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1

I pulled up to the curb in airport loading zone not even sure what they looked like. My son Ryan and his friend Josh had planned a small party on my houseboat up on the river for the weekend. But work came up for them and they were running late.
At 44, I was feeling a too old for 21-year-old dramas. But I was uncomfortable having new people go to the boat without me or Ryan there. So I offered to pick their friends up and drive them to the houseboat. I had a couple things to power-wash up there anyway.
Before I could even pull the stick into park, the back door of my car was pulled open.
“Finally!” a golden blonde girl squealed, big dark sunglasses on, her overnight bag flying across the back seat.
Piling in behind her came an equally hot cinnamon-blonde girl. “We were starting to think you weren’t even real!” she said, falling in sideways and yanking the door closed behind her.
A third girl, this one sandy blonde, climbed into the front seat beside me. “Ryan was super vague,” she said, shaking her head, pushing her baseball cap up, rolling her eyes. “Just, ‘somebody will grab you.’ No name, no details. All we got was your license plate!”
“You must be Hannah,” I said to the front-seat blonde. “Josh’s sister?”
That was all Ryan told me — his friend Josh had a sister Hannah who was arriving by plane and expecting her brother at the airport.
“I AM Hannah,” she said, pressing her fingers to her chest, dropping her eyes closed, me forcing my eyes to stay on her grey-shaded eyes, “and behind you is Madison, and beside her is Jess!” she said, erupting with bubbling cheer.
“Ok, and I’m Ross,” I said, finding the other two in the rear view mirror behind me. “You’re driver for today, apparently.” My son didn’t tell me it was going to be three girls, and certainly not three super-hot college girls.
“Thank you Ross!” all three of them sang out loud back to me, and they laughed and rolled sideways and bumped around like a box of kittens back there, before they buckled up.
“Just one quick stop?” Hannah said.
“Stop?” I said.
“Liquor store!” she shouted, and all three of them again cheered and whooped and hollered and slapped hands.
“Uh . . . “ I said, looking for them again in my rearview mirror.
“We’re all 21!” Hannah said. “That’s what the party’s for!”
My phone buzzed. It was Ryan texting. “Going to probably get up there just a bit later than we thought,” he wrote.
“How much later?” I wrote him back, rolling away from the curb, worried about what I was getting into, scared, too, a little bit. They were like foreign creatures to me. Other-worldly with their youthful beauty.
“To be honest, we might not get there till about 2,” he wrote back. “Is that okay?”
It was 11 AM.A two-hour ride. “Sure,” I wrote him back. He knew how nervous I get with the idea of leaving people on the boat who don’t know their way around without one of us there. Lots of things could go wrong. I had no choice. I had to do it.
“Thank you so much for picking us up,” Hannah said, touching my shoulder, leaving her fingers there, lightly, stirringly. “I know you weren’t hoping to drive three girls to the river for a Saturday morning.”
“It’s fine,” I said, and I nodded, I grinned, I grimaced.
“Thank you!” sang out the two in the back seat, Madison and Jess. “You’re the best!” Madison said, and I felt her toes poke me under my seat, and I heard her chuckle.
I nodded at them through the rearview. “Not going to lie,” I said quietly to Hannah, who was settling in beside me up front, propping her bare knees up on the dashboard, smiling across at me. “Driving the three of you looking the way you do up to my houseboat isn’t necessarily a terrible way to spend a Saturday morning for me,” I said, and I chuckled and bulged my eyes at her.
“You mean,” she said full of fake innocence, “three super-cute college coed blondes celebrating their 21st?” she said. “You should stay with us  awhile when we get there!”
“I’ve got stuff to do,” I said. “Anyway, I’m sure Ryan and Josh wouldn’t want me around.”
“Maybe they won’t make it up till tomorrow,” she said, and she paused a second before laughing out loud and pointing at the face I made. “No doubt you’re perfect fantasy!” she cried out loud, and she rolled her eyes and shook her face at me with a pursed grin.
I gripped the wheel and turned to look out my side window to hide the face I was making, puffing my cheeks and blowing out my breath. Hannah was in white tennis shoes, white shorts, and an off-one-shoulder sky-blue sweater. Her sandy blonde hair was short and straw-like and wild and blowing all over her face. She lingered on my eyes with her eyes a beat too long. She leaned back with her elbow out the open window and tilted her head back to feel the wind, knowing I was watching her let it blow over her head and her body.
The two in the back weren’t making it any easier. Maddison, the one with long, golden blonde and tumbling hair, was in black leggings and a crop-cut pale-pink hoody, long side shoelaces hanging down over her high and ample chest.
I couldn’t help myself from glancing up at her through the rearview mirror, and every time I did, I caught her dark brown eyes in them just flashing away from mine, but a moment too late, before a shy grin spread over her mouth, and then she’d look back for me.
Jess, too. The cinnamon blonde with longer straight hair was in a pleated plaid skirt and long-tailed untucked white shirt, collar turned up. I found her in the mirror too, but she stared out the side window as though gazing at art, quiet and thoughtful — and looking like some classic portrait painting.
It was going to be a challenging two hours driving up to the river just to keep my eyes on the road, and my mind out of the gutter.
I parked beside the liquor store.
“Don’t you go anywhere!” Hannah said, digging her nails into my forearm. Her tongue tip touched the bottom of her top lip. I watched the three girls scramble out the car doors and run, laughing, inside the store, before I texted my son.
“They’re a handful,” I wrote. “I thought it was going to be your buddies.”
“Yeah,” he wrote back, “Sorry I didn’t warn you. Lol. Thank you so much for picking them up, we’re really bogged down here.”
“You have an updated ETA?” I wrote him, watching through the windows as the three blonde girls dashed around and discussed and dashed around again. Hannah saw me and waved. Madison looked at me too, but she just grinned and looked down.
“It’s all hands on deck down here,” my son said. He and his friend were juniors in a banking firm. “Just can’t tell yet.”
“You know I can’t leave anyone on the boat without you or me there,” I said.
