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  Content Warnings


For those avoiding spoilers – look away! 
This is a spicy thriller romance with an HEA. It includes explicit content and profanity.  Recommended for mature readers only.
You'll find:
	Death of a parent because of cancer (off page)

	Explicit sexual activities

	Creepy Crawlies in dark and tight spaces

	Loss of a limb



If you're not traumatized already, read on!







  
  Chapter 1
Natalie


Holy fuck. 
Holy. Fuck.
The warmth sizzling through Natalie’s body centered on one thing: her core. Her breathing felt fast1—too fast—and she blinked hard to try to calm it. When she opened her eyes again, her vision swam until she looked across the pond and saw what—who—sat at the other side of the water’s edge. 
Natalie closed her eyes again and breathed through her urge to reach for the man who swarmed her thoughts: Vincent.
“Natalie?”
It wasn’t the first drink of the pond’s deliciously cold water or the second that had Natalie’s entire body starving for the man. She didn’t know how much it had been. She’d been hiking with everyone else to find the water source, and after a fitful sleep last night, coming across the waterfall had felt like a sign. But her body was no longer interested in the water a few feet away. She pushed back against the tree she’d been pulled against and groaned. Even if she’d basically been dehydrated for the past few weeks, her body only wanted Vincent.
Blinking again, Natalie looked at the man who had every part of her body pining for him. Sitting, his muscular legs outstretched in the water, Vincent’s chest heaved as he stared back at her. 
Natalie gulped.
“Natalie, can you hear me?”
The problem, of course, was that she was currently stranded on a deserted island. Two weeks ago, her three friends had conned her into going on a whale watch tour that the college had put together. 
“It’d be fun,” Andy had said. She was the theater instructor and backstage manager who actually read the college’s emails.
“We could see dolphins,” Grace had squealed. She was the friend who had come out of a nasty divorce and was still trying to put a life together.
When Madison had even tried to convince her, Natalie knew she needed to go. Outside of work, Madison hadn’t left her house without her new baby in months. Everyone had known she’d needed to get out. They’d been friends long enough that Natalie knew she couldn’t say no to them. It had been years since they’d spent more than a quick lunch together. And a whale watch sounded like a lot more fun than the camping trip they’d been on a few years ago. Between the rain and the bugs, that had ended up miserably.
But now they were stranded with seventeen other people figuring out how to survive. Miserable didn’t even cut into what Natalie had been through the past couple of weeks stranded on the island.
Currently, she reminded herself. Because they were getting off the island. 
Natalie had a life to get back to. She had her job, her apartment, her boyfriend. Her boyfriend.
Natalie groaned. Thinking of Evan made her entire body cringe. Her eyes darted across the pond to Vincent. The man was a god. He was tall, muscular, with dark hair, and had enough confidence to have any woman swooning over him. He’d also been kicked out of Hollywood. Natalie didn’t remember the particulars, but everyone at Hopewell college was still talking about how the famous actor, The Vincent Wright, the disgraced Vincent Wright, who had taken a position teaching kids to act. Apparently the mere mention of the man in an email had led to a six percent increase in college queries.
Natalie’s eyes flickered over Vincent’s toned abs and defined pecs. She moaned again.
“Does anything hurt?” someone asked. Natalie looked up. It was Olivia, the biologist-turned-knower-of-everything-about-the-island. The woman was hovering over her with an assessor’s eye. It was as if her gaze was giving her a full body scan. 
Just moments ago Natalie had been coughing up water and was barely able to breathe. Of course Natalie wanted to make sure she was ok. The entire group relied on her to keep them away from dangerous flora and fauna. But Natalie’s brain could barely think about anything but the visage of Vincent across the water. There were others surrounding him now too. She could just make out a peak of his lush, dark hair between some legs moving around him. And that bit of hair? Stirred her insides right up.
“Do you …” another voice hunched down next to her. This time it was Lex. 
Back at Hopewell, Lex was an English professor. Here, she was the one who’d fallen for the ship’s captain. Everyone had known it was happening. There wasn’t a lot you could hide on an island. The most privacy you could find was to go on a hike. And they’d been going on hikes a lot. 
Need filled Natalie again and she was back in the present, back with her eyes fixed across the waterfall, across the pond, and to the man with the piercing gaze and hands that were digging into the sand and pebbles beneath them. 
She wanted to know what those hands felt like … what his skin felt like … what … fuck.
“Natalie?”
