
        
            
                
            
        

    















The clouds piled up over each other to the south all day and by sunset, the sky was aflame with orange and ominous warning. I brought dinner down to Reed, BB, and Jim where they toiled on Reid Island, pulling up plastic sheets and other garbage half buried on the beach, and told them to double-check the ropes holding their container barge before the wind came to howl down the river.
“I’m sure they’re fine,” Reed said, and he snorted and grinned and waved me off.
“You should check them anyway,” I said, which I shouldn’t have. What I should have done was go out and check the lines myself. But I was tricked by his confidence. That’s the problem with the typical alpha confidence game: they get so good at convincing others, they even convince themselves.
“Storm is gonna hit hard tonight,” I said.
“You scare too easy, Beta,” Reed said, and BB and Jim, their faces in their bare and flat plastic plates of beans, smirked and snorted and slapped each other’s shoulders.
I motored the boat back to Fox Island and took the risotto and scallops off the stove that I had been preparing for Claire, Jessica, and Kiera, and served them on the bone china plates I’d wrapped in bubble wrap and brought over. “Storm coming tonight,” I said to them around the table.
“Should we be scared?” Kiera said.
“We’ll be okay,” I said. “I checked the lines.”
The wind began to sing and we could see whitecaps on the ripples in the river where it was getting whipped and thrashed. The line to the tree on shore was pulled so tight, it hummed with the wind. We pulled out the hideaway bed the couch turned into in the main room, put on a movie, and got into our flannel pjs.
Slouched along the back of the couch was Claire, Jessica, me, and Kiera, all in a row shoulder to shoulder to shoulder with the shared blanket pulled up to our necks. First Kiera and then Jessica snuck a hand over my hip and down under my pj bottoms. They found each other’s hand searching for and wrapping around my slumbering cock, and they both leaned forward over my chest and grinned and snorted at each other. Together they turned their faces back to the show and slowly, lightly, stroked my cock under the blanket in the tent my pulled-up knees formed.
Somebody said popcorn and I got up, pulled my bottoms up, and went out to the kitchen. Claire surprised me when I turned around from the stove, and she laughed and dropped down to her knees and pulled my pjs down to my thighs where they stretched between my legs. She lapped at my cock with her tongue, and with exaggerated enthusiasm, she pushed her chest up, pulled her top up, and stroked me between her squeezed breasts and poked at the head of my cock with her tongue where it emerged from between them.
When I came back to the hideaway bed, Kiera slipped under the blankets and bobbed her head in my lap, licking me like a popsicle while Jessica and Claire munched away on the popcorn.
The container we lived in rocked with a gust of wind and I re-assured the girls all was fine. They peered up from the blanket clutched around their chins and darted their alarmed gazes around, but soon settled back down more tightly around me than before. Jessica pushed the blankets off my lap and Kiera poked her head up from my cock and pushed it toward Jessica’s face. She sank her mouth down over my cock already wet from Kiera’s saliva and Kiera held it and watched her lick me and kissed her mouth when she came up from it.
Together they kissed up and down the length of my shaft, dragging their tongues down the soft, fragile skin and cupping their long, cool, and elegant fingers gently around my balls. Claire leaned over and necked with me while Kiera and Jessica played with my cock in their mouths.
Those two began to laugh and playfight, struggling against each other for access to my lap to sit in. Kiera won — or did Jessica let her? — and she lifted her hips over mine and sank down on me, rotating and undulating her body, taking me deep inside her pussy. “Mouth or pussy?” she said to me, biting her lip.
“He likes to cum in your mouth, silly,” Jessica said, and she turned to me, grinned widely, and stuck her tongue out. “I know you,” she said with squinting eyes.
Kiera began to ride me more forcefully, gripping the back of the couch behind my head and grunting over my shoulder and clenching her eyes.
“Look, Kiera’s going to cum,” Jessica said to Claire over her shoulder behind her.
