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The rooftop pool glowed blue under the hotel lights. Warm air carried the faint smell of chlorine and sunscreen, even though it was already past midnight. Jessa dropped her towel on the lounger, slipped her tank top over her head, and looked straight at me. “You’re overdressed. Take that shirt off.”
Tess was already ankle-deep in the water, splashing lazily with her toes. Her skirt clung just above her knees, and she bent down, grinning at me over her shoulder. “She’s right. You look hot, but not in the way you think. Come in.”
Lena sat at the pool’s edge, her hair pulled back tight, her sundress hiked up just enough to keep the hem dry. She watched me with that steady look, not cold this time, just curious. “They’re waiting,” she said. “So what’s holding you up?”
I pulled my shirt over my head and tossed it on the chair. “Better?”
Jessa laughed. “Much. Now the rest.”
I stripped down to my shorts, stepped into the water, and the cool shock ran up my legs. Tess reached for my hand immediately, pulling me deeper. Her fingers curled firm around mine, her eyes bright. “See? You belong here with us.”
I tugged her closer, waist to waist, the water lapping against us. “Then stop teasing and show me.”
She giggled, a quick breathy sound, and pressed her body tighter. “Bold tonight, aren’t you?”
Jessa slid in beside us with a little splash, hair floating out behind her. She ran one hand across my chest, nails scratching lightly. “Finally. I was starting to think you liked standing around better than touching us.”
I caught her wrist, holding it still against me. “I like this better.”
Her smile widened. “Good answer.”
Lena dipped her feet in, kicking water gently, her eyes never leaving mine. “You always think you need permission, don’t you?”
I shook my head. “Not tonight.” I pulled Tess closer with one arm, reached out to Jessa with the other, and felt her press into me from the side. Tess rested her chin on my shoulder, her breath warm at my ear.
“You’re different right now,” she whispered. “I like it.”
Jessa traced a line down my stomach with her fingertip, playful, testing. “So what do you want from us?”
I tightened my grip on both of them, their wet skin sliding against mine. “Everything.”
Tess laughed softly, pressing a kiss against my jaw. “Then don’t stop.”
I tilted Jessa’s chin up and kissed her full, her lips wet and eager, while Tess clung tighter to my back, her voice low and urgent in my ear. “Don’t leave me out.”
I turned my head, kissed her next, water splashing around us as she leaned up to meet me. Jessa’s laugh rippled between us, and her hand slid lower against my stomach, bold but playful.
The water rose cool against my stomach as I pulled Jessa closer, her wet bikini top pressed tight to my chest. Droplets clung to her collarbone, sliding down between her breasts, and I bent to taste the salt of her skin. She gasped, her nails digging lightly into my shoulders.
“You’re taking charge,” she breathed, her lips brushing my ear.
“About time,” I said, and kissed her hard, holding her head in both hands, water rippling out from our bodies.
Tess tugged at my arm from behind. “Don’t hog him,” she teased, her laugh warm and low. I turned, still holding Jessa against me with one hand, and reached for Tess with the other. Her hair stuck damp against her cheek, so I swept it back, let my thumb trace the curve of her jaw, and kissed her slow, tasting the faint sweetness of her lip gloss still clinging.
She pressed into me, thighs brushing mine under the surface. “You feel so strong in the water,” she whispered, her breath hot on my mouth.
I slid my hand down her back, the fabric of her skirt plastered to her thighs, and pulled her in until I had both girls tight against me. The water lapped higher, warm now from our heat, their bodies heaving and close.
On the edge, Lena’s voice carried over. “So you finally figured it out.”
I looked at her, still seated at the poolside, her feet swaying in the water. The hem of her sundress had crept higher with every movement, pale thighs glinting under the lights. Her eyes locked on mine.
“You like watching?” I asked, my voice rougher now.
Her lips curved, just slightly. “I like seeing you lead.”
Jessa bit my shoulder playfully. “Then watch close.” She wrapped her legs around me under the water, pulling herself higher against my chest. I gripped her ass through the thin, soaked fabric of her bikini bottoms, the texture smooth against my palm, and lifted her just enough that her laugh spilled out across the pool.
“You’re crazy,” Tess said, though her eyes burned as she slid behind me, her arms circling my waist. Her breasts pressed into my back, nipples hard under her wet top, her hands sliding down across my stomach until her fingers brushed the edge of my shorts.
I caught her wrist before she went further, grinning over my shoulder. “Not yet.”
She pouted, her lips grazing my skin. “Tease.”
I turned her around fast, splashing water up across her chest, and pinned her lightly against the pool wall. She let out a surprised squeal, then grinned wide as I kissed her again, harder, my tongue pushing deep this time. Her nails scraped down my spine, her body arching against mine.
Behind me, Jessa’s laugh rang out. “That’s more like him. Finally.”
I pulled back from Tess, both of us breathless, and looked to Lena again. She was still watching, her dress wet now where the water had splashed her knees, her eyes dark and steady.
“You too,” I said. “Get in.”
Lena’s smile was faint but sharp. She didn’t move. Her calves swayed in the pool, toes pointed, the sundress clinging damp to her thighs. The fabric looked thin now, light pressed through it, and I couldn’t stop staring.
“Not yet,” she said. “Show me more first.”
Fine.
I turned back to Jessa, still wrapped around me. Her bikini top had shifted, one strap sliding down her arm. I tugged it lower with my thumb, the triangle slipping just enough to bare her nipple. Tight, wet, already pebbled from the cool water. I bent down and sucked it into my mouth, warm skin and faint chlorine mixing on my tongue.
Jessa groaned, clutching my head, her thighs squeezing against my waist. “God, yes,” she whispered.
Tess pressed close on my other side, her chest hot against my arm. I slid a hand under the edge of her soaked skirt, the thin cotton plastered to her skin, heavy with water. My fingers brushed the curve of her hip, then higher, sliding along her bare thigh. She shivered hard, nails scratching my shoulder.