“I know,” he said. “I’ll get up as soon as possible, this work wasn’t expected.”
“No problem,” I said. But I feared things could get a bit awkward, older guy like me, three young girls like them, the houseboat being so small and remote and quiet. I was already losing my mind and we weren’t even on the road out of town yet.
The three of them flew back across the parking lot to the car and tumbled inside. “Go driver!” Madison cried out from the backseat.
“You have to stay for one drink at least to help us celebrate!” Hannah said, climbing back into the front.
“One,” I said after a pause, and I held up a single finger.
They all cheered like it was the best thing ever. Hannah made as though to chomp my finger with her clashing teeth. Then she leaned over the console, slid her fingers under my chin and up over my far cheek, and pulled my face toward her even as I was trying to back out of the parking spot. She pressed her soft pink lips into my jaw.
“We’re glad,” she said softly.
“What about?” I said, when I regained consciousness.
“That you’re such a nice guy,” she said just as softly, and she shook her face like she was confused I had to ask. “Older man too,” she said, and she squealed as though to herself.
All three were fast asleep before I turned off the last road and slowed to a crawl up the double trail through the forest. Just as we crested the hill where the houseboat comes into view, tied to a dock in a wide bend of the slow, lazy river, Madison threw her chin over my shoulder and gasped.
“Is that it!?” she said.
Hannah woke up just then and she gazed around and blinked her eyes before settling her view on the houseboat too. She gasped just like Madison had. “It’s beautiful!” she said.
Jess then sat up and looked all around left and right. “Where is this?” she said full of wonder.
I smirked. I knew what it was like to get your first view of it. They all had exactly the reaction you hope someone would have. We rolled down the other side, taking it slow over the lumps and bumps and I brought the car to a stop at the foot of the dock.
I’d made a stop at a store while they slept  and loaded up the back of the car with groceries. There were places to eat not too far away, but not leaving the boat and making meals there, that was the best way to enjoy it, dining up on top.
I took each of their hands to help them over the side and onto the back. It was all I could do to control my breath and not say something dumb. But the truth was, I still got nervous around pretty women, and those three, there’d never been any prettier.
I opened the patio door and slid it wide. The girls stepped inside and gasped again and again, and explored the whole place.
“This is really yours?” Madison said, making her way back through it.
“I heard about this place,” Hannah said, “but I didn’t imagine it this good.”
“It’s very romantic,” Jess said, and I think she felt embarrassed saying it so quietly to me in front of the others, because she bit her lip and turned her face away.
“Can you swim in the river?” Hannah said.
“It’s very clean,” I said. “But maybe a bit cold.”
“Will you come in if we go in?” she said, her eyes sparkling at me.
“Sure, for a bit, and then I’ll make lunch,” I said. “Ryan and Josh shouldn’t be far behind us.” Just as I said that, my phone buzzed. It was Ryan.
“Make that more like 4, maybe?” he wrote.
“Are you even going to make it today at all?” I wrote, but I was joking.
He wasn’t. “Actually, yeah, no, it’s going to be dark if we come up too late, maybe we should come tomorrow,” he wrote.
Hannah had been reading my phone over my shoulder. “Oh no, will you have to stay with us all day — and night?” she said.
I turned to her with half narrowed eyes.
“Maybe it’ll be fun,” she said privately to me, and she threw a quick hug around me from behind and kissed me, again, on my cheek.
“What’ll be fun?” Madison said, coming back up from the other end of the boat.
“Ross,” she said, turning to me with her blazing eyes, “is going to stay with us tonight on the boat because Ryan and Josh can’t make it.”
She snorted with a grin at her friend and peeled off to explore more of the the boat, glancing over her shoulder at me, eyes glowing.
“Sounds like fun,” Madison said, and she did that thing again, looking at me hard, but turning away quickly with a nervous grin when I caught her.
“You just better not try anything,” Jess said with a warning in her voice, suddenly appearing over my other shoulder.
“Jess!” Madison called to her, and she made as though to hit her shoulder. “He’s a gentleman, he’s not going to do anything he’s not allowed to do!’ She turned to me. “Right?” she said with a sly grin.
“Don’t pay attention to Madison,” Hannah said, coming back up to me and sliding her arm through my arm, turning me toward the patio door and the back deck, “she’s just a tease.”
Madison gasped and slapped Hannah on the shoulder. “Like you aren’t!” she said.
“Hold me,” Hannah said, and she gripped my arm in both her soft, cool hands, and wiggled her foot till her shoe fell off. Standing on the narrow swim deck, she faced the river and dipped her toes in the water. “Not too cold,” she said. “Glad we brought our bathing suits.”
“Are you going to go swimming too?” Madison said when we came back in. “Where do we change?”
“We can just change here,” Hannah said to her, and she reached across the front of her body and held the lower edge of her sweater and paused. “If Ross just turns around.” She grinned crookedly.
“No peeking then,” Madison said, already pulling the zipper of her hoody half way down the front of her body.
“Can we trust you?” Jess said, even as she unbuttoned one small button after another down the front of her long white shirt staring at me the whole time.
I turned around to face the patio door and to stare down the length of the slow river glinting and shimmering in the noon-day sun. Behind me, three blonde 21-year-old beauties stripped naked and changed into their bathing suits, their clothes rustling, their laughter infecting my ears, their scent filling my nose.
How was I going to survive this? I’d had guests overnight before, people sleeping on couches and even a tent pitched on the top deck. There was one big beautiful king size bed up under the front of the boat, where I slept usually. My mind was racing. There were no “rooms” per se.
“Okay,” Hannah said too close to my ear. Her hand hung around my shoulder as she seemed to purposefully drag the front of her body against mine. “Look, but don’t get all creepy, okay?”
She stuck her tongue out at me and twirled around in front of me laughing and throwing her head back. Her “bathing suit” was a bikini that mimicked a white lace set of lingerie, complete with scallop frills around the cups and along her belly.
“Stop staring so much!” she said, and she made eyes at me as she went out to the sun deck and looked back at me over her shoulder, dipping her toes in the water.
