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  Wreckage and Assessment


Natalia Brent coughed salt water from her lungs and pushed up on her elbows, the gritty sand scraping her palms. The last thing she remembered was the yacht lurching sideways in the storm, the deck tilting like a funhouse floor, and then the black rush of the ocean swallowing her screams. Now the sea was calm, the sky a bruised purple above the tree line, and four men were dragging themselves onto the same stretch of beach. 
She sat up fully, her soaked dress clinging to every curve, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the way her nipples tightened against the chill. Water dripped from her long dark waves and ran in rivulets between her breasts. Survival first, she told herself, but her influencer brain was already cataloging assets. Four men. Stranded. No obvious rescue in sight.
Derek Jermaine hauled himself to his feet first, broad shoulders heaving as he scanned the horizon. The captain. Salt-and-pepper stubble darkened his jaw, and his soaked shirt clung to a chest that looked like it had spent years hauling lines and wrestling engines. Natalia remembered the way he had moved through the yacht party with quiet authority, the kind of man who expected to be obeyed. He would be useful for protection and shelter, she decided, but that old alpha streak would need careful handling. She filed him under “first to claim” and moved on.
Ward Hartwork stumbled next, golden hair plastered to his forehead, charming smile already flickering back into place even as he spat seawater. The pretty-boy influencer. Lean, athletic, the kind of body that photographed well under any light. She had seen his follower count hovering just below hers before the trip. He thrived on attention; she could already picture him performing for her if she gave him the right stage. Social value high, physical value flexible. Good for morale and exhibition.
Owen Blake emerged quieter, dark hair slicked back, intense eyes already assessing the shoreline with clinical precision. The doctor. Slim but muscular, every movement economical. She had watched him at the party, the way he listened more than he spoke, measuring people like symptoms. Useful for injuries, for reading the group’s temperature. She noted the way his wet clothes outlined strong thighs and decided he would be steady under pressure, once she gave him permission to act.
Leeman Polwerd was last, his massive frame rising like a bear from the surf. Six-four, tattooed arms, thick beard dripping. The mechanic. Raw power rolled off him in waves. She remembered the low growl of his laugh when someone had joked about the yacht’s engine. He looked like he could lift the others one-handed if needed. Physical value off the charts. She would need that strength, and she already sensed he would give it without too many questions once she figured out how to ask.
“Everyone alive?” Derek’s gravelly voice cut through the crash of small waves. He counted heads, eyes lingering on Natalia a beat longer than necessary.
“I’m here,” she called back, voice steady even as her mind raced through inventories. No phones. No bags. Just the soaked clothes on their backs and whatever the tide might cough up later. Scarcity was already settling in like a second skin.
Ward wiped his face with the hem of his shirt, flashing a strip of toned abdomen. “Some party, huh? Anyone remember the part where we all die?”
Owen crouched to check his own pulse, then glanced around. “No obvious injuries. We should move above the tide line before dark.”
Leeman said nothing, just rolled his shoulders and started dragging a broken piece of decking farther up the sand. Natalia watched the muscles in his back flex and felt the first flicker of heat low in her belly. Not now, she warned herself. But later… later the bodies would matter as much as the resources.
They worked in uneasy silence, gathering what little driftwood and plastic they could find before the light failed. Natalia’s mental list grew sharper. Derek had survival skills and natural command; she would let him lead the practical things while she led everything else. Ward could be counted on for humor and distraction. Owen would track injuries and, she suspected, follow orders once he saw the chain of command. Leeman would provide brute force and probably needed the least convincing to use that body for her benefit.
By the time the sun slipped behind the island’s ridge, the only shelter was a crude lean-to of palm fronds and the broken yacht door propped at an angle. Five bodies. One small space. The air smelled of salt, wet wood, and the faint musk of drying clothes.
Natalia settled in the center, deliberately letting her thigh brush Derek’s as they sat. He went still but didn’t pull away. Good. She let her gaze travel slowly over each man in the deepening twilight. Derek’s strong hands rested on his knees, already ready to obey if she gave the word. Ward’s charming smile had softened into something hungrier as he watched her. Owen’s eyes kept returning to the pulse point at her throat. Leeman’s massive frame took up the most room, his breathing heavy, his eyes lowered as though waiting for direction.
“We’re going to be here a while,” she said, voice low and smooth. “Might as well figure out how we fit together.”
No one answered at first. The only sounds were the distant rush of waves and the occasional creak of the lean-to in the breeze. Natalia felt the weight of four pairs of eyes on her curves, on the way her dress had ridden up her thighs, on the slow rise and fall of her chest. She smiled to herself, already tasting the power that would come from necessity and raw want.
The first night stretched long under the stars. Bodies shifted closer for warmth. Shoulders brushed. Breath mingled. Natalia cataloged every small contact and every hungry glance, already planning which man she would isolate first and how she would make the others listen when the time came. Scarcity would bind them. She would make sure it bound them to her.