“You’re making me crazy,” she gasped, leaning her forehead to mine, her wet hair clinging to both of us.
I pushed her skirt higher until it bunched at her waist. Her panties were thin, pale, clinging to her with every ripple of water. I pressed my palm against her, felt the heat through the fabric, and her whole body jerked against me.
“Please,” Tess whispered.
I kissed her hard, my tongue deep, one hand still holding Jessa’s breast, the other cupping Tess through her soaked panties. The taste of Tess’s lip gloss was almost gone now, just salt and her.
Behind us, Lena’s voice was low. “Better.”
I broke the kiss, chest heaving, both girls clinging to me, wet skin sliding against my own. Jessa’s nipple grazed my lips again as she shifted, her bikini top now nothing but a scrap hanging from one strap. Tess panted against my neck, her skirt hiked up, my hand pressed firm between her thighs.
I looked back at Lena. Her sundress was bunched higher now from the water, sticking to her stomach. The outline of her panties showed faint beneath it, dark with wet. She still hadn’t moved, but her knuckles were white where she gripped the pool’s edge.
“You want me to keep going,” I said, my voice rough.
Her eyes held mine steady. “Yes. Don’t stop.”
So I didn’t.
I bit lightly at Jessa’s nipple until she gasped again, then slid my fingers under Tess’s panties, skin to skin now, her heat pulsing against my hand. She moaned sharp, nails digging harder into my back.
Jessa kissed me messy, wet, panting into my mouth, while Tess bucked against my fingers, her thigh trembling against mine. The water slapped softly around us, the smell of chlorine mixing with sweat and skin.
When I looked up, Lena’s sundress was sliding off her shoulders, slow, deliberate.
Lena stood, sundress sliding down her body in one smooth pull. The fabric dropped to the tiles, leaving her in a pale bra and panties already damp from the pool spray. Her skin gleamed under the lights, thighs strong, stomach flat, shoulders pulled back. She walked toward the steps without looking away from me.
Tess whimpered against my neck. “She’s coming in.”
“Good,” I said, sliding my fingers deeper between Tess’s thighs, her wet heat twitching against me. She gasped, clutched my back tighter, her skirt floating up around us like a flag of surrender.
Jessa’s mouth still worked my jaw, her teeth scraping light, but her eyes followed Lena. “Finally,” she breathed.
Lena stepped down into the pool slow, the water rising over her calves, her thighs, soaking the pale fabric until it clung like a second skin. She didn’t hurry. She let me watch her body emerge darker and sharper with every inch. When the water reached her waist, she unhooked her bra behind her back and let it slip free. Her breasts bobbed once on the surface, nipples taut from the cool.
“Your turn,” she said, her voice even.
I lifted Tess up fast, set her against the wall, her skirt bunched high, panties tugged to the side. She gasped, water splashing up against her chest, but I kissed her hard, tongue deep, while sliding my hand fully inside her, my fingers curling until her legs locked tight around my wrist.
“Oh, god,” Tess moaned, clinging to me with both arms.
I pulled my fingers out, wet and hot, then pressed them against Jessa’s lips. She smirked, licked slow, then sucked my knuckles in deep, her tongue working every trace of Tess off me. Her eyes rolled back, a low sound catching in her throat.
“Perfect,” I muttered, grabbing Jessa by the hips and pulling her against me. Her bikini bottoms squelched under my grip, thin fabric sliding between my fingers as I yanked them down to her thighs. She laughed, breathless. “You don’t waste time now.”
“No reason to,” I said, pushing her back against the wall next to Tess. I kissed her hard, pulling one leg up to hook around my hip, water rushing down her body as she wrapped herself tighter around me.
Lena was right there then, the waterline licking just under her breasts. She slid her panties off under the surface and tossed them behind her onto the tiles. She pressed up against my back, skin to skin, her breasts flattening against my shoulders, her hand sliding across my stomach until she gripped me tight.
“You feel ready,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.
“I’ve been ready,” I growled, pushing harder into Jessa while Tess clung to my arm, panting hot against my neck.
Lena’s other hand dug into my hip. “Then show me.”
I pulled out of Jessa fast, spun, and pinned Lena against the pool wall. Her wet hair clung to her cheeks, her eyes wide but locked on mine as I lifted her thigh high, the waterline crashing around us.
She smirked finally, breath catching. “Yes. Just like that.”
Lena’s thigh trembled against my hip as I held her pinned, the curve of her ass smooth under my palm. Her nipples grazed my chest, hard and wet, her breath shallow but steady. I kissed her deep, tasting chlorine and heat, my tongue pressing against hers until she groaned low in her throat.
Behind me, Tess splashed closer. Her voice was ragged, needy. “Don’t leave me hanging.” She clutched at my back, her nails light on my skin, her wet skirt floating high around her waist.
I turned just enough to grab her wrist, pulled her forward, and pressed her hand flat against Lena’s stomach. “Feel her,” I said.
Tess’s eyes went wide, but she didn’t pull back. Her fingers spread, sliding over Lena’s taut skin. “She’s shaking.”
“Because of him,” Lena whispered, her voice unsteady for the first time.
Jessa swam up on my other side, water dripping from her hair across her breasts. She grabbed my jaw and kissed me hard, tongue wet and insistent. Her bikini bottoms dangled loose around one ankle now, forgotten. When she pulled back, her lips were swollen, her smile sharp. “You’re not done with me either.”
I reached for her, hooked an arm around her waist, and dragged her flush against me. Her breasts pressed into my ribs, her nipples brushing hard with every shift. She gasped when I slid my hand down her ass, the water parting around us.
Three bodies clung to me at once, Lena pinned to the wall, Tess pressed against her, and Jessa twisting into my side. Skin smooth, fabric sliding, the air filled with their breathy sounds.
I pulled Tess in tighter until her thigh locked around my hip. My fingers pushed her panties aside under the water, her heat bare and pulsing against my hand. She cried out, muffled against my neck, her whole body jerking in rhythm with my touch.