Shaking her head, Natalie breathed out and tried to focus on the present. Now both Lex and Olivia crouched down, and thankfully Lex’s face blocked Natalie’s view of Vincent. With even just a part of him in her vision, she was barely capable of doing anything but staring at him. Though, as she looked at women in front of her, her stomach tumbled around. She could feel a craving. The hope to see him yet again. The need for his hands.
“What are you feeling?” Olivia asked, one of her hands carefully pulled at Natalie’s head.
“Weird,” Natalie finally managed. 
Olivia put a hand to her forehead. “Weird how?”
“I feel …” her voice wavered. How could she describe this to anyone? It was as if her body had finally woken up. Had finally discovered pleasure. Yearning. She imagined it was like that first time with the love of your life. The best time. Natalie could feel how slick she was between her legs. 
“Horny,” she finally spit out. 
Lex shook her head and Natalie craned her neck to see a slice of Vincent. Surrounding him, she could see Olivia’s counterpart, Cody. He was the other biologist on the island. The behemoth of a man with wild hair and now sporting a thick beard from the two weeks on the island. Apparently he had been a boy scout as a kid and now he was the island’s most knowledgeable doctor. Natalie watched him peer into Vincent’s dark eyes. Dark eyes completely focused on her.
“I knew this was a bad idea.” Lex shook her head.
“We couldn’t know,” Olivia said then.
Bad idea? When was falling for a Hollywood bad boy while you had a boyfriend ever a good idea? 
Apparently, over the last two weeks, she’d fallen for Vincent and her body was finally over her mind ignoring it. Did she think he was attractive? Sure. But she also thought he was a bit of a douche. And she had Evan back at home. Her head had a lot of reasons why this wasn’t going to happen. Apparently, her body wasn’t listening to any part of it though. Even the thought of Evan had her gut wrenching and her eyes training on Vincent again.
“Natalie!” Andy’s voice came from above and Natalie looked up to find her friends standing there, tropical trees behind them.
“Is she OK?” Madison asked, her puffy eyes ringed in darkness. The woman hadn’t been able to sleep or eat much since the ship had sunk. She was heartsick over being separated from her baby. 
Grace held a hand over her mouth. The woman’s strawberry blonde hair had been pulled back into a braid.
“We’re still figuring out what happened,” Lex explained.
“She was choking, right?” Andy offered. She flicked a piece of purple hair out of her face.
Grace’s meek voice filtered through her hands. “When Vincent went down.”
Andy nodded. “He face planted and Natalie was drinking and then they both started to choke.”
Olivia’s eyes scanned Natalie again before she placed a hand around her wrist.
Lex’s head spun slowly to the rest of the group and Natalie could again see Vincent through the mess of everyone. His eyes flickered to hers as his gaze turned sleepy. 
“Her heartbeat is elevated and she’s warm to the touch.” Olivia sat back on the mossy floor. “But no one is having this reaction and we tested it as best we could.”
“Tested it?” Andy asked.
Lex turned to Olivia, her head blocking Natalie’s view again. “This isn’t your fault.”
“Natalie, did you eat anything?” Olivia’s eyes took her in again.
“Only what we all ate,” Andy answered for her, her voice had the beginnings of an edge to it. 
“The leaves this morning on our hike,” Grace added before she sat down next to Natalie.
Natalie could barely focus on anything except Vincent, but she knew she was glad her friends were there. Glad that someone could answer all of these questions when her head was consumed by something—someone—else. Her stomach tumbled over itself again and her chest thrummed with anticipation. Natalie watched Vincent’s hands dig into the pebbles again and she could almost imagine his fingers playing along her shoulders. Her neck. Her chest. Her nipples ached.
Lex sighed. “You know it’s not the food.”
“I can’t discount it.”
“What are you both talking about?” Andy asked, and Natalie could hear the growing clip to it. The annoyance. 
Lex held up her hands. “How much water did she have?”
Natalie scowled and shook her head. “Water?” Why does that matter?
Lex’s nodding was slow. Solemn. “You feel like I did when I found the water with Ben. We drank it and we felt…” her voice trailed off. 
“The water?” Natalie said again. Her head and body were finally not pulling her away from their conversation. But then Andy’s hands went wide and the moment had her eyes again on Vincent. His skin looked so damn lickable.
“What are you saying?” Andy asked. Her voice was now thick with anger. The voices around Natalie multiplied and she couldn’t decipher who said what anymore.
She was trying to ignore the feelings coursing through her. It was as if her entire body was urging her to get up and screw Vincent right then and there. Ever since … the water. Her eyes widened with realization. She threw her hands up, and with that moment of silence, Natalie looked up at Lex. She hadn’t felt this way when they were hiking or on the ridge or before that … at all. She hadn’t felt this yearning inside of her until … the waterfall.
“Is something in the water?”


