. It wasn’t just about getting rescued, Luke began to realize. The time in between when they made it back to their real home and the current moment was going to pass without any accord for how he felt about it.

He looked around the clearing as he chewed the porridge, noticing a number of fallen branches by the edge of the jungle from the storm the night before. The only thing that had kept them from being swept off the island by the rain and intense winds was the fact that their shelter was a cave. Luke suddenly found himself wondering how the tribal people, Kate, Sarai, and the rest of them, had fared.

“I’m going to take the canoe out,” Luke said, after a moment. Tessa and Mia stopped eating and looked at him with serious expressions.

“What are you talking about, sweetie?” asked Tessa.

“I told you guys about the tribe last night,” said Luke. “Well, I’m a little worried about them. Last night’s storm was pretty rough. I just want to head over and make sure they haven’t taken too much damage.”

“I…I don’t think that’s a good idea.” Tessa shook her head and gave him a disapproving look.

“Mom, it will be fine. The ocean is calm today, I’ll head over in the afternoon and be back before it’s dark.”

“Honey, I don’t want you to go alone,” said Tessa. “Something could happen.”

Luke could see the motherly concern all over her face, but something else caught his attention along with it. Tessa was wearing new clothing, a thin summer dress that was short against her thighs. He tried not to notice, and to not think about what the two had done in the cave the night before. His face began to heat up as the thoughts came unbidden into his mind, making him feel a shameful amount of excitement.

“If you’re that worried, Tess, why don’t I go with him?” Mia was also in new clothes, a pair of black leggings and a tiny pink t-shirt. She walked over to where Luke was sitting and dropped to the ground next to him, letting her hand rest on his inner thigh and causing him to get a little more excited.

“I, I don’t think so!” Tessa looked exasperated as she shook her head back and forth.

“Why not, mom? I think it’s a good idea.” Luke smiled at Mia, and she smiled back at him. It was a very good idea, as far as he was concerned, one that could lead to interesting places.

“He’s going to do what he wants, regardless of what you say, Tessa.” Mia’s hand was blocked from Tessa’s view by the fire in the middle, and it slowly slipped up until it was right on top of Luke’s quickly stiffening cock.

“It’s not about that, I just think…well, we should stick together!”

“Come on mom, it will be fine,” said Luke. “Nothing will happen.”

Tessa sighed, and her head gave a tiny, slow nod.

“Fine. But be back before dark!” Her voice was full of the motherly authority that Luke knew so well, along with a sliver of suspicion. Luke wondered just how she felt about the way his and Mia’s relationship was developing.

“Of course, mom, we will be.” Luke looked at Mia, who was grinning mischievously, and then stood up, doing his best to keep his hard, bulging cock from sticking out right in the faces of the women.

“I’m going to go get some food to take with us, in the meantime,” he said.

“Do you mind taking a look around for your sister while you’re at it?” asked Tessa. “She’s been gone for a while.”

“Yeah, sure, no prob.” Luke slipped back into the cave to grab his hatchet, and reset the blankets of his sleeping area. As he passed through the campsite on his way to the jungle, he saw that Mia had pulled Tessa over to the pond. The two of them were slowly undressing and getting ready to bathe, a sight which Luke had to all but force himself to look away from.

He slipped down the main path, towards the beach. For the first time since they had crash landed, Luke felt no sense of urgency. He was still contemplating just what it would mean to be stuck on the island for an extended length of time, and just how it would affect him in the long run, but for the moment, his body and mind were relaxed.

Down by the beach, Luke saw that several of the coconut trees had almost been picked clean. They would have to start relying more on the food that the sea could provide, he decided. Fish, crabs, and clams were not going to be in short supply anytime soon.

Luke grabbed a few of the coconuts that were left, and then turned to head back. A few dozen feet down from the main path through the jungle was something that caught his eye. It looked as though some of the foliage had been bent aside by hand, making a new, thin trail into the jungle.

He started walking down it, widening it with his hatchet out of habit as he went. There was something off in the distance that his ears could just barely make out, and it sounded a lot like the heavy breathing of a woman.

Luke walked further in, and the noises got louder. He heard something that sounded a lot like a moan, and felt his lower half begin to get excited. As he rounded a small corner and finally reached the source, he immediately understood what was going on.

Jen was lying on a smooth stone slab that was about the size of a large bed. She was completely naked, her clothes set aside on the ground, and her chest and large, shapely breasts were heaving up and down. One of her hands was buried in her crotch, and she was running the other through her hair. There was lust in her eyes, and she was biting her lip ever so slightly.

“Jen…what…what are you doing?” Luke looked at his sister, and felt like he had gone back in time. On the surface, Jen was the older, more responsible sibling, but several times during their teenage years, Luke had caught her behaving in ways that could be described as improper at best, and hormonally decadent at worst.

One of the memory’s in particular that had been burned into Luke’s mind was from when he was about 14. He’d been looking for Jen on behalf of his mom, to tell her that she needed to finish her chores. Luke hadn’t thought twice about opening the door to her room without knocking, and what he found on the other side had been both confusing and incredibly arousing.

His sister was 18 at the time, a high school senior, and on that day she’d been wearing a low cut top, a short plaid skirt, and no underwear. She had been lying on her bed pleasuring herself, legs wide open and on full display for Luke.

Jen had been so caught up in the pleasure and horniness of the moment that she hadn’t even noticed that her brother was there. Luke watched for about a minute, long enough for his cock to get shamefully hard, and long enough for him to begin to question just how it was that he could find his sister doing something so gross to be so captivating.

And now, the scene was repeating itself, but this time it was even more intense, and more real. Jen rubbed her fingers across her folds as she stared at Luke, her face red with embarrassment, but her body unable to hold back from chasing the high of sexual pleasure.

“Luke…” whispered Jen. Her voice was hot, and lusty. “I ate some more of the fruit.”

Hearing her say the words out loud set something off inside of Luke. He remembered his experiences the day before with the tribe, and being tricked into taking more of the strange, red aphrodisiac fruit. His cock was throbbing and pushing out against the fabric with jeans, and he slowly began to move closer to his sister, closer to the lurid scene in front of him.

“Jen, why would you eat more of it?” he asked. “You know what it does…what it makes us do.”

“I’ve never felt anything like that before…” whispered Jen. “When you…when I had an orgasm under its effects, Luke, it felt really good.”

His sister met his eyes for a moment, and then looked away, clearly ashamed of her own desires. Luke felt almost the same way, especially as he moved even closer to his sister, and felt himself longing to pull down his jeans, and take out his hard member.

“Please Luke,” said Jen. “Just this last time…please…give it to me.”

Luke wanted to turn around, and walk away. But he couldn’t, and as his sister began unzipping his jeans, he knew that there was no turning back. There was something terrible about what they were doing, but it felt so good, so right. Luke was too horny to be able to stop himself.

“Sis…” He pulled off what was left of his clothes, and climbed onto the rock and onto Jen.

They began kissing passionately the second their bodies made contact. This is what Luke had wanted to do so badly when he had caught her when he was 14. It had been too early back then, and he had still been new to his own sexuality. But now, Luke was all grown up, and his sister was eager, horny, and his for the taking.

Luke pushed his cock against the entrance of her cunt, groaning as her pussy accepted him inside. Jen was wet, warm, and more than ready, and as Luke’s member slid deeper into her, it felt as though he was joining her, stepping into sinful, forbidden territory.

“That’s it baby brother,” whispered Jen. “Make big sis cum.”

“Jen, don’t say things like that.” Luke was incredibly turned on by her words, but they made him feel even more ashamed and confused. He wondered about how they would ever be able to come back from where they had gone, or if the ever would even want to.

“Fuck me baby brother,” said Jen. “I’m your slut Luke…fuck me.”

Luke pushed into her fast, wasting no time getting up to full speed. The rock underneath them had been warmed by their bodies, but it was still a hard, unforgiving surface, and the texture of it only highlighted just how out of control their hormones and urges had become.

Jen’s pussy was different from any other that Luke had experienced. She was young, and so was he, and the two of them were able to fuck with the energy and enthusiasm that only people of their age can summon.

Luke felt his sister wrap her legs around him as he began to slam into her with all his energy. The sound of fornication was in the air, the moans, the rhythmic slapping noise of their bodies joining together, and the heat of the encounter.

His mom could stumble upon the scene, or Mia. They were out in the open, hidden from view only by trees and vegetation. Luke tried not to think about it, his mind becoming consumed by the intensity of the pleasure coursing through his body. It was the island that had put them in this state, all of them.

“Oh god, Luke!” Jen raked her fingernails across his back and wrapped her legs around him tightly. Luke still couldn’t believe that it was happening, and that it felt so incredibly good. His sister tensed up, and then collapsed back onto the rock, completely exhausted by the sex.

Luke felt his own climax approaching, his body beginning to fuck with urgency, focus, and breeding intent. Jen’s breasts were hanging right below his eyes, and he stared at them, so perfectly sized and shaped. At the last moment, he tried to do the reasonable thing and pull out, but Jen’s pussy felt too good, and he began to blast inside of her before he could stop himself.

She had been right. For a moment, his mind was absolutely blissed out, overwhelmed with pleasure. Luke hugged his sister tightly, and wondered if she was really so crazy for wanting to eat more of the fruit.

Jen was the first of the two to regain her bearings. She gently guided Luke off of her, and then walked over to her clothes and began putting them on, as If nothing at all had happened. Luke looked over at her and she smiled at him, like an older sister.

“Luke…This isn’t something that we can keep doing.”

Luke shook his head. All of the shame and confusion that he had been suppressing hit him like a wave.

“What are you saying, sis?” Luke asked her. “You’re the one who-“

“I know, and that part of it is my fault.” Jen stood up, fully dressed and recomposed. “I love you, Luke, but this is really confusing. I need…some space.”

Somehow, it hurt Luke to hear her say those words. She was withdrawing from the closeness that the two of them had just shared, and it left him with a pile of conflicting emotions to work out on his own. But he also understood where she was coming from, and didn’t begrudge his older sister for it.

“Okay, Jen,” said Luke. “I understand.”

He watched as she turned and headed off towards the beach, and then began to put on his own clothes.


C
HAPTER 19

Luke spent about an hour collecting coconuts after the encounter with Jen. He had found enough of them to last the entire group for the day after a couple of minutes, but hung out down by the beach on his own, using the time to think about the situation that he had ended up in.

Life on the island was turning into something very different from the rough, castaway, survival focused routine that he had expected when they’d first washed up. Luke found himself hoping that rescue would come soon, but also feeling as though it might be too late. The relationships that he shared with his family members had changed, they had all changed, and he wasn’t sure that there was any coming back from it.

He finally headed up the path a little later, his arms full of fresh coconuts. The camp was empty except for Mia, and she skipped over to help when she saw him entering the clearing.

“Hey Luke!” Mia took a couple of the coconuts out of his arms. “Almost ready to get going?”

“Yeah, sure, just let me put a couple of these down.” Luke brought the coconuts over to the cave, keeping two of them for Mia and him to eat on the canoe ride over to the other island.

“Are you okay? You sound a little shaken up?” Mia walked over to him and put her hand on his shoulder. Luke forced himself to smile at her.

She looked amazing in her new clothes, like one of the attractive older women he routinely saw pouring out of the yoga classes at his gym back home. Mia had a look on her face that Luke recognized. She was concerned for him, but it was more than that. She was happy, and she wanted him to be happy, too.

Luke thought back to the conversation the two had shared when they had encountered each other right after the plane crash. Mia had been happy, grateful even, to be on the island, to be torn out of the daily grind and routine of her regular, boring life. She carried with her a vitality that was almost infectious, and acted like she was eager to share it with Luke.

“It’s nothing, I’m fine,” said Luke. “Come on, let’s head down to the canoe.”

Mia chatted about the nice weather, and what they would be having for dinner that night as they went. Luke didn’t really hear the words she was speaking. There was a powerful tension in the air between the two of them, and he found himself being excited at the idea of getting some alone time with her, on the canoe.

“Is that it?” asked Mia. Luke had pulled the tiny sea craft up and onto the shore the night before, and he was happy to see that it was still there.

“Yeah, that’s it,” said Luke. “It might be a bit of a tight squeeze for the two of us, but I think we can make it work.”

“Oh, I know we can.” Mia put her hand on his shoulder, and for some reason, it felt much more sexual to Luke than it should have.

He walked over to the canoe and began pulling it across the sand and into the water. The ocean was calm, and the sun was high in the sky. Luke was looking forward to making the trip over to the other island, if nothing more than for a chance to enjoy the weather.

He climbed into the canoe, and Mia walked over to join him. She pulled her leggings up as she walked into the shallow water, and then sat down in the canoe in between Luke’s open legs.

“Ooh, I hope you don’t mind me sitting here,” said Mia. “Let me know if it gets hard for you, Luke.”

It was hard for him to keep from blushing at her innuendo.

“Uh, okay,” said Luke. “Off we go.”

He set the oar into the water and slowly began paddling the two of them out into the open sea. The only waves on the surface were tiny and insubstantial, and a smooth wake formed behind them. Luke looked over at the island as they got further out, and found himself feeling strangely captivated by it.

“It’s pretty, isn’t it?” Mia spoke as though she could read his mind. She wiggled slightly against Luke and set her hand on his chest, exciting his lower half with the movement.

“Yeah, it is,” said Luke. “I guess we’re kind of lucky to have washed up here.”

“All of us are lucky,” said Mia. “Luckier than we give ourselves credit for.”

As Luke continued to paddle further out into the expanse of ocean separating his island from the tribe’s, it became hard for him to ignore just how good it felt to have Mia in between his legs. She also acted like she was enjoying it, and took the situation a step further, shifting herself around as she hummed a song off the radio back home, flashing her cleavage at Luke and grinding her butt into his crotch.

“I, uh, I think we might have to switch around,” said Luke. His cock was painfully hard by that point, and he knew that there was no way Mia didn’t feel it.

“I told you to let me know, Luke,” whispered Mia. “I was happy to come along with you, after all.”

She turned in the canoe so that her boobs were pressed against Luke’s chest, and let one of her hands slide down to his cock. She was an older woman with a very clear sense of what she wanted, and strangely, Mia’s sex appeal was only enhanced by how close she and Luke’s mom had become in the past few days. The thought made him feel a sudden stab of guilt.

“Your mom would flip out if she knew about the fun we have, Luke,” said Mia. She started stroking Luke’s cock through his pants, and he found himself wishing that she would leave his mother out of it.

“Mia…” whispered Luke. “I have to keep paddling the boat.”

“Let me take care of you, Luke,” said Mia. “It won’t be easy for me to sit in between your legs with this big, hard thing taking up space.”

She gave Luke’s cock a squeeze as she spoke, and he let out a quiet moan. Mia quickly began unzipping his pants and pulling them down, freeing his cock out of the flap of his boxers and bringing her face down close to it.

“We talked a little about you today, you know.” As Mia spoke, she gave Luke’s cock a long, slow lick from the base to the tip of the shaft.

“Oh god, Mia…” Luke leaned back in the canoe, feeling nothing other than the pleasure coursing through his body and the gentle rocking of the waves.

“Your mom got so embarrassed when I talked about how big and strong you’ve gotten.” Mia gave his cock another lick, followed by a kiss on the head. Luke reached his hand forward and tried to guide her mouth onto his dick properly, but Mia just giggled and exhaled her hot, sensual breath on his sensitive skin.

“You should be careful,” whispered Luke. “She’s going to catch on.”

Mia finally moved her head forward and gave Luke’s cock a preliminary suck, letting her lips stroke his shaft as far in as she could take it before popping her mouth off.

“She was blushing bright red when I talked about your muscles, and how you take care of all of us.” Mia gave Luke a suspicious smile. “Tessa is every bit the doting mother that I had expected her to be, and then some.”

Mia returned her attention to the blowjob, and Luke did his best to push the nasty, dirty thoughts of his mom out of his mind. He wondered why Mia had brought her up, and tried not to think of how his own mom’s soft, wet mouth had felt on his member the night before.

Tessa had always been a kind, caring mother, even before they had come to the island. She was the type of mom that would make him hot cocoa in the winter, give him back rubs to help him sleep, and enjoyed long hugs and cuddling on the couch.

“Oh man!” Luke moaned as Mia started bobbing her head up and down on his cock, and sucking until her lips pulled tight around his shaft in an intensely pleasurable grip. She looked up at him with her eyes, and Luke could see what a naughty woman she really was.

“Oh yeah, Mia, just like that.” Luke brought his hand to the back of her head and began to bob It up and down on his cock. He felt bad about what the two of them had been doing, sneaking around behind his mom’s back and betraying her trust. But at the same time, he knew that it shouldn’t matter to her what her son did, and with who. He was his own man.

And Mia was her own woman, eager to please him and suck him off. Luke wondered what would happen if he decided to be completely open with his sexual exploits, not hiding anything from anyone and living a life of island pleasures and hedonism.

Mia pulled her mouth back slightly and began gently nuzzling her cheek against Luke’s cock. She looked up at him again as she started to lick the head of it, one of her soft hands stroking his shaft. That was too much for him, and his cock began to explode with cum, blasting most of it directly on her cheeks and face.