Madison dragged her body against my other side — it really wasn’t that small down there. They were doing it to me on purpose. She was dressed in a strap-less blue bikini that looked like a narrow towel barely wrapped around her large chest, and bottoms that drooped loosely down her abdomen so low, your eyes couldn’t stop looking.
She wagged her finger at me and tsk-tsk’d me like I was already busted. She went out the patio door and sat down on the swim deck to dip her legs in the water. She looked over her shoulder. “Hurry,” she said to me. “You too you know.”
I turned around only to find myself nearly bumping face-to-face into Jess. She was dressed in a super-tight and slick black one-piece with hips that came up nearly to her breasts. She widened her eyes at me and pursed her lips. “Excuse me,” she said in a nearly inaudible voice as she turned to slip past me, but not without brushing her ass against my hip. “Careful, you!” she said, but it was her who was going out of her way to bump me. “Aren’t you coming?” she said privately to me as she hung on the edge of the patio door and looked for me over her shoulder.
“I have to change,” I said.
She dropped her eyes down to my waist and snorted lightly before turning and skipping out the door to join Madison and Hannah on the swim deck.
Hannah curled her arm at me. “Come on!” she said impatiently, and she turned and dove into the river. Madison squealed and then fell in forward from where she sat on the deck. Jess laughed and she glanced over her shoulder at me. “Don’t take too long,” she said, and she lowered herself in the water going down the ladder, staring at me the whole way.
I looked at my phone. I didn’t realize my son texted me from our earlier conversation. “Is that going to be okay?” he wrote. It was about him and Josh coming tomorrow.
I looked at my phone, looked up out the patio door at the three girls frolicking in the water, splashing, swimming, all three of them glancing back for me, expecting me to be watching them, seemingly wanting me to see them, and looked back at my phone.
“Won’t be a problem,” I wrote him, and I put the phone down, closed the curtains over the patio door, and changed into my bathing trunks. I had no choice.
I stepped out onto the swim deck. All three girls cheered. I dove in, and when I came up, Hannah splashed me. Madison, watching her, floated in front of me, and with her eyes on Hannah, she reached up and laughed and tried to dunk me.
Hannah splashed her now, too, and glanced at me with sideways eyes.
Meanwhile, Jess shook her head at the other two and remained aloof while she swam forward and back, but she kept sliding too close to me, our bodies bumping under the surface. Her paddling feet kicked my stomach and chest while I was treading and watching Hannah and Madison making eyes at each other.
“Watch it!” Jess said privately to me, and she glanced over at the other two even as her hand, under the water, pressed into my stomach ostensibly to push herself off me. She narrowed her eyes at me before she rolled over in the water and put her face down to swim harder. Her feet kicked near my face and splashed me.
I pulled myself up to sit on the edge of the swim deck and Hannah pulled herself up too, to sit beside me, her elbow resting on my shoulder, her hand hanging down nearly touching my chest, her fingers curling, her nails lightly as breeze scratching my skin.
“I think Madison has a crush on you,” she said.
“I do not!” Madison shouted and she splashed water at Hannah before she pulled herself up onto the swim deck to sit on my other side. “Anyway Hannah thinks you’re sexy,” she said.
Hannah leaned over and twisted sideways at her. “Hannah said in private to Madison!” she said. She sat back but remained tight against my side. “Anyway, we all agreed that nobody should do anything, don’t you think that’s the best way to handle things?” she said.
“Can only lead to trouble,” I said.
“That’s what I said!” Madison shouted over front of me toward Hannah. “So nobody’s doing anything. It’s all one room anyway.”
Just then Jess swam up in front of me. “Let me hang on,” she said, and she reached toward me under the water.
“What are you doing down there, Jess?” Hannah said, smirking and chuckling.
“Nothing, unlike you!” Jess said. “Feet please,” she said to me.
I felt her hands curl around the underside of my ankles and she lifted my legs up. I held them for her at the surface of the water and she stretched her body out in front of me, her hands sliding up my shins, over my knees, and onto my thighs, as she suspended herself from my legs and paddled her feet behind her.
“That’s a very hot bathing suit, Jess,” Madison said to her.
Jess smile with her eyes closing. She pushed my legs until they closed and, still stretched out now under her body, she laid on my legs and folded her arms under her face and put her head down. Her blonde hair spilled over my thighs. Her temple nestled into the middle of my trunks. I couldn’t tell if she noticed. I was hanging on for dear life, daring not to move. I cursed my cock, the way it was growing too hard.
“Do you like her bathing suit?” Madison said to me, now her chin resting on my right shoulder.
“Whose bathing suit do you like the most?” Hannah said, her chin now resting on my other shoulder.
I put my hands down on the deck behind me and leaned back. Jess slid from my legs, until she wriggled on me and reached with her hands to hold my waist, and she pulled herself up higher over my legs. Now her cheek rested against my groin, and she glanced up at me. She could feel it.
“Are you going to control yourself?” she said softly.
“Maybe if you weren’t trying to suck the man off, Jess,” Madison said and she smirked.
Hannah laughed out loud and slapped her hand into my belly and turned her face close into mine. “I bed you’d just love that,” she said, low and softly. “I would if I had one, Jess is so pretty.”
“I thought you just said nobody is going to do anything,” I said.
“And just you remember that, buster,” she said, and she kissed my cheek again, only this time, she half got my lips. “Sorry about that,” she said, and she rubbed her thumb over my lip. She glanced guiltily for Madison on my other side.
“Would you just stop?” Madison said to Hannah, her face just as close to mine as Hannah’s was. “Is this lady bothering you?” she said to me. Her voice became low and smooth, like whiskey.
Hannah laughed and kissed my cheek again. “I’m just trying to make our host feel appreciated,” Hannah said. “Pay no attention to that absolute skank of a slut on your other side,” she said. “You can’t trust her.”
Madison squealed. “You are such a tease, Hannah!” Madison said.