Claire rolled her eyes and shook her head. She kissed her way down the front of Jessica’s body and pulled her pj bottoms out from her hips and half way down her thighs. Jessica gasped and arched in her back, surprised. She looked down her body as though it was hard to believe, and she watched Claire’s head work its way down between her thighs where she had pulled her knees up.
Jessica rolled her head over the back of the couch and toward me, and her and I kissed deeply, tongues wrestling, lips twisting, as Kiera gasped and whimpered riding me, and Claire moaned and cried, eating out Jessica.
“Cum with me!” Jessica said against my lips in a whisper. She arched deeper and grunted against my mouth. Kiera emitted high-pitched short, sharp gasps as she thrusted her hips harder into mine. She was close too. Her breasts, still obscured by her loose pj top, bounded into my face. I could feel her hard nipples through the flannel fabric of her top against my mouth. She arched deeper than Jessica. They both grimaced and strained in their necks and thighs. Everybody was losing their breath. The insole of my foot twitched and I clenched my eyes and teeth and tried my hardest to hold back. The whole couch shook from our overly-tensed bodies. A gust rocked the container on the barge and the rope howled and sang.
And then the two-way radio, our emergency connection with Reid Island and the boys downstream from us, crackled to life. “Callum! Callum! Come in Callum!” the voice came through scratchy and scared.
I eased Kiera off my hips and lifted her body high enough to extract my hard, long, and quivering cock from her grasping, sucking pussy, and I put her down beside Jessica. She cupped her hand around her pussy like a wound and simpered and sank down. Claire lifted her head from between Jessica’s legs. Jessica sucked breath and rolled her head back. Everything was interrupted right on the cusp.
I pulled myself up and dashed, nearly stumbling, to the counter in the kitchen where I had left the radio. “What’s up, boys?” I said.
“Callum!”  Reed’s voice said, filled with alarm. “Our container is moving!”
“Moving how?” I said. I thought he meant it was rocking from the wind.
“Lights are moving out the windows!” he said.
I frowned, unable to comprehend him, and I went over to our only window that looked toward the twin island. I had to squint and even open the window to see more clearly, it was so rain streaked. But sure enough, I could see the lights from inside the container as they moved through the inky blackness between us. Their barge had partially or maybe even fully come loose. The ropes had given way.
“You’re coming loose,” I said in a voice not fully grasping right away the deadly seriousness of what I was saying. “There’s a spare rope in the shed part of your container,” I said. “You need to loop it around a bollard on the barge and run up the shore and run it around the biggest tree there five or six times,” I said.
“How do we tie it around the bullocks thing?” he said.
I had showed them how to tie off so many times that even in the present emergency, I rolled my eyes. “Bollard, not  bullocks, I said, as if that mattered. “Around, then over, around again, then over and under, then tug the loose end tight. When it snugs up, it’ll tighten the rest.”
“It’s fucking windy out there!” he said.
“Then someone else runs up to a tree,” I said, ignoring his complaining, “and with the other end, run around the tree several times with it,” I said.
“We can’t run outside!” he said. “It’s crazy out there!”
I stared at the radio in my hand in disbelief. I looked again out the window up to Reid Island. Clearly one rope was gone and the other wasn’t going to hold them much longer. They might have been aces at following Xs and Os on a whiteboard and blocking a tackle blitzing from the side, but were any of those skills transferable to something in real life, and not drawn up for the gridiron game?
I looked at the hideaway bed. Claire, Jessica, and Kiera were gathered tightly together with the blankets pulled up around their chins. “You have to do something!” Claire siad.
She was right. Those boys may have been Alphas when it came to picking up ladies in the bars and clubs and talking shit on the sidelines at games and practice, but they were Omegas when it came to saving themselves in a real emergency. I told Reed to check his ropes earlier in the day. But they sneered and dismissed me as a frightened and weak Beta. And now look.
I yanked on my boots and a coat and I dashed out the door and straight into the brazen wind and lashing rain.
“Don’t leave us!” Kiera cried out loud.
“It’s dangerous out there!” Jessica shouted.
“Be careful!” Claire yelled.