“Oh wow,” said Mia. “You are a messy boy, Luke.”

She licked his cock clean and gave it one final suck, and then washed her face off in the water.

“Sorry,” said Luke. “Mia…the things you were saying…you shouldn’t talk like that when we’re together.”

“I know, I didn’t mean anything by it.” Mia smiled at him, and then splashed some seawater his way. “You should loosen up a little, though. Try not to take everything so seriously.”

The rest of the trip to the island was relatively uneventful. True to what Mia had suggested before, it was much, much easier for Luke to focus on rowing without having to worry about his third leg acting up. The two of them made good time, at least compared to Luke’s return journey and first solo trip across the water the previous night.

The island of the tribal people came into view after a couple of minutes, and slowly grew bigger on the horizon as Luke paddled them closer. He was eager to check in with Sarai and the Queen and introduce them to Mia. Their little shelter on the other island essentially constituted another tiny village, and Luke wondered if trading with the tribal people might be something to look into if rescue was no longer imminent.

What he saw as the boat came around to the tiny little stretch of sand that served as a port for the larger island caused him to tense up in shock. The little huts and teepees that Luke had seen the day before were gone, and in their place were chunks of debris, broken tree branches, and scattered chaos.

“Oh my god…the storm…” Luke couldn’t believe just how much damage had been caused.

“I take it that it looked different yesterday?” asked Mia.

Luke jumped into the shallow water and quickly pulled the canoe onto the shore. He sprinted off into the village, and began to see the full extent of the hurricane’s damage.

Only a couple of structures taller than a foot or two were left standing. The storm had leveled the place, leaving nothing untouched. It looked almost like it was a warzone, except instead of bombs and gunfire, it had been ravaged by wind and waves.

“Queen Lorai! Sarai! Kate!” Luke yelled at the top of his lungs as he ran through the town. He picked through one of the destroyed dwellings, ignoring the splinters that caught in his palms.

“Luke…” Mia walked up to him slowly and set her hand on his shoulder. “I don’t think there is anyone left here.”

“There has to be! Sarai! Kate!”

Luke waited for a moment, waiting for any response to his shouts. From the jungle came a noise, and he sprinted over to it. As he got closer, he recognized it for what it was, the powerful, body wracking sobs of a woman in despair.

Sarai was sitting on the ground, knees pulled into her chest, with tears streaming down her face. She didn’t look up as Luke crouched down next to her.

“Sarai…Are you okay?” Luke watched as the beautiful island girl nodded slowly, her eyes looking up at him and reflecting the tragedy that had taken place. Mia walked over and stood behind him, watching with a resigned empathy.

“Luke…The storm,” whispered Sarai, in between tearful sobs. “Nothing like this has ever hit our island before. Nobody else…I’m the only one left.”

Luke wasn’t sure if he’d heard her correctly at first, and began looking around the devastation for anyone else.

“Nobody else…is left?” Luke remembered Kate, the southern plane passenger, Queen Lorai, who had reminded him so much of his mom, and all of the other women.

Sarai looked up him with eyes full of deep, unrestrained sorrow, and shook her head.

“It’s okay, it’s okay.” Luke leaned in and wrapped his arms around her. Sarai hugged him back tightly, as though the storm was still ongoing, and the wind was going to pull him away from her.

“Luke, we should take her back to the settlement.” Mia had her arms crossed, and looked very solemn. Luke nodded to her.

“Sarai, we have a safe place where you can go,” said Luke. “You can come with us…if you want.”

One look in her eyes told him all he needed to know. Luke helped the girl to her feet, her legs wobbling and shaking as though she hadn’t moved in hours, and the three of them slowly walked back over to the canoe.
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Sarai didn’t say anything on the trip back across the water. She clung tightly to Luke as he slowly rowed them across, hanging onto him as though he was a rock of stability, the only one left in her life.

She was still wearing the same clothes that Luke had seen her in the day before, the tiny seashell bra and straw skirt, and he had to work to keep his arousal under control as her big breasts rubbed up against him.

Mia was squeezed in at the back of the canoe. She looked as though she was unsure of just what to make of Sarai. Luke wanted to reassure her, but there wasn’t much that he could think of to say. She was in the same situation that they were. She was another person, trying to survive.

They made decent time across the calm waters. Luke looked back at the now devastated village once or twice as they went. He figured it might be worth heading over once more the next day to look for anything that survived the destruction. For now, what they needed to do was focus on their own situation, and settling everything and everyone down.

Luke gently rubbed Sarai’s back as they reached the shallow waters surrounding their original island. She smiled at him weakly, and then stepped out into the water.

“The storm…it didn’t hit your island?” Sarai looked at Luke as though she was still trying to process just what had happened, and why it had happened.

“It did, just not as hard,” said Luke. “Our shelter is built into the cliffs. It’s not the type that can be affected by the wind and rain.”

The island girl nodded, and then started walking towards the shore. Luke looked over at Mia, who was looking at the girl and scratching her head.

“I’m not sure how your mom and sister are going to react to you bringing a girl home…” Mia smiled at Luke, and he felt his cheeks beginning to brighten.

“I’m glad to see that you haven’t lost your good humor,” said Luke. “I’m sure they’ll be alright with it.”

Sarai calmed down a little bit as the three of them made their way up the jungle path. She looked at the vegetation and jungle foliage, and Luke could tell from the way her eyes would settle on one thing or another that she had more knowledge in the area than any of them did.

“There are many things on these islands that you can eat, and farm,” said Sarai. “I can show you and your friends, if you want.”

“We would appreciate that.” Luke pushed ahead, and led them the last few feet up to the clearing. “This is it. This is our modest campsite.”

Jen was sitting by the fire pit, stirring another pot of what looked like coconut porridge. She looked up as they walked out from the path, and furrowed her brow when she saw Sarai.

“Uh, Luke…” said Jen. “Who is she?”

“The village on the other island was destroyed by the storm,” said Luke. “She’s the only one that we found.”

“My name is Sarai…” Sarai walked forward, eyes downcast and hands fidgeting against each other nervously. “I just…don’t really have anywhere to go, now.”

Jen smiled at her, and then stood up and walked over.

“I like your accent,” she said. “And your tan! It’ll be kind of nice to have another girl around the island that’s close to my age.”

Tessa was shaking her head as she made her way out of the cave. Luke watched as his mom surveyed the new arrival, and then walked over to him, her eyes full of disapproval.

“Sweetie, I don’t think this is a good idea…” she whispered.

“Mom, she has nowhere else to go,” said Luke. “We can’t just turn her away.”

“It’s going to unbalance things here. We already have enough mouths to feed with the four of us. I’m afraid of what tossing another girl into the mix will do to the equilibrium.”

Tessa began rubbing her son’s chest, and Luke tried to control both his excitement and confusion. It was weird for his mom to be taking such a utilitarian stance on the issue, and he didn’t understand it. He watched as Jen and Sarai chatted with each other, the two girls looking as though they were on their way to getting along great.

“What are you so worried about, mom?” asked Luke. “She knows these islands better than any of us, and can probably teach us ways to gather even more food.”

“I just don’t think having a girl like that around is going to do anything other than cause distraction.” Tessa reached over and cupped Luke’s cheek in her hand, and let her other palm slide further down his chest. “I’m not opposed to letting her stay for tonight, but we can’t just accept her into our group unconditionally just because she’s a pretty damsel in distress!”

“We farm the land on my island.” Sarai was talking to Jen and gesturing, and Luke left his mom and walked over to join the two of them.

“Can you teach us how to do that here, Sarai?” asked Luke. “We’re still waiting for a rescue, but if it takes longer than the next few days, it might be something we’ll need to know.”

“Of course, Luke.” Sarai walked up to him and put her hand down on his shoulder. “Anything you want, I can do for you.”

Luke turned back towards his mom and saw her shooting daggers at the two of them with her eyes. He smiled, and tried to diffuse the situation by taking a step away from the island girl and walking over to the fire.

“Alright everyone, it’s exciting to have a new person in the camp, but we still have to do some work for today.” He looked around, and made sure he had the entire group’s attention before continuing. “Jen, Mia, can the two of you focus on gathering food supplies that we already know about?”

The two women nodded their heads, and then headed off towards the jungle path.

“And mom, can you hang around here and work on the campsite, like you did the other day?” Luke asked. “Also, see if you can find anything washed up on the beaches.”

“I’ll see what I can do, honey,” said Tessa in a quiet voice. “But what are you going to be doing, in the meantime.

“I’m going to scout the island with Sarai and see if we can start putting what she knows to good use.”

Luke could tell that his mom was not sold on his suggestion, and he walked over to her and gave her a hug before setting out.

“Mom, just relax. I know this will change things a little, but it’s not as big of a deal as you’re making it out to be.” Luke looked deep into his mother’s eyes, and for a brief moment it felt like the air was heating up.

“Sweetie, I’m your mom. I’m just trying to look out for you, and take care of you.” Tessa leaned in close and spoke softly into his ear. “You want me to take care of you, right?”

Luke nodded, and tried to keep his lower half under control. He kissed his mom chastely on the cheek, and then walked over to Sarai, who was waiting with both of her hands folded together neatly.

“Come on Sarai, let’s take a look around.”

“Okay!” She followed after him, her mood uplifted and completely turned around from the somber state she’d been in on arrival.

Luke still vividly remembered what had happened when the tribe had taken him in the day before. He wasn’t mad anymore about the way they had dosed him with the fruit, and understood why he’d been set up. They’d wanted him to save their tribe, through the one thing that only he could offer.

He and Sarai had been together, and had done things with each other. Thinking about it caused him to feel a little tense as the two of them walked down the path, as though there was some sort of invisible expectation hovering over him.

“This path is very nicely cut,” said Sarai. “Did you make it yourself?”

“Uh, yeah, I did.” Luke felt strangely nervous around her, all of the sudden. She wasn’t his mom or his sister, who he had been around since he was an infant. And even Mia felt more familiar to him, after having grown close to her over the past couple of days.

“To farm the land, we would need to clear space near the beach of all the vegetation.” Sarai took his hand and led him over to the side, away from the end of the path that spilled out onto the shore. Luke followed her, feeling the soft, gentle skin of her hand rubbing against his.

“I can do that, no problem,” said Luke.

“And you can also cut vines, and make nets to fish,” said Sarai. “I can show you how, and help you, Luke.”

“That’s sounds great, Sarai.” Luke stepped in closer to the island girl, and she stepped in closer to him. “We should do it. Together.”

“And the coconuts, we can make more gourds out of them.” Sarai was right up against him now, her breasts hanging close to his chest. “Hollow them out, so they can hold more water.”

“Of course…” Luke leaned forward, and took her cheek into his hand. It felt warm, and he was taken aback by the immense amount of beauty contained on the girl’s tiny, cute face.

Sarai ran her fingers down his chest, and found the hard bulge that was straining against the fabric of his jeans. She smiled at him, and then her cheeks blushed a little.

“You were so eager for me yesterday, Luke,” she whispered. “Do you still want me?”

Luke nodded, and the two of them came together, kissing passionately and groping at each other’s bodies. There was a small spot clear of vegetation on the ground, and Luke wasted no time in bringing her down to it. Sarai looked exactly as she was, a young, teenage girl, unspoiled and eager to be taken.

He reached behind her and untied her bra, letting her perfect, tanned boobs spill out into the sunlight. Luke’s cock was achingly hard, and he remembered the day before when he had slid it up in between the soft crevice of her breasts. Sarai smiled at him, and then spread the hanging straw of her skirt apart.

“I have something else for you today, Luke.” She smiled at him, and ran her hand across her inner folds. Luke wasted no time in stripping off the rest of his clothes, and then mounted her like a horny animal.

Sarai was ready for him. Her pussy was tight, and had to stretch to accept him in. She buried her face against his shoulder as he began to thrust, moaning slightly with each movement.

Luke felt a wild rush come over him. His sexual impulses were still enhanced and heightened by the red fruit he had eaten the day before. He began to pound Sarai without any hesitation, letting his cock give her the fucking that it looked like she was begging for.

“Oh, Luke…” moaned Sarai. “Oh, easy…”

It felt so different from the illicit sex he had been having with the rest of the women, but still very forbidden, and naughty. The two of them came from different worlds, and Sarai was so beautiful, and so unspoiled. Luke wondered if she had ever had a dick inside her before in her life, or if she was…

“It’s so big Luke, it hurts!” Sarai gave him a very youthful girlish look, as though she had just gotten  her finger pricked at the doctor’s office. Luke smiled at her, and kissed both of her breasts.

“Sarai…have you ever done this before?” He made eye contact with her, and she shook her head.

“Luke please…keep going,” whispered Sarai, her face flushed bright red. “It hurts, but it also…feels good.”

Luke wasn’t sure if he could have stopped even if she had wanted him to. Her cunt felt amazing wrapped around his dick, as though it was a size too small to take his girth, but could just barely stretch enough to accommodate it.

He leaned back, and began to grope at her big, beautiful breasts as he pushed his cock in and out of her. Sarai acted unlike any woman he’d been with before, shivering and breathing out with cute, whistling exhales. Luke couldn’t resist speeding up the pace a little bit, until his cock was slamming into her with unrestrained thrusts.

“Oh god Luke, you’re, I’m, oh god!” Sarai suddenly arched her back and grabbed at her pussy. She shivered some more, and then collapsed back on the ground. Luke gently ran his hand across her hair, and then continued with his sexual onslaught, his horniness pushing him to find the release at the end of the tunnel.

Sarai was the type of girl that would have been able to pick from any guy had she been a student back at his high school. And now she was underneath him, and he could fuck her anyway he pleased. Luke’s cock tingled with pleasure and excitement as he began to pound the girl harder.

He couldn’t stop himself from continuing, all the way up to and beyond the point of no return. Luke shot his load deep inside the young girl, his cock humming with intense sexual gratification as he blasted every drop of his seed.

Luke pulled out afterwards, and sat beside her. Sarai looked over at him with adoration in her eyes.

“On my island, if a man does this with a woman…It means the two of them are bonded.” She had the look of a love struck teenager, and Luke was both flattered and a little unnerved by it.

“I, well…We’re very open here on this island.” Luke wasn’t sure how to respond. He scratched his head, and then grabbed Sarai’s bra and handed it to her.

“I will make you mine, Luke,” said Sarai. She leaned in and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, and then stood up and put her bra on. Luke put his own clothes on, and then started back towards the path.
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Sarai headed back towards the camp to wash up in the pond, and Luke headed down towards the beach. Every day felt like it came with a new barrage of changes, and sometimes it was too much for him to keep up with.

Luke began to think that his mom might have been right, at least in some ways. Having a new woman on the island would unbalance the delicate web of relationships that hat developed between the four of them. He wasn’t sure what action, if any, he could take to smooth out the transition.

It was hard for him to know if he’d be able to keep going as things were. Luke suspected that he would need to take a firmer stance on the boundaries between him and the girls, especially with his mom and sister. His trysts with Mia also could be dangerous, and potentially set his mom off emotionally if she found out about them.

He walked along the beach, and thought about what exactly that left. Sarai was the perfect match for him, exotic, beautiful, and eager to please. Maybe he could go along with what she was suggesting, and make things a little more serious between the two of them.

Luke looked back towards the jungle, and saw a tangle of vines hanging from the edge of the dense canopy of trees. He remembered what Sarai had said before about fishing, and decided to give it a try.

The vines were easy enough to cut down with his hatchet, and once he had them, he began experimenting with different ways of weaving them together. What he ended up with looked vaguely like a net, albeit a flimsy one. Luke wasn’t sure if it would work all that well, but decided to give it a try.

Luke walked around to the canoe, carrying the net behind him carefully across the sand. He placed it into the boat, and then dragged it out into the water and climbed in.

The water was just as crystal clear as he had ever seen it before. Luke was again surprised by the wealth of life that was active beneath the waves. It made him feel a little less like the group of them on the island were alone, and rather, they were surrounded by an undersea world that was just beyond their perception.

He rowed around the island, and then out in the opposite of the direction that the village was in. There were few waves to contend with, and by the time he had been at it for about ten minutes, he was in deep enough water to give the net a try.

Luke wasn’t sure at first how to go about setting the thing up. He had planned on towing it behind the canoe, almost as though he was trawling for fish, like one of the bigger vessels that he had seen on TV, but the net didn’t appear to be big enough to make it happen.

Instead, he took an approach that was much closer to how one would fish traditionally. Luke let the net dangle into the water with three sides of it above water and the last edge open, and waited. And waited. It took a while before any of the numerous fish in the water meandered over, but when one finally did, he was ready.

He pulled up on the net, trying to angle the creature in the canoe as it flopped around wildly. It was a big fish, at least a couple of pounds, and put up much more of a fight than Luke was expecting. He tried to grab it out of the net with his hands, and it twisted into his face, knocking him off balance and into the water.

Luke surfaced and cursed out loud, wiping his wet bangs back against his scalp. He swam over to the canoe and had a relatively annoying time pulling himself back into it, having to angle his body carefully in order to keep the entire thing from capsizing.

Something caught his eye on the horizon as he kneeled in the canoe, catching his breath. It took him a second to realize what it was. The third island that Queen Lorai had mentioned, the one that the tribe had found Kate on, was far off in the distance ahead of him.