I flinched and both Madison and Hannah glanced down in my groin. Jess had bitten me there. I had grown hard under her face, what with her pressing harder and harder against me in secret, but with Hannah and Madison, too, sneaking kisses and touching me all over with their hands, I could hardly help it.
“What did you do?” Madison said, alarmed.
“Oh my god, she bit him!” Hannah said. “Jess, did you bite the poor man’s . . . “ she paused and glanced sideways at me. “ . . . cock?” she whispered nearly mouthing the word.
Madison squealed again and covered her mouth with her hand.
Jess pushed off and floated on her back in front of me, her body wet and smooth. “You two should stop, you’re just playing with him now,” she said. “He’s a person too, you know.”
“I’m not doing anything,” Hannah said, “it’s Madison who’s all over him.”
“Says the girl who’s been throwing herself at him the whole time,” Madison said. “Anyway, I don’t want to do anything, I’m looking forward to a weekend without drama,” she said.
Hannah pushed herself up and headed back inside. “Amen,” she said. “Nobody’s doing anything. I’m sure Ross doesn’t want the drama either. Older gentlemen should be respected.”
Jess now swam back to the ladder and, with her eyes smoldering on mine, she made slow and deliberate work of climbing up the ladder, letting the water run in rivulets down her tight, shining one piece.
“They’re both so immature,” she said where she stood high over me, to close to me, her calf touching my shoulder.
Madison snorted and gripped my other shoulder to steady herself and push herself up.
I sat alone on the swim deck facing the river with my legs hanging in the water. I didn’t even turn to look when Jess sneakily dragged her fingernail behind her up over my shoulder and along my neck as she joined the other two inside the houseboat.
“You guys go upstairs to the top deck,” I said over my shoulder. “I’ll bring lunch up. Sun is nice up there.”
I watched their long bare legs disappear up the tight circular stairs and heard them ooh and ahh up there before I got up and went to the kitchen to fix up lunch. I was glad to buy some time to think. I desperately needed to cool down.
But they did nothing to help. I came up moments later to find those three gorgeous ladies reclining on the L-shaped sectional up top still in their slight bathing suits, one like white lace lingerie, one like tiny blue towels barely wrapped around her, the third in that tight stretched one piece barely looking like anything at all. It looked like debauched Rome up there, the way their nearly naked bodies and limbs were spread every which way all over the furniture. The sun lit them up.
“This is so relaxing,” Hannah said with a sigh.
“So private, too” Madison said.
“Are you sure nobody’s coming?” Jess said. “They aren’t coming up today?”
“We had a B-n-B in Mexico,” Hannah explained to me, leaning over the low table, sampling my offerings. “And the patio deck was so private, we just all got naked!” she said, and she squealed and covered her mouth and laughed.
“It was okay,” Madison said, as though to reassure me. “Nobody was there, nobody could see. It was fun.”
“Nobody could see except us,” Jess felt the need to explain to me. She glanced at me and looked away again. “Unlike you,” she said to the river.
“That’s right, now there’s just Ross,” Hannah said privately to Jess and she laughed quietly. “We like tanning without lines,” she said to me and she nodded.
“Older men are supposed to be more under control,” Madison said. “Anyway, it’s his boat, his rules, right?” she said to me. “You get to say yay or nay.”
“Yay or nay to what?” Jess said to Madison, kicking her and smirking. “Do you want us to?” she said to me, straining to twist her neck to find me over her shoulder.
I sat down in the elbow of the L-shaped furniture, deeply reclined, watchful and wary, saying nothing.
“Of course he wants us to,” Hannah said, and she smirked knowingly, and dropped her hand down on my bare thigh. “He’s not going to say no.”
“He probably should say no, the way you get,”Madison said to Hannah and she shook her grinning face at her.
Hannah turned to me. “So what, maybe I get a little wound up when I sunbathe naked, I’m human, right?” she said.
I shrugged. I swallowed. I remained perfectly still the way one might watching birds hoping one might land on your shoulder.
“You were the one starting things down in Mexico,” Hannah said to Madison.
“You both were,” Jess said, and she rolled over and pulled herself on the cushions until she sat leaning against my shoulder, her body and legs stretched out. “Is this okay?” she said, twisting around and lifting her deep eyes up to mine.
“Do I have a choice?” I said.
She laughed softly. “No,” she said. She wriggled and pulled herself down until the back of her head nestled — not for the first time that day — in my groin.
Madison got up and pranced around as though exploring the top deck before she came back high on her toes and pushed plates of food aside to sit on the edge of the table, forcing herself between my legs to face me. “You have to be careful around Hannah, she says one thing but means another,” she said.
Hannah burst out laughing and slapped Madison’s bare thigh and slinked back into the cushions with her fingers over her grinning lips.
Madison kept her face serious, kept her eyes on mine, wrapped her hands around my knees. “She has a thing for older men,” Madison said in a hushed whisper as though keeping it a secret from the others.
Hannah laughed louder and kicked her feet. “Only a bit,” she said to me out the corners of her eyes.
“Anyway, the sun is hot, this deck is totally private, and I for one believe I can trust you,” Madison said. Keeping her eyes dead set on mine, she bit her bottom lip, raised her arms over her head, and drew her wraparound top up over her head, leaving her large, high and jiggling breasts exposed to the sunlight. “It’s Hannah I don’t trust,” she said, and she narrowed her eyes at Hannah where she hung on my shoulder and bit my skin.
“Well I mean, just look at her tits,” Hannah said with her lips brushing my ear. “Who doesn’t want to smash that? Am I right?”
“You guys!” Jess said with her eyes closed, her head sliding slightly side to side, rubbing my groin, her hair spread over my legs and stomach. “You’re making him hard,” she said and she erupted in squealing laughter that she struggled to stanch.
“Like you aren’t,” Hannah said. “Who’s making you hardest?” she said to me. “Me? Being all sexy and alluring with you, Madison who is stripping for you, or Jess, who is rubbing you?”