I waved them off and I made my way to the boat and untied from the dock and fired up the motor. I was glad I had checked the fuel and the lines and the motor before the storm hit. I wasn’t anticipating a need for it that night, but preparation is never a wasted effort, is it.
The river current and the wind were with me, and the boat fairly flew half out of the water, skimming over the whitecaps toward Reid Island. Sure enough, the bow lead had come off and the barge, with their container on it, had swung around and out into the river. The stern lead was under heavy strain and the only thing keeping the barge, the container, and the three guys inside from mortal danger of being swept down the river into what uncontrollable hazards they might hit — bridge balustrades, rocks, wharfs? Other boats? The damage could be immense.
I found the lead coming off the stern behind them flying in the wind and caught it and tied it to a cleat on my boat. But when I tried to pull the bow of their barge around and back into place, my boat proved too weak against the wind and current to make much headway.
I got the two-way radio out of my chest pocket. “You need to get the longer rope out and tie it to the bollard!” I shouted into it. “Then toss the other end to me in the boat!” My plan was to let go the bow lead and take the longer rope back to the island and tie it to whatever tree I could reach.
“How do we tie it?” was the reply.
I clenched my eyes and steadied my breath. Then I used football play language and talked Reed into the method for tying a rope around the bollard. Just when I came up alongside them in the boat, the stern lead, under too much pressure, snapped. I ducked as it whipped over my head and flung itself like a snapping whip into the darkness beyond our lighting. Reed and BB stood staring down at me from the edge of their barge mortified at how close I came to being decapitated by it.
“Throw the rope!” I shouted. But they were both too frozen with fright. Rain stung my eyes and a gust nearly picked me up and threw me overboard.
“Throw the fucking rope now!” I shouted. They finally threw it but missed my boat, tossing it into the waves directly below them. I shoved the throttle forward and chased it. The barge was loose and floating away. Reed, BB, and Jim stood three abreast on the edge of the barge, useless, frozen, and uncomprehending about what was happening to them. It would have been a waste of time to suggest to them to gather up the rope and try to toss it to me again.
I found it in the howling darkness and pulled it up with a pike pole and tied it to a cleat on my boat. The barge was starting to make headway down the river, buffeted by the wind and carried by the current. I could see the three of them fading into the dark distance, three statues unable to think, act, or do something. Typical alphas, I thought. Of course — they live in a hierarchical universe where, if you aren’t giving orders, you’re taking them. Headstrong and forthright, they know north and south thinking. But they have no knowledge of the lateral dimensions to thought — they have no east or west thinking. Creativity is not the strong suit of Alphas. Without orders to shout or receive, they can’t move. They can brave all manner of wind, but they don’t know anything about bending with  it. I watched them face it bravely until I couldn’t see them anymore.
I motored hard to the shore and found a spot to beach the boat at speed, driving it up over the sand bar. I dashed off over the bow and dove through the thorny shrubs and stinging branches and spotted a thick-enough trunk at the top of the bank. Cutting myself to ribbons, I flew around the tree five times and tied the end off.
The rope, at once slack, suddenly sprang up and rinsed its water out as the tension on it from the departing barge made it hum like a guitar string. I got clear out of the way, not knowing if it would hold or snap. I got lucky with one snapped rope, I didn’t feel much like testing my luck again. The barge began to swing around on it. I darted through the branches and shrubs and down to the river just as the barge, held by its one rope tied to the shore of the mainland, swung alongside the bank and finally came to a stop.
I scrambled up the side of the barge, pushed the three staring and agape men out of my way, and found the other rope. I tied it to the stern bollards and jumped down to find another tree to tie that end to.
Having got it secured again both bow and stern, I shouted at them, “Come on!” and I helped them down off the side of the barge. I tested the two lines once again and decided it was secure enough for the night. The wind wasn’t too strong that close against shore and sheltered by the river bank, and the current was easier there, too. Still, I didn’t feel confident enough to trust life and limb to it. “Truck’s back that way, on the wharf,” I said to them, and I picked my way back up the shore to my boat. “Get home and come back in the morning.”