Jessa reached down between us, bold, her hand wrapping around me under the water. Her grip was tight, the coolness of the pool cut by the heat of her palm. “God, you’re so hard,” she whispered, stroking once, twice. “You’re going to ruin all of us.”
I groaned, bucking into her hand, but didn’t let go of Tess. My thumb circled slow over her clit, her panties twisted tight to the side, and she moaned sharp, clutching at Lena’s waist for balance.
Lena leaned close, her mouth brushing my ear, her breath hot despite the cool water. “Make her come first.”
I obeyed, driving my fingers harder into Tess until her nails raked my back. Her legs shook around me, her cry sharp enough to echo against the concrete walls. Her release rushed hot against my hand, mixing with the pool water as she slumped into me, trembling.
Jessa laughed, breathless. “One down.” She tugged my cock harder in her fist, her voice low. “Now me.”
I pulled Tess tight against my chest to keep her from sinking, then turned my eyes on Jessa. Her lips glistened, her body trembled, every line of her begging.
“You’re next,” I growled, and dragged her against the wall beside Lena.
Jessa’s back hit the wall with a splash, her laugh sharp and quick. “Finally,” she said, hooking one leg high over my hip. The water surged between us as I pressed into her, her bare heat sliding against me where her bikini bottoms had been kicked away.
She clutched my shoulders, her nails biting in just enough to sting. “Don’t tease me. Not like her.”
“I won’t,” I said, my voice rough. I gripped her thigh with one hand, lifted her higher, and pushed into her slow, the tightness swallowing me in one steady stroke. Her head snapped back, her hair plastering wet to the tiles.
“Oh god, yes,” she gasped, legs tightening around me.
I moved hard, water churning against our stomachs, each thrust deep and relentless. Her breasts bounced against my chest, nipples dragging hot across my skin. She moaned with every impact, loud and raw, her voice carrying across the rooftop.
Tess floated weakly at my side, still trembling from her own climax. She touched my arm, her voice faint but urgent. “She’s beautiful like this.”
I kissed her quick, then shoved harder into Jessa, driving a cry out of her throat. Her nails raked down my back, her body arching tight.
“More,” she begged. “Don’t stop, don’t stop. ”
I slammed her against the wall, one hand tangled in her hair, the other gripping her ass as I drove into her over and over. The water slapped fast, echoing in the night air, mixing with the sharp sounds of her pleasure.
Her thighs quaked around me, every muscle straining. She clawed my shoulders, eyes wild, lips parted. “I’m gonna. . . ”
“Do it,” I growled, grinding deep, holding her pinned tight.
She shattered in my arms, her scream muffled against my mouth as I kissed her hard, swallowing the sound. Her body clenched around me, her legs locked, her release pulsing hot and desperate until she collapsed against my chest, shaking.
I held her up, her breath ragged against my neck, her skin wet and trembling. Tess stroked her hair, whispering soft, but Jessa only gasped, clinging tighter.
I eased her down into the water, her legs slipping free, her chest still heaving. She floated back against the wall, eyes half-shut, lips swollen.
Then I turned to Lena.
She hadn’t moved the whole time, standing in the water with her sundress bunched around her waist, her breasts bare, her eyes locked on me. Her knuckles were still white on the pool’s edge, though her face stayed calm.
“Your turn,” I said. My voice came out rougher than I intended.
She tilted her head, just slightly. “You think you can handle me after them?”
I stepped toward her, water streaming down my chest, cock still hard, soaked from Jessa. “I know I can.”
Her smile curved faintly, dark and steady. “Then prove it.”
I closed the gap fast, water splashing between us as I grabbed Lena by the hips. Her skin was hot, her sundress clinging heavy, but I bunched it up around her waist and shoved her back against the pool wall. She didn’t resist, just watched me, eyes steady, lips parted like she wanted to see how far I’d go.
I lifted her in one strong pull, her ass sliding over the wet tile, her thighs spreading as I set her on the edge. Water streamed down her legs, glistening under the lights. Her panties clung sheer, dark with more than pool water now, fabric molded to every curve.
“Lie back,” I told her.
She leaned on her elbows, chest rising slow, the wet fabric tugged down against her stomach. “Show me.”
I hooked my fingers under the edge of her panties, tugged them aside, and her bare heat glistened in the light, swollen and wet. The scent of her cut through chlorine, sharp and intoxicating. I bent down and pressed my mouth to her, tongue flat against her slit, licking slow from bottom to top.
Her gasp broke sharp, her thighs snapping tight around my head. “Fuck,” she whispered, voice low and raw.
I gripped her thighs, pushed them wider, and buried deeper, flicking her clit with the tip of my tongue until her back arched against the tile. Droplets from her hair ran down her stomach, mixing with the juice I spread across her with every stroke.
She clutched at my hair, pulling me closer, her nails grazing my scalp. “Don’t stop. Right there.”
I pressed harder, sliding two fingers inside her while my tongue circled her clit, steady, relentless. Her body jerked, her breath coming in sharp bursts. The muscles in her stomach tightened, her whole body trembling under my grip.
“God, you’re. . . ” she choked, biting down on her lip until it left a mark.
I drove my tongue faster, curling my fingers deep until she cried out again, her thighs trembling against my ears. I could feel her dripping onto my chin, wet and hot, running down over my knuckles.
“Look at me,” I growled against her, pulling back just enough to meet her eyes.
She forced them open, pupils blown wide, sweat and water beading down her cheeks. “I’m looking,” she gasped.
I sucked her clit hard, rolled it between my lips, and she broke, her cry raw and uncontrolled, echoing across the rooftop. Her legs clamped around me, her hips grinding against my face as she came hard, pulsing around my fingers, her release flooding hot against my tongue.
I held her through it, licking her slow as she writhed, her body shaking with aftershocks until she finally sagged back against the tiles, chest heaving.
When I pulled away, my mouth covered, she was staring down at me, her lips trembling but curved in the faintest smile.
