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“Company,” I shouted over my shoulder to Claire, Jessica, and Kiera. They lifted  their  heads  from  the  headrests  around  the  boat  cockpit  behind  me  and gathered their flying hair and squinted into the wind.

“Oh  my  god,  is  that  Reed  and  BB?”  Jessica  said.  She  always  sneered  and chuckled when she or anyone mentioned them.

“And Jim, looks like,” Kiera said.

“Jim,”  Claire  repeated  after  her,  and  she  shook  her  head  and  snorted.  “I thought he was going to die on that deck outside the patio doors at the resort,” she said.

I  cut  the  motors  and  drifted  us  sideways  bobbing  over  our  own  waves  and  I kicked  overboard  the  three  bumpers  and  nudged  us  up  gently  to  the  dock.  I tossed  the  bow  lead  at  Reed  who  caught  it  but  stood  there  staring  at  it  in  his hands. “Round the bollard,” I said, “over, under, over.”

He  didn’t  know  how,  but  I  didn’t  want  to  embarrass  him.  Jim  was  no  better with the stern lead. I fixed the ties later when no one was on the wharf. No need to  make  them  feel  bad  about  themselves.  It’s  not  like  they’d  ever  need  to  help me with those things again. Or so I said to myself in my mind.

Claire stood one foot up on the side of the boat waiting for any of Reed, BB, or Jim to notice she was holding out her hand inviting one of them, any of them, to assist her and Jessica and Kiera behind her up onto the dock. Finally BB clued in  and  he  lurched  forward,  grinning  with  pride  for  solving  the  riddle.  Claire rolled her eyes, unseen.

I  caught  Reed’s  eyes  and  gestured  with  my  head  tilting  sideways  and  he clicked in too, after a few moments, and darted over to Jessica and took her hand and lead her up, too. He beamed as he took her hands in his and helped her. He was feeling useful. He was doing something helpful.

Jim shoved Reed at his shoulder and BB sneered and chuckled. BB made eyes at  Reed  as  though  to  say,  “round  one  to  you,  sir!”  Reed  and  BB  couldn’t  stop beaming. Jim got to help Kiera up.

I handed up the first of several heavy tubs of equipment to whoever of the big, strong football playing boys was most able to first notice me and the tubs behind me. We couldn’t leave expensive  things on the  island — there  was no security when we weren’t there. One of them finally clued in.

I understood the delayed reaction, though. All three kept glancing at the three girls,  unable  to  tear  their  eyes  from  them.  The  girls  were  in  work  boots,  wool socks,  shorts  (white,  red,  and  blue,  as  it  turned  out),  plaid  flannel  shirts  and hoodies.  They  did  look  awfully  good.  Delectable,  even,  in  their  science fieldwork outfits, natural and robust.

“Too  many  of  them,  they’re  running  you  over,”  Jim  said  to  me  through  the side of his mouth. “One  guy  alone  can  never  control  that  many  girls,”  he  said, and  he  took  the  heavy  tub  from  me  like  it  was  a  block  of  styrofoam,  and  he sneered.  The  tub  weighed  my  shoulders  down  like  it  was  concrete,  by comparison.  There  was  no  denying  the  three  of  them  were  big  and  strong.  But hadn’t they been taunting me not too long ago about not having any girlfriends at all?

“Too many?” I said, unsure I heard him correctly. I spoke surreptitiously too, keeping up the ruse of secrecy.

“They’re taking advantage of you, brother, can’t you see?” Jim said.

“I  think  Callum  actually  likes  it,”  Reed  said,  coming  up  beside  Jim  to  help with the equipment tubs, keeping his voice private too — murmuring. “Getting pushed around like that by them.”

I shrugged, unsure how to respond. “I like I get pushed around by them, it’s true,” I said. I snickered to myself. I meant something else than what they meant — I meant literally.

“Told  you,”  BB  said,  nudging  Reed’s  shoulder  harshly  with  his  own.  “You might get laid, sure,” he said, sneering down at me below him and still rocking in the boat. “Not sure who’s boss in that house of yours, though,” he said, and he chuckled with exaggeration.

“Boss of the house?” I said.

“They  tell  you  what  to  do?”  he  said.  “I  saw  them  telling  you  what  to  do through the windows at that place,” he said. “Admit it.”

I heaved up the last of the tubs and Reed took it from me. “They do tell me what they like me to do, it’s true,” I said. “Can you bring the truck down, back it up?” I said to Jim, and I made to hand the keys up to him.

“Hut, hut!” he said, and he made to move like a short-yard receiver down the dock. I handed the keys to Reed instead.

“Go  long!”  Reed  said,  and  he  backed  up  a  few  yards  and  deked  and  dodged like  there  were  blockers  and  tacklers  arrayed  in  front  of  him,  and  he  long-bombed the keys to Jim who was in full sprint down the dock.