The radio crackled in my chest pocket. “Callum! Where are you!” I heard Claire’s voice on it. I found my boat and looked it over for damage before boarding it again.
“Just got the guys off the barge, sent them home in the truck,” I said.
“Thank god you’re there!” came her reply. “We were trying to get you for half an hour!”
I guess I didn’t hear them in all the rush of the storm and the emergency of the barge slipping away out of control.
“Heading back,” I said, relieved to soon be tucking back into a warm bed with the three of them. The thought of their three warm, naked bodies under the blankets on the bed contrasted with the cold, wet clothes stuck to my frame, and the lashing my face was taking from the wind and rain,  not to mention the stinging cuts in my arms and legs.
I pushed out into the river and fired up the motor. Pursuing the barge downstream with the wind was one thing. But turning into the wind and against the current to get upstream to Fox Island, especially when I got out into the main channel of the river, proved to be something else entirely. I pushed the throttle all the way down. The rooster flare of water out the back arched high. I looked over the side and saw a violent wake spreading out both sides of the boat. But when I glared through the wind and rain at the lights on shore, the lack of parallax told me I was making no headway at all. If anything, I was sliding backwards, downstream and away from Fox Island.
I lost track of the spot where I found a safe place to nose the boat on the mainland shore. All around me was inky blackness and I was losing a bead on the lights of Fox Island, besides. There was no reason to hail the boys. They couldn’t do anything for me anymore and were likely already gone and out of range. I looked behind me. The bridge, the cars on it, and the distant glow of lights of the city might have been a comfort to someone else, but for me, it only meant obstructions and hazards I needed to avoid.
No shore to get to, I pondered my choices. With the barge gone from the side of Reid Island, it had no lights to mark it. Fox Island was quickly disappearing from view as well. My radio crackled. “How much longer?” Claire asked.
I saw no good coming from alarming the girls with more bad news. “Just making my way up,” I said with false assurance. My motor screamed at full throttle and yet I continued to slide backward down the river. I was quickly becoming blind it was so dark in the harsh rain and wind. And that’s when I saw it — or rather, didn’t see it.
The lights on the far side of the river blacked out. That, I decided, must be Reid Island blocking the view. And if it was blocking the light, it might also be blocking the wind that came howling down the river the same direction as the current.
I reoriented my boat due east and gunned the throttle. There should be, I reasoned, a drop in the wind in the lee of the island, and in that lee, I should be able to make my way north again, up to the island. Then, protected by it, I could make my way around it and do the same thing in the lee of Fox Island.
And that’s just what I did. Creeping around Reid, I found the relative calm of the lee of Fox and, staying within its invisible and narrow walls, I nosed my way up to it and its brighter and warmer glowing lights.
Soaked, blasted by the wind, and worn out by the struggle, in addition to being cut on my arms and legs and lacerated on my face from the branches and sticks when I was tying the boys’ barge to shore, I struggled up the steps and came through the door to the container where the three girls waited for me.
Claire, Jessica, and Kiera ran to me. They cooed and awed and kissed me all over, and stripped me of my heavy, soaking clothes. They examined my scratches and poured me warmed brandy and they stripped naked and climbed in bed with me to warm me and soothe me.
The radio on the side table crackled again. It was Reed one more time. “We don’t have the keys to the truck!” he said. “We’re cold and wet!”
Kiera kissed my neck and Jessica took my cock in her warm, soft mouth. Claire stroked my hair.
I picked up the radio. “I guess you’re sleeping inside the back cap — shouldn’t be locked,” I said.
“There’s nothing back there,” came the reply.
“You got each other,” I said. “You have each other,” I snickered, and I put the radio down. Let them figure it out, I thought to myself. Claire slipped her leg over my lap and crouched low to my body. Kiera and Jessica pushed their warm bodies against my sides and cooed and purred in my ears. Claire took me in her pussy and slid down the length of my cock, enveloping me in her.
She and Jessica kissed at my neck. Jessica pushed Claire off me and crouched down over my body where she had been, and pushed her pussy down the length of my cock. Kiera pushed her off me in turn after a few thrusts,  and she mounted me the same way, crouching low and pressing her breasts down into my neck.