“Hannah, I’m hardly stripping for the man!” Madison said, and she stood up and pranced around the top of the deck, leaning out over the railing as though to look down and out over the river, walking back and forth and all around high on her toes and showing off her naked body but pretending not to.
“You better not do anything,” Jess mumbled in my lap and she rolled in place until her face pushed down in the crotch of my shorts. She reached under her body and drew the zipper of her one-piece all the way down, and stretched and writhed with her shoulders, until her bathing suit came off down to her waist. “Well help me, at least!” she said laughing, and she pushed her hips up, arching her back.
Hannah bit her lip and shrugged with a grin at me. I inhaled and used my thumb to push her bathing suit down over her ass, and further down over her legs. She kicked her feet until it came the rest of the way off. She laughed in my lap and rolled and kicked and laid flat and heavy across my lap. She flicked her hair up and let it settle down in a fan that hid my entire bottom half and her face and arms and hands.
I looked at Hannah who was hanging on my shoulder. “What can we say, we’re three girls who love the sun.”
Jess rolled her face sideways and found me in the corners of her eyes through her hair spread over her face. “Do you swear nobody is coming?” she said.
“I saw his phone myself,” Hannah said. “They aren’t coming until tomorrow.”
Jess put her face back down in my lap. Her arm reached out and her finger coaxed a bottle of lotion into her hand. She handed it up to me. “Do you mind?” she said, and she flicked her hair up and over the top of her head to expose her neck and back to me.
Madison came back to the table. “I can do her,” she said.
But Jess snatched the bottle away. “I want him to,” she said.
“Do me,” Hannah said, and she quickly pulled the bikini straps down from her shoulders, spun her top around, and unclasped it at her belly. She knelt on the cushion beside me facing backward.
“Squirt,” Madison said to me, handing me the bottle.
Hannah burst out laughing and laid her face sideways on the top of the back cushions. I turned to her and she instantly sank her tongue into my mouth and sealed her lips around my lips. “She means the bottle, not the other thing,” she said. “Don’t be silly.”
Madison proceeded to rub lotion into Hannah’s curving and arching back beside me, and then into my own chest and stomach and legs. She squirted some into my hands and I rubbed it into Jess’s bare back and neck and arms where she laid across my lap.
“Is this okay still?” Hannah said. “I have to take them off or there’ll be lines.” She rolled back, lifted her knees, and pushed her bottoms down her legs.
Madison laughed and helped them off her. She stood in front of me and said, “No looking!” but she didn’t turn or even wait for me to close my eyes before she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her bikini bottoms and pushed them off.
Jess rolled in place in my lap and snuggled down on me now on her back. “Keep going, but be very careful,” she said, and she peeked up at me through sun on her eyes and wagged her finger. She reached under her head and felt my shorts. “You too,” she said, and she sat up and reached behind her back to fumble and snatch at my shorts until I lifted my hips, and she pulled them down and off me. She settled back down on me, now with my cock, hard as anything, poking up beside her neck and against her ear and under her blonde fan of hair.
“Well?” she said, and she danced on her back over my lap. “All over too, don’t miss anything.”
I looked down. The girl was naked. Her breasts were perfect. Her pubic zone was clean and bare. I glanced over at Madison standing beside me where she rubbed Hannah’s back. She stared at me with a smirk as I looked between her legs, which I found also clean and bare. I looked over at Hannah.
“Yes,” she said, and she pulled away from Madison, rolled onto her back beside me, and spread her legs. She reached down and felt herself, cupped her hand around her pussy, bit her lips and laughed at me. “We all did each other before coming over,” she said. Her pussy was bare, too. “Touch it. Do you like it?”
I swallowed hard. Hannah laughed. Jess had absently begun to lightly stroke my cock against the side of her head. I rubbed her body lower and lower down, now feeling the rise of her pubic bone under my fingers. Her hips swayed. I felt a shake erupt through her.
“You have to do me now,” Madison said to Hannah and she sat on the edge of the couch and pulled her hair over her shoulder.
“Do you want to do Madison?” Hannah said. “Hands,” she said, and I held them out. She squirted the bottle for me. I reached over and rubbed Madison’s bare back and neck. Hannah pulled my other hand down between her legs and pressed her two hands on top of mine. “See how wet the sunshine makes me?” she said.
“Give me some,” Jess said and Hannah squirted some into her hand. She rolled sideways in my lap and proceeded to spread the lotion into her hands. “Don’t want little Ross to burn,” she said to herself, but then she stopped. “Actually no, hang on a sec,” she said, and she pushed herself up from my lap and ran to the stairs and down.
Madison sat on my lap and slid herself down my thighs. My cock was trapped against my stomach and she pushed her hips forward and dragged her bare and smooth pussy up and down over the underside of it. “You better not, you promised,” she said.
“Oh my god, Madison!” Hannah said and she kissed my neck and cheek. “Is it alright if she does that to you?” she said. “You have to ask him, Madison!”
“Jesus, you guys,” I said to her. “How is this even happening?”
Hannah laughed.
Just then Jess reappeared. “Madison! Are you fucking him!?”
Madison spun around, hanging from my neck. “No!” she shouted back.
“I asked you not to fuck him!” Jess cried out and she went back down the stairs.
Madison fell sideways off me. “I wasn’t even fucking him,” she said to Hannah.
Hannah sighed and frowned. “Jess wants to fuck you so bad,” she said to me. “Madison, you knew Jess wanted to fuck him.”
“I wasn’t fucking him!” she repeated louder.
“You should go down,” Hannah said to me. “See if she’s alright.”
“I don’t really think I should,” I said, but Hannah pushed me with her foot. “Go,” she said.
I went down the curling stairs and found Jess lying on her side on my bed, curled up. She’d pulled the blanket over herself.
“You okay?” I said gently.
“You said you weren’t going to do that,” she said.
“We weren’t doing it all the way.”
“It looked like you were just letting her go to town on you.”
“She was just rubbing herself on me, I didn’t go inside her.”
“Are you sure?” she said, rolling half over to look into my eyes.
“I swear.”
