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Claire, Jessica, Kiera and I were all nervous about our first day at “the lab.” It didn’t help that we were asked to meet up with their internship supervisor not at a building on the campus, but at what turned out to be a slip on a wharf in a predominantly fishing boat marina up north along the river.

“All aboard!” a guy called to us as he clomped in his heavy boots down the boards toward us where we stood staring at a boat and wondering if we got the directions  horribly  wrong.  We  spread  our  feet  instinctively  and  steadied  our footing  on  the  dock  as  it  wavered  side  to  side  with  his  walking  toward  us.  He came to the boat, yanked back a tarp, and pulled down a plank. We shrugged at each other and followed his gesturing arm to climb up and onto the boat.

We were sped up the river a half hour before he slowed the two engines and bobbed the bow up to a simple dock that was tied with enormous ropes to a low-hanging and gnarly old tree. It was the first of his talking we could hear — the boat motors and the wind and the slap of the water on the side of the boat made the trip out an internally meandering zone of quiet contemplation.

“Uninhabited,” he said, leading the way from the dock and up the narrow trail zigzagging through shore shrubs. “Until  now  that  is,”  he  said  with  a  snort.  We came over a ridge to find a shipping container with doors and windows cut into it. “The camp,” he said with a nod. “Where you’ll be living Friday to Sunday for the  next  ten  weeks.”  We  all  looked  at  each  other  with  wide  eyes  and  recoiled faces.

“Where exactly is the lab?” Claire said.

The  guy  stepped  backward  a  few  steps,  stretched  out  his  arms,  hands  turned up,  and  he  gestured  all  around  himself,  turning  completely  around  on  his  feet with his head back, a big smile spreading over his face. “This,” he said, “is your lab! The whole island!”

It turned out that there had been an ongoing study of the fauna on the island for  the  last  half  dozen  years  —  its  changes,  its  interactions  with  animal  and insect  life,  its  developments,  the  climate.  We  were  there  to  carry  on  with observations and counts, photographing and documenting data, and updating and maintaining the equipment.

There was a bunkhouse, a kitchen, a bathroom, and a common room inside the container. Plus a room with computers, desks, containers, cases, and tools. It was all raised a foot or so off the ground on four slender blocks, so as not to damage anything on the island. 

“If  you  can  find  someone  to  hire  to  manage  supplies  like  food,  do  your cooking, keep the place tidy and clean,” he said, looking over at me, “and  ferry you  out  Friday  after  classes  and  back  Sunday  sometime,  you  can  stay  here  the whole weekend without me having to come out back and forth to get you twice a day.”  They  all  looked  at  me  with  him.  Kiera  started  smirking  and  Jessica covered her grin with her hand. “It’s your choice, but interns do usually end up just staying out here the whole weekend,” he said, and he turned away and lead us up a narrow trail. “The good ones, anyway,” he called over his shoulder.

The  girls  had  already  been  told  by  one  of  their  professors  that  they  should look for someone to hire to ferry them back and forth and manage the supplies and cooking — that it’s a far richer experience staying out there. It’s what I was doing out there already, trailing along with them. We were all checking to see if that  was  what  I  was  going  to  do.  It  had  power  —  a  generator  and  fuel  was already supplied. It had wifi too, or at least hotspots. I’d be just as able to do my own school work out there as at home. I had no reason to say no.

We were to start in a couple of weeks. In the meantime, we were to plan our supplies, work out our duties, and get familiar with some of the safety measures. We wondered around the island following the tiny trails to the different outposts where  monitoring  equipment  was  located  and  observation  posts  had  been constructed, either on top of towers or behind low bunkers.

“It’s a paradise,” Claire said.

“Only with one Adam and three Eves this time,” Kiera said, and she snorted.

“Why this island?” I said. “And not those other ones over there, closer to the other shore?”

“No  invasive  species,”  Jessica  said,  lifting  her  face  from  something  she  was reading about it that the supervisor had given her. “It’s always been protected — part of a reservation at first, then part of a nature conservation thing,” she said. “Nobody’s ever lived here.”

“So uncharted territory,” I said.

“Can’t  even  see  it  from  shore,  either,”  Kiera  said.  She  was  shading  her  eyes and looking out toward the dark line that was the shore we’d come from. It was true, the river widened there into a lake by any other name. “Can’t see the details of people, anyway,” she said, and she turned around and scanned the heights of the trees behind her. “Virgin land.”