Luke decided to paddle in closer and check it out. Other than fishing, there was nothing else for him to do for the afternoon, and he figured that if he could find some food on the far island it would be worth the trip.

As he grew closer to the small stretch of land, he could see that it was quite barren compared to the other two islands. It was more of a large atoll, or sandbar, than anything. There was something on the far side of it, halfway against the beach, that caught Luke’s eye and his breath.

It was a medium sized speed boat, flipped upside down and apparently abandoned. He paddled faster, and closed the last few hundred feet to the island as quickly as he could. The surface area of it, including the sand, was no more than a kilometer, and it made the speed boat stand out all the more impressively.

Luke pulled his own canoe up and onto the sand and raced over to the larger boat. He figured that it must have washed up during the storm. The tribal people would have mentioned it to him, otherwise.

There was something caught underneath it that was painful for Luke to look at. The body of a dead woman, waterlogged and pinned down by the side of the boat, was at his feet. Luke forced himself to crouch low and take a closer look.

“The rescuers…they haven’t given up.” He muttered to himself outloud as he noticed the coast guard insignia on the woman’s jacket. He did his best to ignore the ripe smell as he went through her pockets, finding nothing of value or importance.

Next, Luke walked around to the other side of the boat. It had flipped onto a rock, leaving a small opening that was just big enough for him to crawl underneath. Luke moved slowly, very wary of the possibility of him ending up just like the woman, trapped underneath.

What he found hanging from the center console of the boat made his  heart race faster than it ever had before in his entire life. A two way radio was installed, the speaker of it dangling from a curly cord right in front of his face like a lifeline from heaven.

“Hello? Is anyone there?” Luke grabbed it and began clicking buttons and turning dials without any real sense of direction. They looked much easier and more straightforward to use from afar than they actually were in person.

After calming himself down, he slowly figured out which button was the power switch, and how the dial cycled through different channels. He tried to set it back to where it was initially, and then clicked on the speaker and spoke into it.

“Can anyone here me? I’m a survivor of Delta Flight 190. Hello? Is anyone out there?” He waited for a moment, encouraged by the crackling of the radio.

“I repeat, I’m a survivor of Delta Flight 190. We are still alive!” More crackling noise came into the radio, and Luke began to get discouraged.

“Hello….wreckage of flight 190…never found…”

Luke stared at the radio in disbelief, not at first able to understand that it had actually managed to make contact. The voice on the other side was scratchy, and spoke in bursts in between static, but it was definitely there.

“Hello? Hello? We’re still alive! We’re on an island!”

“…search was called off…never be found…no survivors…”

“Yes! We’re out in the open ocean! I’m not sure where, but we’re on an island, a grouping of three islands, actually!”

This time there was no static noise in response. Luke clicked the transmit button several times, and then hit the machine in despair. Whatever had been powering it was dead, and the thing was as useless to him now as anything else.

He pulled himself out from under the boat slowly, feeling the sand rubbing intimately against his hands and feet. The sun was beginning to set, and the bright red glare flashing over the horizon felt like it was taunting him.

Luke couldn’t decide whether to feel hopeful, or discouraged. He had made contact with the rescuers, but from the sounds of it, the search was over. If they took his static filled radio call seriously, instead of doing the more likely thing and disregarding it as a prank in bad taste, it would still not be enough to ensure that the search was restarted, and aimed in the right area of the massive ocean.

He picked up a seashell off the shore and turned it over in his hand. They had been on the island for more than half a week, and time was starting to move faster. It was no longer a surprise for him to wake up in the cave, and smell the food being cooked on the open fire. It was just the norm.

Luke slowly walked back over to the canoe and climbed into it. He had never managed to catch the fish, and something about heading back empty handed, with the mixed up news of the radio call, didn’t sit well with him.

He started paddling back towards the main island, and again, set the net out to the side of the canoe and waited. The sun sank a little further, but not by much. A fish swam into his trap, and this time, Luke’s arms were steady and sure, and he wrestled it back into the boat and held it steady until it stopped struggling.

Rather than bringing it back to the campsite as it was, Luke took his hatchet out of his belt loop and began cleaning the thing on the spot. He removed the head, and then found the stomach and innards of the thing, and cut those out too.

It was something that was hard for him to imagine any of the girls on the island being able to do without getting squeamish. Maybe Sarai, he figured, but she was still so fair, and so delicate. They needed somebody to do the dirty jobs for them, to take responsibility.

Luke felt a sense of resolve coming over him as he paddled the last of the distance between the islands. The setting sun was behind him, still red and angry, reflecting off the water and giving the early evening a hot, explosive feel, and he was headed away from it, towards the people he loved.
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The island was surprisingly quiet when Luke got back. He was used to the activity of the birds, and the sounds of the insects, but his ears only picked up on a minimal amount of noise. Even the waves looked to be crashing against the surf with careful, gentle restraint.

Luke pulled the canoe up and onto the beach, tying it to one of the trees on the shore for extra security, and then headed for the main jungle path. He carried the cleaned fish with him, his share of the night’s dinner.

It was just past sunset when he got back, and everyone else had already finished up with the day’s work. Tessa and Mia were gathered around the light of the fire, their shadows flickering long behind them. Jen was standing by the cave’s entrance and talking with Sarai.

“Hey mom,” said Luke. “Here.”

He handed the fish to her, and saw both Tessa and Mia’s faces light up at the sight of it.

“Oh Luke, this is perfect,” said Tessa. “I’m making a vegetable stew, but we can cook this next to it on the spit.”

“Yeah, Sarai showed us how to find a bunch of different edible stuff that we would have totally missed otherwise,” said Mia. Tessa gave her a cross look from where she was sitting next to her, but the stewardess ignored it.

“Great,” said Luke. Sarai and Jen were walking over to him, and he decided that it was time to share the other thing that he had found with all of them.

“Hey Luke,” said Sarai. “I see you managed to do alright with one of the nets I told you about.”

Luke smiled to her and his sister, and waited for them to sit down around the fire. With the four of them sitting together, he couldn’t help but admire their amazing bodies, and wondered if there had ever been so much beauty and sensuality available to him at once before.

“Everyone, I have to tell you something…” Luke paused and looked around the fire, seeing the hope, and relative happiness in each of their faces. It was almost unnerving to him, so different from the melancholy he harbored within.

“Today, I…” Luke stopped again, and felt himself coming to a decision. “I just felt really glad that I had all of you here with me.”

“Right back at you, baby bro!” Jen flicked a seashell across the fire at him, and the girls broke into giggles. Luke forced a smile back, and sat down on the sand.

He couldn’t do it. However they interpreted the radio call, whether as a sign of their imminent rescue, or a sign of the fact that they had been abandoned, it would lead to nothing as calm and balanced as what they had now.

Luke didn’t want to destroy the happiness that he saw around the fire. He didn’t want to share with them the same confusion and emotional turmoil that he felt like he’d been seeded with. Most of all, Luke didn’t want any of them to give up, either on being rescued, or on trying to make the best of what they already had.

The women chatted with each other, and Luke busied himself by putting the fish on the spit and slowly rotating it over the fire. All of them were getting along a little better now. He could still sense a small amount of odd tension between Sarai and his mother, but for the most part, she had been welcomed into the group.

“That smells so good, Luke!” said Mia. She walked over and sat down close to him, grabbing onto his arm and rubbing her boobs up against him. “From now on, you are going to be our, brave, handsome fisherman!”

Tessa sighed and shook her head at Mia, but also looked as though she shared in the general sentiment. Sarai and Jen also came around and sat against him, and Luke felt admiring hands running along his chest and back.

“Hey, take it easy with my son, ladies!” Tessa sounded genuinely exasperated.

She leaned over the fire and looked at them all sternly, but all it resulted in was her flashing the cleavage showing out of the top of her low cut shirt to Luke. A hand shifted down his stomach on onto his quickly hardening rod, Luke wasn’t sure just who it belonged to, but it wrapped around his shaft and stroked a couple of times.

“You should sleep next to me in the cave tonight, Luke,” whispered Mia. Sarai must have overheard, because she blushed and then glared at the older woman. Jen looked like she was also caught up in the game of tug of war, and was running her hand along Luke’s cheek and trying to orient his lips towards hers.

“Enough! The food is ready!” Tessa was standing up with her hands on her hips. She walked around to the other side of the fire and began to physically break them up and send them off to their own spots. She stopped once Luke had his personal space back, and leaned over to whisper something to him.

“Luke, sweetie, I know this has got to be tough for you, but be strong!” Tessa put her hand on his chest, and Luke struggled to keep from staring at her boobs. “You don’t want to make things more complicated than they need to be!”

“I know mom, I know,” said Luke. The problem was, things already were complicated, and it was just as much due to his mom as the rest of them. Luke caught her eyes for the moment, and could tell from her expression that his mom was still willing to offer the same help that night that she had offered the night before. His cock throbbed with anticipation.

Everybody began helping themselves to the food. Luke ate the vegetable soup, which turned out to be much tastier than expected, out of half of a coconut shell. The fish was cut up, and each of them ate a medium sized piece of it off a jungle leaf converted into a plate.

It all felt just right. Luke was still feeling conflicted over the radio call, but the way he and the women were able to sit around the fire, eating their fill and joking with each other, made him feel as though he was back at home. It went beyond that, even. It felt like they had created something that couldn’t have existed back in regular civilization.

After they finished eating, the five of them spent a little while lying down on the grass, looking up at the stars. Without any of the light pollution from big cities obscuring the view, it was easy for them to admire the constellations and stellar horizon.

“Luke…” said Jen, breaking the silence. “Are you still planning on building signal fires?”

Luke sighed. It was a question that he wasn’t sure if he had an answer for. There was a hidden meaning behind her words. What Jen really wanted to know is if they should still be attached to the idea of being rescued in the near future. Luke felt very unsure about how to respond.

“Yeah, I am,” he finally said. “Just in case. But they aren’t going to be as big as the ones I was making before.”

There was silence again for a minute. Finally, it was broken by Mia standing up on the grass and yawning.

“I’m tired,” she said. “I’m heading down to the pond to wash up, and then I’m heading to bed.”

“That’s an idea that I can get behind,” said Jen.

Luke felt just as tired as everyone else, but something about the events of the day was keeping him awake. He sat by the fire as all of the women headed down to the pond to wash off, not even bothering to try to sneak a peak in the darkness.

Regardless of whether he was expecting them to be there for another week, or another month, or longer, there was a lot of work that would need to be done in the meantime. Luke began making a list of things in his head that would need to be taken care of, knowing that it was up to him to lead the group forward.

“Sweetie, are you going to wash up, too?” Tessa had snuck up behind him, and Luke jumped slightly when he heard her voice.

“Oh, sorry mom, I didn’t realize that you were there,” he said. “Yeah, I am.”

“I’ll go with you. I need to rinse off, too.”

The other women had already finished up and headed back into the cave. Luke walked a short distance behind his mother as they made their way over to the pond, his eyes glued to her perfect, elegant butt.

“I wanted to talk to you about how things have been going, Luke.” Tessa spoke to him casually, like any mother might check in with her son, as she began stripping her clothes off in front of him. Luke could tell from her body language and the redness of her face that she was still a little uncomfortable with him seeing her naked.

“Yeah mom, I figured as much.” Luke stepped closer towards her, led forward more by his achingly hard cock than anything else. He watched as Tessa pulled her top off and over her head and then attempted to cover up her nipples with her arm, an action that reminded him of how he’d first seen her when they’d been washed ashore.

“It’s going to be more complicated now, with Sarai here…” Tessa stepped towards her son. The only clothing she had on was a thin pair of pink panties, and Luke was acutely aware of just how close their bodies were to each other.

“Mom, it’s not-“

“Honey, it’s fine.” Tessa turned away from him and slowly wiggled free of her underwear, flashing the pink folds of her pussy to her son for a moment before shifting and covering it with her hand. “I know that I can’t control you. I just want you to know that you can always come to me, if you need help with anything. Anything at all.”

Luke slipped his boxers off. Unlike his mom, he wanted her to see him naked. Tessa glanced down at her son’s throbbing cock and then turned even deeper red.

“Alright mom,” said Luke. “I…I think I could use your help tonight.”

Tessa walked into the pond, getting waist deep before pushing off into the water and using it, along with the darkness, to hide her naked body in place of her arms.

“Let’s wash off first, sweetie.”

Luke smiled, and followed after her.

The two began washing their bodies. It felt much more awkward than Luke had initially expected, and he began to feel ashamed and embarrassed about wanting to see more, and feel more, of his mom. He gradually moved closer to her in the water, until the two of them were within a couple of feet of each other.

“Honey, you should stay on your side of the pond for now,” said Tessa. “It’s not okay for you to-“

Luke splashed water onto her while she was still in midsentence, suddenly finding himself in a playful mood. Tessa glared at him, and then stood up and splashed him back, her big boobs rising above the surface of the water and into Luke’s view.

“Oh, you brat!” laughed Tessa. “I’ll get you back for that!”

The game was on. The two of them splashed each other like school children. Luke drew closer and closer to Tessa, until their bodies were almost touching. He grabbed her and pulled her into a hug, trying to wrestle her under the water as his mom giggled and tried to escape.

The wiggling of her body against his sent forbidden waves of pleasure coursing through Luke’s body. He didn’t mean for it to happen, but the game slowly began to become something much more serious, and illicit. One of his hands settled on his mom’s breast, and his cock began to rub along her slit underneath the hidden surface of the water.

“Oh…” whispered Tessa. “Careful, sweetie.”

“It’s just a game, mom,” replied Luke. “We’re just wrestling.”

He pushed forward, and for a brief moment, he felt the very tip of his cock slip into the entrance of his mom’s pussy, before popping out as she laughed and tried to squirm away. Luke felt a little disgusting, but even more aroused. He grabbed onto his mom and pulled her in close again, this time purposely trying to align his member up with her off limits area.

“Oh no!” cried Tessa. “Sweetie, maybe we should get out of the water now.”

She turned so her chest was against him again, and suddenly the two were kissing. Luke groped at her breasts, and then lifted her leg up and slid his cock up the side of her thigh. He pushed it further up, until again it was inside his mom’s soft, tight pussy, aching with pleasure.

“Luke, no!” Tessa pushed him back, and stepped away. “I think this game is a little too dangerous for us to play right now!”

“We’re not done yet, mom!” Luke laughed, and lunged forward at her.

Even though they both knew just how wrong, and sick things were becoming, they were both still laughing, and the game went on. Tess let out a mock scream and started to swim across the pond. Luke grabbed her by the waist and pulled her against his crotch.

The angle of his cock was just right, and in the water there was no resistance or friction. Luke slid every inch of himself into his mom’s cunt, grabbing his mom’s tits from behind and thrusting into her a couple of times.

“Oh god, Luke…” moaned Tessa. “No! We can’t!”

It felt too amazing for Luke to stop himself, but his mom was much more away of how wrong and forbidden what they were doing was. She pushed her hips forward, pulling her cunt off his cock, and then pushed back again so her son’s members slipped into a safer position in between her thighs. His dick was right up against her folds, but unable to reach her warm, inviting inner depths.

“That was close, sweetie,” whispered Tessa. “I know that we have gotten very…close over the past few days, but you can’t ever do that! Do you understand?”

Tessa reached down and began to stroke her son’s erection with her hand as she spoke, squeezing it tightly together with her thighs and gently rubbing the head of it with her thumb. Luke kissed his mom’s neck and groped at her big, beautiful breasts.

“I’m sorry mom, I won’t,” he replied. “I just got…carried away.”

Luke felt incredibly ashamed, as though he’d been caught masturbating as a teenager, or his porn collection had been discovered. His desires were wrong, he knew they were, and promised himself that he’d work harder in the future to control them.

“Good…” whispered Tessa. “Now, I’ll still help you out for tonight. This is okay…we just can’t take it any further.”

Tessa squeezed her thighs together, and then began jacking her son’s cock off right where it was. It felt amazing, almost as good as the sex had, and Luke moaned and squeezed his mom’s boobs even more tightly.

“Do you like that, sweetie? That’s mommy’s special trick for you.” Tessa did it again, this time moaning a little and wiggling against Luke in the water, and Luke felt himself go over the edge. He blasted his hot seed into the pond, and Tessa ran her hands through his hair as the pleasure overwhelmed his senses.

“Oh, wow…” he sighed. “Thanks, mom.”

“No problem, honey. Just be careful.” Tessa dove underwater and swam to where her clothes were on the side of the pond. “There are still lines that we can never, ever, cross. I’m your mom, Luke, and you’re my son.”

Luke took her advice to heart, and turned away as she climbed out of the water and began getting dressed. The moon was full, and the surface of the pond was marked with its brilliant white reflection.

“Goodnight, sweetie,” said Tessa. “Get some sleep soon, we have lots to do tomorrow.”

“I will mom,” he replied. “Good night.”

Luke spent another couple of minutes looking at the water and wondering what it all meant. Everything on the island managed to be simple, and yet complex. Tomorrow, he would have to take their tangled lives and begin the process of straightening everything out.