  
  Shelter and Submission


The morning light filtered through the palm fronds as the group set to work on the shelter. Natalia directed them with easy authority, her voice carrying over the sound of breaking branches and dragging logs. "Leeman, you lift the heavy beams. Ward, you weave the smaller fronds for the roof. Owen, check everything for sharp edges so no one gets cut. Derek, you're with me on the framework." 
They moved with the tension of people who had spent the night too close and too aware. Leeman grunted as he heaved a thick log into place, his tattooed arms flexing under the strain. Ward flashed a grin but kept his comments light, already testing how far he could push. Owen worked quietly, his precise hands testing stability. Derek followed Natalia's instructions without question at first, his broad shoulders straining as he held a pole steady while she tied it down with vines.
She watched him closely. The captain was used to giving orders, yet here he was obeying hers. That shift excited her. She let her fingers brush his forearm longer than necessary. "Hold it tighter. Don't let it slip."
"Yes," he answered, low and gravelly, and she felt the first spark of real submission in his tone.
By midday the basic structure stood, rough but functional. Sweat slicked everyone's skin. Natalia wiped her brow and caught Derek's eyes lingering on the way her dress clung to her curves. She smiled, slow and knowing.
"Derek, come with me. We need to check the perimeter for better materials. The rest of you keep reinforcing the walls."
She didn't wait for an answer. She turned and walked into the trees, knowing he would follow. The others exchanged glances but stayed behind. Once they were out of sight, she stopped in a small clearing where the ground was soft with leaves and the sound of the waves was muffled.
"On your knees, Captain."
Derek's eyes widened. For a moment his old instincts flared, shoulders tensing. Then something in her steady gaze made him sink down. "Natalia, this isn't..."
"It is," she said, stepping closer so her thighs brushed his chest. "You've been staring at me since we washed up. You're going to do something about it now. But on my terms."
She lifted the hem of her dress, revealing smooth, sun-kissed skin. His breath hitched. She guided his hands to her hips. "Touch me. Slow. Show me you understand who's in charge here."
His large hands slid up her thighs, rough palms against soft flesh. Natalia sighed, letting her head tip back. "Good. Now use your mouth. I need relief after all that work, and you're going to give it to me."
Derek hesitated only a second before leaning in. His stubble scraped her inner thigh as he pressed his mouth to her. She was already wet, the scent of salt and arousal mixing in the humid air. He licked along her folds, tasting her, and she gripped his hair.
"That's it. Don't rush. Circle my clit with your tongue. Just like that."
She moaned softly at first, then louder as he obeyed, his tongue working in steady circles while his hands held her steady. The dominance thrilled her. This rugged man who had captained the yacht was now on his knees serving her. She rocked against his face, using him for her pleasure.
"Fingers too. Two inside me. Curl them. You're learning fast, aren't you?"
Derek groaned against her, the vibration sending sparks through her core. He slid two thick fingers into her slick heat, pumping in rhythm with his tongue. Natalia’s legs trembled. She tightened her grip on his hair, guiding him exactly where she wanted.
"Deeper. Fuck me with your fingers while you suck on my clit. Make me come, Derek. Show the others what happens when you follow my lead."
The sounds carried through the trees. Back at the shelter, the others paused in their work. Ward's eyes widened, a flush rising on his pretty face. Owen's precise hands stilled on a vine. Leeman's massive frame went rigid, his breathing heavier. They could hear Natalia's commands, Derek's muffled responses, the wet sounds of his mouth and fingers working her.
Natalia came with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around Derek's head as pleasure pulsed through her. She rode it out, then pushed him back onto the leaves. "Pants off. Now."
He obeyed without hesitation this time, freeing his thick, hard cock. She straddled him, sinking down slowly, letting every inch stretch her. "You're mine first. The others will learn to wait their turn."
She rode him with deliberate rolls of her hips, commanding his hands to her breasts, telling him exactly how hard to squeeze her nipples. Derek's gravelly voice broke into pleas. "Please, Natalia... fuck, you feel so good."
"You don't come until I say. Understand?"
He nodded, sweat beading on his forehead as she used his body. The others heard every word, every moan. The new dynamic settled over them like the island heat. When Natalia finally allowed Derek his release, her own second climax tearing through her, the message was clear: she would take what she needed, and they would provide it.
She stood afterward, smoothing her dress. "Clean yourself up and get back to the shelter. We're not done building today."
Derek rose on shaky legs, eyes lowered in submission. As they returned, the others watched with new understanding. The shelter was more than wood and leaves now. It was the first step in the harem she was forging, one command at a time.
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