“Just rubbing?” she said, and she rolled onto her side again, but she patted the bed at me behind her.
I crawled up onto the bed and she pulled the blanket up for me. I pushed myself against her bare backside.
“Just rubbing,” I said close to her ear.
“Do you want to rub me?” she said after a few moments. “And I mean, just rub me!”
“Like this?” I said. I pushed my still-hard cock between her legs. “What was it you were going to get?” I said.
She laughed despite herself but she lifted a knee and hooked her foot around the back of my thigh to spread her legs for me.
“Just this, some lubrication,” she said. “To make you feel better. But you have to be very careful,” she said. “You can’t come inside me.”
“Do you mean cum or come?” I said.
She half rolled over and cupped my cheek in her hand. With her other hand, she pressed my slowly thrusting cock down harder against her pussy. She was wet and slick. “I mean no fucking me,” she said, and she penetrated my mouth with her tongue and moaned.
Together we rocked our hips, rolling back and forth, my cock sliding up and down over her wet lips where she pressed me with the palm of her hand. “But tell me when you’re about to cum,” she whispered.
I held her hip in my hand and reached around to cup her breast in my other hand. She moaned and shook and pushed herself so hard back at me, I rolled onto my back. She came to lay on me on her back and she curled her spine in and drove her hips up and down and shivered, holding my cock against her wet pussy as I squeezed and massaged her breasts. She rubbed more lubrication into both of us.
She rolled onto her hands and knees and, riding me facing backward, she raised and lowered her ass and reached through her legs to guide my cock between her lips. The head kept catching inside the lips of her pussy.
My hand hovered over her back ready to tap her, to tell her to stop, to tell her I was going to cum. The sensation of her rubbing me, the scene — her gorgeous, tensioning and writhing back — and her moans and cries and gasps, were all too much for me. I wasn’t sure if she wasn’t going to cum before me.
Just then, Hannah appeared in front of us. “Jess! You said no fucking!”
Madison appeared behind her, also gasping, also complaining.
Jess sat back on my hips, pulling up my cock between my legs. “I wasn’t fucking him! I was just rubbing him, like Madison was!”
“I was hardly rubbing him like that,” Madison said.
“Let me see,” Hannah said, and she knelt on the bed and pushed Jess off me. She got down on her elbows and knees as though to examine my cock for signs that Jess had been fucking me.
My head swirled. I had been pulled back from the brink of exploding only to have all three girls join me on the bed.
“You know I can taste you if you fucked him,” Hannah said, and she pushed her lips into the head of my cock, before letting them spread, and she sank down the full length of my shaft.
“Stop sucking him like that, you’re going to make him cum,” Jess said, and she tried to pull Hannah up by the shoulder.
“I can tell if you fucked him,” Madison said, and she threw her leg over my body and, facing backward, she nuzzled her head in place of Hannah’s head and sank her own mouth down the full length of my cock.
All I could see was her ass and pussy in front of my face, before she lowered herself, and I tasted her pussy. I wrapped my hands around her hips and held her and licked her.
Jess began to push at Madison to get her pussy off my face, and she knelt over my face in her place and I licked her. Soon Hannah pushed Madison off my cock and took me in her mouth in her place.
Bodies shook and cries went up from all over the bed. It was clearly the first time those three had been naked together, I could tell. The three of them might have begun by wrestling with each other over me, but the wrestling dissolved into pushing and shoving, and finally into squirming and writhing.
I felt what could only be a pussy slide down my cock, and I looked up and made eye contact with Jess who was kneeling over my lap. Though Madison and Hannah frolicked together on top of me, Jess smiled and stuck her tongue out, before she gasped and dropped her head back. She had taken me all the way inside her.
What followed was an afternoon of formless, shapeless, and wordless pleasure. It was timeless and only half-conscious. There were orgasms and nodding off and water refreshments. At one point I held Madison by her thighs where she sat on the kitchen counter, her ankles locked in my back, my hips pounding into her hips as hard as I had it in me.
At another point, Hannah pushed her hands into the glass wall of the shower bent at her hips as I plowed her from behind, her crying out loud, the slapping of our bodies making the boat rock.
Jess rode me in my bed until I exploded up into her, and we all dozed the rest of the afternoon away tangled up in our limbs all over the messy bed.
I made dinner and we put candles upstairs to eat by. The girls were dressed in nightclothes like satin camis and halters and panties. We cuddled and kissed and all went to bed together. All night long, I fucked one and then another and then the third, not even knowing who it was I was fucking or kissing or licking anymore
Unless it was Jess. She always let me know when it was her I was fucking, using just her eyes and her smile. Through it all, it felt like Jess and I had a special connection.
We woke up to the bright morning sun, and the sound of car doors closing up by the dock. 
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We lifted our four heads from the bed at the same time, and blurry-eyed and messy-haired, we looked at each other confused and rebooting where we were. We heard a second car door shut.
It was Hanna who’s foggy brain fit the puzzle together first. “It’s Ryan and Josh!” she shouted in a hushed voice, and now all eight of our eyes popped wide open.
Mine especially. I was just as naked as the three young women in my bed, the sheets a mess, limbs entangled, and memories of half-conscious and delirious fucking, sucking, licking, and rubbing flooding back into my mind.
I wasn’t the only one scanning the bed and the naked limbs entwined all over it. We all came to awareness at the same time, noticing our bodies, our nakedness, and remembering bits and pieces of what we did.
“I slept up top on the sectional, got it?” I said, and I scrambled out of the big warm king-size bed and tugged on pants and t-shirt. I grabbed a bag of garbage and went straight off the boat to head-off my son and his friend before they got to it, to give Hannah, Madison, and Jess time to dress and make themselves decent.
“Oh, hey,” I said, trying not to appear too jolly when I came to them on the dock. I was supposed to be still a little put-out that my son not only made me pick up and drive the three girls to the houseboat, but then that I also needed to spend the night there due to his unscheduled work.
“You live,” Ryan said, and he chuckled, and made to go around me.