C
HAPTER 23

Luke knew where he was when he woke up. There was no scramble to check and see if the surface underneath him was his bed. He didn’t hold off on opening his eyes in the hopes that he would see his old room around him when he did. Luke knew that he was in the cave, still on the island.

And he also knew that it was late in the morning. An unusual amount of sunlight streamed into the cave, making him feel lazy and a bit boorish as he began to get dressed. The vegetation rustled outside, as if shouting at him to hurry up, and get his day started.

Jen was the only other one at the campsite. She smiled at Luke as he walked over to the embers of the fire from the night before. Luke smiled back, and tried not to ogle his step sister’s body. She was wearing a tiny bikini that Luke had never seen before, most likely something that had been in the luggage.

“Hey baby bro,” said Jen. “I thought you were going to sleep in for the entire day.”

The bikini left very little to the imagination. Jen’s flesh was popping out from every edge of it. The top only just barely covered her nipples, leaving cleavage on all other sides. She was leaning over to grab some leftovers from breakfast, and Luke got a nice look at her butt, which was on full display and not at all covered by the tight fitting bottom slip.

“Yeah, well, yesterday was exhausting,” said Luke. “Honestly, I could use some time to actually relax.”

Jen carried a coconut gourd over to him full of dried seaweed, and a couple of other slices of vegetables and fruits that Luke didn’t recognize.

“Why don’t you take today off?” she asked. “Everyone else is out, working hard to find food, and I’m about to be, too, in a minute.”

“I might just do that, Jen.” Luke smiled at her, and then looked down at his food, suspiciously. “Is this all…good to eat?”

“Are you asking if I slipped some of the red fruit in there, Luke?”

He laughed and nodded his head, and Jen’s face flushed red. Both of them remembered the day before, when she had been tempted into eating more of it, just to get her body to feel something beyond the standard island drudgery.

“I didn’t! Jeez, I should have never given into to that stuff a second time.” Jen walked over and sat down right next to Luke. He felt his eyes immediately being drawn to her boobs, as close as they were. She was his sister, but she was still a bombshell.

“It’s okay, sis, I understand,” said Luke. “I had my own second encounter with the fruit when I met Sarai’s people. It’s serious stuff.”

He took some food out of the coconut shell and began munching on it. There were a surprising variety in the different fruits and vegetables inside of it, and all of them tasted great.

“Sooo….I wanted to talk to you about something, if it’s okay.” Jen leaned her head in close to Luke’s and gave him a look that was both laughably girlish and strikingly serious.

“Go right ahead, sis,” said Luke. “Anything.”

“I noticed how you and Sarai were acting around each other yesterday,” said Jen. “And just the fact that, well, we’re all stuck on this island, and the two of you are around the same age…”

Luke sighed.

“Just what are you getting at, sis? Please don’t beat around the bush, we’re both adults.”

“I think…if you want to be together with her, I mean, really be together with her, like a couple, it’s fine.” Jen leaned in close to him, letting her big, almost naked breasts rub against his shoulder. “I’m fine with it. In fact, I think the two of you would make a really cute couple.”

Luke tried to keep from getting embarrassed, or frustrated. He felt like he was back in high school, and his interactions with the new girl in the class were being scrutinized and interpreted by all of the other students.

“No offense Jen, but I think what happens between me and Sarai is something that should stay, well, between me and Sarai.” He took a sip of water out of another gourd and wiped his mouth. “Just focus on your own stuff, and don’t worry about me.”

Jen glared at him, and then scoffed.

“For your information, your stuff is my stuff!” She pushed her face even closer into Luke’s, close enough that he began to feel his lower half start to react. “The way we’ve been…well, helping each other out lately? With the problems we’ve been having? I think that needs to stop, so you can properly take care of Sarai…”

“I think we should stop with that too, Jen.”

Suddenly, the air around the campfire was tense. Luke’s cock was rapidly hardening, and his eyes were locked onto his sister’s almost naked body, so beautiful and yet more off limits than ever.

“I mean, like immediately.” Jen moved closer to him, and her hand slowly began to slide up his leg, contradicting her words. “As in, we never do it…again.”

“We never should, never again.”

Luke let his own hand run up Jen’s back, coming into contact with the string of her bikini. He grabbed one end of the tie and slowly began to pull on it.

“I…I’m glad we’re both in agreement,” said Jen. She let her hand close around her brother’s bulge, and slowly began jerking him off through his pants.

Luke pulled the string, and Jen’s bikini top popped off her almost as though it didn’t want to be there. Her breasts were beautiful, and Luke couldn’t take it anymore.

“Jen, let’s talk more about this in the cave,” said Luke. “I think we can work out this problem, once and for all.”

“Okay, Luke…I think that’s a good idea.”

They both walked over to the entrance of their shelter and couched lower to enter it. The second that they were both inside, it was almost like a switch had been thrown, turning off their inhibitions.

Luke pulled Jen close against him and began kissing her. He was expecting his sister to be hesitant, or at the very least, verbalizing her doubts, but she eagerly met each of his movements with one of her own.

Jen unzipped Luke’s jeans, and slowly lowered them to the ground. She dropped to her knees in front of him, and gently pulled his hard cock out of his boxers.

“Luke…” said Jen. She looked up at him, her face full of embarrassment and lust. Luke felt the same way. There was nothing that either of them could say. They were giving into something primal and forbidden, and as wrong as it felt, the urges were greater than they were.

Jen began to suck on her brother’s cock, letting her lips and tongue work their magic on it as though it was what she had been put on the earth to do. Luke moaned, and ran his hand through her hair.

Jen was giving him a porn star quality blow job, and the two of them had just gotten done talking about how they could never do what they were doing again. It was insane, and hypocritical, but Luke didn’t care. All he cared about was his sister’s hot, wet mouth, and the pleasure it was inflicting on his hard on.

She pulled her mouth off his cock for a moment, and then brought her boobs against it. They were medium sized, but only just barely big enough to give him the most minimal of tit jobs. Jen looked up at Luke as she rubbed her breasts against his member, and smiled.

“Sarai told me that she…did this for you,” whispered Jen.

“Yeah,” said Luke. “She did.”

He took his sister by the back of the head and pushed his cock inside of her mouth again. He was confused and aroused, and didn’t really understand where Jen’s mind was at.

After another minute of having her suck and slurp on his cock, Luke pushed Jen flat onto the leaf carpeted floor of the cave, and slowly lowered himself down over her. This was it, he thought. If they really did take it all the way to actual sex, it was impossible to know if they’d ever have the self-control to stop in the future.

Jen nodded at him, as though she was reading his mind, and then pulled the folds of her pussy apart with her fingers. Her hole was pink and inviting, and as Luke slid his cock into it, he felt her warmth taking him in.

“Oh yeah, baby bro,” whispered Jen. “That’s it.”

“Oh fuck, Jen,” said Luke. “You feel so good.”

He started thrusting, and watched as his sister bit her lip and began to breathe more heavily.

“Do it quick, Luke,” whispered Jen. “If someone comes back to the cave…”

It would mean everything would be over. Luke knew it just as well as she did. The strange equilibrium that the interconnected relationships he shared with the island had ended up in would be shattered, and nothing would ever be the same again.

Luke started fucking his sister. They had joined their bodies together before, but never like this. Luke was really fucking her, grabbing at her breasts roughly, and slamming his cock into her with strength and confidence.

Jen was giving him a look that he recognized. It was the same look that she used to give him back home, whenever he did something that had surprised her, or impressed her. It was a look of sisterly pride, but mixed with something new. Jen was proud of him, but he could tell that she also lusted for him.

It was sick, and twisted, and wrong, but Luke was interested in doing everything he could in the moment to make that feeling even more intense for her. Luke was her brother, and Jen was his sister, and he wanted to show her with his hard cock that he could also be what she needed as a man.

“Oh yeah, Luke, don’t stop!” Jen was popping her hips of the ground in time with his thrusts. Luke grabbed her by the waist and began pumping his member into her on overdrive.

It was too much for his sister to handle. Luke felt Jen’s nails rake across his chest as she cried out in climax. He hoped that nobody else was around to hear, but either way, it didn’t change anything. He wasn’t done, not just yet.

“Oh god Luke, you’re so good…”

Luke popped his cock out of his sister’s well fucked pussy and brought it right up to her face. Jen understood, as a woman in a submissive role does, just what he needed. She started licking and sucking on the tip of it, like a little girl enjoying a lollipop.

“Oh yeah, Jen, that’s perfect,” he moaned.

Luke guided her head forward, and slid his cock into his sister’s mouth again. He brought it in deeper, and deeper, until he felt the tip of it slide into something tighter. She was deep throating him, he realized.

Jen pulled her mouth off his dick, and began to lick the head of Luke’s cock while she jerked him off. The two of them met eyes, and seeing his sister in such a lewd state was enough to push him over the edge.

Luke began to cum, spraying his seed onto Jen’s cheeks and face. It felt unbelievably good. It was, by far, the best way he could have hoped to start off the morning.

The two of them sat in the cave for a moment, looking at each other and smiling. It was Luke who ended up speaking first.

“Jen, this has to stay secret.” Luke felt like he was speaking her lines, for once. “If Sarai ever found it…”

“I know, I know,” said Jen. “This didn’t happen.”

“And it can’t happen again,” said Luke. “Ever.”

Jen smiled at him. She crawled across the floor and pushed her breasts tight up against his chest before giving him a deep, lover’s kiss.

“Of course, Luke,” said Jen. “It will never happen again.”

She laughed, and Luke couldn’t help but laugh to. He pulled his clothes on, and then headed out to the camp.


C
HAPTER 24

Luke had his hatchet with him, and he put it to good use as he headed down the main jungle trail, cutting any outcropping branches down and making it wider. He had never bothered to think about making it bigger before, as it had felt like rescue was imminent.

Now, he felt himself taking a different view of their situation on the island. It still looked relatively likely that a boat, or a plane, would come by eventually. The key distinction he had made is that it no longer was something that Luke was hoping for in the near term.

The radio call the day before had been gut wrenching, but Luke had forced himself to tuck it away in his mind. It wasn’t something that would change anything immediately. If he wanted things to be better for him and the girls, then he had to make things better.

And so he took his time as he headed down the path, cutting either side of it until there was enough room for two people to walk abreast instead of just one. Luke felt drops of sweat beginning to form on his forehead, and wiped them away with his shirt.

That was something else that he’d have to think about. Most of the clothing that they had found in washed up luggage bags, at least so far, had been for women. He was still wearing the same t-shirt and jeans that he had come ashore in. Granted, they had been washed many times over in the pond, but small tears were beginning to form at the edge of his pant legs, and Luke knew that eventually, he would need a new outfit.

He smiled as he finally made it to the edge of the path and spilled out onto the beach. They were all on the island together. He knew that all it would take is for him to bring up his lack of clothing over the dinner fire, and one of the women would take it on as a responsibility.

They were more than just a group of stranded people on an island. They were a community, and they looked out for each other. Luke began to think about just how grateful he was to have so many amazing women in his life as he walked along the beach.

On the far side of the island, away from where they had washed up originally and away from the area most of them frequented, there was another small clearing. It was closer to the sea than their camp, and the soil looked to be healthy and full of the types of minerals needed for the growth of vegetation.

Sarai was working with her hands, slowly crawling across the field on her knees and pulling up weeds and grass as she went. She had changed out of her island clothes into an outfit that was much more befitting of a teenage girl, a pair of nice jeans that clung tightly to her thighs and butt, and a loose purple blouse.

“Wow, you’ve made a lot of progress,” said Luke. “Have you been at this all morning?”

Sarai wiped her dirty hands on her jeans and looked over her shoulder at him. She smiled, and then pushed a strand of hair out of her face.

“Yeah,” she said. “I did a lot of the farming…back in my village. It was easier with the equipment and tools that we had, but I’m making due.”

She stared at him for a moment, not saying anything. Luke felt a hot tension build in the air as they maintained eye contact. He wanted to say something else, but he felt strangely nervous around Sarai, especially in her new clothing. She looked like one of the attractive, popular girls back at his school.

“I, I can help you out for a bit, if you want…” said Luke.

Sarai smiled at him.

“I would like that, Luke.” She patted the ground next to her, and Luke walked over.

The work was just as hard as it had looked from a distance. A lot of the weeds and vegetation were deeply rooted into the ground, the product of a healthy tropical climate. Luke was working right next to Sarai, and he couldn’t resist looking over at her, and trying to sneak peeks down the front of her loose shirt when she would bend over.

“Your mom doesn’t really like me, does she?” Sarai kept pulling out weeds as she spoke, and Luke felt guilt stab at his chest.

“She’s just…protective, that’s all,” said Luke. “Besides, it doesn’t matter if she likes you. I like you.”

Neither of them said anything for another minute. The clearing was about as big as the one that their camp was set up in, only with more vegetation growing. Luke estimated that it would take them at least another day or two of hard work just to get all of the weeds pulled out, and then they could start planting.

“How were things for you here, before you came to my village?” asked Sarai.

Luke paused, and thought about what to say before answering.

“We were pretty shaken up,” he said. “But we pulled together, and did our best to find food. I guess we thought that we’d be rescued by now.”

“You were the only man,” said Sarai. “Did you end up…did anything happen?”

Luke looked over at her, and could tell from her face that Sarai had wanted to ask the question for a while.

“Uh…what do you mean, Sarai?” he asked.

“You know what I mean, Luke,” said Sarai. “I see the way that Mia looks at you. And even your sister, the way she talked about you…”

Luke felt his boy start to heat up. This was the worst thing that could happen. It was as if Sarai was opening up his closet, and pulling out his dirty, disgusting laundry. He felt ashamed, and there was nothing he could do to hide it.

“…Does it really matter, Sarai?” he finally managed to ask. “You’re here now, things are different now.”

“Things need to be really different, Luke.” Sarai wiped her dirty hands off again, and then reached over and let one of them rest on his thigh. “If you’re going to be with me, you can only be with me.”

Luke had been expecting her to press the point again. He opened his mouth, trying to think of what he could say in response. For him to commit to only being with her would be challenging, at best. There was too much temptation all around him, and too many women who would stop at almost nothing to get their way.

“Sarai…I don’t know if that will work, here.” Luke took her hand and looked deep into her eyes, trying to make her understand. “We are all really close on this island, and sometimes…things just happen.”

He could tell that the pretty island girl was struggling to hold her heart together, to keep it from shattering into pieces. Luke sighed, and squeezed her hand.

“I can promise you that I’ll try,” said Luke. “I can promise you that you’ll always be the one closest.”

Sarai forced a smile at him, and then licked her lips. Almost grudgingly, she began to pull her top up and over her head, revealing her big, gorgeous boobs to Luke, in all their naked glory.

“Does this turn you on, Luke?” she whispered. He nodded his head, and then just watched as Sarai began to unzip his jeans. His cock was already hard again, even though he had just come from the cave, and his sister.

“If that’s the way it is Luke, maybe I just need to be the biggest temptation of all.” Sarai pulled his hard cock dick out of his boxers and began stroking it. Luke moaned, and stared at the busty girl as she jacked him off.

Sarai leaned forward, and let her breasts slowly slide down Luke’s body. They came to a rest right on his erect member, and she just smiled at him before doing anything.

“Does this feel good, Luke?”

He nodded, and felt his cock throb as Sarai slowly began to use her hands to rub her big tits on his tool. She brought her face down and let her lips slide across the skin of it, not taking it into her mouth, but instead peppering it with tiny wet kisses.

Luke felt precum ooze out of his throbbing erection. Sarai managed by cute and sultry at the same time, and as she began to squeeze her boobs around his cock and slowly jerk him off with them, he felt a strange mixture of emotions rush through him.

“Oh yeah,” whispered Luke. “Just like that, Sarai. Keep going.”

She wanted his approval, in everything she did. Sarai wasn’t like Mia or his mom, or even Jen. She was a beautiful girl, and she wanted to be his for the taking.

Luke almost gasped with pleasure as Sarai began using her lips, kissing and licking the head of his cock every time she slid her tits down along his rod. It felt unlike anything else, different from blowjobs, and different from sex. And it was driving him absolutely wild.

Sarai looked as though she was a little intimidated by the size and girth of Luke’s cock, but he put his hand on the back of her head and slowly forced her lips down over it. She began to suck on him, and Luke moaned and bobbed her head up and down on his member.

“That’s it, Sarai,” whispered Luke. “Suck it good.”

The island girl used her tongue to rub underneath Luke’s cock as she went, driving him wild. He couldn’t take another moment of it. If she wanted to throw herself at him, then Luke would take her, and ravage her.

He pushed her down on the grass and stripped her jeans off. Sarai had a look of horniness in her eyes, and as Luke pushed his cock up against the entrance of her cunt, she began to moan, and ran one of her hands through her hair.

“Oh god, Luke…” she moaned.

He grabbed her shoulders, and began to fuck her. It was different from the sex he had shared with his sister. Sarai belonged to him, and he was claiming her as his own. Luke pushed deeper and deeper inside of her, thrusting as though he was trying to prove a point.

Sarai’s inexperience was clear to him, and after only a minute of intense sex, she began to shiver in orgasm. Luke kept fucking her for a moment longer, and then decided to end things.