“You, ” her voice cracked, breath ragged. “You did that like you own me.”
I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, smirked up at her. “Maybe I do.”
Lena was still sprawled on the wet tiles, chest rising hard, thighs trembling open where I’d left her. Droplets slid down her stomach, pooling at the waistband of her bunched sundress. Her nipples were stiff, her lips parted, breath rough but steady.
Behind me, Tess pressed up close, her hand smoothing across my back, nails scratching lightly. “You made her lose it,” she whispered, awed. Her cheek brushed my shoulder, wet hair sticking to my skin. “I want that too.”
Jessa swam in beside us, breasts bouncing against the water as she leaned on the edge next to Lena. She cupped her hand under Lena’s knee, spreading her wider. “God, look at her. You wasted her.”
Lena’s eyes snapped open at that. “Not wasted,” she rasped. “Not yet.” But her voice cracked, betraying the aftershocks still shaking through her.
I reached back, caught Tess by the hips, and dragged her around in front of me. Her skirt floated around her waist, thin panties plastered to her pussy, transparent now. I hooked a finger under the elastic and tugged. The fabric snapped free, sliding down her thighs, swirling into the water.
Her breath caught. “You just. . . ”
“Didn’t need them,” I said, pulling her against me. Her bare heat pressed firm to my cock under the water, and she moaned, wrapping her arms around my neck.
Jessa leaned over me, her voice low and taunting. “Make her scream like you did Lena.”
I kissed Tess hard, teeth clashing, my tongue forcing hers back. She clung tight, her breasts mashed against my chest, nipples hard enough to sting with every movement. My hands slid down her back, fingers spreading her ass, dragging her body tighter against my shaft. She rocked once, twice, a sharp gasp breaking from her lips.
“Please,” Tess begged, grinding against me. “I can’t. ”
I shoved her up onto the pool edge beside Lena, water cascading off her body. She lay back, skirt twisted around her waist, thighs spread wide. Her pussy glistened in the light, swollen and bare, begging.
Jessa clapped once, quick and sharp. “Yes, right there. Eat her too.”
“No,” I growled. I gripped Tess’s thighs and pulled her down until her heat hovered just over my cock. I pressed the head against her slit, sliding along her folds, coating myself in her wetness. Her back arched, her nails clawing at the tiles.
“Oh, god, yes,” she cried, hips rolling toward me.
I pushed in slow, steady, her tightness stretching around me. Her moan rose high, desperate, her body clenching hard. I drove deeper, filling her, every inch swallowed until she trembled all over.
“Fuck, you feel perfect,” I muttered, slamming my hips forward again. Water splashed high, running across Lena’s stomach as Tess gasped and clutched at me.
Lena, still half-reclined, reached out and gripped Tess’s breast, kneading rough. “Don’t hold back,” she ordered, her voice regaining strength. “She can take it.”
And Tess screamed as I thrust harder, her body rocking against the edge, the slap of skin and water echoing under the night sky.
Tess’s nails scraped the tile, her knuckles white, as I drove into her harder. Her skirt clung in soaked folds around her waist, fabric slapping wetly with every thrust. Water cascaded down her stomach, streaming off her breasts where her nipples stood sharp and tight.
“Don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice breaking. Her thighs shook against my hips, the muscles twitching every time I bottomed out inside her.
I gripped her waist, my thumbs pressing hard into the wet skin at her hips, holding her steady as I slammed deeper. The slap of water and flesh echoed under the rooftop lights. She cried out each time, louder, her head rocking back against the tiles.
Jessa leaned in close beside her, one hand pinching Tess’s nipple, twisting until Tess screamed again. “God, you’re soaked,” Jessa said, smirking. “He’s ruining you.”
“Shut up,” Tess panted, but she arched into the touch anyway, her body trembling under both of us.
I pulled her legs wider, hooking them over my shoulders, lifting her ass higher off the tiles. Her pussy spread open, glistening under the light, every thrust raw. Her heels drummed against my back as I hammered deeper, the sound of her wetness spilling into the water below.
Lena’s voice carried low from the side, steady but thick. “Watch her face. She’s already breaking.”
I looked up, and Tess’s eyes were wide and glassy, her mouth open, lips trembling as if she couldn’t form words anymore. Her chest heaved, breasts bouncing hard with every impact, water spraying off her skin.
“Come for me,” I growled, slamming deep, grinding hard against her clit with every stroke.
Her cry ripped out raw, her entire body seizing under me. Her pussy clenched tight, pulsing around my cock as she came hard, back arched clear off the tiles. She screamed, the sound high and jagged, her nails raking my arms as if she couldn’t take it.
“Yes,” Jessa hissed, pinching her nipple even tighter. “There it is. Look at her.”
Tess shook uncontrollably, her thighs squeezing against my shoulders, her whole body jerking with the force of her climax. Hot wetness gushed down over my cock, mixing with the pool water, running down her ass and dripping back into the pool.
I fucked her through it, slow and deep now, dragging it out until her cries faded to whimpers. Her body sagged, limp, chest still rising fast, eyes half-closed and dazed.
I slid out of her, cock wet and throbbing, dripping strings of her arousal into the water. Tess slumped against Lena, her cheek pressed into her shoulder, still gasping.
Lena stroked her hair once, then looked at me with sharp, steady eyes. Her thighs parted slightly where she still sat on the pool’s edge, bare and glistening from earlier. “Two down,” she said, her voice low. “Now finish with me.”
I stepped closer, water rushing around my hips, cock still hard, veins standing out, every nerve raw and ready. I grabbed her knees, pushed them wider, and pulled her ass closer to the edge.
Her breath hitched, her eyes locked on mine. “Show me everything.”
I gripped Lena’s thighs tight, her skin hot under my palms as I pulled her closer to the pool’s edge. She leaned back on her elbows, chest arched high, nipples stiff in the night air. Her stomach glistened with a mix of water and sweat, droplets sliding down the curve to her bare pussy, swollen and wet, waiting.