1.
      All em dashes are my own. AI can go jump into a river that it is currently depleting.
    






  
  Chapter 2
Vincent


Holy shit. 
Vincent hadn’t been this horny since he’d taken a few edibles labeled “virility” from a PR package after he finished up his first role with Pigs: The Sequel. 
He looked around the grassy, mossy, pebble-strewn area and growled. Whatever was in those things must be around here. Had it been mushrooms? Twigs? Roots? Oysters? Fuck if he knew. Whatever it was had to be here. Because he was feeling horny AF.
“Do you see something?” Ben asked, his eyes turning from Vincent’s face to the ground. Ben had been the captain on the whale watch turned Gilligan’s Island. He’d also been the one to start shacking up with the English professor.
Heat licked out of Vincent’s groin and into his stomach and up his spine. When he caught glimpses of Natalie encased in her friends, his blood pounded in his ears. And his cock. Fuck. His cock ached.
Ben turned to Cody. “Do you think he’s high?” 
Cody looked around and scowled. “From what?” His gaze turned to Vincent. “Did you eat anything on the walk?”
Vincent shook his head, his eyes looking across the water to see a peek of Natalie through someone’s legs. 
“Just the leaves like everyone else.” 
Her eyes met his and he all but stopped breathing. 
The woman consumed his thoughts. Every time her eyes were on his, he couldn’t think of anything but her hands, her lips. What would that long brown hair feel like between his fingers? What would her tanned skin feel like against his? What would he find when he parted—
“Did you get into any plants?” Cody asked.
Vincent scowled again. Plants? “I told you I ate what everyone else did.”
Cody pulled a hand down his face. “But did you walk into anything? Fall into anything?”
Vincent laughed at that and his eyes were torn from Natalie when someone leaned down to her, blocking his view. 
“I fell into this water and got a faceful of the shit.” He slapped at the cool liquid and he felt it splash across his legs, and then his eyes were back on Natalie when the person in front of her moved. It looked like she was trying to look at him too. Was she feeling this connection also? He hoped she was. Just this morning he’d have traded his LA house for a sip of cold water. Now, he’d give much more for just a taste of her.
“Is it Natalie?” Ben asked. “Do you feel a pull toward her?”
Vincent chuckled again. His thoughts were far more X-rated than just a “pull.” Just like the Count of Glaur. The titular role had put him, and his abs, on the map. But even the racy scenes in the nearly two-hour movie would be rated G compared to what he wanted to do with Natalie.
In the next second his shoulders were squeezed tight and Vincent’s shaggy hair was being tossed back and forth.
“Vincent, focus!”
When Vincent looked up, Cody was hunched over him, his mouth turned upside down. “Tell us what you’re feeling.”
Vincent blew out a slow breath and tried to ignore the incessant hard-on in his boxers. With that thought, Vincent looked down to find his aching cock tenting the thin fabric he was wearing as shorts. He groaned and wiped at his forehead. He was never booking a job again. First, he’d been made out to be a chauvinist who took advantage of women, and now he was going to be labeled a pervert. 
He threw his head back. “Fuck.”
“Are you horny?” Cody asked, his brows knitting.
Vincent nodded his head and watched as Sean walked into the conversation.
“Horny for Natalie?” Ben asked again.
Sean took a step back and a deep chuckle arose from Cody.
Vincent nodded then, before pointing to his head. “I can’t get her out of here.”
Sean groaned and turned back to the rest of the stranded group. 
Did they think this was just some crush? That he’d practically inhaled the entire waterfall behind them because he had a little crush? If anything, Vincent was sure that these feelings were going to crush him flat.
“I didn’t have these thoughts this morning.”
Ben shook his head. “I knew it.”
Cody squatted down in the water and looked directly down. “We don’t have enough tools to know. But we should boil everything from now on.” He turned away from the small group and put his hands around his mouth. “We’re boiling drinking water!” he yelled. There were a few people still swimming in the water and they stopped and rushed out.
“Is it poisonous?” someone asked.
“Are we going to die?” another muttered.
“Just a precaution,” Cody explained. “We already tested this water and it should be fine.” The man’s eyes looked down at Vincent. 
Ben shook his head slowly. “When it happened, it came on fast.” 
Vincent tried to recall the silent role he’d landed on the medical drama Mason Medical, but his head was swimming. He pointed at his crotch, willing his body to calm down. If anything, though, his blood was pulsing faster under his skin.
“I feel like we had to fuck it out of us,” Ben said, his face splitting into a wide smile.
Cody grinned at Ben. “I’ve never heard that one.”
Ben laughed. “It got easier after every time.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?” Vincent growled out. 
The laughter died and Ben’s grin turned flat.
“When I found the waterfall with Lex, we drank it.” He explained. “Then I saw her in the reflection and then I needed her.” His eyes were wide. “Like needed to screw her. Needed her.”