I had to think fast. I stopped him with a question and made him turn to me. “That sounds like it was quite an emergency at work,” I said.
“Wish we could tell you all about it, but it’s still going through,” he said. “Last night go okay in the end for you here? So sorry, again,” he said. “Didn’t mean to leave you in the lurch like that.”
“Oh yeah,” I said. “I didn’t mind too much — had things to work on anyway up here. I slept up top,” I added, not that he asked. “Let them have the big bed,” I said.
Was it too much detail too soon? I could see over his shoulder the boat shudder and jerk and I knew the girls were scrambling around getting clothes on.
“They even up yet?” he said and he chuckled.
“They’re up, just hanging out I think, I don’t know. I’m making breakfast, you’re just in time.”
I wasn’t able to dely him and Josh any longer and I could only hope the girls got themselves together and found, and hid, any evidence. 
“We’ve all been friends since grade school,” Ryan’s friend Josh said to me in passing. “So, thanks so much for driving them up and making sure they were good up here,” he said.
“Like I said to Ryan,” I said to him, “I was coming up anyway. They’re great. Pretty quiet.”
“Oh they were quiet, were they?” he said, and he laughed. “Not the way they sounded on the way up. I guess they respect you,” he said.
“Maybe,” I said, and I continued on my way to dump my fake bag of trash.
I paused at the garbage containers and looked back down the river bank to the dock and the houseboat rocking gently at the end of it. If there was any evidence still out that gave away what happened through the night, it was too late now.
I didn’t know they were friends like that for so long. But it answered one question: I had been worried about potential intimate relationships, whether in the present or the past, that I might have stuck myself into. But it sounded like they were all platonic the whole time.
Not that that made things any better. It wasn’t complicated math to discover I was a touch more than twice the age of each of them. A 44-year-old might as well be from a different planet for 21-year-olds. There was a lot about the previous night that didn’t connect.
Maybe it really was a one-off, a long, drawn out mistake never to be repeated. But I had to smirk as I dropped my bag in the bin. Ol’ Ross kept up his end throughout the night, of that there was no doubt.
I gave them time down there, but when I saw them all emerge out top laughing and talking, I knew the girls had passed their first test. The boys were none the wiser about our nighttime shenanigans. The girls must have compartmentalized the whole thing.
Still, I had to exhale and flare my eyes at the ground. What was I doing, anyway, a man my age, sneaking around with three 21 year old women, girls not even the two guys down there with them now, apparently, got up to anything with?
They were beauties though. I hoped they weren’t saving themselves. What would that make me?
Things looking chill, I made my way back to the boat. I called up to the top deck from the dock, “breakfast all around then?”
The girls acted perfectly, thanking me like they would as if nothing happened, as if I really did sleep up top, and they got the big bed to themselves, unmolested.
I brought up plates and everybody tucked in. Josh and Ryan took the empty plates down and promised coffee for us all.
Once they left the top deck, I said to all three of Hannah, Madison, and Jess, “I didn’t know you guys weren’t involved with each other.”
“No way!” Madison said. “And ruin our friendships?”
“It’s different with you,” Jess said. “Even if what happened was a one off.”
“To be forgotten about and never spoken of again,” Hannah said, and she flared her eyes at me — but with a grin, too.
“Things got carried away last night, obviously,” Madison said. “We’re usually not like that.”
“We’re actually nice girls,” Jess said. “Most of the time,” she added, looking at the floor of the deck.
When Josh and Ryan came up with coffees, I said I’d be making my way back. “Got to go check on the state of the rocks in the hot spring first, then leave you guys to it here,” I said. “Get out of your way.”
Jess and Hannah looked up at me with what I thought was too obvious an expression of regret. But Madison was the worst.
“Hot spring?” Madison said, and I knew I made a big mistake. I didn’t need to fix the rocks on that visit. I could have just left.
“Up the river a bit there’s a mysterious underground stream, super hot water,” Ryan explained to her. “So he built a little bed of rocks to make walls around it so you can sit in it and soak, just enough river water flowing in so it doesn’t get too hot,” he said. “It’s very cool.”
“You’re going there now?” Madison said.
“Always have to straighten the rocks, they fall and roll sometimes, just need to rebuild it,” I said.
“Can I see it?” she said.
I looked at Ryan.
“If you don’t mind showing her,” Ryan said, and he shrugged. “It’s pretty cool.”
I was trapped. “Well come on then,” I said. “I can show you how it needs to be maintained.”
Madison gave a long, leering, “eat your hearts out” look over her shoulder at Hannah and Jess, who both looked away with narrowed eyes. I checked if Ryan or Josh caught it, but they were busy themselves staring down the river.
We headed off up the trail along the top of the bank. “It wasn’t supposed to happen, just so you know,” Madison said. “We are not actually like that, we just talk like it,” she said. “We’ve never done anything like that before.”
“Why last night then?” I said.
She caught up beside me and thought about it a few moments. “You’re different, I guess,” she finally said. “It feels kind of like how people say about Vegas. Anyway, I’m sorry we did that to you.”
“Yeah,” I said, and I chuckled. “I don’t think you have to be sorry.”
She laughed and held my hand. I looked down at her over my shoulder and she squeezed it tighter. “It was pretty fun, though, wasn’t it,” she said, and she made to bite my shoulder. “It feels like we can do anything with you.”
“I have to be honest,” I said to her. “I was pretty nervous when things were starting to happen, but yeah, it felt like I could do anything with you guys, too. Strange feeling, to be honest.”
“I know, right? Like it’s off the books, like it doesn’t count.”
“Yeah,” I said. “You know, there used to be these festivals every year, or even every season, in medieval Europe, a day and a night, usually, like a day wasn’t even on the calendar, where you could do virtually anything, and no rules applied.”
“You mean like leap year?” she said.
“Sort of like that, a free day. You could make fun of the king, all personal debts were forgiven, you could go into anybody’s house, even . . . “ I went on but stopped.
“Even?” she said, her large innocent eyes looking up at mine.
“Drove the Christian authorities nuts — they didn’t really have control of the area by then, yet,” I said.