The sensations of wet rain, biting cold, and whipping wind quickly became a distant memory as the wet pussy of Claire, the grasping pussy of Jessica, and the twisting pussy of Kiera took their place. They wouldn’t let me up to fuck them, they insisted on keeping me flat on my back and doing nothing, I had already done so much. They took turns, fucking me one after the other, until I didn’t know who it was who thrusted on me. I only knew it was Claire who I came up and into when I nearly sat up, trembled, stiffened from my neck to my toes, and erupted — finally opening my eyes to find her warm smiling face taking it all in from me.
But all three girls were pleased-looking in the same way, besides. Kiera wiped up my lap with a hot cloth and Jessica and Claire cuddled up to me to fall asleep together. It was as though the storm in the bed had upstaged the storm outside, and the racket finally died down out there and the barge stopped rocking, the storm having lost to the girls.
The sun beamed brightly in the morning, waking me up. I found the girls in the kitchen making breakfast. I remembered the radio, and went back for it. I’d turned it off earlier in the night, not wanting or caring for the boys interrupting us again. When I turned it on, almost immediately I heard them calling for me with distress.
“What’s up, guys?” I finally said.
“We’re dying out here!” came Reed’s desperate reply. “It’s freezing in the back of the truck!”
I snorted and bit my tongue. “I forgot about them out there,” I said to the girls with a smirk. “I didn’t grab the truck keys when I headed out on the boat to help them.”
“They spent the night on the wharf?” Claire said.
“No choice,” I said, and I snorted again.
We still had another day on the island, but the girls packed up freshly cooked breakfast for the boys, and we flew over in the boat to the wharf to find them huddled around the back of the truck milling about trying to warm up in the early morning rays of the sun.
They ate the breakfast with the greediness of starving dogs. I tossed the truck keys to Reed. “Go get changed and showered up,” I said. “And drop the truck back here later on, so we can get home. Put the keys under the back floor mat,” I said. “But don’t lock the door!”
“Roger that,” said Reed with meek humbleness. I nodded. Maybe it was the first time for all of them, being overlooked and forgotten and left behind like that. They wouldn’t have realized, or maybe weren’t in the mood to acknowledge, that I might have saved their lives — that they were frozen with indecision the previous night, unable to help themselves in a most basic struggle of survival. They’re good to have around, I thought, alphas, but you don’t want them leading the team in a time of crisis.
We decided to take advantage of their absence to tour Reid Island and make a thorough assessment of how their work was proceeding on the restoration without them around to feel hurt and defensive by our objective and critical thoughts. While the girls went around the island inspecting, I went back to the barge on shore and decided the wind and current were calm enough to tow it back to the island and tie it more securely in place.
The girls caught the ropes and tied it well enough for me to come ashore and figure out a better couple of points to tie it to. We went inside the container and checked out the condition of things. It was as expected: three university bachelor football players lived in there on weekends, and they scrambled up and out of there when their barge broke free and floated down the river in a storm. We tidied it up enough to restore it at least to a bare livable state and closed the door.
There was still a bit of wind cutting down the river. I went around the exposed side of the island to check on the progress of their work there. I’d seen the massive willow tree when we first trampled around the edge of the island, but I didn’t recall being so impressed with it as I was now. It loomed big and round like a circus tent and I pulled aside a curtain of thin hanging branches to peer inside.
Streams of sunlight poured through the cathedral-like ceiling. An eery lime-green light filled the space, and an insulated silence enclosed it. I heard a sudden breath above me and spun around, ducked, and looked up. Two owls glared down at me from a main thick branch, one of them resettling its wings and tucking them back away.
“Move slow,” I heard a voice. I looked down and over a far-reaching and low and thick horizontal branch and found Kiera reclining on it. “They might be checking it out for their new home,” she said.
“It’s amazing in here,” I said.
“The boys did an excellent job — this was previously a tangle of invasive blackberry bushes,” she said, gazing around with the same wonder in her eyes I’m sure I had in mine. “They were killing the tree off completely.”