Hands splayed out, Vincent looked at his fingers dripping with the cold water and  then his eyes went down to the clear pond. Had he seen Natalie at all? 
When he’d heard the water rushing, he’d started to run through the forest and then his bare feet had clambered across the moss and pebbles straight for the water. He’d been behind everyone on the hike from the ridge, he remembered. So, he’d come in fast and had to dodge people. There’d been Garrett, his best bud, who he’d left in the trees. There’d been Lex and her friends who he’s passed on the way. Then there’d been Natalie at the water’s edge. He’d almost ran straight into her when he’d been running. Her hands had been scooping up water at the time. Then he’d stumbled on something and he’d gone down. His nose, his mouth, his eyes had been full of the crisp water not a vision of Natalie. But at that thought, Vincent scowled. Had he seen her eyes when he was underwater? Before Ben and Cody had pulled him back? When he thought hard enough, he could make out copper irises looking at him beneath the water.
He had seen her.
“You just saw her? In the water?” he asked.
Ben nodded. “In my head. Like a drug. Like I’d taken something.”
“And it didn’t go away?” 
“It made us horny,” Ben said flatly.
Horny. He was that alright. While his body wanted no one but Natalie, Vincent looked around camp. He didn’t know a lot about Natalie, but he was sure of two things: she wanted off of the island and she had a boyfriend. But with so many other women at hand, he was sure he could find one to help him out. Though his stomach lurched when his eyes settled on a blonde. He almost gagged when he imagined propositioning the woman with his signature smile. With a sigh of relief, his gaze fell back on Natalie’s dark brown hair and tanned skin. 
Finding her looking at him too had Vincent’s lips curling. Maybe she’d be up for fucking it out of them. It wasn’t like they were going to be saved. His time researching for Puddle Jumpers taught him a lot about just how dangerous an ocean search and rescue was. And how every single one boiled down to survival rates. There was no chance that a search was still happening after two weeks. When Madison put a hand around Natalie’s shoulders, Vincent sighed hard. If Natalie was hoping for a rescue as hard as Madison was, there wasn’t much of a chance he was getting these feelings out of him any time soon.
Hairy legs stepped into his vision and Vincent grimaced. He looked up to see Garrett, the reason he’d been stranded on the island, standing above him. Even if the man had pushed Vincent to go on the whale watch, he still owed his oldest friend everything. When he’d been blacklisted in Hollywood, Garrett had vouched for him as an instructor. His eventual job had even put his friend’s tenured position at stake. And Garrett hadn’t even asked if the rumors were true. But that was just Garrett for you.
“You doing OK? You fell hard,” the silver-haired man said as he grinned and brought a hand to his stubbled chin. His usually clean-shaven friend squatted down. “Your good looks remain intact.”
Vincent rolled his eyes. His best friend since middle school always brought him to reality, but even Garrett couldn’t pull his head and his yearning body away from wanting Natalie. As Garrett patted him on the shoulder and turned to Ben, Vincent looked over at Natalie and found his view completely blocked again.
“Nobody else looks affected.” Ben pointed to everyone now huddled back on the mossy grass. 
Affected. He definitely felt affected. 
Vincent pushed Garrett away when he poked him in the cheek. The guy had always been a goober. Ever since they’d met on the first day of sixth grade in art class, when Garrett had gotten in trouble for drawing a particularly full set of boobs. Vincent knew then they’d be best friends for life. Having someone like Garrett had helped keep him humble on his meteoric rise to fame and had kept him alive when he’d fallen hard. When Vincent had needed that job, Garrett hadn’t questioned finding one for him at Hopewell. The man had also elicited his first laugh since the rumors of him selling his girlfriends nude pictures to tabloids had broken. But walking into the head anthropologist’s office and seeing an ancient carving of boobs would probably do that to anyone.
“You and Lex could be highly susceptible” said Cody. “It looks like Vincent and Natalie might be the same way.”
“And everyone else?” Vincent asked.
“It could just take time” Cody said. “It could depend on how much water they drink.”
Vincent blinked and pulled a hand down his face as his cock strained for the woman across the water from him. “You’re telling me that there’s something in the water that has turned me into a sex-craving lunatic for Natalie and you think everyone’s going to be that way soon?”
Garrett’s mouth fell open.
Cody shrugged and shook his head. “I can’t know for sure.”
A loud shriek screeched out over the roar of the waterfall.
Vincent exhaled. Of course. The dinosaurs.
He was stranded on a deserted island with twenty other people and now he felt like his cock was going to spew at any moment—and to top it all off? 
There were dinosaurs.