He pulled his cock out, and climbed onto her chest. Taking both of her boobs into his hands, Luke began to tit fuck her again, this time intent on finishing. Sarai held her tongue out licking him as she had before, and soon Luke could hold out no longer.

He blasted his load directly in the sweet, pretty girl’s face. Sarai tried to catch as much of it as she could in her mouth, but there was too much, and it went all over. Luke continued thrusting until he was entirely spent, and then sat down on the grass next to her.

“Luke…” whispered Sarai. “Please, let me do this for you, from now on. Whenever you want, I’m yours.”

“I know Sarai,” he replied. Luke took one of his hands and ran it through her hair. She was gorgeous, and he felt a little ungrateful in not appreciating her more. But it was how it had to be. He was one man, on an island full of women.

Luke got dressed and pulled out a couple more weeds. The area wasn’t even a third of the way clear of vegetation yet, but he knew that if they kept at it, they would be done in no time.


C
HAPTER 25

Luke could feel the sun shining down on his back as he made his way back across the beach. The air smelled clean and sweet, and the waves lapped at the shore playfully.

This was his life now, he realized. The dirty streets and car exhaust of the cities back home were a thing of the past. Luke was on the island now, and his biggest environmental worry was whether or not it was going to rain.

Luke sat down on the sand, and sent a minute just staring out into the ocean. Despite his slow and gradual acceptance of the situation in which he found himself, he still wondered sometimes about what was going on in the outside world.

A tiny crab scuttled along by his hand, and Luke took a second to watch it. The creature was looking for something, probably food, Luke figured. To it, the sand grains were the size of rocks, and every twig on the beach was a fallen tree trunk.

Luke stretched out on the sand, feeling the warmth of it on his back and shoulders. It was exactly where he wanted to be, and right at that moment, he realized what he had to do.

He walked back up to the jungle and started pulling all of the fallen branches and dead wood he could find down to the beach. Over the past couple of days, the fire starting kit and the matches had started to run low. For the very last fire he would start before having to resort to more basic methods, Luke wanted to do something big.

The sandy shore was more than wide enough for him to set the kindling up in the right shape. Luke also found a couple of large, heavy logs that he slid out and set up around the fire, like natural benches.

What he wanted for the night was simple. They were to celebrate, to rejoice over the fact that they were still alive, healthy and on a tropical paradise. It was taking the final step in accepting their situation, and Luke was ready for it.

He spent about an hour gathering wood, building it into an open pyramid shape that was sure to go up into a massive flame upon being lit. Luke was happy with his handiwork, and he began to think about just what else they would need in order to make the night one to remember.

Luke walked along the beach until he had made it all the way back to the canoe. The fishing net was still inside of it from the day before, and he pulled it out from the bottom of the boat. He had used it to fish in deep water yesterday, but with a little bit of tweaking, he figured that it would work just as well for what he had planned.

The vine that the net was made of was thick and sturdy. Luke worked his fingers on a couple of the knots he had put into it, stretching the shape of the web out until it was a little more rectangular, rather than square. Then, by adding another few vines on either end, he had exactly what he needed.

“That looks interesting!” Mia was walking along the beach, smiling at him. Luke shielded his eyes from the sun as he looked up at her, taking a moment to admire her bodacious body.

She had apparently borrowed Sarai’s straw skirt, and was wearing it along with a blue bikini top that was working overtime to keep the older woman’s massive melons in check. Luke couldn’t resist checking her out, and felt his cock begin to harden as she walked over to him.

“It’s a proof of concept,” he replied. “But if it works, it will change everything for us here on the island.”

Mia looked at him curiously, and Luke walked over to a group of trees at the edge of the jungle. He picked out two of them, tied either end of what was once the net to spots where strong branches connected to the trunk, and then sat down in a very rough looking, makeshift hammock.

“Luke, you are amazing!” Mia jogged over and sat down next to him, laughing and bouncing against him. Her hand landed in between Luke’s thighs, and he found himself wondering just how much excitement he could handle in one day.

“How’s your morning been going, Mia?” he asked. She smiled at him, and then leaned back and away.

“Good. I’ve spent most of it collecting the edible vegetables that Sarai showed us yesterday. The island is full of wild turnips and carrots. We’ll have another stew for dinner.”

Luke gestured to the setup on the beach.

“We’re going to have a beach party tonight.” He stood up and walked over to the wood he had collected, and Mia followed him.

“Oh yeah? What are we celebrating?”

Luke looked up into the sky and then back towards the island. Both the jungle and the ocean were alive with the sights and sounds of life.

“This,” said Luke. “Everything we have here. I know it’s not November, but I think it would be great if we could all get together and give thanks.”

Mia patted him on the chest and then gave him a kiss on the cheek.

“I like the idea of an island party, but let’s skip the turkey and saying grace.” She pushed Luke into a sitting position on the tree trunk bench.

“Oh yeah? I bet you get pretty wild at beach parties, Mia,” said Luke. He was in a friendly, flirty mood, and rather than being intimidated or concerned by his interactions with Mia as he so often had been in the past, he was looking to have fun.

“You better believe it,” said Mia. “If we had some Tequila, you would see a completely different side of me.”

“And just what side is that?”

Mia licked her lips, and ran her hands down Luke’s chest and stomach, as though responding to his challenge.

“You know, Luke…” She let her hand come to a rest on his bulge as she spoke. “We’ve been on this island a couple of days now, we should probably talk about how things are going to be moving forward.”

Luke looked the older woman right in the eyes, and saw lust staring back at him.

“You know how things are going to be, Mia.”

He pulled her in close and kissed her, and felt Mia begin to rub his cock through his pants. Luke was still horny, even after his sister and Sarai earlier in the day. He wasn’t sure if it was the red fruit, or his body reacting to unbalanced gender ratio of the island, but he wanted more.

“Sarai looks to be pretty infatuated with you,” said Mia. She began to unzip Luke’s jeans, still looking into his eyes and playing the game as her hands worked.

“We’re all in this together,” said Luke. “It’s important for us to stay…close to each other.”

Mia took one of Luke’s hands and pulled it underneath her skirt. He felt her crotch and realized that she wasn’t wearing any panties, and was already wet.

“We should stay very close to each other, Luke,” whispered Mia. He nodded, and then pulled her in close for a kiss.

Mia was stroking his cock and breathing heavily. Luke felt like his dick was throbbing even harder than it had been earlier that day, desperate for release and looking to get it from wherever he could find it. Luke groped at the older woman’s big breasts through her bikini top, imagining what it would feel like to kiss them, and suck on her nipples.

Luke gently guided her over and onto his cock. He was still sitting on the log, and Mia’s island skirt parted to allow him easy access. Luke felt her warm, wet cunt taking him in as he lowered her down, nice and easy. Mia was biting her lip, and she slowly began to grind herself into Luke.

“Wait…do you hear that?” whispered Mia. There was a rustling noise drawing closer from the edge of the jungle path. Luke turned to look, and saw somebody coming out onto the beach.

The way Mia’s skirt hung over his lap made it impossible for anyone to see what was going on underneath. It looked as though she was just sitting on his lap, which Luke gave thanks for as he saw his mom walking down the beach and over to the two of them.

“Hey mom,” said Luke. “How’s your morning going?”

It was hard for him to keep his voice steady. His cock throbbed inside Mia, and he knew that things could get really out of hand if the encounter went on for too long. Tessa had a suspicious look on her face as she walked over to them.

“Mia, why are you sitting on my son’s lap?” She glared at her friend with the type of stern anger that only a parent can effectively pull off.

“Oh, well, you know how Luke is.” Mia was blushing and breathing heavily as she spoke. “He is a very playful boy. Anyway, look what he made for us!”

Tessa turned away from them and towards the hammock, and Luke took advantage of the brief moment they were in her blind spot, groping at Mia’s breasts and thrusting his hips up into her.

“Oh wow, Luke, this looks great!” Tessa glanced back at them for a second, and he stopped. “Can I try it out?”

She turned back away from them and started walking over to it.

“Yeah mom, go ahead.” Luke grabbed onto Mia’s waist and bounced her up a couple of times on his cock, sending massive waves of pleasure crashing through his body. “Just be careful, it will bounce you around a little.”

“Oh yeah…” moaned Mia. “I tried it before, and loved the feeling of getting bounced around.”

Luke was being brazen in his fucking of the older woman. The sound of her butt slapping against his crotch was echoing through the air, and he wondered how his mom didn’t hear it.

“We need to make more of these, closer to the cave!” Tessa laughed as she turned over in the hammock. She was facing them again, and it took all of Luke’s focus and self-control to keep from continuing with the illicit sex.

“Luke’s not going to stop making them,” said Mia. “He’ll keep going, right Luke?”

“Yeah Mia, I will, as soon as I can.” Luke looked at her, and noticed that she was completely flushed red. It was thrilling to be doing something so nasty, right in front of his mother. They could be caught at any moment, and the reality of it only made his cock harder.

“And you started building a fire, too…” said Tessa. “Are you planning something for tonight, Luke?”

“Yeah mom.” Luke couldn’t resist rocking Mia back and forth a little on his cock, even with his mother staring right at the both of them. “I figured that tonight we would have a celebration.”

“That sounds wonderful!” Tessa walked closer to the two of them, and Luke began to feel even more turned on with every step that she took. He wouldn’t stop if she figured it out. He didn’t plan on stopping until he had sprayed his load.

“It’s going to be a celebration, Tessa,” said Mia. “Of how close we’ve all gotten.”

“We should collect plenty of wood for it,” said Tessa. “The more wood we get, the longer we can keep it going for.”

“Oh yeah mom, I’m going to put in all the wood that I can,” said Luke. “Right, Mia?”

“Luke, yes…” Mia couldn’t resist moaning, and Tessa looked at the two of them suspiciously again. “You have more than enough wood in already.”

“I think I need to put in just a little more, though.” Luke pushed his hips up, and watched as Mia bit her lip and stifled a cry.

“Are you okay, Mia?” asked Tessa. “You look a little flushed…”

“I, I just, need to rest…” whispered Mia.

“Maybe you should lie down,” said Tessa.

“No! I mean, maybe after…” she managed.

“I think she’s nice and comfy right here, mom,” said Luke. “I’ll make sure she lies down after, though.”

“Well, okay.” Tessa looked back towards the jungle for a moment, and Luke’s hands were all over Mia. He kissed her neck, and his fingers slide under the skirt and rub her sensitive clit, which was all it took to set the older woman off. She shuddered in orgasm, and dug her fingernails into Luke’s leg.

Luke was quickly approaching his own time of release. It was so bizarrely hot to him, his mom being so close to the nasty, dirty sex they were having, and yet being completely oblivious. It almost felt like she was a participant in a way, adding sexual excitement to the coupling without ever having any idea.

“You look so comfy, Mia,” said Tessa. “I hope the two of you don’t get any ideas.”

“Of course not,” said Luke. “Mia’s the same age as you, mom. I’d have to be a very bad boy to do something like that.”

Luke acted as though he was shifting Mia in his lap, and took the opportunity to drive his cock into her at a different angle. He could feel her wet sex juices dripping down onto him, and was even more aroused by it.

“Maybe I should sit on your lap after, then,” said Tessa. “Or would having your sweet mommy on your legs be a little too weird for you, Luke?”

That was too much for him. He did his best to maintain eye contact with Tessa as his cum began to spray deep inside Mia’s cunt, but it was too hard. He looked down into the sand and breathed heavily, feeling more than a little embarrassed and ashamed with just how out of hand the situation had gotten.

“I’m just kidding, don’t feel bad!” said Tessa. “Anyway, I’ll be back in a little bit. Do you want me to bring some fruit and vegetables for the beach bash tonight?”

“Sure mom,” said Luke. “That would be great.”

Tessa headed off back towards the path, leaving Luke and Mia alone again. She stood up off his lap as soon as Luke’s mom was out of sight, and began punching him lightly in the chest.

“You jerk! That was way too close! How can you even try something like that with your own mother so close by?”

Luke shook his head, unable to come up with any kind of decent answer in response.

“Sorry, I just…got carried away.”

Mia looked as though she was genuinely angry, and headed off in the same direction that his mom had gone on. Luke did feel bad, but the pleasure from the orgasm was still running through him. He felt like he was doing a balancing act, and only just managing to stay upright.

He stood up and made himself decent, and then walked over to the firewood. It was a big set up, and ready for the celebration, but they were still missing something. As Luke stood on the beach and thought about it, he quickly realized just what it was.


CHAPTER 26

With every day that Luke spent on the island, and around the jungle, he grew more comfortable and familiar in the lifestyle. Which is why, when he stood up and decided to head off into the trees to do some hunting, there was no dissent or doubt in his mind.

The first thing Luke did was fashion himself another spear. The one that he had made on the second day had served him well, and he spent a minute walking along the path, looking for a similar branch. It only took him a little while to find one, and he set about whittling a point into it with his hatchet.

He wondered about what life would be like deeper into the future for them as he worked. It felt a little bit as though they were regressing, returning to a more primitive state of existence where social taboos didn’t exist and everything they ate came as a direct result of their own actions.

Luke wasn’t intimidated by the idea. In fact, it made him feel at ease. He had felt much happier since he accepted the fact that they weren’t going to be rescued anytime soon. This new realization was just an extension of that, projecting what their lives would be like as more of their old habits were replaced with new behaviors.

Even though it was only the second time that he had made one, the point in the spear that Luke was fashioning was much sharper and deadlier than his first one had been. His hands had grown in both callouses and dexterity over the past few days, and he was grateful for it.

Luke put the finishing touches on the weapon, slipped his hatchet into his belt loop, and then stood up and tested the spear’s balance. It was a little heavy in the middle, but it would work. Luke wondered if it would be possible to make a lighter spear, one that he could throw at an animal. He tucked the idea away in the back of his head, and then set out.

On his first day on the island, he remembered just how unforgiving and impenetrable the jungle had seen. All of them had been on the lookout for poisonous snakes and insects, and he had cut through the vegetation in order to clear a path, like some type of brute.

Now, he could just slip through the trees, recognizing each type of plant and branch, and knowing just how to duck or turn to slip by it. Luke felt like a predator, silent and deadly, with killing instinct. He listened as he moved forward, crouched low to the ground and biding his time.

A noise came from deeper in the trees, too loud and consistent to be anything other than a large animal. Luke didn’t rush, and continued to slip by the vegetation slowly, holding the spear tightly in his hand at the ready. He watched the ground ahead of him, and set his feet down in spots where they could slip silently to the ground.

He saw it before it saw him. It was another hog, bigger than the last one had been. Luke wondered if the island had a native population of them, or if they were transplants from a time long since passed. He waited for it to start to move away from him, and followed it, only taking steps forward while it was making noise, and distracted.

Luke was within striking distance after only a minute. He took a deep breath, double checked his grip, and then thrust the spear forward, striking like a coiled cobra at his target.

His aim was true, but the beast had a thick layer of skin and fat as its outer layer. It let out a pained cry, and Luke had to push forward a second time, forcing it to the ground and to its death as the thing screamed out pathetically.

The part of him that was still attached to the old, modern, removed way of doing things that he left behind in the city empathized a little with the hog. It had done nothing to him, other than exist. But Luke needed to exist, too, and in order to do that, he had to eat. And the girls, they had to eat.

It was survival of the fittest, said a voice in his head. The only way Luke would continue to live the new life that he’d been thrown into, isolated from the crazy, schizophrenic modern world, was for him to adopt the harsh, traditional reality of his ancestors, and of the hunters of the animal kingdom.

Luke pulled his spear out of the beast, the smell of fresh blood metallic on the air as it spurted out of the wound he had caused in it. It was a big hog, at least sixty or even seventy pounds, and he knew it would be a pain to have to bring back to the beach. But it was food, and there was plenty of it. Luke knew that the girls would be thrilled to see it.

A branch cracked behind him. Luke was busy cleaning off his spear on some leaves, and didn’t turn around until it was almost too late. Standing no more than twenty feet from him was a huge spotted wildcat, bigger than any he had ever seen before. He could tell from a glance that it had a weight advantage over him, along with weapons that would be much more dangerous than his wooden spear.

It was frozen in place. Luke had seen his old house cat in the same posture many times before. The difference was that it was cute when his pet did it. Looking at a true predator in the same position, eyes trained on his body as though he was a meal waiting to be eaten, felt very, very different.

“Come on!” yelled Luke. “Let’s go!”

He had heard in a nature documentary a long time ago that the best way to deal with wild bears was to make loud noises. Judging from the wildcat’s reaction, it didn’t apply to all dangerous animals. It began to move towards him, slowly and deliberately, every muscle in its body tensed in much the same way Luke’s had been before when he was stalking the hog.

Luke swung the spear at the cat, cutting through vegetation and knocking into tree branches, but doing little else. The beast watched him warily and waited just out of reach. It was going to let him tire himself out, Luke realized.

He knew that he had to move in closer if he wanted to stand any chance of making it out of the encounter alive. But the very idea of doing that, and getting within range of the wildcat’s claws and teeth, sent a chill down his back.

Luke crouched low and held the spear tight in his fist, taking a posture similar to what he had seen in the hunting footage of primitive indigenous tribal people. He took a tiny step forward, letting his foot feel the ground through his skin, and locked eyes with the beast.