He caught them, thankfully, or someone was diving for them. It was a perfect throw.  They  were  athletic,  no  doubt  about  it.  But  after  Jim  backed  the  truck down  the  dock,  the  other  two  stood  there  staring  at  it.  I  had  to  spell  it  out  for them  that  the  truck  was  for  the  tubs.  To  put  the  tubs  in  the  back  of  the  truck. They  got  it,  finally,  and  they  heaved  them  up  and  over  the  tailgate  —  until  I lowered it for them, to make it easier. Alpha, I thought to myself. The version of software that’s still full of all the bugs. 

I  happened  to  have  three  beers  left  in  one  of  the  tubs.  I  pulled  it  open  and handed a bottle to each of them. “Appreciate it, guys,” I said. They all beamed like hungry children at a charity Christmas dinner, maybe in a Dickens movie.

“You guys are just using him,” Reed said up over his shoulder and behind him to  Claire,  Jessica,  and  Kiera.  They  finished  examining  the  tub  contents  and ticking  off  their  inventory  clipboards.  They  were  up  in  the  back  of  the  truck looming  over  the  three  boys  clustered  on  the  tailgate  below  them,  all  of  them twisted around and looking up at their bared legs and sucking long on the tilted necks of their beers.

“Of course we are,” Kiera said matter of factly. “I thought you understood that after Mexico,” she said. She let Jim help her down, wrapping his arm around her waist.  Claire  stepped  out  onto  the  tailgate  and  let  BB  help  her  down  the  same way,  throwing  her  arm  around  his  neck.  Claire  let  Reed  help  her  down.  She kissed him on the cheek and snuck a wide-eyed dart of a peek at me. We piled into  the  truck  and  I  waved  out  the  window  behind  me  at  the  three  of  them standing hip to hip on the dock watching, silently, sullenly, as I took those three girls away from them. I took my girls and the equipment home. I felt sorry for those guys.

We  took  turns  using  our  much  better,  warmer,  and  longer  showers  at  home, and one by one, they came up to my Bedouin attic oasis in their thick, soft, and warm robes, toweling their hair, kicking off their slippers, and lounging all over my huge bed.

“Do  we  use  you?”  Claire  said,  rolling  over  onto  her  stomach  and  propping herself  up  on  her  elbows.  I  was  half  sitting-up,  leaning  against  the  headboard behind me and half-reading a book.

“I  use  him  for  sure,”  Jessica  said  with  a  crooked  grin.  “But  pretty  sure  he doesn’t  mind,”  she  added,  and  she  snorted  and  pushed  her  hand  up  under  my robe,  and  squeezed  my  leg.  We  all  had  robes  on,  but  mine  was  thin  and  light. “You don’t  mind,  do  you?”  she  said  to  me  with  her  eyes  flashing  and  her  grin spreading  crookedly.  She  pushed  her  hand  up  further  under  my  robe.  Nobody had anything on underneath.

“Of course he doesn’t mind,” Kiera said with a grinning murmur. She pushed herself up and crawled on her hands and knees over my stretched-out legs, and she  hung  her  head  down  between  her  shoulders  and  nudged  her  face  at  mine until  I  lifted  it  from  my  book  for  her  to  kiss  my  lips.  “We  rescued  him  from those  three  mean  bully  alphas.  Remember  that  weekend  party  at  that  lake house?”

Everybody snorted at that memory.

“Do  we  order  you  around  too  much,  though?”  Claire  said.  She  ducked  her head down and pushed her soft lips around the head of my cock. I didn’t know it had  become  uncovered  from  my  robe  by  Jessica  pulling  it  aside.  It  was slumbering  and  soft,  but  it  quickly  became  hard  inside  her  mouth,  and  she chuckled, muffled, as it filled her. She often liked to take it in her mouth before it was stirred, and feeling it grow inside her.

“Gimme,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  pushed  her  face  against  the  side  of  Claire’s face and sank her mouth down over my cock. Claire wrapped her hand around the  base  of  my  cock  and  watched  closely  with  wide  eyes  as  Jessica  slowly, smoothly,  pumped  her  mouth  down  over  my  shaft  further  than  she  did.  Jessica was the one who loved taking me deepest — even into her throat.

“Do you feel ordered around too much right now?” Kiera said. She started to arch her back and lash her tongue around her lips. She dropped her mouth open close  to  my  face.  She  moaned  and  grunted  and  smiled  at  me  —  she  more  than the others seemed to love getting sexually expressive like that with me. “Does it turn you on being ordered around by those Alphas, Mister Beta?” she said, and she sucked shivering breath through her clenched teeth and pulled my robe open from my chest.

“Look at Kiera,” Jessica said, and Claire lifted her mouth from my cock to see what  she  meant.  They  both  wrapped  their  cool  hands  around  my  shaft  and chuckled  when  Kiera  started  waddling  forward  on  her  knees  and  opening  her robe to me.

“I  think  you  order  him  around  too  much,  Kiera,”  Jessica  said,  “making  the poor man eat you out virtually every night,” she said, and she sank her mouth all the way down my cock. I felt the vibration of her voice as she moaned deeply on me. I felt the head of my cock push against the back of her throat. More than the other two, Jessica could take it deeper like that. I think she was showing off. She liked it when her throat bulged with the head of my cock.