Our supervisor left us on the island overnight Friday and told us he’d be back Saturday  morning  to  show  us  what  exactly  to  do.  I  think  it  was  a  test  they probably put every year’s new interns through, to see if they can hack living out there like that, far away from any contact.

Jessica was the first to start breaking things down. She came strolling casually through  the  common  room  stripped  down  to  her  panties  and  a  tiny  tank  top. “What?”  she  said.  “We’re  alone  out  here,  Kiera  already  said,  nobody  can  see anything!”  She  tittered  and  made  out  as  though  she  was  suddenly  interested  in the fridge, and in particular, the items on the lowest shelf.

We all rolled our eyes and smirked. “You’re such a little slut!” Kiera cried out loud,  but  she  laughed  too,  and  whipped  off  her  clothes  as  well.  She  attacked Claire  who  ran  away  from  her  and  around  me  for  protection,  before  she  let herself get caught by Kiera and Jessica together, who attacked her from opposite sides of me. Claire screamed and pretended to struggle to hold her top down and her  pants  up,  but  of  course,  she  lost.  All  three  girls  pushed  and  pulled  and screamed and laughed with each other, with me scrunched in the middle between them. But it wasn’t long before they attacked me, too.

Only  they  weren’t  so  courteous  as  to  stop  with  my  underwear.  Kiera  tickled my ribs to make me let go of my shorts, and she squealed when she yanked them down. I pulled my feet clear of them rather than trip and fall over them. I backed up  like  I  was  in  a  horror  show,  the  three  of  them,  Kiera,  Jessica,  and  Claire, creeping up to me with their arms arched over, their fingers grasping and coiling, coming at me like three monsters or three ghosts. Only they were no monsters, they were in panties and tank tops, and couldn’t stop grinning.

They cornered me between the window and fridge. The window was open and I turned to flail my arms down and out of it and to push my head out and pretend to cry for help. Inside, Kiera, Jessica, and Claire laughed and grabbed and poked and pulled on me. I looked back in from outside and over my shoulder — I was feeling  more  warm,  naked  flesh  pushed  around  and  against  my  body  from behind  than  I  expected.  Sure  enough,  I  found  they  had  all  stripped  either themselves or each other of even their underwear.

I turned back toward the wild, undisturbed nature outside, the land supposedly never  lived  on,  a  forgotten  piece  of  landscape  forever  undisturbed,  unburdened by any “invasive species” as Jessica pointed out, and I hooked my armpits in the sill of the window and let my arms dangle further down, loosely out the outside of  the  converted  steel  shipping  container.  I  lifted  my  face  to  the  dying  of  the week’s  light,  the  silhouettes  of  the  looming  trees  seemingly  growing  taller  and more  closely  surrounding  us,  and  the  glow  of  the  river  shining  through  their trunks,  still  catching  the  last  blazing  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  and  glinting  like gold.

Inside,  I  felt  someone’s  mouth  —  I  couldn’t  tell  whose  —  close  around  my cock,  and  a  purity  of  warmth  and  wetness  flooded  over  me.  The  suction  she applied, whoever she was, made my eyes fall back in my head and my head fall back  to  the  tree  limbs  reaching  high  up  over  our  tiny  camp.  Six  hands  roamed over  my  nude,  headless  body  that  hung  down  the  wall  inside  and  under  the window like an airing-out rug. Young, nude breasts and hips and asses pressed and  rubbed  against  me  everywhere.  I  could  hear  their  light  tittering  amidst  the rustle  of  the  autumn  leaves  and  the  burbling  of  the  river  falling  over  rocks unseen but all around us. 

I pulled my hands inside but left my head hanging down and out. I felt blindly around,  beside  and  behind  me.  I  squeezed  a  bum  and  I  found  a  breast.  I  heard squeals  and  moans  all  around  me.  I  sunk  my  middle  finger  into  a  pussy  —  I couldn’t tell whose. The gasp was indeterminate. A second mouth closed around my cock, hotter and tighter than the first.

“Close your eyes,” I heard someone’s voice say close to my ear. I couldn’t tell who  it  was.  My  body  was  pulled  backward  and  inside  the  window.  A  cloth  — silk?  Satin?  A  scarf?  was  tied  around  my  eyes.  Someone  put  music  on.  Three nude and un-talking but giggling bodies pushed, pulled and led me to the couch in the common room. There were titters and squeals as mouths kissed my body and  tongues  licked  my  neck  and  ears,  and  a  multitude  of  uncountable  hands roamed freely around me all over.