I pressed the head of my cock against her slit and pushed slow, stretching her inch by inch until her lips parted on a sharp gasp. Her thighs tightened against my hips, pulling me deeper.
“God, yes,” she moaned, her voice rougher than before. “Just like that.”
I slammed forward, burying myself inside her in one hard stroke. Her cry cracked the air, her back arching as her hands shot to my shoulders. Her nails dug into my skin, leaving trails of heat as I thrust again, harder, water splashing against the tiles with each impact.
Jessa slid back into the water beside us, one hand on Lena’s breast, kneading, her lips brushing Lena’s neck. “He’s splitting you open,” she teased, her tongue flicking over Lena’s skin. “Look how you take him.”
Lena gasped, eyes squeezed shut, her pussy clenching hard around me. “More. Harder.”
I obeyed, driving deeper, pounding into her until her moans turned ragged. Her thighs trembled around my hips, the sound of our bodies colliding echoing across the rooftop.
Then Tess crawled up beside Lena on the tiles, still flushed and shaky from her own climax, but hungry again. She leaned over and captured Lena’s nipple in her mouth, sucking hard. Lena’s cry broke, her back arching higher, caught between all of us.
I slammed into her harder, every thrust brutal. My hands slid under her ass, lifting her higher off the tiles so I could pound deeper, the slap of flesh sharp in the night. Jessa kissed her mouth messily, wet and breathless, while Tess suckled her breast, moaning as she licked and bit.
Lena broke first. Her scream tore through the air as she came, her pussy gripping me so tight I could barely move. Her whole body jerked under the weight of it, thighs shaking, stomach tight, breasts bouncing as she writhed against me.
“Yes,” I growled, fucking her through it, every thrust dragging out her climax until she sobbed against Jessa’s lips, her voice hoarse.
Her release soaked me, wet and hot, flooding down my cock and thighs, dripping back into the pool. Tess pulled off her nipple, panting, her mouth wet and swollen. “God, she’s still going.”
I felt it too, her pussy fluttering and pulsing around me in waves, her nails clawing my shoulders as if she couldn’t handle another stroke.
I didn’t stop.
Jessa moaned beside us, grinding her pussy against Lena’s thigh, riding the friction until she screamed again, her orgasm spilling out raw and messy. Tess clutched Lena’s other breast, her hips rocking against her own hand until she cried out, her body shaking.
Three voices tangled together, moans, gasps, cries rising over the sound of my pounding thrusts. I held Lena pinned against the tiles, my cock buried deep in her, while both Jessa and Tess clung to her, their bodies shaking as they came again.
The rooftop swam with heat, chlorine, and the raw smell of sex. My chest heaved, my cock still throbbing inside Lena’s spasming pussy, every nerve screaming to spill.
She clutched my face in both hands, eyes blazing through the sweat. “Do it,” she rasped. “Come in me. Now.”
Lena’s command broke whatever control I had left. My hips slammed forward hard, burying myself to the base, and the heat ripped through me in a violent rush. I groaned, loud, raw, my chest heaving as I came deep inside her.
Her pussy clamped down, pulsing tight around me, milking every spurt as my cock throbbed hard, spilling thick inside her. The sound of it mixed with the slap of water, wet and obscene, as her thighs squeezed around my hips to hold me there.
“God, yes,” Lena gasped, clutching my face, forcing me to look at her while I poured into her. Her eyes burned, lips trembling, chest rising sharp. “Fill me.”
Jessa was pressed against her side, moaning as she watched the mess spill out of Lena. Her hand darted down, fingers spreading herself open, rubbing frantically. “He’s coming in you,” she panted, grinding harder against Lena’s thigh. “Fuck, I can’t. . . ”
Her body jerked as she came again, her wetness smearing across Lena’s leg, her moans sharp and broken.
Tess clung to Lena’s other side, her cheek against her breast, her hand buried between her own thighs. She whimpered as she rubbed fast, watching me pump into Lena, her breath catching with every pulse of my cock. “He’s still, god, he’s still going,” she moaned. Her climax ripped through her again, her body shaking, her cries muffled against Lena’s chest.
I groaned, emptying the last of myself inside Lena, my cock still twitching as her pussy fluttered around me. I pulled back slow, thick streams spilling from her slit, running down her ass and dripping into the pool.
The sight made Jessa gasp, her eyes locked on the mess. “Holy fuck,” she whispered, sliding her fingers across her own clit one last time until she collapsed against the wall, spent.
Lena lay back flat on the tiles, her chest heaving, her thighs glistening with a mix of me and her, the wetness dripping down onto Tess’s shoulder. She looked at me, her lips curved in the faintest satisfied smile. “That,” she rasped, voice hoarse, “was mine.”
I leaned down, kissed her hard, tasting sweat and chlorine and her. My cock still twitched against her thigh, drained but sensitive, every nerve raw.
Tess crawled up between us, hair plastered to her face, eyes glassy. She kissed me too, her tongue soft, then leaned over to kiss Lena, messy and wet, their mouths sliding together above me.
Jessa floated close, her breasts bobbing against my arm, her lips brushing my ear. “You didn’t forget about us,” she whispered, her voice shaky but hot. “But next time you’ll come in me.”
Lena smirked at that, pulling both Tess and Jessa closer into her arms. The three of them pressed tight against me, skin hot, breaths ragged, bodies tangled together on the pool edge.
The rooftop was quiet except for the sound of water lapping, the night heavy with the smell of sweat and sex. My chest rose and fell hard, their warmth pressed on every side, the taste of them still on my tongue.
For the first time, none of them spoke. They just held me there, three bodies against mine, until the tremors faded and the world steadied again.
We sprawled together on the loungers, towels draped over damp skin, the night air cooling the heat off our bodies. The city lights blinked in the distance, faint hum of traffic below. Chlorine still clung to my tongue, but under it lingered the taste of each of them.
Jessa lay curled at my side, her head on my chest, hair still dripping onto the towel. She traced lazy lines across my stomach with one finger. “You know you ruined me for any normal guy, right?”