The two of them moved at the same time. Luke was fast, but the wildcat was faster. He brought his spear down in a stabbing motion as he jumped forward. It turned out to be a mistake, as the beast dodged out of the way easily, and swung one of its claws at him as it moved to the side, tearing his shoulder open.

The wound hurt a lot more than Luke had imagined it would. Time moved in slow motion as the two of them turned back towards the face off, the wildcat looking much more confident and Luke’s arm dripping with blood.

“Luke!” Tessa’s voice came from the direction of the path, on the other side of the beast. Luke watched as its ears perked up and it turned towards her, and felt fear course through his veins for the first time in the encounter.

“Mom! Don’t move!” Luke knew that if she ran, it would be the end. The wildcat would instantly recognize her as prey and run her down before he could do anything about it.

He could see the fearful expression on his mom’s face, but she did as he ordered and stood her ground, her whole body shaking uncontrollably as she stared at the beast. Luke rushed forward, caring little for his own safety, and swung the spear down on the wildcat in an overhead arc.

It managed to get out of the way in time, but Luke was able to change the trajectory of the strike, swinging it to the side and catching a glancing blow on the creature’s head. It wasn’t enough to do anything more than stun it momentarily, but that was all Luke needed.

He was on top of it in an instant, and stabbed the spear down with killing force. The cat twisted underneath the point of it, breaking off the sharp tip inside of it. Luke was ready for this, and had his hatchet out in his free hand. He cleaved downward into the beast’s neck, and the fight was over.

“Oh my god, sweetie!” Tessa hurried over to him, a worried, motherly look plastered on her face. “Are you okay?”

Luke’s hands were covered in the cat’s blood, and his shoulder was dripping with his own. His wound hurt, but on the inside, he felt better than he ever had before. Whether it was adrenaline, or relief, or a mixture of both, he didn’t know. All that Luke could say for sure is that at that moment, he felt more alive than he ever had before.

“Yeah mom,” he said. “I’m great.”

“We need to get you back to the cave!” she said. “I’ll make you a bandage, and we can get your wound cleaned up!”

Luke looked at his shoulder. It was painful, and bloody, but the cat’s claws had only scratched the surface of his flesh.

“Mom, forget it, I’ll be fine,” he said. “Let’s just-“

“You are not fine!” Tessa stomped over to him and stared into his eyes with stern, motherly authority. “You are my son, and you are injured! Walk back to the camp site with me this instant, or, or…”

Luke smiled. There really wasn’t much that his mom could threaten that would hold any weight on the island. Hearing her go through the motions of being angry gave him intense nostalgia, and made him think of being a kid again, and having her play nurse after he’d skin his knees.

“Okay mom,” said Luke. “You’re right.”

Tessa linked her arm around his on the uninjured side and began leading him back to the path. Luke felt like he had passed the final test that the island had to throw at him. He could protect all of them now, and it made him feel relaxed, and proud.

Sarai and Jen were cooking something over the fire in the pot when Luke and his mom entered the clearing. They ran over when they saw him, both of their faces full of worry.

“What happened?” asked Sarai. “Luke, are you okay?”

“Baby brother, you better not have done something stupid!” Jen’s mood shifted to anger as she closed in on him.

“I’m fine,” said Luke. “And we have dinner waiting for us in the jungle.”

Tessa squeezed his good arm, and pulled him into the cave. She sat him down on one of the beds, and then tore a couple pieces off one of their unused sheets.

“Luke, you need to be more careful!” she said. “You could have gotten really badly hurt, or even worse!”

“I will mom,” he replied. “Look at it this way…now there is one less animal in the jungle that could hurt potentially hurt us.”

Tessa sighed and shook her head. She left the cave, and came back a minute later, one of the sheet scraps dripping with water. Luke sat still as his mom began to tend to his injury, wiping blood off and cleaning it the best that she could.

Neither of them said anything. Luke felt slightly aroused by having her so close to him, touching him so tenderly, and he struggled to keep from looking down his mom’s relatively low cut tank top at her gorgeous boobs. He remembered what had happened in the pond the night before, and felt like he was more eager than ever for the sun to set, and for her to help him with his hard problem.

Tessa ran one of her hands along her son’s chest. From the way his mom was breathing, and the small blush of red in her cheeks, Luke could tell that she felt the same way. He was big and strong, and his mom was feeling his muscles as she tended to him, probably thinking about the same dirty things that he was.

“There you go sweetie,” whispered Tessa. “All better.”

Luke smiled at her. His cock had grown hard while she had been wrapping the bandage on, and he was having intense, shameful urges because of it.

“Will you give it a kiss, mom?” he asked, speaking slowly and looking directly into his mom’s eyes.

Tessa slowly leaned forward and kissed his bandage, much more sensually than a mother typically would. Luke brought his hand to her head and brushed her hair back, and then slowly began to lower her face down to his hard bulge.

“Luke…” whispered his mom. She had a concerned look on her face, as though she wanted to help him, but was worried about getting cock.

“Just really quick, mom?” asked Luke. “Your lips feel so good.”

Tessa smiled softly at him, and slowly began to unzip his jeans. She brought her face down to his crotch, and then…

“Hey Luke, do you want some help with that thing?” Jen was crouching through the cave’s entrance, and Luke had to rush to cover himself up. Tessa stood up and faced away from him, her face crimson red.

“Uh, yeah sis, that would be great.” Luke cursed his luck, but quickly followed his sister out of the cave, not wanting to embarrass his mom any further.

Sarai had finished cooking the stew, and was doing something next to the fire that made Luke stop dead in his tracks when he saw her. She had a big wooden bowl that the girls had found washed ashore the day before, and in it were a number of the red fruit that Luke had discovered to be so dangerous.

“Sarai, what are you doing?” he asked. She smiled at him, and then began pulping the fruit with a large, flat rock.

“I’m making us something to drink for the beach party tonight!” Sarai saw the skeptical look on his face, and shook her head. “Just trust me Luke. If you prepare the fruit right, you get all of the fun effects of it, without any of the…more troublesome ones.”

Jen nodded.

“Yeah, I was a little worried too, baby bro, but she explained it to me. Apparently if you take of the skin and seeds, eating the fruit is kind of like drinking alcohol.”

“Uh…okay, I guess,” said Luke. He was still a little concerned, but pushed it out of his mind, and headed into the jungle with Jen.

The two of them walked down the path in silence for a minute. Luke could tell that his sister had something on her mind, and after a minute he turned and looked at her until she began to speak.

“This isn’t so bad,” she said. “Do you know what I mean, Luke?”

“Yeah, I do sis.” Luke rubbed her on the shoulder. “This is our life now. I like it.”

Jen smiled at him, and he smiled back. The two of them made their way back to where the fight had taken place, and began dragging the hog down to the beach.


CHAPTER 27

The fire was already built, and with one of the matches, it went up into a massive flame with almost no extra work from Luke. It was burning so intensely that it was a little difficult for him to get the boar over it on the spit, but with a little help from Jen, he managed to do it.

The sun was setting far off on the horizon, but the fire gave off more than enough warmth to compensate for its absence. Sarai, Mia, and Tessa all came down from the cave, and they began setting up their spot for the night.

To eat with the hog, they had the vegetable soup that Jen and Sarai had prepared, along with her special red fruit drink. Mia carried down a number of coconut shells turned into bowls, enough for each of them to have one for food and for drink.

Tessa brought a couple of unused sheets down with her, and she spread them out a couple of feet away from the fire, giving the arrangement the look of a sunset picnic. Luke smiled, and focused on keeping his contribution, the hog, cooking evenly. After a while, he could tell just from the smell that it was done.

“Time to eat!” Just like he had on their second day on the island, Luke took the beast down and began to cut into it. There was even more meat for them to share than there had been last time, and he gleefully used his hatchet to slice it into pieces for himself and the women.

“Thanks Luke!” said Sarai. “This thing smells delicious.”

“I’ll say!” said Jen. “I’m a little surprised that you were lucky enough to take down another one.”

Luke felt the wound on his shoulder throb a little bit. Lucky enough indeed, he thought to himself.

Sarai went around with her red fruit punch and poured them each a bowlful, and Jen and Mia took charge of doling out the stew. Luke looked at the drink skeptically, but after seeing the island girl take a large sip of it out of her own gourd, he gave it a try. The flavor was good, and he decided to throw caution to the wind and enjoy it for the night.

“I don’t remember eating this well ever, even before the crash,” said Mia. “This is amazing!”

The girls murmured in agreement, and began digging into the meal. It was nice, and it felt like home to Luke.

“I was thinking…” Tessa stopped eating her food for a moment and turned to the group. “Maybe it’s time that we start thinking about making some upgrades to the cave? We might be able to use some wood to make furniture, even some basic beds to get us off the cold floor.”

“You know, there were actual huts on Sarai’s island,” said Mia. “We could even think about expanding, make it so there’s a little more privacy for all of us at night.”

Luke smiled. He liked the idea, for a number of reasons.

“I can show you how, it’s not hard,” said Sarai. “I also want to teach you all about how we used to farm on my island. We can grow food, lots of it, enough that hunting won’t be something that’s even necessary.”

“I think it will be necessary for a while longer,” said Luke. “If there are more wildcats out there…I think it’s going to be my job to hunt them down.”

The group was silent for a second, until Tessa finally spoke up and lightened the mood.

“Thank you, Luke.” His mom ran her hand through his hair, and he felt the love in both her words and her touch.

“Honestly, I’m surprised that we’re all still alive,” said Jen. “We survived a plane crash…I think we might not be appreciating just how unlikely it is for all of us to be here right now.”

There were a number of nods of agreement from the rest of them.

“I never thought I’d be able to live like this,” said Mia. “I don’t have to work on the airplanes anymore. I know it sounds terrible, but…this is better than my old life.”

“You all took me in, without any question,” said Sarai. “If I have anything to be grateful for, it is that. Thank you.”

“Don’t thank us,” said Tessa. “Thank Luke. Sweetie…you are what I am grateful for. You’ve done so much for us, I can’t imagine how we could ever repay you.”

Luke caught his mom’s eye for a moment, and felt his body heating up. He took another drink of the punch, and finished the last of his food.

“Mom, there’s no need.” The two of them were sitting together on one of the sheets, and Luke noticed that she was closer to him than she had been at the start of the meal. “I love all of you, and I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t work as hard as I could to keep us all safe.”

Tessa was drinking freely from her own gourd. She put one of her hands on her son’s chest, and looked as though she was about to say something. Before she could, there was a giggle from another spot in the circle around the fire.

Luke looked over and saw Jen and Sarai playfully hugging each other. Jen whispered something into the island girl’s ear, and her entire face turned bright red.

“What are you two talking about over there?” he asked.

“Nothing!” they both replied in unison. There was more whispering, and then Luke watched as they stared into each other’s eyes, and Jen slowly moved her face in closer and kissed Sarai on the lips.

Luke was confused, but found that it was hard for him to think totally straight. He took another sip of his drink, and then felt a hand on his leg from his left side. Mia had moved to sit with his him in his mom on their sheet, crowding in close to them with a wide smile on her face.

“I am so impressed by how you handled that wildcat, Luke,” said Mia. “You fought it off yourself, with just a wooden spear.”

Her finger tips glided across Luke’s crotch as she said the last word. Pleasure shot through his body like electricity, and he realized, somewhat embarrassingly, that he had a hard on.

“Uh, yeah,” said Luke. “It wasn’t too hard. I just sharpened a wooden branch with my hatchet.”

“Honey, you are so modest!” Tessa leaned against him and let her hand slide across his chest, and down his stomach. Mia had moved her arm back, and Luke was surprised when his mom dropped her palm right on top of his cock. It felt good, but he worried that by doing it in front of everyone, she was crossing a line.

Sarai and Jen had progressed further, and were making out heavily now. Luke wanted to say something, but for some reason, it seemed totally normal to him. He smiled and turned towards his mom, his lips almost brushing against hers from just how close she was to him.

“Yeah Luke, don’t sell yourself short!” Mia had moved her hand back to his cock, sneaking it under Tessa’s and getting her to shift back. “You fought it off with a big, long spear.”

The older woman began to jerk his dick off through his pants. Pleasure blasted through Luke, and he let out a small moan. It felt so incredibly good, and he wanted to give into it.

“You did it to save me, Luke.” Tessa’s lips were against his neck, and with each word he felt her breath hot against his skin. She reached her hand down and took his cock from Mia, almost as though she was fighting for his undivided attention.

“Yeah mom, I did.” Luke watched Jen slide her hand into Sarai’s pants, the island girl blushing bright red as she did.

“It was so big, and hard,” whispered Tessa. “Your spear.”

She was unzipping Luke’s pants, and he felt himself feeling incredibly ashamed all at once. He looked around the fire, and noticed that everyone else was just as swept up in the strange occurrence as he was. Mia had one of her hands on his chest and the other down his pants, and Sarai and Jen were both pawing at each other like horny, experimenting school girls.

“Oh yeah mom, it was,” moaned Luke.

“I’ll help you with your next one, Luke.” Tessa began pumping her son’s cock as she spoke, and Luke couldn’t tell if she was even aware of that she was doing it or not. “I’ll polish it for you, and get it nice and shiny.”

“I can help too, Luke,” whispered Mia. “We all can.”

The older woman kissed him on the neck, and then his mom kissed him on the lips, and then both of them slowly began to slide their faces lower, and lower. Luke watched Jen and Sarai out of the corner of his eye, both of them stripping each other naked and sliding their hands along each other’s crotches.

“Luke, sweetie,” whispered Tessa. “You’ve been such a good boy.”

His mom’s tongue was the first to make contact with his cock, followed immediately after by Mia’s. Luke couldn’t hold back his moans anymore. It was like something out of a porn movie, with both of the sexy older woman slowly teasing his cock as though it was an ice cream cone that they were sharing.

“Oh god,” moaned Luke. “Mom…”

Tessa flicked her eyes up at him and brought the head of his cock into his mouth. He could see love in her eyes, the type of love that only a mother can feel for her son, and lust mixed in with it. Mia shifted back, crawled over to the other sheet, and joined the tangled bodies of Sarai and Jen, the three of them becoming a naked mound of realized female sexuality.

Luke let his hand grab onto the back of his mom’s head and began to guide her lips up and down on his shaft, and Tessa let him. This was dangerous, he realized. Luke was just lucid enough to remember the red drink, and knew that  the way things were headed, he was going to do something very bad, disgusting, and forbidden.

He stopped his mom for a moment, and pulled her tank top up and over her head. Tessa had a curious look in her eyes, as though she was sharing many of the same concerns as her son. It was as if her body had become far too horny and eager for her to resist anything he might want to do to her, and she knew it. Only Luke could step back from the edge, and keep them from doing something that would be considered illicit and perverse by regular social standards.

Luke tried to focus on calming himself down, but his body moved with a mind of its own, stripping his clothes off along with his moms. She moved to slide back down and continue sucking him off, as if desperately looking for an out that would keep them from going any further than they already had, but Luke stopped her, and pulled her next to him on the sheet.

“Luke, sweetie,” whispered Tessa. “Mommy is very glad that you saved her earlier, but…”

“Mom.” Luke leaned in and kissed her, like a son, but also like a lover. Their lips connected and he pushed his tongue into her mouth, grinding his hard and ready cock against her thighs as he did. Tessa wrapped her arms around him and let her crotch rub against him in response, albeit with a little more hesitance.

The other women were distracted with each other, all of their nudity and moans only serving to arouse Luke even more out of his periphery. He knew that if there was ever a time to do it, to take his mom as a man and get away with it, now was it.

His mind fought with itself, half of him urging him onwards with arousal and horniness, and the other half screaming about just how sickeningly bad and perverted his desires were. Luke was embarrassed and ashamed, and his heart was beating out of his chest.

He leaned in and kissed his mom again, deeper this time, and felt their bodies wrap together. It was as though there was a force pulling them against each other, like they had stepped into illicit, sexual quicksand, and the more they fought it, the more inevitable it became.

“Oh god, mom!” Luke cried out in pleasure, shame, and love as the head of his cock slipped into his mother. Tessa ran her hand through his hair and kissed him, as though she was trying to tell him that it was okay, that she was still his mom, and he was still her son.

Their bodies became a two person duet, moving against each other with loving precision. Luke started slow, as if testing out his mom’s tight, warm hole, her wet juices slowly lubricating his cock and allowing him to slide in more easily.

Tessa hugged her son tight against her, as though she never planned on letting go. She pushed her breasts into her son’s face, and Luke kissed them, and sucked on her nipples. His mom felt amazing from the inside, better than any woman ever had or ever could. It was unbelievable, and Luke hated himself a little for enjoying it so much.

“Go ahead, honey,” whispered Tessa. “Do it. Fuck me, Luke.”

Her words were quiet, and spoken in a mother’s tone. They drove Luke wild, and he began to buck his hips into her faster. His cock pumped into her pussy as if the two of them were halves of a whole, pieces of a single illicit, a taboo machine that had been burning to be reunited for so many years.