  
  Chapter 3
Natalie


“Can everyone just stop talking?” Natalie finally yelled at the top of her lungs. The menacing cry from beyond the trees made everything in front of her that much more overwhelming. 
Andy, Grace, and Madison were hovering just behind Lex and Olivia. It was more than stifling. Natalie couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. Her body felt like it was on fire from need, and her head felt muddled. Drunk. High. She felt like she was swimming through someone else’s life. 
“Please!” She thrust her arms up, out, and swung them as she stood up. “I just need some space.”
Natalie turned out of the area then and headed back toward the beach. Maybe she could catch her breath by the water—she hoped. When she finally stumbled out onto the beach and sank her feet into the sand, she breathed in the salty, fishy breeze. She tried to inhale deeply, but the humidity cloyed at her throat. She groaned. Tears wet the edges of her eyes. 
How was she going to explain any of this to Evan? They’d looked at rings just a few months ago. When he wasn’t playing his stupid computer games, they were happy. Really happy. Weren’t they?
The feelings wriggling through her and muddying her thoughts had her second guessing everything. Maybe she hadn’t been all that happy with Evan. Maybe he and his mistress, the Xbox 360, were off having a wonderful life together, happier that she hadn’t made it home those weeks ago. But if she’d somehow gotten something into her system, then she couldn’t trust her own body. 
“You OK?” 
Natalie exhaled before she looked over at Lex pushing her way through the forest and onto the beach. While she liked Lex, Natalie couldn’t quite hide her annoyance. She couldn’t even go on a walk by herself without someone tracking her down. Ever since they’d discovered the dinosaurs on the island, it had been like this. Constantly together. Constantly finding a friend to do everything with. Natalie dreamed of the days she had gone to the grocery store by herself and then had opted for self-checkout just to avoid people. At the time, she had wished Evan would have gone with her, but now, she’d take one of those solo-shopping trips for sure. But one pterodactyl thing, that apparently Olivia kept reminding people weren’t dinosaurs, and it was the buddy system every hour of every day. When her mind flickered to being buddied with Vincent, her stomach somersaulted, but Natalie tried to push the thoughts away. 
“How could it be? I’m stuck on this island with dinosaurs!” The last word came out louder than she’d wanted, but Natalie kept going as she pointed her hands at her chest. “And now I have these feelings that …” Her words fell away. 
She crossed her arms. “I’m independent,” she tried to explain more to herself than Lex. 
Since being stranded on the island, Natalie had been with the group from the beach to the forest to the waterfall. Each new stop brought a new set of problems and a new set of skills to master. She’d learned how to find mussels and shrimp, and she’d figured out how to twist rope until her fingers started cramping up. It was like the island itself was fighting her, and now, she had a new combatant: her body. 
“The feelings go away eventually.” Lex’s voice had a softness to it that angered Natalie even more. She wasn’t defenseless. She wasn’t a poor thing who needed kind words. Natalie set her jaw as she stared out to the waves breaking on the shore. 
I just need off this island.
“Natalie?” A familiar voice behind her had Natalie’s head falling back and her eyes looking up at the light sky. Grace. And her friends.