Kiera rolled off of me and laughed and pulled her open robe up over her hips and turned around. She got on her elbows and knees and pushed her back down to  raise  her  ass  up  at  me  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  “You  can  just  fuck  me  from behind,  you  don’t  have  to  eat  me  out,”  she  said  over  her  shoulder  to  me.  “If  I make you eat me too much.”

Claire  snorted  and  shook  her  head,  but  she  also  rolled  onto  her  elbows  and knees beside Kiera, and she arched her back down deeply and raised her ass up just  like  her,  too.  She  pulled  her  robe  up  over  her  hips.  “And  fuck  me  from behind  too,  please,”  she  said.  They  two  of  them  laughed  and  wrestled  tongues and  wriggled  their  asses  at  me,  pushed  them  higher  up  and  spreading  their cheeks.

Jessica  squealed  and  leapt  over  the  bed  to  tuck  herself  in  between  them  and she  arched  deeply  down,  raised  her  ass  up  like  Kiera  and  Claire  had,  and  with the other two, they laughed and all pushed themselves up at me.

“Fuck  us  all  or  none  of  us!”  Jessica  said.  They  laughed  and  peeked  at  me behind them. “We so order you!” she said.

“Yeah,  Beta!”  Kiera  squealed.  “Weakling!  Hen-pecked  sissy-man!”  she shouted, and she grinned, and her and Jessica started to kiss deeply.

“Are you even a man?” Claire said. They all laughed and choreographed their swaying,  open  pussies  at  me,  all  nude,  all  rubbing  together  hip  to  hip  to  hip. Kiera  reached  up  behind  herself  and  spread  her  pussy  lips  with  her  peace-sign fingers. Jessica squealed and followed suit. Claire did the same thing.

“Come on, little boy,” Claire said. “Fuck your girls like we ordered you to!” she shouted. They all squealed.

I  finally  pushed  myself  up  onto  my  knees  and  dropped  my  robe  off  my shoulders behind me. They weren’t just playing at it — all three pussies, Kiera’s, small  and  dark,  Jessica’s,  blonde  and  swollen,  Claire’s,  pink  and  perfect  — glinted in the dim light, glisten oozing from them, wetness coating their fingers.

“We  order  you!”  Kiera  said,  but  it  was  a  moan.  She  had  dropped  her  face down into the bedsheets. They were all rubbing themselves.

“We’re  so  cruel  to  him,  dominating  him  like  this,”  Jessica  said  to  her.  They both chuckled. “Come on, Cal,”  she said. “We’re going to use you again! Just like BB said we do!”

“Do we demand too much?” Claire said to me over her shoulder. She laughed — it wasn’t a real question. I cupped my hand around the spread of her cheeks and sank my middle finger into the pink lips of her sopping pussy. She dropped her head down and groaned long and loud.

I cupped my other hand around Kiera’s smaller and tighter spread, and pushed my  middle  finger  into  her  dark  and  smaller  pussy.  It  immediately  squeezed around my finger. I could feel it contract. She gasped and caught her breath and squeezed her eyes shut.

“Jesus, Kiera,” Jessica said, watching Kiera’s face from up close. I poked my erection at Jessica’s spread.

She  grunted  as  though  I  had  already  penetrated  her.  “Now,  Cal,  now!”  she groaned into her arms under her hung face.

“Me  first!”  Kiera  cried  out  loud,  and  she  reached  out  from  between  her  legs and grasped at me with her clutching fingers.

“No,  do  me  first!”  Claire  shouted,  and  they  all  squealed  and  bounced  their hips off each other. They all started clamoring for me to fuck them first, and they pushed their lifted and spread asses up higher at me and pushed each other away on their swaying thighs. All three pussies ran with dew, open and undulating at me, all three were spread wide and sticking up.

“I guess this is what those guys call being used,” I said. I penetrated Jessica’s pussy with the head of my cock. It folded around me like a glove fitting over a hand, sucking me in deeper. She was so wet, I was able to penetrate her tight and grasping  pussy  all  the  way  up  to  the  base  of  my  cock,  my  thighs  bumping  her arching ass.

“Fuck yeah!” she cried out loud.

“There’s too many of us girls for one lonely guy, isn’t there,” Claire said.

I  pulled  out  of  Jessica’s  grasping  pussy  and  pushed  the  head  of  my  cock, glistening  from  Jessica’s  pussy  saliva,  into  Claire’s  vibrating  pink  and  perfect pussy.

She  grunted  and  dropped  her  head  down.  I  took  her  hips  in  my  hands  and bumped her ass and jolted her body. I fucked her deep.

“We’re taking such rude advantage of him, aren’t we,” Kiera cried to Jessica. They kissed again, tongues and moans entwining.