“Good,” I said, and she laughed, soft and real this time.
Tess stretched long on the lounger across from us, her skirt finally abandoned, one leg bent high, toes pointed. She watched me with that sly grin that had started back in the garage. “I told you you’d loosen up if we dragged you out of there. You’re not just grease and coffee anymore.”
Lena sat at the edge of my lounger, towel wrapped around her shoulders, legs bare. She looked at me steady, the same way she had back in the shop, but softer now. “You keep surprising me. Every time I think I’ve measured you, you prove I haven’t.”
I looked between the three of them, their voices, their skin, their weight pressed into me. “You think I planned for any of this?”
Tess smirked. “We didn’t plan it either. One night in your shop turned into every night. Then you said yes when we told you about the hotel.”
Jessa rolled onto her stomach, chin propped on her hands. “We said it’d just be fun, no pressure. But you didn’t hesitate. You followed.”
“And now?” Lena asked, her voice quiet but sharp.
I stared up at the night sky. The pool lights glowed blue across their skin, highlighting every curve, every drop of water drying against them. “Now I can’t imagine going back.”
Lena tilted her head, studying me. “Back to what?”
“The shop. Empty rooms. Silence.” I reached for her thigh, warm under the towel, and she didn’t pull away. “You’ve changed that.”
Jessa grinned, biting her lip. “So you admit you’re ours now?”
I looked at her, then at Tess lounging with that sly smile, then back to Lena’s steady gaze. “Maybe I’m not yours,” I said, letting the words hang. “Maybe you’re mine.”
Tess laughed, sitting up, her breasts swaying free, nipples still stiff in the night air. “Bold.”
Jessa’s eyes widened, then softened. “And hot.”
Lena leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “Then you’d better be ready to keep proving it.”
I wrapped an arm around Jessa, reached for Tess with my free hand, and held Lena’s gaze. “I will.”
The rooftop hummed around us, the pool rippling gentle, the city quiet below. For the first time in years, I didn’t feel like a man waiting for something to change. I felt like I already changed it.
The elevator doors opened onto the quiet hallway, carpet thick under our bare feet. We carried our clothes in a loose bundle, towels still draped over damp shoulders. Jessa pressed against my arm, laughing as she tried to sneak a kiss against my jaw. Tess walked ahead, hips swaying, her skirt twisted low, bare legs flashing with every step. Lena trailed close behind me, towel clasped tight around her chest, her eyes steady but softer than I’d ever seen them.
Inside the room, cool air rushed over us, the AC humming low. Tess tossed her skirt onto a chair, then stretched out across the nearest bed, sighing like she belonged there. “Finally. No chlorine in my nose.”
Jessa collapsed beside her, rolling onto her back, her breasts bouncing free, nipples still flushed from the rooftop. She spread her arms wide and grinned up at me. “Come here. I want you close.”
I set the bundle of clothes aside, stripped the damp towel from my shoulders, and lay between them. Their skin was warm, still smelling faintly of the pool, but underneath it was their scent, sweat, sex, something I’d never forget. Tess curled against my left side, her hair tickling my chest. Jessa draped a leg over my hip, pressing soft kisses to my shoulder.
Lena slipped in last, sitting at the edge of the bed. She looked at us, her towel still wrapped, then let it fall. Naked now, she slid in behind me, her breasts pressing into my back, her arms circling my waist. Her lips brushed the nape of my neck. “This feels different,” she murmured.
“Because it is,” I said, running my hand up Tess’s thigh, the smooth skin warm and firm. “Up there was fire. Here” I looked at all three of them, their eyes on me, their bodies wrapped around me. “Here, it’s something else.”
Tess kissed my chest, slow, lingering. “You’re softer now.”
Jessa giggled, kissing my jaw again. “Not everywhere.” Her hand slid down my stomach, wrapping around me, stroking light, teasing but tender.
I groaned, clutching her tighter. “You’re going to kill me.”
Lena shifted behind me, her lips at my ear. “No. We’re going to keep you alive.”
They surrounded me, bodies pressed close, heat and softness on every side. The urgency was gone, replaced by something steadier, warmer. My hands roamed slowly now, tracing Tess’s ribs, cupping Jessa’s ass, pulling Lena’s thigh higher against my back. Every touch earned a sigh, a soft gasp, not frantic but full.
Jessa whispered, her lips brushing mine. “Do it again. But slower this time. Make us feel everything.”
I kissed her, deep but gentle, my tongue moving slow against hers. Tess’s lips found my shoulder, then my neck, pressing tender, steady kisses. Lena’s arms tightened around me from behind, her voice low, almost fragile. “Don’t stop touching us.”
“I won’t,” I promised, my hands sliding across every curve, every inch of bare skin.
Jessa was the first to roll on top of me, straddling my hips, her breasts swaying as she leaned down to kiss me. This time she wasn’t wild; her mouth moved slow, her tongue sliding softly against mine. Her hair fell over my face, damp and sweet, the smell of her skin filling me.
Tess shifted closer, curling against my side, her fingers tracing idle lines along my arm, then down my ribs. She watched Jessa ride me with half-lidded eyes, her lips parted as if she were feeling every movement herself.
Behind me, Lena pressed tighter, her breasts flattening against my back, her hand sliding down my stomach until she wrapped around me with steady strokes. Her breath brushed my ear, calm but deep. “Make it last,” she whispered.
Jessa sank down slow, the head of my cock pushing into her inch by inch. She moaned low, a sound that vibrated in her throat, her hips rolling as she took me all the way. Her pussy gripped me hot and wet, every ripple squeezing as she set her hands on my chest.
“You feel so good,” she breathed, rocking steady.
I grabbed her hips, guiding her, holding her pace slow and even. Every movement dragged against me, tight and deliberate, the friction raw but controlled. She gasped, eyes locked on mine, her lips trembling.