“Mouth,” I heard a voice say. I couldn’t tell who anyone was. I was touching their bodies all over and they were touching and probing me all over, too, and I only  knew  there  were  three  of  them  and  not  two  or  four  or  any  other  number because that’s how many were ferried out to that strange and beguiling place. I opened my mouth and went “ahhh.”

A warmed slice of canned peach was slithered over my tongue and the syrup ran down my chin. Soft, short sexual grunts erupted against my neck. Humid and undulating  groins  pulsated  and  ground  against  my  hands.  My  middle  fingers probed  and  penetrated  leaking  pussies  on  both  sides.  Bodies  snapped  and shivered. Mouths wrestled with each other over the head of my cock. My head was pushed firmly, insistently, back over the top of the couch behind me and a tuft of my hair was gripped in a fist. I opened my mouth in a silent gasp of pain, but my breath was staunched by a groin mashed harshly against my lips. I lapped at the wet, running pussy but could not tell the body it belonged to. I pushed my tongue  inside  it  and  the  body  it  came  with  buckled  and  quaked  in  response.  A pussy,  wet,  tight,  and  pulsating,  pushed  down  over  my  erection.  Another  body snapped  and  writhed  against  my  body,  caught  in  the  vortex  of  an  early, unexpected  climax.  The  muscles  inside  the  pussy  contracted  hard  around  my deeply probing finger.

That  first  disembodied  climax  inspired  the  second  one,  and  my  chin  was flooded with warm  running glisten. Cries of sexual tension and sudden release rose up all around me. The body that rode my lap began to collapse over top of my  head.  Hips  whipped  around  my  hips,  a  pussy  contracted  nearly  too  tightly around  my  cock,  and  hands  —  whose,  I  still  couldn’t  tell  from  the  others  — closed tightly around the back of my neck as though to hang on for dear life. My lap  was  flooded  the  way  my  chin  had  been  flooded  earlier.  All  three  voices groaned out loud in unison. I exploded up into the mystery pussy and thrashed myself against it. Whoever it was tumbled off me and a mouth closed around my sprung cock and sucked out of me all further spurts until I was entirely deflated and spent.

I  fell  over  sideways  on  the  cushions  of  the  couch  still  blindfolded,  and  a blanket was thrown over me. I heard snickers and murmurs receding away from the room and I fell into a deep sleep. It had been a long day filled with mysteries and I was glad for the post-coital nap.

When I woke up, I sat up in the couch and turned my head sideways to see the three  of  them  in  bathrobes  in  the  kitchen  laughing  and  goofing  around,  knives and plates and cutting boards flying about the place. I pulled the blanket around my  waist  and  dragged  it  like  a  king  in  his  trailing  robes  into  the  kitchen  area. “Right,”  I  said,  and  they  all  —  stunned,  startled  —  stepped  back.  “Out  of  my kitchen — the cook has arrived.”

The girls squealed and darted out on their toes and cheered. We all went to our rooms  and  got  into  our  hang-out  clothes.  I  went  back  into  the  kitchen  to  look things  over  and  make  some  decisions  while  the  girls  played  music  and  danced and found a list of shows for the evening’s entertainments.

I  chose  to  make  a  simple  clam  alfredo  on  linguine,  started  off  with  baked oysters wrapped in bacon and settled on toast, and I chose a baked peach flambé to  finish  us  off  with,  having  discovered  a  half  bottle  of  rum  stashed  above  the fridge behind an exhaust fan.

The  girls  were  typically  too  impressed  with  my  frankly  pedestrian  culinary skills, but I didn’t mind the oohing and ahhing, nor the kisses on my cheeks and the pats on my rear. Had it been three guys and the one girl doing the cooking, it would  have  been  a  different  situation.  But  there  was  something  about  that untouched  island,  something  about  its  pristine  land,  its  raw  and  undisturbed original  state,  that  made  every  moment  out  there  feel  otherworldly,  or  from another time. It was just a lone island in an undistinguished river, a thin strip of black  against  the  horizon  as  seen  from  the  other  shore,  something  glanced  at everyday  out  the  windows  of  thousands  of  passing  cars  flying  up  the  freeway, and a moment later forgotten.

But it was, on weekends at least, an ad hoc self-standing society of four young people  with  no  prior  rules,  no  surrounding  strictures  or  structures,  a  place undisturbed by human hands and unregulated by human minds. A lab, indeed, I thought.