“So green in here,” I said.
“New growth — even at this time of year!” she said, and she curled her finger at me to beckon me over. “Slowly,” she reiterated.
I looked up and over my shoulder into the canopy that enshrouded us. The owls continued to watch me with their wide, beading eyes, but they seemed less wary the further I went. I threw one leg over the thick horizontal branch Kiera was lying on her back on, and shimmied my way out on it and up closer to her.
“It’s dreamlike in here,” she said.
The long thin branches hung down to the surface of the slowly swirling river water that back-eddied around the back of the island. The foot-thick branch swept out at least twelve feet over the water and just a foot or two above it.
“Like another world,” I said. I rocked forward on my groin with my legs wrapped around the thick branch like I was sinking myself down on a sport motorcycle, and I curled my fingers inside the waist of Kiera’s drawstring work pants.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she said. She curled her arms up and over her head to grasp the sides of the branch under her and braced herself. She pushed the heels of her workbooks into the sides of the branch and lifted her hips from it.
I eased her stretchy pants midway down her creamy, smooth thighs, and curled my fingertips around the waist of her black thong panties.
“Callum!” she groaned. “Out here?”
I didn’t answer. I pulled her panties down to stretch between her thighs that she parted with her knees half pulled up. She settled her bared ass down gently into the smooth bark of the branch, and I came down between her thighs, kissing the soft, fragile skin on the inside up to the fold in her skin between her legs and her abdomen.
She gasped a couple of breaths and smiled and closed her eyes and let out a long, louder moan of relaxing pleasure. “It smells so fresh under here,” she said.
I bent low over her groin and curled my arms under her legs so my hands came around and laid flat on her abdomen. I used my reaching middle fingers to pull and spread the pillowy flesh to the sides of the slit of her pussy, and I blew on the crease between the lips where she was already frothing.
She pushed her strained fingers through my hair and curled them up under the bottom of my skull, pulling my face down harder into her groin, and she curled her hips up and pushed herself against my face.
“You’re teasing me,” she cried in a tiny voice.
I looked up from between her legs, up over her belly and ribs and the lumps of her breasts to the underside of her chin. She was arching in her back, her chest was sticking up, and her head was rolling back on the straining muscles of her extended neck. The scent of rain and grass rose up from her pussy to snake around my face and I blew again through pursed lips with a narrow stream of breath onto the exposed inner flesh of her opened pussy.
Her body shivered. “I can’t stand it,” she groaned through clenched teeth. Her hips quaked under my hands and I pressed her down harder to keep her still. “Fucking lick me!” she cried in a hushed groan.
I used my fiddling fingers to pull her flesh open more and I pressed my lips to the sides of her pussy and poked my tongue at the creases in her skin.
She grunted with impatience and pushed her hips to one side and the other, trying to find my tongue with her pussy, all the while straining and rising and falling with her hips. I  looked down and through that bright green dappling light, and I saw her run, she was so wet. I could feel the heat coming up from her swelling lips. I knew my breath, hitting her flooding wetness, made a contrasting shot of coolness on her there. Her fingers twisted into my hair and she tugged it hard enough to hurt me. I kissed her lips with mine and she strained further back and gasped at the river behind her upside down.
I touched the tip of my pointed tongue to the bubbling saliva running out from the seam between her glistening pussy lips, and her body shivered. I touched it again and she grimaced, clenched her eyes shut, and sucked a short, sharp breath through her teeth. And then I drew the stiff tip around and around her clitoris, pronounced and uncovered and rosy pink at the top of her parting lips, and she dropped her chin, opened her mouth wide, and cried out loud to the green canopy all around and above her.
Her hips followed the tip of my tongue in the tiny arcing circles I drew between her clamping and straining thighs. She lifted her hips up off the branch under her and I pressed her back down. She strained against my grip and curled her hips down and back up. I sank the flesh of my tongue down between her undulating lips and she cried with a silent scream.