Luke grabbed it his mom’s breasts, squeezing them with his fingers as he buried his face in them. He wanted to fuck her as much as he could, every night, every second they were together. His hips were pushing into her rhythmically with all their energy.

“Mom, you feel, so good…” moaned Luke. “This…how is this possible?”

His mom was moaning underneath him, and all of the sudden, Luke was lucid again. The weight of what was happening crashed down on him. He was fucking his mom, and he’d never be able to live down the shame and embarrassment. And even worse, he was enjoying it, and from the looks of it, so was she.

It was more pleasurable than Luke ever could have imagined, so pleasurable that it scared him. He wanted to stop himself, but his body wouldn’t listen. Even his mind didn’t want to listen. All Luke wanted to do was fuck his mom, and to keep fucking her, and then to cum deep inside her.

The other women were still at it, pleasuring each other’s bodies. Luke caught sight of Sarai’s face. She wasn’t looking at him, but her cheeks were bright red, and he could tell that the same strange feeling of shame and uncontrollable urges that he was feeling had also taken over her.

“Luke,” whispered Tessa. “Oh, god, Luke? Sweetie, I’m your mom!”

Tessa was also coming to grips with what was happening, and from the look she was giving him, he could tell that the intensity of her conflict matched his own. She was still bucking her hips up to meet each of his thrusts, but her eyes were turned away, and her face was bright red, as though she couldn’t handle the reality of it.

“Mom, I…I’m sorry,” moaned Luke. He could feel his orgasm quickly approaching.

Tessa began to breathe more quickly, and finally looked back at him. Strangely, though it was clear that she was aware of what was happening again, the same look love was in her eyes. She was still his mom, and yet somehow, also his lover.

“Luke…” Tessa took his cheek in her hand and held it, looking deep into his eyes. “I love you, honey.”

Luke began to slam his cock into his mom, unable to hold back. He put every drop of energy he had left into fucking her, and after a second, she began to cry out in pleasure. Tessa hugged her son close to her as she began to orgasm, and Luke began to thrust faster, and faster, until…

“Mom!” cried Luke. “Oh god, mom!”

He came hard, blasting his white hot cum deep into the back of his mother’s cunt. It felt so good to unload inside of her, and Luke felt love, comfort, relief, and intense sexual pleasure, all it once. He kissed his mom on the lips, but this time, she was much more chaste, and kept her mouth shut. She kissed him on the cheek, and then on the forehead, and then hugged him again, as a son.

The fire was still burning. Mia, Sarai, and Jen took longer to finish than Luke and his mom had. Their threesome slowly died down, until they were back to being giggling girls, not entirely sure of what was going on or why they were naked.

As far as Luke could tell, nobody was aware of him and his mom’s illicit coupling, except for the two of them. He got dressed, and so did she. It was awkward, but in a different way than Luke had ever experienced before. It was as though they had crossed the line, only to discover that what lay on the other side of it was more pleasurable than they ever could have imagined, but also much more forbidden and illicit.

“That…was…I, I’m sorry everyone.” Sarai was blushing bright red as she got dressed, not making eye contact with Jen or Mia. “I think I prepared the drink wrong.”

“It’s okay, dear,” said Tessa. “Let’s just forget this ever happened.”

Luke smiled at his mom, and she blushed and smiled back at him. He could never forget, not ever if he wanted to.

He stood up, and looked at the group of them. They were all on the island together, and he felt a powerful sense of love and understanding among them. They were a family, and it was his job not just to protect them, but to take care of all of their needs.

“Come on,” said Luke. “Let’s call it a night.”

THE END
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FREE EXCERPT FROM AFTER THE FALL: CLOSE AND CONFINED


CHAPTER 1

“A couple more explosions would have been nice, but yeah, it was good.”

Jack turned the handlebars on his bike to the left and cut a meandering turn across the empty night street. His friends, Jason, and Mitch, were on their own bicycles on either side of them. The three of them were on their way back from the movies after watching the newly released sequel to one of their childhood classics.

“I really liked the female lead,” said Jason. “Though I wished that they would have let the shower scene go on for a little longer, instead of making it such a fucking tease.”

Jack laughed and let his hands drop from the bike for a moment as he balanced with just his legs. It was past nine, and the sky above them was surprisingly bright and vivid, with the moon sharing the stage with the stars. Usually, the combination of smog and light pollution in their area made it look empty.

“I can’t really disagree with that.” Jack smiled. “She definitely did have some nice, uh, proportions. What did you think, Mitch?”

Out of the three of them, Mitch had always been the quietest. He was looking up at the sky too, and pulled his gaze back down to the group as he thought about Jack’s question.

“It was good.”

Jack nodded.

Short and sweet, that’s Mitch for you.

“I thought the woman who betrays, what’s her name… Kim?” Jason scratched his head and then shrugged his shoulders. “Dude, she looked just like your stepmom!”

Jack opened his mouth to respond and then held back.

He probably didn’t mean anything by it. The two did look a lot alike.

“Yeah, I noticed that too,” said Mitch.

There was an awkward silence in the air. Over the course of the past four years of his high school career, all the way up until he’d graduated at the start of the summer, Jack had endured sidelong comments about Rebecca, his stepmom. She was 35, heavily involved in the local community and school fundraisers, and the fantasy of just about every straight, horny male in town.

“Whatever, I guess,” said Jack. The three of them rounded the corner onto his street. As Jack’s house came into view, he could see that the topic of their conversation was standing outside, pulling down a couple of sheets drying on the clothesline.

Rebecca was a petite woman, with large breasts that looked even larger than they should have on her small frame. Her waist was trim, and her butt pushed out into in bodacious, eye-catching curves. All she had on at the moment was a thin nightgown that blew tantalizingly in the wind as she pulled laundry down from the line.

“Jesus, man,” whispered Jason. “You are so lucky.”

Jack turned his head to glare at him.

Lucky? Is that really what you think?

“That’s my mother you’re talking about, ass clown.” He shook his head and began to pedal a little faster, pulling into the front of the group. Rebecca saw the three of them coming and set the laundry basket down so she could wave. A gust of wind rolled through the street, and she pushed the bottom of her dress down and laughed, looking like a caricature of a 1950s pin up model.

“Hey sweetie,” she called. “How was the movie?”

“It was fine.” Jack’s voice was curt and emotionless. He turned back to his friends who were circling in the driveway on their bikes, almost like jackals zeroing in on an easy kill.

“Do your friends want to come in for a minute?” His mom smiled at Jason and Mitch behind him. “I made some cookies if you guys aren’t already overstuffed on popcorn.”

“That sounds great, Mrs. Burrows,” said Jason. Jack shot his friend a look and shook his head slightly.

“I know how hungry teenage boys can get, from experience,” said Rebecca. “You appetites are just insatiable!”

I wish she would stop being so oblivious to the way they look at her…

“Jason and Mitch actually have to get going,” said Jack. “Isn’t that right, guys?”

Grudgingly, his two friends nodded and started to pedal their bikes back down the street.

“Uh, yeah, we have to go,” said Jason. “See you later, Jack. By, Mrs. Burrows.”

“Bye, boys!” Rebecca waved to the two of them, letting go of her gown and not trying to stop it as the wind blew it up again, causing a quick flash of her blue panties to become visible for a split second. Jack stepped in front of her, as though trying to block his friend’s view with his body. He didn’t relax until they had rounded the corner.

“What’s wrong, honey?” Rebecca walked over to him and set her hand on his shoulder. It was an innocent gesture, but it only made Jack feel even more annoyed, both by the behavior of his friends and his mom’s unyielding flirtatiousness.

“Nothing’s wrong, mom,” he said with a sigh.

At least nothing that I can talk to you about, anyway.

Rebecca shrugged and walked back over to the clothes. One of her bras had fallen off the line in the wind, and as she bent low to pick it up, her butt came directly into Jack’s view. He forced himself to turn away.

“If you do end up getting hungry, there are cookies like I mentioned before, along with plenty of leftovers from dinner. Your father had to work late again tonight, so it was just lonely old me at the table.”

“Again?” Jack scratched his head and walked over to give her a hand.

That’s the third time this week…

“Again,” said his mom. “Not that I’m complaining. He’s been in a weird mood lately.”

Jack remembered the week before when she and his father had gotten into an argument over his late nights out. Jack understood exactly where she was coming from, and harbored his own concerns about his dad’s behavior.

If I didn’t know any better, I would say that he’s cheating on her. He’s been drinking more lately, too.

“He’s probably just working late, like he said, mom.” Jack kept his real opinion to himself, both out of love and necessity. Even if he’d had real evidence of it, he wasn’t sure if he’d tell his mom and force her to go through that kind of pain.

Rebecca had married Jack’s father, Lance, only a couple of short months after his birth. She was the only mother that he’d ever known and had always gone out of her way to put the needs of her family, his needs, first.

“You’re probably right,” she replied. “And it’s not as though I mind having time to myself. I think I’m getting a preemptive taste of empty nest syndrome, and it really just means that I have more time to read and knit.”

She smiled at him and leaned over the other side of the laundry hamper. Her gown was just loose enough for her cleavage to come into view, offering Jack another confusing glimpse that he had to try to turn away from.

She needs to put on something that covers her up a little more. This is just weird, to see her so exposed.

Jack coughed into his hand and started helping her pull down pillow cases off the clothes line. The summer breeze was picking up a little more, but the night sky was still brilliantly clear.

“I think I’m going to take my telescope out after I eat,” he said. “I haven’t seen viewing conditions like this in at least a week or two.”

His mom smiled at him. She had been the main reason why he’d gotten the telescope in the beginning. Jack had always had a strong interest in the stars, but his dad had been staunchly against putting up the money to get him the equipment he needed to make it a real hobby. It had been Rebecca who’d gone out and made the purchase, much to Lance’s frustration, and given the telescope to Jack as a gift.

“That sounds like an excellent way to spend the night,” said his mom. “If you see anything good, let me know.”

She brushed a couple of strands of hair out of her face and lifted the basket into the air, the bottom lip of it catching underneath her breasts and pushing them up.

Jack went inside with her and headed straight for the kitchen. Rebecca had left a plate of food out for him on the counter, and he took it into the living room, eating it as he went. The family lived in a spacious two-story house, renovated several years ago. There was more space than they had ever really needed, and both of his parents had put time and money into decorating it just so.

He was a little surprised that his dad still wasn’t home as he finished his food and set his plate into the dishwasher. Lance Burrows was an architect for a large construction company, and usually his work was not of the kind to keep him late.

Given the way things have been lately, I wouldn’t be surprised if he’s avoiding mom.

Jack pushed the thoughts out of his head and made a quick trip upstairs to grab his telescope. His mom was in her room sprawled out on the bed, an open book in one hand and a glass of red wine within reach of the other.

The summer had been going by quicker than Jack had expected. As he made his way back outside and onto the front lawn, he couldn’t stop himself from musing about what the fall would hold. He’d gotten accepted into several colleges, and the one that he’d finally settled on was on the other side of the country from his family’s northern New Hampshire estate.

Things can’t stay the same forever. That’s just a fact of life.

He set the telescope down in its usual spot, on the lawn that his parents forced him to keep neatly trimmed and maintained. Mars was out and easily visible to the naked eye, and Jack picked out the right lens to bring it into focus and slipped it into the bottom of the cylinder.

The wind was still blowing, softly now, with just enough chill to make the hair on Jack’s arm tighten up. He leaned forward and looked down into the telescope’s viewfinder.

There’s Mars, and…

Jack squinted as the metal casing of the lens pressed against the ridge of his eye. He could see a strange object next to the familiar red planet, so alien and bold against the dark backdrop of the sky.

That’s…

It was moving across the sky, and getting bigger. It took Jack a second to realize and accept what that meant.

My god!

The object began to glow around the edges, and for a moment Jack could see what looked like a newly born star in the sky. The color shifted from shining bright white to a neon orange tint, so bright that Jack could feel his pupils burn. Slowly, as if forcing himself out of a trance, he pulled his face away from the telescope.

His heart was beating with the intensity of a racehorse in the midst of losing a race, desperate to go faster than physically possible. Jack turned toward the house on unsteady legs, feeling adrenaline and tension take a firm hold over him.

“Mom… Mom!” He ran towards the door of the house and threw it open. “Mom! Get out here! We…”

Jack trailed off as he looked back up towards the sky.

That’s a fucking asteroid, and it’s headed straight for Earth!

The thought had a strangely surreal overtone to it, dreamlike and hollow. Rebecca ran down the stairs towards Jack, and all he could do as she walked over to him, smiling and oblivious and still dressed in her tiny gown, was point up to the sky.

“Oh my…” Rebecca could see it at a glance.

It’s so much bigger than it just was!

He took a deep breath , blew it out quick, and felt his survival instincts kick in.

“Come on!” Jack grabbed his mom’s hand and pulled her through the house. The door to the cellar was on the other side of the living room, and he threw it open and took only enough time to pull the cord switch for the lights as he made his way down.

“Jack, what was that?” Rebecca squeezed her son’s hand . “It must have been a plane, or a satellite, or something, right? That must have been-“

“We don’t have time!

He was right. All this time, he’s been right.                           

Jack led his mom over to the corner of the house’s sublevel. A thick metal door, complete with a combination lock circular handle, was set into an even thicker looking metal frame. Jack scrambled to spin in the correct numbers, thanking his luck as he twisted the handle and felt it give way.

“Get inside, mom!” Jack pushed himself out of the way and pulled her towards the passage. She was shaking her head slightly, as if the most hopeful part of her was still insisting that her son had misinterpreted the situation.

Jack looked towards the open front door of the house. The asteroid had dropped even further, moving into view on the horizon. He gritted his teeth and stepped into the passageway, pushing the heavy door into it behind him and then following his mom.

Dad insisted on this shelter. Just in case something like this ever happened.

“It’s better to have it and not need it than to need it and not have it,” he whispered under his breath. Rebecca turned to face him, her expression still a mask of confusion.

“Jack, why are we down here?” she asked. “This can’t-“

The ground suddenly jumped underneath them, sharp and intense. It was enough to knock the two of them cleanly off their feet and bounce them around on the ground, like freshly popped corn jumping up from the frying pan. Jack covered his head with his hands, listening to the sound of his mother screaming as his body collected bruises from the impacts against the wall and the ground.

It went on for what felt like an eternity, but must have only been a couple of seconds. Jack had enough time to start to pick himself up when more shaking commenced, starting gentler than it had before but building with every second.

“No way…” Jack was the one shaking his head now.

It hit us. It really did just hit us. This can’t be happening.

Jack took a deep, shaky breath, and then leaned up against one of the walls of the shelter. He stared up at the ceiling and felt his pupils burn slightly from the fluorescent lights.


CHAPTER 2

“What’s going on?”

Rebecca let out a scream and ran down the stairs as the shaking continued to intensify. Jack walked deeper into the main room of the shelter after her, the earthquake making every step an act of faith.

“Mom!” Jack stretched his arms out and felt her fall forward into them. She was still wearing her tiny evening gown, and even in the middle of an emergency it was impossible for his mind to ignore how thin and insubstantial the fabric was.

“Sweetie, this is insane!” Rebecca pushed tightly against him. Jack could feel the softness of her body, and her breasts. Her body felt hot against him, and it was made even worse by the way the floor insisted on bumping and grinding them together.

“It’s an earthquake, mom.” His voice was barely audible over the shaking and the far-off sounds of destruction outside. “The asteroid must have…”

It set off an earthquake. How large of an impact would be needed to do something like that?

“I’ve got you!” Rebecca pulled him more tightly against her, and Jack could feel the flesh of her boobs sliding across his chest. “Don’t worry, Jack!”

It was a ludicrous suggestion, but Jack said nothing. He had looked up into the sky and imagined this very scenario an uncountable number of times before. Never in his wildest dreams had he ever thought it could actually happen.

The shelter was holding up surprisingly well. Jack half expected the roof to come down on their heads, but after several minutes of shaking, the earthquake slowly began to subside. He and his mom were lying against each other on the floor, and regular sensation began to return to his body.

“Is it…” Rebecca’s voice was quiet, as though she was afraid that the earthquake would start up again if it overheard her. “Is it over?”

Good question.

Jack had one of his arms around her and realized with a slight start that his crotch was pressed directly into her buttocks. His cock had hardened into a stiff rod, either a strange way of reacting to the stress of the situation, or just because of how good his mother’s soft body felt against him.

Of all the things I need right now, embarrassing thoughts are at the bottom of the list.

He slowly began pulling himself to his feet. The heavy steel shelter door was behind him, no worse for wear from the quake. The entrance room of the bunker was larger than he had realized, with another set of doors that led off into…

Into what? I never spent very much time down here, or anytime down here, really.

“I guess dad was right to be so paranoid,” said Jack. “This place, this shelter, may have just saved our lives.”

Rebecca let out a sigh and pulled herself to her feet. Her hair was in a tangle, as though she had just climbed out of bed or stepped off a roller coaster. She straightened her gown and managed a quick smile for Jack before stepping over to him and cupping one of his cheeks in her hand.

“We’re alive, and that’s all that matters,” she said. “I was so worried…”

Jack felt his cheeks begin to heat up. It felt strange, and even though he knew he was too old to relish in his mother’s physical affection, at that moment, there was nothing he wanted more.