We  had  our  work  to  do,  collecting  samples,  testing  for  acid  and  base  in  the soil  and  the  rain,  counting  leaves,  measuring  heights,  and  entering  all  the  data. We  had  our  communications  with  the  outside  world,  through  zoom  calls  and emails  and  texts  and  files  and  document  transfers  —  spreadsheets  and  photos and notes accumulated.

And then, our work for the day done, we transformed. We could have been on Mars, we got so far away from the other world on our boat trips out to that island on Fridays.

I was working in the common room on the kitchen table on a paper, as usual. The lab work for Friday was done and the three girls chattered and laughed on the  couch  together  on  the  other  side  of  the  room.  I  always  worked  better  with low-level  noise  than  in  silence  anyway.  But  it  was  just  like  it  was  before,  it occurred to me, in that basement apartment I had shared with Reed in that other life, my face aglow from my laptop screen, and the light chattering and tittering that rose up from the couch on the other side of the long room down there.

But  of  course,  it  was  an  entirely  different  situation  now.  I  went  back  in  my mind and tried to put myself back in my “office” in the basement I shared with Reed,  perhaps  to  communicate  with  myself  back  then,  perhaps  to  tell  myself what it becomes in time — the annoying alpha male roommate in that oppressed basement  with  his  string  of  squealing  girls  becomes  replaced  with  three  nubile sirens on a private island all to ourselves.

Claire — the first one, the one who first tore me out of that previous world of introverted,  beta-shame  and  annoyance  —  as  though  reading  my  mind,  pushed herself up from the couch, stepped over the dark floor toward me, and wrapped her hand, cool and smooth, around my wrist. Kiera and Jessica, their faces lit up by  the  show  on  the  screen  on  someone’s  laptop  on  the  coffee  table,  their  eyes glinting,  looking  over  at  me,  smiled  and  tilted  their  heads,  and  looked  back. They knew what was on Claire’s mind. It was fine.

She didn’t yank me — she hardly even pulled me. She merely urged me with her  fingers  around  my  wrist,  and  like  that  she  lead  me  up  out  of  my  chair  and down the hallway of the converted container to the four bedroom doors at the far end.  The  standard  of  luxury  of  that  shipping  container  was  about  equivalent  to that  of  the  basement  apartment.  And  my  bedroom  that  she  opened  the  door  to was about the same size, too, with a similar level of minimalist — even zero — decoration. In that sense, I had come no distance at all since the time I shared the basement apartment with Reed.

Nor  did  what  happen  with  Claire  in  the  container  accommodation  differ meaningfully from that first night with her in my basement bedroom. The door was closed the same way. The lights were put out the same way, too. She pulled her loose sweater up and over her head and tossed it behind her and fluffed her blonde mane in much the same way as well. She even undressed me where I lay immobilized  on  my  bed  on  my  back,  chuckling  to  herself  the  same  way, struggling to pull my clothes away from me, fighting to undress me.

She  knelt  on  my  bed,  swung  a  knee  over  my  lap,  and  arched  in  her  back  to reach with her arms folded behind her until the tension in the cups of her bra and the tiny ribbon joining them in the middle slackened and fell forward from her chest.  She  collapsed  her  shoulders  around  her  chest  the  same  way  as  the  first time, and she shrugged and shook her tosro to make the satin shoulder ribbons fall down her arms the same way, before she twisted on my lap to search behind her for a chair at which to toss her white bra, also the same way.

I reached with both hands up to her bared chest that she proudly shook at me, chuckling, and I felt her breasts fill my palms, warm and soft and smooth. She clasped her hands over my hands and pressed me to her body harder. She sighed and smiled and lifted herself on her knees, easing her groin up off my lap, and she dragged her pussy lips, hot and oozing, lightly up the underside of my cock where it strained hard under her.

We didn’t talk, just like the first time, too. She slipped her knees wider apart on  my  bed  and  she  forced  her  pussy  down  over  the  head  of  my  cock.  She engulfed me within her, and she emitted a single, high-pitched and whining cry up  to  the  ceiling.  Her  fingernails  curled  into  the  skin  of  my  shoulders  and  her hair  swept  over  my  chest.  She  dropped  down  into  a  crouch  over  my  body,  she curled her spine in, she thrusted her hips against my hips, and she smothered my mouth with her mouth.

The  bed  was  too  close  to  the  wall  and  it  started  to  bang  against  it.  The container  was  set  up  uncertainly  on  cinder  blocks  and  the  whole  thing  rocked. Claire either didn’t realize it or didn’t care. She rolled over and pulled me over her  as  she  went,  and  she  dug  her  nails  into  my  ass  and  shoved  her  body  up  to slam into mine as I came down into her. She locked her ankles around my back and  snaked  her  arms  around  my  neck.  Her  whole  body  strained  so  hard,  she lifted  herself  from  my  bed  entirely,  and  she  hung  from  my  body  on  my  hands and  knees,  so  that  I  fucked  her  with  a  loud  slapping  sound  as  her  body  swung from me like a pendulum. 