I found a rhythm and a pace that made her breath stop and start and her gasps rise in ever higher and sharper tones. Around and around I drew my tongue, and she poured down my chin and shivered with spasms of quakes under my tight hold on her. “Callum!” she cried out with muffled alarm. She gripped my ears. “Don’t stop!” she seethed through her clenched teeth without breath.
I didn’t. Even as her body went stiff and her hips shot up too hard for me to hold down, and she grunted long and animal-like with her mouth wide open, I circled and circled her. My scalp stung where she pulled my hair in clumps and my nose bruised where she bashed me with her pubic bone, thrusting up and down. I could feel the waves of tension ripple up and down her body. She kicked her heels and she punched me with her tiny, curled fists hard down my neck and back. She stopped breathing and her stomach muscles bulged up.
Still I licked. My face was flooded even before she exhaled, cried out loud, and went spastic throughout her body. Everything went still but for a tiny electrical shiver deep inside her, and her head shot side to side throwing her hair violently over her face. I felt every once of tension flow out of her so hard, she pulled herself into a sit-up and flopped over my head and back. I had just enough presence of mind to steady her on the thick branch, or she would have drained herself over the side of it and into the drink.
“Oh my god!” she cried more to herself than to me, and she cupped her hands protectively over her still-exposed and soaking pussy, and I worked with her to pull her thong panties and stretchy drawstring pants back up over her hips.
She was still shaking deep inside and I needed to guide her and hold her to help her scoot over the length of the branch under her and back down onto solid land. She pulled herself up in front of me, hung her arms over my shoulders, and lifted herself on her toes. She moaned inside the kiss she sank down over my mouth sloppy and hot, and I held her by her waist.
“That was crazy good,” she groaned. “I nearly fell in.”
I laughed and rocked her side to side, my hands gripped around the back of her waist as we leaned back from each other. “Dangerous,” I said.
“Maybe I liked the danger,” she said, and she gave it two beats before she laughed and dismissed the comment with a wave of her hand. But she glanced over her shoulder at me, too, as she parted the curtains of hanging branches and exited the willow cathedral. She bit her lip at me and raised her eyebrows. I didn’t trust the way she laughed at herself. I looked up into the branches and found the owls. They seemed to agree, judging by the alarm they registered on their wide, big circle eyes.
I followed Kiera out from the tree’s enclosing canopy and found Claire and Jessica meandering on the narrow path winding their way toward Kiera and I.
“Don’t tell them what I just said?” she said up to me with hopeful eyes.
I patted her butt. “Where were you guys? We were looking for you all over,” I said.
“Liar!” Jessica said, and she ran up to me, she kissed me on the mouth, and she hooked her arm through mine. She turned me to walk with her past Kiera’s and my secret tree fort. “I’m so horny!” she whispered in my ear, and she squealed and darted a gaze back behind us over my shoulder to Kiera and Claire coming up behind us. “I want to fuck you against a tree in the forest!” she said in my ear privately. “Just you and me.”
“We’re going to go up this hill, see what we can see up there,” Jessica said to Claire and Kiera. “You guys keep doing the perimeter!” She didn’t wait for Claire or Kiera to answer before she tugged me off the trail and pulled me up through the low branches toward the brighter light that bathed the top of the hill that formed the centre of the island.
The top was a surprise to both of us. A clearing emerged and flat, barely sloping bedrock formed the flat bald head of the hilltop. There had already been enough sunlight up there to burn off the torrential rainfall of the previous night, and we stood in the middle of it and gazed around, turning all the way.
“This would make this island a place to come to for people,” she said with a nod. “This right here.”
“It’s surprising” I said, my back to her back as we turned together. “It’s not something you can notice from the road,” I said.
“Very hidden,” she said. There was one lone pine tree, bent and twisted, old and alone, rooted in a crack and hanging on through wind and rain on the top of that outcropping of smooth, black rock, and she went to it and traced the deep grooves in its bark with her fingertips.
She arched in her back, placed her hands in the side of the tree where it lifted itself tortuously to the sky, and she looked at me through strands of her hair over her shoulder. “Come fuck me?” she said with innocence in her eyes and pouting lips.