Tess kissed my jaw, then moved lower, her mouth on my chest, her tongue circling my nipple before she bit lightly. I groaned, pulling her head closer, her hair spilling soft across my stomach. She smiled against my skin, her tongue dragging lower, teasing.
Lena’s hand still worked me, soaked with Jessa’s wetness, her strokes syncing with Jessa’s slow grind. Her lips brushed my neck. “You belong to us,” she whispered, but there was no edge in her tone now, just warmth.
Jessa moaned louder, her breasts bouncing as she leaned back, her hands pressing into my thighs. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”
I sat up, grabbing her face in both hands, kissing her deep while still buried inside her. My other arm wrapped around Tess, pulling her close as she kissed down my stomach. Lena’s arms tightened from behind, holding me steady, her thighs pressed hot against my back.
The three of them were on me at once, Jessa grinding slow and wet on my cock, Tess licking lower, teasing just above my base, and Lena whispering steady at my ear, her lips brushing my skin.
“You’ve changed,” she said softly. “You’re not holding back anymore.”
“I don’t want to,” I said, voice rough.
Jessa cried out, her body clenching tight around me, her rhythm breaking as her climax hit. She buried her face in my neck, gasping, her moans muffled as her whole body trembled against mine.
Tess kissed up her spine, stroking her hair, while Lena pressed her cheek to mine, her voice low. “That’s it. Give her everything.”
I did, holding Jessa steady, rocking into her slow and deep until her body went limp in my arms, spent but glowing.
Jessa slumped against me, her chest heaving, sweat and water mixing across our skin. I kissed her forehead, then eased her off my lap gently, laying her on the sheets beside us. Her body glowed under the lamplight, thighs glistening, nipples still tight, lips parted with the faintest smile.
Tess crawled up to take her place, her hair spilling over her shoulders, her eyes fixed on mine. She straddled me slow, her pussy brushing against my hard cock as she ground herself once, twice, wetness spreading across my length. She shivered, biting her lip. “You feel even harder now.”
“Because of you,” I said, gripping her hips.
She sank down, inch by inch, her heat swallowing me tight. Her moan broke sharp, her head dropping back as I filled her. She set her hands on my chest, rocking slow, her pussy rippling around me with every movement.
Lena slid closer, kneeling behind me on the bed. She wrapped her arms around my chest, her breasts pressing against my back, her lips grazing my ear. “Hold her,” she whispered. “Make her feel safe while you ruin her.”
I did. My hands cupped Tess’s ass, guiding her steady, deep, every thrust dragging long and slow. She whimpered, her body shaking with the rhythm, her nipples brushing against my chest each time she leaned forward.
“I can’t, ” Tess gasped, nails digging into my skin.
“Yes, you can,” I told her, thrusting harder, holding her down on me until her pussy clenched tight. “Take it.”
She cried out, the sound breaking, her body seizing as her orgasm hit. She clung to me, her breasts crushed against my chest, her pussy pulsing wet and hot. Her moans filled the room, sharp then soft, until she finally collapsed into me, trembling.
I kissed her lips slow, tasting her breath, then eased her off, laying her down next to Jessa. Both of them sprawled together, skin smooth, bodies shining under the light, their chests rising in unsteady rhythm.
Then Lena slid in front of me. Her eyes were steady, but her lips curved faint. She straddled my lap, her skin smooth and hot, her pussy pressed against my cock. She didn’t move right away, just sat there, her hands cupping my face. “You know this changes everything,” she said.
“I want it to,” I answered, no hesitation.
Her lips brushed mine once, then she sank down, slow and steady, until I was buried inside her. We both groaned, the heat sharp and consuming. She wrapped her arms around my neck, kissed me deep, her tongue sliding against mine as she began to move.
Her rhythm was deliberate, grinding, her pussy clenching with every roll of her hips. I held her ass, guiding her, but she kept control, her breath hot against my lips. “Look at them,” she whispered.
I glanced over. Jessa and Tess lay tangled together, watching us through heavy lids, their hands roaming each other’s bodies as they sighed, dazed but aroused all over again.
And Lena rode me slow, her eyes locked on mine, her voice low and steady. “Now you’re ours.”
Lena’s hips rolled slow against me, every stroke deep and deliberate, her pussy gripping me hot and tight. She kissed me hard, tongue sliding against mine, then pulled back, her forehead pressed to mine, her breath shaky. “Don’t let me go,” she whispered.
“I won’t.” My hands cupped her ass, guiding her, my cock throbbing inside her with every grind.
On the bed beside us, Jessa stirred. She crawled closer, her breasts swaying, nipples still hard. She leaned in, kissing Lena’s neck, her lips wet, her voice playful. “You look perfect on him.”
Lena gasped, her rhythm faltering for a second, but she kept moving, her pussy clenching harder. “Don’t distract me.”
Tess pushed up too, her hair messy, her cheeks flushed. She slid behind Lena, wrapping her arms around her waist, her hands cupping Lena’s breasts. “She’s not distracted. She’s dripping.” Tess pinched Lena’s nipples, rolling them tight until Lena moaned into my mouth.
I thrust harder, my hips rising to meet Lena’s grind. Her body jerked, her moans sharper now, her breath spilling hot against my lips. Jessa’s mouth covered her other breast, sucking hard, teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out.
“Oh, god, yes,” Lena gasped, her head dropping back, her hair spilling over Tess’s shoulder.
I slammed deeper, the wet sound loud in the room, Lena’s pussy gripping me in desperate pulses. Tess pinched her nipples harder, Jessa licked across her chest, and Lena’s voice broke, raw and shaking. “I’m close, don’t stop.”
I grabbed her hips, holding her down, fucking up into her harder, faster. The bed creaked, sheets damp with sweat and water, the air thick with the smell of sex. Lena clawed at my shoulders, nails digging deep as her body tensed.
She screamed as her climax hit, her pussy squeezing me in tight waves, her thighs clamped hard around my hips. Her moans tore through the room, her body convulsing as Tess held her breasts and Jessa kissed her throat.