She  wanted  to  try  what  I  was  doing  earlier  and  she  dashed  to  my  window, flung it open, and hung her entire upper body out the side of the container. It was dark outside now and the stars were out, the moon lit up the river, and the trees rustled  with  annoyed  sleeplessness.  I  stood  behind  her  body  where  it  quivered before me, outlined thinly in sliver moonlight, her back undulating in waves, her feet spreading on the floor, pushed up on their straining toes.

“Come on!” she cried to the untouched forest around us.

I  poked  the  head  of  my  cock  at  the  apex  of  her  thighs  and  she  rammed  her body backward and slid her pussy up the length of my shaft. I fell into her and jolted her body and she cried out loud at the trees. I held her by the waist and she held  onto  the  frame  of  the  window.  Her  golden  hair  bounced  with  each  jolt  I threw into her pussy. I twisted her long strands into a rope and I wrapped my fist up in it and tugged on her.

She dropped her jaw wide open and bellowed out to the great outdoors. I tried to slow our pace — I wasn’t going to last — but she began to plow her hips back at  me,  and  soon  I  was  the  one  merely  receptive  to  her  aggresively  fucking, standing still behind her as she drove her ass into my groin. I shivered, I held my breath,  and  I  gritted  my  teeth.  But  her  pussy  squeezed  me  and  it  undulated around me. I stood no chance.

I came inside her. She gasped and fucked me all the harder, corkscrewing her pussy down the length of my cock and grinding her ass into my hips. I gushed from her and ran in glistening white rivulets down the insides of her thighs. Her pussy  contacted  so  hard,  it  hurt  me.  Her  release  was  full  and  debilitating.  She slid down between me and the wall and I caught her just in time to guide what was left of her life onto my bed where we collapsed together and breathed hard and started laughing.

We  came  out  to  clean  up  in  the  bathroom.  We  tried  to  sneak  across  the hallway, but Kiera and Jessica were still up watching a show. “Jesus, you guys!” Kiera called to us through the dark. “You were spilling my tea!”

Claire  laughed  and  darted  through  the  door  and  straight  into  the  shower.  It wasn’t big enough for two, this one, so I wrapped a towel around my waist and went back to the common room to wait my turn.

“I’m surprised you didn’t kill her,” Jessica said.

“Never you mind,” I said to her. “Your time is coming.”

Kiera snorted tea out her nose and burst out laughing.

“You promise?” Jessica said, and she exaggerated her blinking eyes at me.

“No one’s going to get any sleep around this place, knowing the way you go at him,” Kiera said, and she shook her head and tsk’d-tsk’d her.

“You play so innocent,” Jessica said, and she pushed and rocked Kiera’s body with her bare foot pushing into her side. “But you’re the noisiest of us all.”

Kiera turned to me. “Who is the noisiest?” she said.

“You’re all the noisiest, each in your own way,” I said.

Jessica laughed. “You’ve learned how to bullshit too, since we first hooked up with you,” she said.

Saturday was hard and frustrating out in the field of “the lab.” The supervisor showed up exactly on time and took them through the routines. But the readings were hard to ascertain, the trails were overgrown since last year, and the amount of  information  they  needed  to  take  in  and  retain  was  too  much.  I  felt  again  — and I told them this — that it had about it the sense of a test, to see if they were going to be able to hack it.

“You’re passing,” I said to them. “That’s what you need to remind yourself.”

Saturday night, after a hard day, a few tears, and a good dinner, the supervisor gone, they all plopped down on the couch and stared at the screen exhausted and watched a show with disinterest. I sat at the kitchen table that was at one end of the common room and worked on my own papers and research and notes.

Jessica, her black hair shimmering in the dark room and hugging her face with her curved bob cut, got up from the couch and slowly, waveringly, stepped over toward  me.  She  glanced  over  her  shoulder.  Kiera  and  Claire  didn’t  seem  to notice.

“Um,”  she  said  nearly  inaudibly.  She  bent  over  at  the  waist  and  cupped  her hand over my ear. “Are you busy right now?” she said quietly. She didn’t  wait for  an  answer.  She  bit  her  lip,  she  glanced  over  her  shoulder  again,  and  she pulled my hand in hers and widened her eyes. She took me to my room.