“We’re okay,” he said, walking over to the door at the far end of the tiny room. “And I’m willing to bet that this door leads to another exit, in case we can’t get the one we came in through open.”

That must be where it leads. I know dad spent a lot of time and money setting this up, he would have thought things all the way through.

There was another combination lock on the handle of the second door, and after putting in the combination again, his father’s birthday, he turned it and pulled it open.

“Jack, hold on,” said his mom. “Maybe we should just-“

“What the…”

Jack was stunned by what he found on the other side of the door. In all the time that his father had spent constructing the bomb shelter, the extent of what he’d seen consisted of the small hallway that the main stairs down led down into. He had never seen the door in the back, much less what was behind it.

“This is incredible,” whispered Rebecca. “All this time, and all of that money that I thought he was wasting on alcohol. This is where it ended up.”

I can’t believe it either.

The main room of the shelter was about the size of a large bedchamber, except with walls composed of thick, shiny metal. A carpet covered the entire room, but Jack could feel the hard, solid floor underneath it, even through his shoes.

Tucked away in the corner of the room was a bed that looked just barely big enough for two people. The sheets and pillows on top of it were arranged with surgical precision, giving the appearance of it having never been used.

A large TV monitor covered the wall directly across from the door, with a button filled instrument panel attached next to it and two plain office chairs in front of it. Large black tote bins were stacked high on either side of it, and there were two more heavy doors on each wall.

“This must have taken years to set up,” said Jack. “How the hell did dad manage to get all of this in here?”

Rebecca just shook her head.

“When we bought the house, the realtor only ever showed us a glimpse of shelter. Some of this stuff could have already been in here, maybe?”

Maybe…

Jack walked over to one of the chairs and ran his hand across it.

“There’s no dust,” he said. “Dad’s definitely been down here recently.”

Was he really this paranoid?

“We need to see what’s in the other rooms!” Rebecca walked in front of him, her tiny gown sliding up along her thighs a bit higher with every step. Jack followed, pulled in by both his curiosity and a strange urge to stay close to his mother.

Jack and his mom turned the handle on the door to the left and peered inside. A motion activated sensor light switched on, revealing a small, somewhat cramped room. The center of it was taken up by a small table that was, just like the bed, only big enough for two people. In the corner and along the back wall, Jack could see a sink, what looked like a microwave, and two large clear tanks, one filled with water and one empty.

“It’s a kitchen…” said Jack. “Huh.”

There were more storage containers filling up all of the rest of the free space in the room, and it was obvious to him at a glance that his father had packed them full of canned and preserved foods. He turned and walked across the main room over to the other unopened door.

“We should head back outside,” said Rebecca. Jack stopped in midstep and looked over his shoulder at her.

I’m a little afraid of what we’ll find. That was an asteroid strike. This isn’t a dream.

“Hold on, mom,” he said. “We have to be careful if we do decide to. The house could have collapsed from that quake.”

Jack finished turning the handle on the new door and swung it open. Inside was a room that was almost a mirror image of the kitchen, with two huge tanks for clean and used water on either side and motion activated lights. In the center of this one, however, was a metal low flow toilet built into the wall, and a small shower stall.

“He designed it with literally everything a person could need to survive,” said Jack. “What in god’s name was he expecting to happen?”

His mom didn’t answer him. Jack turned around and saw that she was heading back up the stairs, towards the door to the outside.

“Mom, hold on!” Jack rushed after her, starting up the stairs just as she was reaching the top. He could see right up her skirt, and the sight of her light blue panties made him flush with both excitement and embarrassment.

“Jack, people could be hurt outside!” said Rebecca. “We need to do what we can to help, to get them to safety.”

“We don’t know what’s going on outside, mom!” It was the truth, but Jack left out what he already could feel was the truth in his gut.

I know what’s happening. The world… is ending.

“Everyone in the town, our neighbors, your friends, my friends…” His mom looked at him seriously. “And your father, too!”

She started walking up the stairs and this time, Jack ran over to follow her. His feet tapped out metal echoes as he set them down, slowing to a stop next to his mom in front of the main hatch leading into the cellar.

“There’s a good chance that rubble from the earthquake is blocking the way,” said Jack. “I’m only going to open the door enough for us to see outside.”

His mother nodded, and then moved far enough out of the way for him to slide by her in the doorway. Jack tried not to notice the heat that formed in the air as his body brushed against hers.

Staying in here will be dangerous, in more ways than one.

He set his hands on the door’s handle and slowly began to turn it. Surprisingly, there was little resistance from the outside, even as he began to push forward. Air rushed in through the widening crack, bringing dust and the smell of something that Jack couldn’t recognize along with it.

“Well, at the very least we know that we can get out.” He pushed the door open further, creating enough space for a person to slide through if they pressed themselves flat.

“Just lean out and look around,” said Rebecca. “I think you’re right. It’s too dangerous for us to rush right now.”

Jack nodded and then began slipping out into what had once been the cellar of his family’s house. He edged his shoulder through, followed by his head, and started to take a look around. What he saw made his jaw drop open In surprise.

The house had been reduced to splinters. It was the house he’d grown up in, the house that his mom had bought with his father and raised him over 18 long, nurturing years. Now it was nothing more than a scattering of tiny pieces of wood, with various recognizable objects like forks, broken picture frames, and couch cushions littering the destruction.

“Jack? Is it safe?” His mom’s voice followed out the door after him, more concerned than afraid. The cellar was still essentially intact, but there was no house above it anymore, and the building’s remains layered every inch of the foundation.

Jack climbed onto a beam that was leaning at an angle up to where the living room had once been and pulled himself up to ground level. One glance around the neighborhood was enough to confirm what he’d already expected.

Jesus Christ…

Nothing was left standing. The houses that had once belonged to his friends and other families were in just as bad, if not worse shape than his was. It looked as though a tornado had swept through town, except the damage was even worse, more severe and with more finality. The asphalt itself had been split by several foot high cracks in a number of spots, as though a giant had pushed too hard on it at either end.

“Oh my god…” Rebecca had followed him out and was peering across the street from a pile of lumber in the middle of the cellar. “We have to find someway to help!”

“Hello?” Jack acted on her suggestion immediately, raising his voice and shouting off into the ruins. “Can anybody here me? Does anybody need-“

“Jack!” His mom yelled his name with more terror, more urgency than he’d ever heard before. He looked over at her and followed her eyes, noticing all at once the danger that they were still in.

The sky was a scene of smoldering chaos. Burning streaks of red and orange were slowly descending all across the night horizon and above him, like dyed contrails, or the marks of a celestial surrealist painter. They were multiplying even as Jack tried to make sense of them, and the wind had an unusual upward pull to it, as if being sucked in by the brilliance of the flames.

“It’s… ejection rock,” whispered Jack. “From the asteroid’s collision. It must have been big enough to knock debris above the atmosphere, and now it’s all falling back down.”

“Jack… We need to get back inside!” Rebecca walked across the cellar and reached her hand up to where he was, only barely managing to grab the back of his shoe with her fingers. It was enough to bring him back to his senses, and he only stared down at her tiny, gorgeous, nightgown glad body for a second before lowering himself down.

“You’re right,” he said. “We need to…”

His words began to trail off as the flames in the sky became even more vivid. Paradoxically, it began to grow harder to see rather than easier, the air warming around them and slowly filling with a strange fog.

“This is bad,” said his mom. “We can’t stay out here any longer…”

Jack nodded. The temperature was rising fast, like a sauna after being refilled with hot coals. He followed his mom as she walked through the shelter’s heavy door, closing it and the outside world off behind him.


CHAPTER 3

The silence of the shelter’s main room was eerie and almost deafening in its emptiness. Jack’s heart was pounding in his chest, the only noise audible to him against silence. Rebecca had taken a seat on the bed, sitting with her legs crossed and hands folded, as though she was waiting for a kitchen timer to go off.

“There wouldn’t have been any way for us to avoid this,” she said softly. “Or even really prepare for it, even if we had known ahead of time.”

Jack looked around at the heavy steel walls and double reinforced roof.

There was a way, and it’s the only reason we’re here right now.

“Dad built this, all of this, because he wanted us to be prepared,” said Jack. “Mom, he saved our lives.”

Rebecca stood up slowly and walked over to him. The bottom half of her nightgown was dirty, and a small streak of soot ran across one of her cheeks. The thought of washing up in the shelter’s tiny shower stall, stripping naked and soaping herself up, floated shamefully into Jack’s awareness. He did his best to push it out of his mind as his mother pulled him into a close embrace.

All this adrenaline is spinning me off in wild directions. My mom is my mom. There’s no reason for me to think weird things like that.

“We can’t just sit here.” Her eyes darted around the room, settling on the TV monitor against the wall. Jack pulled out of the soft hug and walked over to it.

“I didn’t see a computer, or a radio, or anything when we looked around,” said Jack. “Except for this one screen…”

He ran his hand around the edge of the TV’s frame and found the power switch. As soon as he turned it on, the display hummed to life.

“It’s a touch screen,” said Rebecca. “And there, in the bottom left corner.”

The interface wasn’t one that Jack recognized, but it was vaguely similar to other OSes he’d used before. It was a simple arrangement, designed more for the basic hardware of the TV than to be anything like a fully fledged computer. He touched the square webcam icon that his mom had pointed to with his finger and watched as an onscreen keyboard appeared, along with an input field for emails.

“Try your father’s email,” said Rebecca. “He’s probably… “

He’s probably dead. But she’s right, we have to try it.

Jack entered it in and then pressed okay. The word “CONNECTING” appeared on the screen for a moment, and then nothing happened.

CONNECTION FAILED

“Damn…” he said. He looked over at his mom and saw the crestfallen look on her face. She forced a weak smile onto her lips for his sake, and Jack walked over to her and gave her another hug. Her body felt soft against his, and intoxicatingly feminine.

“Well, we still have power down here,” he said softly. “And it seems like the TV is connecting to something. Dad… he must have installed some type of satellite receiver when he built this place.”

His mom didn’t say anything. He pulled her against him a little more tightly, feeling her bosom mash against his chest.

“We should see if any of the TV channels are coming in,” said Rebecca. “Or if there is a way to get online with it.”

Jack nodded, though he was pessimistic about their prospects. He reached out to the TV and tapped his way back to the main menu. There was an app for cable TV, an app for an online movie streaming service, and an app for the daily news and weather. He tried each of them in quick succession, finding that they all led to nothing but connection errors.

“That’s… no good.” Jack tried to keep the defeat he was feeling on the inside from slipping into his voice, but it was impossible. His mom was watching him and still smiling, for real this time.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “We’re alive. That’s all that matters.”

Jack felt her arms wrap around him from behind. Suddenly, it became very hard to focus on the TV and figuring out its functions. He could feel his mom’s breasts pushing against his shoulders, her nipples poking through the thin nightgown fabric. Her breath was hot against his ear, and Jack had to focus all of his energy into not getting a hard on.

It’s the situation, not me. My body is just… confused. I’m just confused.

“We have food,” whispered his mom. “We have water. We have the bed.”

Jack clicked on another app, one that had an icon in the shape of an old VHS tape. A downloaded movie, already midway through, instantly began playing.

“And we have at least a couple of things to watch,” he said, forcing himself to step outside of his mom’s reach and outside of temptation. “I don’t know if dad downloaded them, or if they were already here, but it’s certainly better than nothing.”

Rebecca smiled at him. Jack’s eyes met hers, and the air in the shelter suddenly felt very hot. He could only hold his gaze against her for the briefest of moments before having to break the silence, awkwardly clearing his throat and turning away.

“What time do you think it is?” Rebecca walked back over to the hallway leading up to the surface.

“It can’t be past midnight,” said Jack. “It hasn’t even been an hour since this all began.”

His mom nodded. Jack was surprised by how calm she looked. It put him at ease, in much the same way that her presence had back when he’d been just a little boy, nervous and anxious about everything in the world.

“I think we should take another look outside,” said Jack. “Maybe things have settled down a bit.”

Rebecca shook her head.

“Sweetie, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

Jack had already started up to the hatch.

“I’m just going to open it a crack,” he said. He twisted the handle and then gingerly pushed the thick door open, and noxious smoke fumes pushed back into the shelter, stinging his eyes. He shut the hatch as quickly as he could, but what little had made it through was enough to make him cough as it burned his lungs.

“Honey!” Rebecca ran over and knelt beside where Jack had fallen into a crouch. She pulled his head against her and then took a seat, cradling him as she ran her hand through his hair.

“It’s… really bad out there,” said Jack. His mother nodded, and smiled knowingly at him. Her breasts hung in his face, and again, impure thoughts filled his head as he stared up at her, clothed only in her thin, tiny nightgown.

She’s here for me. My beautiful mother… If it weren't for her, I’d already have given up.

“Come on, let’s head into the main room.” Rebecca helped him to his feet and slowly walked him back down the stairs. “If we’re stuck in here for now, there’s no sense in us not taking stock of what’s available to us.”

The two of them spent the next ten minutes searching through the neatly stacked plastic boxes. Jack was impressed by the extent his father had gone to in preparing. There was soap, towels, extra clothes, toilet paper, just about everything they could have asked for.

“Finally!” Rebecca pulled out a white t-shirt and a pair of pink sweatpants. “I’ve been itching to change out of this flimsy nightgown ever since we got down here.”

She bent over to close the lid on the box, and Jack couldn’t stop himself from drinking in the sight of her butt poking out from underneath the tiny garment.

This isn’t something I should be thinking about…

His mom walked into the room on the right-hand side of the main one, the bathroom, and creaked the heavy metal door closed behind her. The latch didn’t hitch, and it slowly began to reopen, giving Jack a view that was even harder to resist than the one he’d just seen.

She was facing away from him, totally oblivious to her son’s peeping eyes. Slowly, she pulled the nightgown up and over her head and tossed it aside. She didn’t have a bra on, only panties, but all Jack could see from his vantage point was a tantalizing edge on view of her big, gorgeous breasts.

This is sick. I need to cut it out, right now.

He stood up and forced himself to turn his attention to something else. His cock was rock hard, an illicit symbol of the strange, perverse emotions that he was struggling with. Jack walked over to the TV and started clicking through the menus, desperate for a distraction.

He went back to the recorded TV shows and downloaded movies, and began scrolling through them. A couple were post-apocalyptic themed, including one that was a popular, mainstream adaptation of a zombie comic book, and Jack winced internally as he skipped over it.

Is that what’s happening for real, now? Has the world ended?

“I think we should eat some food. Why don’t you pick out something for us to watch while I’m at it?” His mom had snuck up behind him, startling him with a reverse hug and a kiss on the cheek just as Jack’s thoughts began to tread into dark territory. She smelled faintly of perfume, a sweet and flowery scent.

“Uh, okay,” said Jack. “I guess I’ll… do that, then.”

She pulled away from him and walked over into the shelter’s kitchen area. A surreal feeling swept over Jack as he tapped on the touch screen and scrolled past a couple of action movies, a mixture of déjà vu and absurdity.

We’re still acting out our roles down here, mother and son, without even being sure if there is anything left on the surface of the planet.

Jack settled on a romantic comedy about a man, his girlfriend, and a dog, in the end. Rebecca was humming a tune as she moved about the food stores of the shelter, picking through dried powder soups and mountains of canned goods. He recognized the song and had to fight off a wave of nostalgia as childhood memories crested on his mental horizon.

“There is an entire spice rack’s worth of seasonings tucked away in the back of the pantry,” said his mom. “That must have been your father’s doing.”

Jack didn’t saying anything. Thinking about his dad, thinking about any of the many people that they’d left behind above ground, was painful. Jason and Mitch suddenly appeared in his mind’s eye, both of them biking away from his house, waving to him as they went.

I’m never going to see them again, most likely.

“Jack?” Rebecca was standing in the doorway, her brow furrowed, and her eyes locked onto him. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, mom,” he said. “Sorry. I’m just thinking...”

She walked over to him, her expression softening into warmth and understanding. She pulled him close to her and ran her hand through his hair. It was exactly what Jack needed.

“I know,” she said softly. “It’s too much for one person to make sense of. We just have to keep going.”

Rebecca shifted her son’s face so that their eyes met each other’s. Again, Jack felt a mild sense  of hot tension wave over him. He shook it off and tried not to let his excitement get the best of him.

“You’re right, mom.” He smiled at her. “Sorry.”

She reached her hand up to his face and pinched his cheek, a gesture that made him feel like he was a little kid again.

“We don’t know anything yet, sweetie,” she said. “Whatever is going on, it could be affecting the entire world, or it could just be the state, or maybe even just the local neighborhood. We don’t know. For now we just need to hang tight.”

Jack nodded, but on the inside his pessimism continued to nip at his psyche.

The earthquake, and the firestorms in the sky… Those are not the type of things that just happen on a local level.

“I’m going to finish with the food, and I want you to pick out a movie for us.” Rebecca spoke slowly, as though she was trying to emphasize the importance of the roles each of them had to play.

“Okay mom. Thanks.”

Rebecca kissed him softly on the cheek. The touch of her lips against his skin was like fire, like the fire that had lit up the night sky. She turned and walked back into the kitchen, and John turned back towards the TV screen.
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