I’d  noticed  that  more  and  more  lately,  the  two  of  them.  They  were  getting closer.  I  pulled  out  of  Claire’s  pussy  and  shifted  myself  over  to  Kiera’s  body, spread and contorting for me, twisting and torquing, her body begging. I teased the lips of her pussy with the wet tip of my cock, and she growled angrily at me. I  pushed  myself  into  her  and  she  squealed  and  inhaled  sharply  —  she  wasn’t expecting it like that.

I loomed high over her proffered body and dug my fingers into the bones of her hips and reefed her body backward over my shaft, bumping her ass hard and making her gasp with a little bit of pain, even.

“Fuck,  Callum!”  she  cried  out  in  a  tiny  voice.  “I  sure  like  dominating  you!” She made a fake chuckle or two, hiccuped by my hips bouncing on her ass. 

I  pulled  out  of  her  and  rammed  myself  back  into  Claire’s  pussy,  harder  and deeper than before.

She  lifted  her  head  and  dropped  her  mouth  open  and  exhaled  harshly.  “God damn it!” she moaned with her eyes clenched. “That’s good!”

I pulled out of her and re-entered Jessica’s pussy, slow, long, and deep. “Aw, shit!”  Jessica  cried  out  loud.  She  had  been  rubbing  herself  watching  Claire stretch  and  writhe  beside  her  and  wasn’t  expecting  me.  “I  see  what  you  mean, Kiera,” she said in a groan. “We use him so badly!” she sobbed. I held her hips in my hands the way I held Kiera’s hips earlier, and I bumped her body with my groin.  “Taking  advantage  of  him  like  this,”  she  simpered.  Her  voice  was hiccuped by my jolts the same way Kiera’s was.

I  pulled  out  of  Jessica’s  pussy  and  she  and  Kiera  laughed  and  kissed  more. When  I  entered  Claire’s  pussy  from  behind,  she  dropped  her  head  down  and gasped with a deep satisfaction. “Should we stop using you?” she groaned. “Are you being bossed around too much by all us girls?”

I chuckled and pulled back before sinking myself deeper into her pussy. Her pussy contracted and squeezed me. It felt like little fingers inside, stroking me, pulling on me. Her pussy was extraordinary that way.

Kiera and Jessica giggled and rolled around and ended up on their sides in a 69, kissing and licking and sucking on each other’s pussies. I fucked Claire from behind  and  she  pushed  her  fists  into  the  sheets  in  front  of  her  and  rammed  her body back at mine in turn.

“Are we the boss of you?” she squeezed out between breaths and moans.

Both  Kiera  and  Jessica  paused  going  down  on  each  other  and  laughed  from between each other’s legs. “Yes we are the boss of him!” Kiera shouted. Jessica laughed and pushed her over and got on her hands and knees over her body and she sank her hips down over her face and dropped her head down between her legs. Kiera laughed, but it quickly changed to moans.

I  watched  Kiera  and  Jessica  eat  each  other  out  beside  Claire’s  body  that  I fucked from behind. I reached down and tugged on Jessica’s hair. Kiera’s  hand pushed up my legs blindly and her fingers closed around the base of my cock. I fell  down  off  Claire’s  body  and  pushed  Jessica  off  of  Kiera  before  I  sank  my cock in her mouth and went down on her pussy, already soaking from Jessica’s saliva.

Claire pushed up onto her knees, and Jessica and her hugged and necked and, on their knees, pushed their nude bodies together.

I fell back into the pillows but Kiera followed me up and down, and straddled me  and  pushed  her  pussy  down  my  cock  and  rode  me.  Jessica  straddled  me behind her and pushed her up until, laughing, she caught my cock with her own pussy, and she sank down on me. It was Claire, though, who, pushing Jessica off the  same  way  she  had  pushed  Kiera  off,  jumped  on  me  and,  fighting  the  other two  off,  all  of  them  laughing  and  flailing,  her  pussy  contracted  too  hard,  too rapidly  around  my  shaft,  and  I  was  unable  to  stop  myself.  I  ejaculated  by surprise into Claire’s pussy so hard, I nearly passed out.

“I win!” Claire shouted, and she pumped her fist in the air and laughed. My cum dribbled out of her pussy. All three girls laughed and got up and pulled their robes back on.

“Poor  man,  so  used  by  his  girlfriends,”  Jessica  said,  and  she  gave  me  a sympathetic kiss on the cheek. I was too exhausted to react.

Everybody  sank  into  their  own  world  the  way  we  often  did  up  there,  after fucking  and  sprawling  all  over  the  bed.  Moments  of  silence  followed.  It  was often like that, everyone satiated.

“That  island  beside  our  island,”  Kiera  said.  “It’s  almost  the  exact  same  size and shape, only in reverse. Funny that,” she said.

Jessica pulled it up on her phone. “Same but opposite. Look at it in satellite. Is that crap all over it?” she said.