She closed the door and pressed my back into it, leaning into me. She held my wrists above my head, pinning them to the door. “I wasn’t  going  to,”  she  said, and  then  she  shrugged.  She  used  her  free  hand  to  push  down  my  drawstring jogging pants, and then my shorts below. My cock was already awakened and it sprang up into her cool hand. “I tried my hardest to wait,” she said. She slipped her body down the front of my body and groaned like it was me feeling her up, not  the  other  way  around.  Her  mouth  sank  down  over  my  cock,  but  it  didn’t close yet around me — I could feel only her heat and breath. She knew she was teasing me, too, and she chuckled before closing her mouth around my cock.

She bobbed on me on her knees. Her black shimmering hair wavered forward and  back  in  time  with  her  body  thrusting  on  her  hips  forward  and  back.  She emitted what sounded like cries from deep in her throat. She got up and turned me  around  and  pushed  me  backward  until  I  stumbled  over  the  side  of  my  bed and crashed down on my back. I kicked off my pants and shorts and tugged my t-shirt up and over my head.

She  stood  with  her  feet  spread  on  the  floor  facing  me.  She  tugged  open  the button  of  her  blue  shorts  with  exaggerated  tugging  and  she  let  them  fall  down her legs and crumple around her feet. She opened the buttons of her stretching, short-cut top and her bare chest popped out of its tight embrace, there being no bra. She grinned, she curled her bottom lip in between her teeth, and she bent at her knees and waist to hook her thumbs in the waist of her thong-cut panties, and she pushed them down and off her legs.

I  never  knew  Jessica  to  be  shy  in  the  bedroom  —  unless  we  count  the  first time. Then, it was her taking the initiative too, and I remember thinking it was an odd  combination,  showing  shyness  on  one’s  face,  and  boldness  in  one’s  body. Naked,  she  lifted  her  knees  one  at  a  time  onto  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  she walked  on  her  knees  up  over  my  reclining  body,  pushing  me  down  off  my elbows as she came up over me. She planted one hand on the pillow beside my head, and with her other hand, she drew her fingertips and then only her nails up and down the soft, fragile skin of the shaft of my cock.

“Do you remember?” she said.

I narrowed my eyes. It wasn’t the first time I was struck by the apparent mind-reading they all did on me since we had come out to the island.

“You put me in a trance,” I said. “You were in a trance, too.”

“Uh-huh,”  she  said.  She  knelt  up  high  over  my  hips  and  pulled  my  cock  up under  her,  pushing  and  pulling  the  head  forward  and  back  through  the  dewey cleft  of  her  pussy  lips.  Strings  of  pussy-saliva  stretched  between  her  glistening and full lips, and the head of my straining and heaving cock. “Something about that night . . . “ she intoned in a breathy groan. She sank her pussy down to fit herself  over  the  head  of  my  cock,  and  she  let  go  to  lean  forward  on  locked elbows and spread her hands into the wall over my head.

I wrapped my hands around her waist and watched my fingers travel up over the  ridges  of  her  ribs,  and  spread  out  over  the  underside  of  her  breasts.  Her whole body heaved over mine like the deep slow swells of the mid-ocean. Her pussy enveloped my cock until her pelvic bone pressed down into mine, and she pitched, yawed, and surged on me rhythmically and ceaselessly.

I grunted and took her breasts in my palms and squeezed. High above me, she sucked  a  breath  in  sharply  and  dropped  her  chin  down  as  her  head  fell  back.  I gazed  from  her  bobbing  black  waves  of  hair  down  over  her  transcendent  face and  straining  neck,  to  her  heaving  chest  and  clenching  midsection,  and  further down and into the shadows of her abdomen and finally her trough. The lips, full and ripe and oozing, gripped the girth of my straining shaft, clasping and trailing as  her  hips  pulled  up  until  the  ridge  of  the  head  of  my  cock  appeared,  glinting with  saliva  in  what  there  was  for  light  coming  through  the  window,  and  they folded down again and in as she corkscrewed her hips down over my groin, and plunged  me  up  into  her  highest  hidden  reaches  inside.  She  dropped  her  mouth further  open  and  gasped  with  what  might  have  been  heard  as  pain  to  someone with  an  ear  pressed  to  the  door.  Except  for  how  it  was  repeated  over  and  over until both our minds were transported by it into the netherworld that encloses us when the pleasure peaks but does not subside.