When she’d first been stranded on the island, having her friends here had been such a relief. She wasn’t alone and they made her feel like she wasn’t stuck on some godawful island. Every once in a while, she’d pretend they were just out hiking. At night, she’d imagine they were camping like the one time they’d all gone to Mt. Ranier. That experience had been a walk in the park compared to this.
“Natalie Forester.” Andy’s stern voice had Natalie wanting to push her confrontational friend away too. Andy didn’t mince words or try to coddle anyone. Usually, Natalie loved it. On the island? She adored it even more. But right now, Natalie wanted away. Away from everything and everyone.
“Natalie.” Madison’s voice broke with a sob. “I’m so sorry.” 
Fuck.
If Natalie wanted off the island, Madison wanted it more. Natalie might have a boyfriend back home, but Madison had a husband. A new baby. The woman barely ate, never slept, and spent all of her time hiking the island trying to find help.
In fact, Natalie and Andy usually tried to accompany her because the island was dangerous for anyone walking alone. The buddy system and all that. Before, she’d never quite understood when the woman ran off alone, but now, Natalie got it. This island was just too much.
When Natalie turned toward her friends, she saw Madison’s swollen red eyes glistening with tears.
Back at Hopewell College, Madison had been the one to convince everyone to join the whale watch. She’d just wanted a day trip away from her responsibilities as a new mom. 
Looking at her now, Natalie watched the woman’s daily regret stream down her face.
“I’m so sorry,” Madison croaked out again. 
Natalie walked then, ignoring her anger and her annoyance, and wrapped her arms around her friend. The black-haired woman always seemed to have everything together. From the moment they’d met as freshman roommates, to the moment before the ship had spiraled down into a whirlpool, Madison had had everything figured out. But not now.
Madison’s words turned into sobs against her chest and Natalie pulled her in tighter. It was hard to see her like this. 
“We’re getting off of this island,” she whispered. “Somehow.”
Madison nodded and pulled back from the hug. Her hands were at her eyes, wiping away her tears. She sniffed. 
“I found a new lookout,” Madison said. “Want to go with me?”
Natalie nodded. They’d been to half a dozen places that looked just a smidge farther or a touch higher than the rest of the island. If they could see that much farther, though, it could mean the difference between finally making contact with a ship and staying on the island forever. As of yet, no lookout had even given them a hint of the world they wanted to get back to. In fact, since they’d been stranded on the island, no one had seen a ship or an airplane. But, Madison kept trying and she kept finding new lookouts. Each was found after grueling hikes and often trying to stay under the safety of the canopy. They’d only been on the island for around two weeks, but she was certain that she’d sweat off pounds and pounds of hydration.
Natalie’s mind tilted at the thought of water and her body stirred. It ached for Vincent. 
“After I get back from a walk.”
“You should go with someone,” Andy explained, but Natalie was already shaking her head.
“I. Want. To. Be. Alone.” Each word came out as a sentence. It didn’t matter how much she liked Lex or how much she loved her friends. She needed space, buddy system be damned.
When the women turned back toward the trees and she was finally alone, Natalie felt her lungs expand. She gulped in a deep breath of humid air, expecting it to finally feel like freedom, but her stomach roiled in pain, and when she winced, the only thing she could see was Vincent.