“Oh  my  god,”  Claire  said,  leaning  up  against  the  pillows  piled  into  the headboard beside me. She showed me her phone. You could see built structures in  collapse  on  the  twin  island,  what  could  be  barrels  of  who  knows  what,  and spools,  heaps  of  what  appeared  to  be  chunks  of  broken  concrete,  and  even straight-up heaps of garbage erupting from old green bags.

“Invasive species all over it, too,” Kiera said. She had become the expert on deciphering the colors and patterns of invasive species.

“It’s  our  island  in  an  alternate  world,”  Claire  said.  “The  exact  opposite  of pristine and untouched.”

“Unnatural, compared to our natural island,” Claire said in a low, thoughtful tone.

“It has to be restored,” Kiera said.

“That,” Claire said, “would be way too much work for us.”

“But we have the model of what it should be, right beside it,” Kiera pointed out.

“One  island  is  in  its  natural  state,  clean,  beautiful,  the  other  in  the  most unnatural state imaginable, dirty, ugly,” Jessica said.

We didn’t talk about it anymore that night. The next day, a Monday, we had our usual lunch meeting with the supervising professor to go over the weekend’s work, review the problems, and direct the mission for the next weekend. That’s when Kiera, who seemed most affected by what we discovered about the state of the twin island, mentioned her idea that it should be restored.

“There’s a grant for that,” the professor instantly said. He was casual about it, like something everyone knew.

We all recoiled back from him. We didn’t expect anything like that.

“Yeah,”  he  said.  “A  joint  college,  city,  state,  and  even  federal  grant,  but nobody’s put anything up for it for years. It’s a shame.”

“Nobody wants the grant?” I said.

He  shrugged.  “Too  complicated  to  satisfy  the  prerequisites,  I  think  is  the general  take  on  it,  and  because  it’s  four  different  authorities,  nobody  feels  like changing it,” he said. “It’s got a lot of hoops.”

“When do applications close?” I said.

He laughed. “Actually some time around now,” he said, “if I remember.” He spun  his  laptop  around  to  himself  and  went  searching  for  the  webpage.  He frowned at his screen and snatched up his phone, checking the date. “Today!” he said and he laughed. “Too late, I guess.”

“Why too late?” I said.

“You can’t pull an application together in a day!” he said, and he laughed. He looked around at his three science students like I couldn’t understand.

“But you said nobody has applied for years — so it doesn’t have to be a great application,” I said. “There’s no competition.”

“Well,  that’s  technically  true,”  he  said,  squinting  his  eyes  at  me.  “There  are required parts, though, for sure,” he said.

We all started to call up the web page and go over the details. There were a lot of parts, like he said. But there were four of us.

“We need a department head to sign off on it,” Jessica said, reading from her phone.

“I  am  that  department  head,”  the  professor  said.  “I  hereby  sign  off  on  it.  So that’s one down.” 

“We need someone in Environment at State House to sign off on the budget,” Jessica next read out loud.

The  professor  laughed.  “That’s  a  phone  call,”  he  said.  He  turned  to  me. “Person in charge of environment at State House is my former PhD student,” he said.

“And we need a committee, one from city, one from state — your student, I guess  —  one  from  the  college,  you  I  guess,  and  one  from  the  federal  side,” Claire said.

“Does it say how often it must meet?” the professor asked her.

“Just says it must be formed.”

He  chuckled  again.  “Pro  forma.  That’s  a  simple  one-time  group  text,  more than likely,” he said. “Like, one meeting,” he said to me.

“Oh!”  Jessica  said.  “And  it  needs  a  crew  —  it  needs  to  be  a  job  creation thing,” she said.

The  professor  squinted.  “A  small  island  in  the  river,  restoration  project,”  he said. “So, what is that? Physical labor, lifting, carrying, piling up shit, dragging it out, shoveling, tearing out invasives,” he paused. “Hard, manual labor — and done with care, can’t disturb things, need to know what to cut out, what to leave alone,”  he  said.  “Like  three  people,    maybe?”  he  said.  “Strong  and  ready  to work, able to take orders,” he said. “Do you know three people like that? Who could work with a minimum of supervision? Maybe students, would be good.”

We all looked at each other and it took three full beats before we all erupted in peels of laughter. Of course we knew three guys like that!

“Invite Reed, BB, and Jim to the campus pub for lunch,” Claire said, kicking me. “Let’s go down and see.”

“I’ll make some phone calls,” their professor said. “But none of you,” he said, looking in turn at Claire, Jessica, and Kiera, “can be supervisor for the project,” he said. “Internship rules won’t allow it.”

“Does that apply to Callum?” Claire said.

He  looked  over  at  me  as  though  my  face  had  the  answer.  “No,”  he  said, finally, thoughtfully. “That could work out fine,” he said. “If you can manage a project  like  that  —  the  interns  can  inspect  it  for  plants,  the  work  on  the invasives,  that  sort  of  thing,  but  supervising  the  general  work,  arranging  the supplies, managing the safety,” he said to me. “You can do that.”