She  moved  on  me  just  fast  enough  to  keep  me  from  a  relieving  descent,  but not one beat faster to send me over the top. I felt like a man leaning forward over a cliff in a stiff, steady wind buffeting him back enough to keep him in stasis to the  point  of  singularity-like  focus.  I  managed  to  crack  one  eye  open  enough  to look up at the heaving, twisting body over me to find on Jessica’s face the same rapturous  expression  I  must  have  worn.  She  held  me  in  the  same  tenuous  grip she was held in. The room, the container, the island, and the planet all seemed to fall  away,  and  even  gravity  seemed  to  lose  it’s  slippery  grip  on  our  joined  and lightly  heaving  bodies,  so  that  we  seemed  to  float  up  into  the  starry  night  sky, there being nothing in the entire universe but our breath, her high-pitched moans, and the transcendent sensation of pure, disembodied pleasure.

But there was a peak, there was a closing of the light, a gathering of the knots of muscles inside both of us that we knew meant there was a limit to how long this  could  be  sustained,  this  moment.  Her  body  clenched  increasingly  harder down on mine. My muscles went harder and strained more under hers, and my body  pushed  increasingly  rougher  up  into  hers.  Something  had  to  give.  Our breaths were both becoming too rapid and our body heat too high.

Finally, she grimaced hard across her face, clenched her eyes shut, and bulged in  her  neck  muscles.  She  bellowed  like  someone  giving  birth  to  a  basketball.  I was right there with her, my body hard as a beam of oak, my fingers clenching the  sheets  tight  enough  to  shred  them.  Together  we  shuddered  on  the  pointed peak  of  pure  pleasure,  and  we  remained  still  as  a  vertical  rock  balanced  on  a vertical  rock,  held  in  that  unmoving  moment,  massive  weights  teetering  over into  near  collapse  with  the  slightest  of  breezes.  She  stopped  moving  on  me, stopped breathing, stopped living. I too shimmered on the edge, locked inside a paralyzed body, every nerve in my being stuck on open, my mind flooded with electrical shorts.

We  both  shivered  with  our  heads  on  our  stiff  necks  only  once  and  only slightly,  but  the  cap  had  struck  and  the  fuse  had  lit.  She  inhaled  suddenly  and sharply through even the tops of her already full lungs, and my shoulders shot up and  my  back  arched  high.  She  howled  and  I  felt  warmth  flow  down  over  my cock. Her pussy clenched my shaft and held me back a moment longer, though I had already lost my own control. She shuddered deep and hard, and I exploded under tremendous pressure up inside her. The release we both felt made us shed our bodies and explode like light filling a big banging universe.

Sound came back on, we re-inhabited our bodies, and the sensations of touch and  vision  returned.  We  humped  madly  at  each  other’s  exhausted  and  jellied frames,  thrashing  each  other  like  rugs  hung  on  the  line  and  beaten  with  sticks, crying out loud and tearing at each other’s hair and limbs. She finally fell down off  of  me  and  we  both  huffed  and  puffed  on  our  backs,  drenched  in  sweat  and unable to move or talk. We both started laughing and we couldn’t stop.

She finally stirred herself enough to push up from my bed, and she wavered up onto her feet, steadied herself a moment and snorted, before she staggered out my  door  to  the  bathroom.  I  went  to  the  bathroom  after  I  heard  her  come  out, washed  myself,  and,  exhausted,  collapsed  back  onto  my  bed  and  fell immediately into deep sleep, my mind emptied, my limbs drained.

At three in the morning or thereabouts, I rolled over and bumped into the back of a nude body. I didn’t open my eyes and only vaguely recalled that Jessica left for the bathroom, but I couldn’t remember if she came back to my bed or not. I wrapped my arms around the body and pushed myself up against it and drifted in and out of consciousness.

She  slipped  her  leg  up  and  back  over  my  hip.  Her  hand  felt  around  between her legs and behind her ass. My cock, stirring again, grew in her softly tugging hand. I couldn’t open my eyes if I tried. She arched in her back, curled her hips back, and slipped her pussy lips down over the head of my cock, and down the shaft.

I held her hips and started as though on autopilot to curl my hips forward and plunge my cock into her. I was still mostly asleep. Her body pushed back against mine, forcing me deeper and harder into her. She pushed so hard I fell over onto my back, and she followed me over and laid on top of me on her back. Her hair covered my face. Her body squirmed and writhed over mine. Her fingers tickled the underside of my cock where it came out of her, and she played with my balls.