I looked all around me. Though exposed to the sky and sunlight and fresh air, it remained hidden enough. I came up to her and put my hands on her hips.
She spread her boots on the black rock under her and dropped her head down between her high-rising shoulders.
I pushed her pants and her panties down over her hips and they fell crumpled around the ankles of her workboots. I cupped my hand under her groin. She arched harder in her back and stuck her hips up and back at me, and lifted herself on her toes. Her pussy, bare and pushed up, was hot, wet, and smooth. She glanced over her shoulder and bit her lip. Her eyes were glassy. The need on her face was deep and urgent.
I pushed my pants down around my thighs, I slapped her butt cheek maybe a bit too hard, and I stepped up behind her. She bent over further, gripped the tree trunk tighter, and stuck her hips up and back harder.
I hefted my cock in my hand and drew the swollen head up and down through the quivering and wet lips of her pussy, coating myself in her.
She dropped her mouth open and heaved her shoulders up higher.
I aimed my cock at her grasping pussy lips, I left it there, and I seized her hips in both my hands. I gave it a moment of stasis in which she shivered with anticipation, before I sank into her, deeply, slowly, and relentlessly, filling her in one long thrust all the way until my hips bumped into the cheeks of her ass in front of me.
She groaned too loud for someone trying to keep it a secret. I pulled all the way out of her again, just as slowly and just as enticingly, before I plunged back into her, bumping her body and making her cry out loud. I gripped the bones of her hips harder and I pulled back before slamming my body into hers, slapping my thighs into her butt cheeks, and sending a loud clap through the surrounding forest.
Jessica grunted and cried and I pummeled her from behind. Her pussy, slick and tight, grasped at my cock and slithered up and down my shaft. She fucked me back as hard and as vigorously as I fucked her into the trunk of the tree. Sunlight hit our faces and bared bodies and fresh river breezes buffeted our bare hips.
I stopped pumping myself into her because I was rising up too fast, too soon. But she took over completely, slamming her body back into mine harder and faster, and I stood there looking down, watching her hips and pussy engulf me and twist on me. There was nothing I could do to hold myself off, but nor did I need to. Jessica’s body started to strain and ripple and her pussy sucked hard internally on my cock. Like tiny hands, it stroked me inside her. She came to the precipice quicker than even I did. It was her clenching and quivering groin, her flooding pussy, and her gasps and cries of relief that triggered me, and I soon followed her over the side.
I nearly fell over and I instead wavered on my feet and fell forward against her. I pressed her flaccid body into the tree and humped myself against her ass until I came inside her and gushed out her tight, enveloping lips, and ran down the insides of her legs.
I fell heavier into her, humped her with violence, rattled her body hung on the end of my cock and pinned her with my thrusts to the trunk of the tree, and we collapsed together, grunting, crying, and breathing like marathoners. We both rolled onto our backs, shut our eyes to the sun, and sprawled spread-eagled on the flat rocks where we nearly dozed off entangled and messed up.
We finally picked ourselves up, cleaned ourselves off as best we could, and helped each other on shivering and weak legs back down the side of the hill and onto the trail around the periphery of the island.
We found Claire and Kiera discussing the far side of the island and the plan of attack they’d devise for the boys to carry out when they were ready to get back to work.
“See anything up there?” Claire said to us.
Jessica twisted her lips and staunched a grin and giggled and shook her head silently at Claire.
“I can see for miles and miles,” I sang to her and I snorted and grinned and went down to the small beach they were looking over to get a eye on what garbage was down there.
Claire scrambled down to join me. She took my hand in hers and glanced back up at Kiera and Jessica. “When do I get my turn?” she said, and she snorted and reached with her straining neck to kiss my cheek. “I think I’ve been more than patient.”
“You’ve been a very good girl,” I said, and I grinned down at her.
“Don’t treat me like one, though,” she said. She dropped her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her. She kissed me on the mouth. “Treat me like a bad girl?” she said, and she moaned when she kissed me more deeply and searched my mouth with her tongue. 
I thought about what that entailed in her mind, Claire being treated like a bad girl.
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