I looked over at Claire, Jessica, and Kiera in turn and I could not keep the grin from pulling up the corners of my mouth. “I certainly can supervise them,” I said with  a  nod.  Kiera  had  to  duck  her  face  to  keep  from  bursting  out  laughing. Jessica kicked her, but she was also about to erupt.

We went down the quiet, carpeted hallway of the faculty office tower toward the elevators. “You guys get us a table,” Claire said to Jessica and Kiera. “We’re just  going  to  check  something,”  she  added,  and  she  tugged  my  arm  back  and stopped me. “We’ll call the boys!” she said, too.

Jessica  and  Kiera  both  rolled  their  eyes  and  shook  their  heads  at  Claire,  but they walked on. Claire pulled me into the private bathroom in the hallway of the office tower and locked the door behind me. She grinned up at me, she pushed me backward until I leaned into the edge of the counter, and she kissed my jaw, my neck, and then a trail down my body. She dropped to her knees.

The  bathroom  was  pristine  and  “executive.”  I  gripped  my  hands  around  the edge of the counter and looked down at the top of Claire’s head.

“I  just  had  to,”  she  said,  facing  the  front  of  my  jeans,  and  she  opened  the button, peeled the panel aside, and yanked down my shorts. The cool air hit my cock and she gently lifted it from where it slumbered in its lair. “It turns me on, the beta ordering the three alphas around,” she said, and she snaked her tongue around and under my cock and she looked sideways up at me and snorted gently.

I combed my fingers through her hair and clutched a fistful of it and pulled on it. She liked that, I knew. She moaned abruptly and pushed her mouth over the head  of  my  cock.  It  strained  to  full  hardness  and  length  and  girth  inside  her warm, wet mouth.

We heard faculty profs stroll by outside, talking the way they do, laughing the way  they  do.  Claire  moaned  on  my  cock  and  whipped  her  tongue  around  the underside of it and sucked hard enough on it to collapse her cheeks. She leaned her head back and smiled and flashed her eyes up at me. “Can’t take too long,” she said. “Cum in my mouth?”

I nodded, unable to talk.

“I am so glad I get to order you around like that,” she said, and she went at me with  her  mouth,  corkscrewing  her  head  and  lashing  her  tongue  at  me  like  she didn’t want me to last a second longer.

She knew my body I guess as much as I had come to know each of theirs. In moments  I  was  on  the  brink.  Seconds  later,  I  was  erupting  into  her  mouth, spilling  myself  out  her  lips  and  down  her  chin.  She  moaned  hard  and  sucked harder. She swallowed all I shot in her mouth, and quickly she bounded up, she wiped the back of her hand over her mouth, and tucked my spent cock back into my pants.

“Such a beta!” she said, and she chuckled, she tapped the front of my pants, and she unlocked and opened the door. She took my hand in hers and sped me behind her to the elevators. “You do let us push you around too much,” she said, and she laughed.

I phoned Reed on the elevator and told him to get Jim and BB and meet me in the pub. He was reluctant at first. “Me and Claire, Jessica, and Kiera,” I said. He instantly got off the call to get hold of his friends.

“What do we know about environment restoration?” BB said, screwing up his face and looking up from the satellite image of the island Kiera showed him.

“We’ll be supervising the work,” Claire said. “Tagging the invasives to come out, mapping the areas you can’t walk on, that sort of thing,” she said.

“And  I’ll  tow  in  a  small  garbage  scow,  get  your  supplies  like  boots  and waders and stuff,” I said.

“Sounds  fucking  cool,”  Jim  said,  looking  up  from  Kiera’s  phone.  “Tearing shit out, throwing crap up on a barge.”

“Wet get to wear, like, hip waders?” Reed said, his eyes widening. “And get paid?”

“Easy money for you guys,” I said. “Good wholesome hard work like that.”

BB  sneered.  “That’s  not  hard  work,”  he  said,  and  he  chuckled  and  elbowed Jim. “Fucking stats is hard work.”

“And you’ll be doing something very good for the environment,” I said.

“Make up for all the times you pissed in the woods,” Jim said to BB and he elbowed him and laughed.

“Actually,” Kiera began, but I caught her eye and gave her a quick shake of my head.

“You guys in then?” I said.

“Fucking A,” Reed said. “When do we start?”

“Sign these,” I said, putting an iPad out in front of them. “Not sure how long the process will be.”

“This is,” Claire said to me, “the perfect time of year — before its too wet and cold,  but  before  spring  when  animals  and  insects  are  starting  to  lay  eggs  and make nests.”

They signed up readily. It was enough just knowing the three girls were going to be around, ordering them about. We rushed back to the professor’s office. He held his hands up to the heavens and shook his head with disbelief. “Your timing was good,” he said. “Everybody up each of the chains needed something on their year  end  reports.  There’s  a  meeting  to  formalize  it,  but  this  thing’s  a  go,”  he said. “Amazingly,” he muttered under his breath.