I thrust through it, groaning as she milked me, my cock twitching inside her, aching to spill again. She trembled in my arms, collapsing forward onto my chest, her breath ragged, her body still jerking with aftershocks.
Jessa licked across Lena’s collarbone, then kissed me, her tongue tasting of sweat and salt. “You’re not finished yet,” she whispered, her hand wrapping around me at the base, stroking where I was still buried in Lena.
Tess pressed her lips to my neck, her voice low and needy. “One more time. For all of us.”
Lena lifted her head, her eyes half-lidded but fierce. “Yes. Together.”
They closed in around me, Jessa stroking, Tess kissing, Lena still grinding slow despite her trembling thighs. Their voices mixed, their bodies pressed, every touch layered until I couldn’t tell one from the other.
The heat built again, harder, sharper, rising fast, their moans and whispers feeding it until I knew I couldn’t hold back.
Their bodies closed in on me from every side, Jessa straddling my thigh, grinding herself wet against me; Tess kissing down my neck, her hand cupping my balls; Lena still trembling on my cock, riding slow but steady, her pussy clenching hard. The heat built fast, sharper with every second, their voices blending into one chorus of gasps and moans.
I grabbed Jessa by the waist and pulled her against my side, her breasts pressing into my chest. I kissed her hard, tongue deep, while Tess sucked my nipple, her teeth grazing lightly. Lena clawed down my back, her hips rolling harder now, the wet slap of her ass against my thighs filling the room.
“Come for us,” Lena rasped, her lips against my ear, her voice raw and demanding.
“Yes,” Jessa panted, stroking my chest, her hand sliding down to wrap around my shaft where it disappeared inside Lena. She squeezed me, her fingers slick with our wetness. “Give it all to us.”
Tess’s breath was hot at my neck. “We want it. All of us. Right now.”
I slammed up into Lena, hard and relentless, my cock throbbing inside her. She screamed, her body jerking, her pussy tightening around me in wild spasms. Jessa rubbed herself against my side, moaning as she fingered herself fast, her wetness dripping onto my thigh. Tess gripped me at the base, her strokes syncing with Lena’s grinding, her tongue dragging across my jaw.
The heat broke. I roared, thrusting deep into Lena as my cock exploded, spilling thick inside her. Cum flooded her pussy, hot and heavy, spilling out around me with every pulse. She cried out, clutching me tighter, her body convulsing as she came with me, her thighs squeezing hard against my hips.
Jessa gasped at the sight, her own climax ripping through her as she rubbed herself against my thigh, screaming my name as her wetness smeared across my skin.
Tess moaned low, her hand still pumping me as the last spurts spilled out, coating her fingers. She lifted them to her mouth, sucking slow, her eyes locked on mine. “God, you taste like all of us.”
I collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving, the three of them tangled around me. Lena lay sprawled across my chest, her hair damp, her skin hot, her pussy still dripping down my cock. Jessa curled into my side, her lips pressing soft kisses along my ribs. Tess stretched out along my other side, her hand resting on my stomach, her breath warm against my shoulder.
The room was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, heat, the raw mix of us all. My heart pounded, my body drained, but the warmth of them pressed close held me steady.
For the first time, I didn’t feel like I was just along for the ride. I felt like I’d claimed them, every one of them, and they’d claimed me just as hard.
Lena whispered, barely audible against my chest. “Now you understand.”
I nodded, pulling them all tighter against me. “Yeah. I do.”
Sunlight bled through the thin hotel curtains, soft and pale against the rumpled sheets. The room smelled faintly of sweat and chlorine, but mostly of them. My body ached in places I didn’t know could ache, every muscle heavy, my cock still sore in the best way.
Jessa was sprawled across my chest, her hair tangled, one leg tossed over me like she’d claimed the spot forever. She stirred when I shifted, blinking up at me with a lazy grin. “Morning, trouble.” Her voice was raspy, sweet with sleep.
Beside us, Tess was curled tight under the blanket, only her shoulders bare, her breathing slow and even. She looked younger like that, peaceful, the sly grin gone, replaced with something softer.
Lena sat at the foot of the bed, already awake, hair tied back, wearing my t-shirt that hung too big on her. She sipped from a plastic cup of hotel coffee, her eyes sharp even in the quiet. But when she saw me watching, her mouth curved faint.
“You’re not the same man who walked into this hotel last night,” she said simply.
I ran a hand over Jessa’s back, feeling the warmth of her skin under my palm, the rise and fall of her slow breath. “No. I’m not.”
Memories rushed in, the rooftop water glowing blue, the sound of their screams in the night, their bodies tangled around me until nothing else existed. It should’ve felt unreal, like some fever dream. Instead, it felt permanent.
Tess shifted, half awake, pressing closer into my side. “We wore him out,” she murmured, her lips brushing my shoulder. “But he liked it.”
Jessa laughed softly, still curled on my chest. “He more than liked it. Didn’t you?”
I kissed the top of her messy hair. “You changed me.”
Lena set the cup aside, stood, and came to the bed. She leaned down, her hand cupping my jaw, her lips brushing mine in a slow kiss. “We’re not just a distraction,” she whispered. “You know that now.”
I nodded, my throat tight.
The four of us lay there a while longer, the city coming alive beyond the curtains, the hum of cars and voices faint through the glass. My life before them, days in the shop, nights alone, already felt distant, smaller somehow.
Tess rolled onto her back, stretching, her bare skin catching the light. “So what’s next?”
I looked at each of them, Jessa grinning against my chest, Tess blinking up at the ceiling with a satisfied sigh, Lena watching me steady.
“I don’t know,” I said, and for once it didn’t feel like a weakness. It felt like freedom. “But I’m not going back to the way it was.”
Jessa kissed my chest, Tess laced her fingers through mine, and Lena lay down beside me, her hand over my heart. The three of them wrapped me in warmth, skin and breath and promise.
For the first time in years, I didn’t feel alone. I felt claimed. And I wanted to claim them back, again and again.
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