My mind was swirling but my body took over. She pushed herself up and sat on  me  reverse  cowgirl  style,  and  pushed  her  legs  and  feet  under  and  out  from her, so that she held herself up on her knees and gripped her hands around my thighs  with  her  arms  straight  down,  her  elbows  locked.  In  that  position  she twerked her body and pounded me into the bed under her.

It  was  her  cries  that  made  me  pop  one  eye  open  and  blink  it  hard,  trying  to gain focus on the undulating mane of brass-toned hair that cascaded down over the small, round, and high-poking shoulders, and down the waving and writhing and  toned  back.  It  wasn’t  Jessica  at  all,  I  suddenly  realized.  It  was  Kiera.  She must have crept into my bed without me knowing.

I blinked open both eyes and raised my head up from my pillow to see Kiera’s hips  and  ass  bend  sharply  and  slam  hard  down  into  my  groin,  and  to  see  my cock,  hard  and  slippery  from  her  juice,  emerge  and  sink  deeply  into  her  again, her foaming, draining pussy lips coating me all over.

She  made  herself  climax  on  me  and  again  I  came  apart  from  my  body  and watched it — felt it— like it was someone else’s as it convulsed, clenched down, and  exploded  up  into  her.  Kiera  laughed  lightly  and  twisted  around  to  find  me over her shoulder as she carefully lifted her body up and off mine. She kissed my cheek, whispered “sleep!” into my ear, and pranced off high on her toes and out of  my  room.  I  fell  back  into  my  pillow  and  slept  even  more  deeply  than  I  had before.

I was last up in the morning and struggled, yawning, into the kitchen. Claire made coffee for me. I plopped down in a chair at the small kitchen table. Kiera threw  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  kissed  my  cheek.  “Morning  sleepy  head,” she said, and she mussed my hair with her hand and chuckled. Jessica put toast, fresh from the toaster with a pat of butter still melting on it, in front of me. “Eat, you  need  your  strength,”  she  said.  I  ate  and  drank  while  they  pushed  a  laptop around  the  table  from  one  to  the  other  and  discussed  how  to  attack  their  day’s work  and  how  to  cover  all  the  observation  points  and  who  should  collate  the notes.

“We’ll need to load up the boat right after we have lunch — say at 12:30 to get under way?” Jessica said.

I nodded. I already knew what it meant. Strip the beds, do the towel and sheets and  laundry,  sweep  and  vacuum,  shut  and  latch  all  the  windows,  make  lunch, stow everything in the kitchen away for the week, and get the bags and sample cases  down  to  the  boat.  All  that  while  my  three  girlfriends  traipsed  around  the island  far  and  wide  discharging  their  duties  and  closing  up  the  observation stations.  It  was  easy  work  now,  but  the  ten-week  haul  would  take  us  into  the harsh winds and rains of winter and good habits had to be built.

Claire went over the checklist at the container before I latched and locked the door.  She  went  over  the  next  list  before  I  stepped  off  the  purring  boat  and  up onto the dock to throw the ropes off the bollards. Everything in order, I stepped one  foot  on  the  edge  of  the  boat  and  pushed  off  with  my  other  and  picked  my way  climbing  over  their  legs  crowding  the  stern  and  took  my  place  in  the  seat with the wheel in one hand and the throttle in the other. Hesitating as I went over my own final mental checklist, I reefed back on the throttle, the boat shimmered and sank back-end down into the water, and the wake spurt flew up behind us as we  twisted  around  sharply  in  the  little  bay,  and  shot  off  upstream  toward  the wharf on the far, other shore.

With our course set, the weather fine, and the traffic on a Sunday afternoon at a late-season minimum, I twisted around and checked on the cargo stowed with straps and the three ladies spread around the bags and cases in drawstring pants and loose fluttering sweaters and jackets.

Their heads were all back, their eyes were all closed, and their hair was all set to whipping around their faces in the stiff river wind. Their expressions were all at peace — contented, I thought, was the best word. They were tired, obviously. But they were happy, and so, I was, too.

I turned back to poke my face high up enough to peer forward over the rising, crashing and splashing nose of the bow, and I wondered what the word was for being so pleasantly exhausted. But my mind inevitably wondered back in time, too,  to  Giordano  Bruno  and  those  stakes  and  fires,  and  their  quandaries  back then, of orbits and order and points of view, and I wondered if this feeling could go on forever, the feeling I had just then.

But that feeling was fleeting. I made out three tall and wide figures looming on the wharf — and arms pointing toward us as we flew toward them over the river between us.
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