Friday,  I  ferried  the  three  girls  to  the  new  island,  or  Reid  Island  as  we discovered it was labeled on the maps. We learned ours was called Fox Island. I went  back  and  picked  up  Reed,  BB,  and  Jim,  and  brought  them  out,  too.  The seven of us toured the island to get the broad outline of what we wanted to do.

“These get dismantled,” Claire said, pointing at the overgrown and collapsed wood  sheds  that  were  rotting  away.  “So  tools?”  she  said  to  Jessica  who  was making a list.

“Crowbar,” I said, “sledge hammer.”

“Saw,” Reed said.

“Handsaw,” I said. “Everything by hand out here,” I said. “Less impact.”

“You’re looking inside in case there are bottles or containers,” Claire said to them. “You’re making sure there is nothing to spill, no chemicals. We have no idea what these were — but assume everything was industrial.”

“The barrels, too,” Kiera said.

“The barrels especially,” I said. “Drum wrench,” I said to Jessica. “You guys though  stand  back  when  you  open  them,  smell  for  fumes.  If  you  detect something, put the bung back in and we’ll get a testing kit before we move it.”

“Got it,” Reed said.

“How are they going to move the concrete chunks?” Claire said to me.

“Hand  cart,  I  guess,”  I  said.  “Stand  up  cart,  with  straps,”  I  said  to  Jessica.  I turned to Reed. “And  you  lay  down  ramps  with  planks  of  wood,  so  you’re  not laying deep grooves in the mud with the wheels,” I said.

“You serious?” he said, and he chuckled.

“The primary thing,” I said, “is gentle. Minimum disturbance. No damage to anything  —  no  turning  over  rocks,  no  removing  dead  tree  trunks,  no  cutting branches  out  of  the  way.  You’re  always  looking  for  a  way  around.  Even footprints should be minimized — planks down wherever there is soft ground.”

“It’s like some kind of gold heist movie,” BB said.

“The  goal  is  for  the  island  to  return  to  a  state  that  is  the  closest  possible  to undisturbed,” I said.

“And we’ll start to survey the flora,” Jessica said.

“Plants,” Kiera clarified for the three frowning faces.

“But same idea — if we tag something for removal, you’re carefully digging out  the  roots,  moving  slowly,  disentangling  with  other  plants.  It’s  all  about taking the time and moving carefully,” she said.

“The soft touch,” Kiera said.

“Spades,” I said to Jessica. “Branch cutters,” I added.

“We’re  going  to  train  you  on  how  to  remove  invasive  plants,”  Claire  said. “Power washer,” she said to Jessica. “For exposing roots without digging,” she said to me.

I  nodded.  “Going  to  be  a  lot  of  mud  flying,”  I  said.  “Goggles,”  I  said  to Jessica. “Three.”

“And face masks,” Kiera said. “Unless you guys like eating mud,” she said to the boys.

“We  play  natural  turf  football  in  the  winter,”  Reed  said.  “We  don’t  got  a problem  eating  mud,  right  boys?”  he  said,  and  they  al  laughed  gutturally  and slapped each other.

We managed in record time to get a barge tied up to a tree with a container on it  already  outfitted  for  three,  and  a  second  one  ready  for  loading  up  with  old concrete, abandoned barrels, garbage and organic waste from removed plants.

The boat could only carry four at a time, so I took the girls out to Fox Island first while the guys loaded their equipment down from the truck and got geared up, and then I took them out to Reid Island.

The Reid Island container didn’t have a kitchen or generators or food. I would prepare meals on Fox Island, bring the guys over for meals, and take them back to Reid after. It was Claire’s idea they had to sleep on their own island. “Don’t want  them  on  Fox,”  she  said.  “That’s  for  us.  Besides,  minimal  disturbance, right?”

“Better  for  them  anyway  to  really  get  to  know  their  island,  sleeping  on  it,” Jessica said with a shrug.

“They’re  like  that,  anyway,”  Kiera  said.  “They’re  going  to  love  being  out there roughing it without electricity or anything,” she said.

“Batteries,”  I  said,  and  I  shrugged.  “We  charge  them  up  at  home,  hopefully they  last  the  weekend  for  them,”  I  said.  “But  I  think  you’re  right  —  it’ll  be basically camping for them.”

“And glamping for us,” Jessica said, and she laughed.

I  reviewed  with  the  guys  the  plan  for  the  weekend.  We  decided  on  two-way radios to hail each other if anything happened, if someone got hurt or a question came up. “You all good?” I said.

Reed nodded, hands on hips, and he scanned around the shoreline behind him. Jim  and  BB  stood  similarly,  all  of  them  nodding.  The  work  that  day  and probably  that  whole  weekend  was  going  to  be  about  the  concrete  chunks someone dumped on the shore. They were all in their waders, ready to get wet and dirty.

I jumped in the boat and they helped push me back and off the sand and I fired up the motor, waved at them, and curled out into the river and up to Fox Island. I could  see  behind  me,  receding  into  the  shadows  and  foliage,  the  three  guys stooping and pushing and rolling the concrete up onto the cart for haulage to the barge. They took direction well, I thought.