  
  Chapter 4
Vincent


Vincent had watched Natalie leave like he was on the set of This Isn’t a Rom-Com, a role that had scored him a few MTV nods. One kiss scene had ranked in the top-ten best kisses in a romantic comedy over the past decade, so he knew his smoldering look would pull Natalie in just like all of his swooning fans. Except, she wasn’t back yet and he’d already watched her friends return.
In fact, everyone had started setting up camp. Even Andy, who appeared to be Natalie’s best friend, was untangling a bundle of hammocks and readying them for their new hanging.
Back in the thick trees, a group of people were already putting up a few other hammocks, their hands and arms disappearing into the high foliage. Another set of people were bringing rocks in to create a firepit. Their initial cluster sat just beyond the water’s edge. Vincent watched the business with all of the interest of the Count—another role that had earned him scores of adoring fans—when he’d first set his sights on his sweet Marigold. With his body still aching, Vincent couldn’t do much more. No one wanted his straining cock in their way. No one, that is, except maybe Natalie.
Ben had implied that Natalie would be going through similar feelings from the effects of the waterfall, and the fact that she’d bolted as soon as their medical checks were over told Vincent that she just might be. Ben had also told him that sex might get the feelings out of their systems. And he’d certainly enjoy that.
The sex, sure.
But really, Vincent wanted to get back to normal.
Since being stranded on the island, Vincent had decided to embrace the forced vacation and fully reset. He wasn’t Vincent, the failed actor, he was Vincent, the guy with a wealth of experience from his various roles. He’d almost captured a wild boar because he’d remembered what the stunt doubles had told his character Curt Travis on the set of Farmhouse: The Sequel. And he’d been in dozens of movies. While most of his larger roles had been college jocks, he’d been able to make it work. His coast guard training for Puddle Jumpers, in fact, had had him prone floating instead of drowning the other day.
Besides the dinosaurs, the island was actually quite peaceful. The fact that he hadn’t talked to his agent in weeks, or learned about yet another director who refused to work with him, was nice. He’d slept better on the island than he had for months off it. But not now. Not with every part of his being wishing for Natalie’s skin against his. Not with his cock aching like this.
Vincent looked around again at the camp as everyone focused intently on their tasks. Jack was heading up the campfire ring as Andy handed out a few more hammocks to hang. It looked like Olivia was showing a few others about some of the plants near the waterfall and Lex was crouched over some moss, her hands picking up something to show to Sadie and a couple of others. In a few hours, the place would look like a real camp but, for now, Vincent had other needs. With every eye pointed away from him, Vincent slipped out of the water and dipped into the trees. He tried to avoid being spotted by any of Natalie’s friends or Garrett. God, he really didn’t need any of Garrett’s questions right now. 
Every part of him ached. In fact, while his cock was on fire, it felt like every other cell of his body was buzzing with pain. With each step, though, something inside of him settled a bit more. 
While he’d seen Natalie leave, he hadn’t known where she’d gone or if she’d made any turns. In fact, the woman could have gone anywhere on the island in the hour or so since he’d last seen her, but somehow he knew he was going the right way.
My body has needs, he told himself. And apparently they gave him tracking powers. Like in Double Whammy, he thought, chuckling. So many people thought the military comedy had been too stupid. In fact, it had won four Razzies, but Vincent knew better. He’d learned how to track a bear for
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