I came up to the shore of Fox and tied the boat to the little dock and found the three  girls  sitting  on  a  log  going  over  a  plan  for  a  new  observation  post  they thought they could install behind a fallen tree.

“They all okay?” Claire said to me.

“All okay,” I said and I nodded. Hierarchies of power and control are funny, fluid,  and  multifaceted  things.  They  ran  me,  I  worked  for  them.  It  was  their internship,  their  island,  their  work,  and  I  was  an  assistant  to  that.  On  the  other island, it was the reverse: I was the boss.

But  the  three  guys  there  were  alphas  through  and  through.  I  got  better  work out of them making them think they ran the show on that island and that I was their assistant, their cook, their runner for supplies and tools. I let them pretend they  were  in  charge,  but  I  really  was.  And  on  the  girls’  island,  they  let  me pretend I was the one in charge, but they really were. And yet, were they?

Having supplied the boys with baked beans and bacon and kerosene for their lanterns where they hunched on milk crates around their gas fire outside in the cold,  I  motored  back  to  Fox  under  cover  of  night  and  stripped  in  my  room, showered, and came out to the common room in a towel to join the girls already naked and rolling around and laughing, waiting for me.

They climbed on me, they tugged on me, and they flopped around and kissed each  other  and  licked  and  sucked  on  anything  belonging  to  anyone  else.  We could see out our window the glow of the gas fire pit on Reid Island, and knew they could see the glow out the windows on Fox Island.

But what they couldn’t  see  was  Kiera  struggling  against  Jessica,  and  kissing and  licking  her  at  the  same  time,  having  a  play  fight  with  her  over  who  got  to plunge  their  pussy  down  my  shaft,  while  Claire  necked  with  me  and  climbed over my face, and like Kiera, pushed her bared pussy all over my mouth.

Or  how  Kiera  pushed  her  pussy  over  my  mouth  full  of  faux  jealousy,  while Claire  and  Jessica  fought  and  kissed  and  struggled  to  keep  their  pussies  driven down  the  length  of  my  cock.  Or  how  Jessica  ramming  her  pussy  against  my mouth  while  Kiera  and  Claire  rolled  around  and  together  sucked  my  cock, kissing  it  up  the  length,  laughing  and  popping  it  in  and  out  of  each  other’s mouths  until  I  spurted  and  sprayed  them  all  over  their  laughing  faces,  their tongues shooting out to catch it and lick it up off each other’s cheeks and chins.

We kept up the pretence of going to our own rooms at night, but inevitably, first one, then two, then all three, ended up in my bed naked with me. And then in the mornings, climbing out of that bed of warm flesh and kisses, bare breasts and  hot  mouths,  and  lazy,  freshly  morning-fucked  pussies,  I  made  their  runny eggs and buttery toast and dripping hot bacon, before I braced myself against the cold and the wind, fired up the motor, and sped off to Reid Island, to rouse the boys  awake,  too,  banging  on  the  outside  walls  of  their  metal  container  with  a stick,  and  feeding  them  their  stiff  and  hot  porridge  outside  sitting  on  the  cold, damp and rotting logs.

I  supervised  and  inspected  and  made  a  list  for  next  work,  and  tools  needed, before it was time to boil a pot of instant coffee on the gas stove outside in a tin pot set into the damp cedar chips and pine twigs, and flying off in a spray back to Fox to fix the girls their long espressos with their latte and pumpkin spice and hearts drawn on the foam.

To be fair, I couldn’t say which experience I liked more, cold and wet, sitting on  a  log  with  hands  cupped  around  a  metal  cup  filled  with  black  boiled  coffee staring at the heavy work ahead around us on the one island, or warm and dry, sitting in a cozy living room, sipping expresso-machine pod coffees and staring at  the  laptops  and  cameras  and  spreadsheets  of  data  spread  around  us  on  the other. And that’s a funny thing, isn’t it.

When  I  paid  the  boys  in  cash  on  the  end  of  the  dock  going  home,  as  they preferred it, they snickered like they all fucked me good. When I took the girls home, they laughed and squealed as I really did fuck them good.

“Good  times?”  Claire  asked  me  as  we  slumbered  after  a  particularly  robust and vigorous session in bed. I snorted, but she wouldn’t have known why. It was exactly  what  Reed  said  when  he  shoved  the  cash  I  gave  them  in  his  pocket. “Good times!” he shouted, and he high-fived me. 

“Yeah,” I said to Clare. “Awfully good.”


Other series

 

From Friendzone to Harem Zone

Nursing Students

Accidental College Harem

The Sub




Copyright

 

Copyright © 2023 Sandy Laine & PMI All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No  part  of  this  book  may  be  reproduced,  or  stored  in  a  retrieval  system,  or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Comments and queries: immedian@gmail.com


cover.jpeg
An/Accidental College Harem

Book 19: Twinislans

Sandy Laine






index-1_1.jpg
An/Accidental College Harem

300k 19: TwirTlsiams

Sandy Laine