“What didn’t they like about it?”
“People screwed each other’s wives, even daughters if they were old enough, everybody drinking and fucking whoever they wanted,” I said, and I laughed.
“What about babies?” she said.
“Oh, they were much more advanced on contraception than we are,” I said. “They knew all the plants and extracts needed,” I said.
“Like rules didn’t apply,” she said.
“Exactly,” I said. The pagans, they knew people had to have something like that every once in a while.”
I brought her to the make-shift hot pool hidden along the side of the river. A long thick bough hung out over the edge of the rushing water and enclosed the rocky depression below in long stringers that made the light green and yellow inside. Steam rose off the surface and filled the enclosed space with its own humid ecosystem.
I parted the stringers for her to see. “You go down here,” I said. “Just need to pile the rocks up a bit.”
“I want to help,” she said.
“You’re probably going to want to sit in it, too,” I said.
“Can we?”
“You can,” I said. “But you probably have to take your clothes off, you don’t want to go back wet.”
“I guess you’ve seen me naked already,” she said and she shrugged and bit her lip.
“Have Ryan and Josh?” I said, but only in jest.
“No!” she said indignantly, and she laughed too, as though the idea were absurd, even as she stretched her arms up and drew her top inside out over her head. She settled her golden blonde hair down over her chest — bare — and unbuttoned her shorts.
“Well you too!” she said. “You’re not making me get naked alone.”
“I thought you said you don’t do this,” I said.
“I also said,” she murmured more quietly, and she stepped up to me closely. Her fingers undid my jeans and pulled down my fly. “That you’re different from them.”
She pulled my pants down, and my shorts. She stepped up tight against me so that the heat of her naked body invaded me. She was soft and gentle, calm and smiling. She kissed me and her long hair fell down against my chest and shoulders.
I drew my hands down her smooth shoulders and back, over her waist, and down over her ass. I squeezed her and she inhaled sharply.
I showed her how to use the long bough to ease yourself down into the pool. I went first, and piled up the rocks in the way of where to sit and then I extended my hand for her.
She stepped into the warm rocky pool of still water. “It’s like magic in here,” she said. She lowered herself into the water up to her chin like I was. The heat was perfect — matter of how high to build the wall of stones. “But just so you know, I meant it when I said it was a one time only thing, last night.”
“I agree,” I said, and I sank further down.
She floated over the steaming surface and bumped her face into mine and we kissed. “Thank you,” she said softly. “Because one could easily want it again.”
“It’s mineral water, by the way,” I said. “You’re more buoyant in it, until it mixes with the river, anyway.”
She remained hovering over me. “Makes things . . . “ she said, and she paused as she brought her knees up and sank down gently into my lap. “ . . . interesting.” She snorted lightly and dropped her arms around my neck.
“You said . . . ” I began, and I wrapped my hands around her bare waist under the surface and held her, felt her. Light dappled her skin. Steam rose between us. The babble of the river over the rocks filled our cavern of leaves.
“. . .  I’m not,” she said nearly in a whisper, and she tilted her head sideways and invaded my mouth with her tongue. “We’re just rubbing a little,” she said. “It’s still innocent. Nothing is happening.”
We continued to neck in that private green-light and tropical space, even as she reached down between our bodies and pressed my hardening cock up against her pussy. She rose and fell a little in my lap, and squeezed her knees around my waist. Her body shivered, but not from cold. Her breathing became uneven.
“Just don’t enter me, though,” she said quietly into my ear. She pushed the head of my cock between her pussy lips.
“I’m trying not to,” I murmured back into her ear. “But it’s hard.”
She laughed and hung her chin over my shoulder. “I know, me too,” she said. She inhaled sharply and clenched her teeth. She rubbed the head of my erection against her clitoris. “I promised Jess and Hannah I wouldn’t,” she said. “We all took a vow not to. Because it’s too easy with you.”
She let go of my cock and dropped her arms down my back. My cock bumped and sank a centimeter inside her pussy lips. She was boiling hot inside.
“No further,” she said. “Just a little bit more, though.”
“Why is it so easy?” I said, struggling not to simply thrust my hips up in that over-buoyant water and pop myself fully inside her, hold her hips down, grind myself into her as deep as I could.
“Because you’re not a friend,” she groaned, and she sank slightly down on me. “But you have to be carful!” she said, her voice shaking. She slipped down further on me.
“So why are you doing this?” I said.
“I’m testing myself,” she said. “Experimenting.”
We both looked down and could see glimpses through the water of my cock poking, straining at her pussy, and her hips circling against it, her thighs hardening and releasing, her core straining.
She gasped when my cock caught inside her. We rocked our foreheads together. “So easy,” she groaned in a guttural tone.
“One false move,” I said.
She inhaled sharply and chuckled but stopped and grunted. And then she sank down on me all the way, my cock overwhelmed with heat and pressure before becoming completely enveloped inside her. Our hips bumped together and I felt the end of her with the tip of my cock.
“Experiment failed,” I said.
She inhaled through her wide-open mouth and wrapped her arms around my shoulders and began to buck and contort on me in the near zero gravity of the mineral water. “Don’t you dare tell the others, they’ll kill me,” she said in a crying voice, and she began to catch her breath and tense up in her body all over.
She locked her fingers together in the back of my neck and hung herself back from me. She slid her hips up and down over my thighs, and slammed her groin into my groin, consuming my cock fully and completely inside her pussy. She clenched her teeth and eyes. “So fucking good!” she groaned out loud. The water splashed up between us.
So I was different, I was not a friend, I was an older man to them. I thought about what I must represent to them. I rolled my head back into the rocks and gazed up through the shafts of flickering light streaming through the leaves and glittering on the water, as Madison humped herself against me, gripped me inside her, and contracted spasmodically around me.
She breathed and cried softly in my ear. “Oh my god!” she kept whispering harshly. “I don’t know why,” she said, barely able to speak.
“Why what?” I replied, barely able to speak either.
“I don’t know why it’s so easy with you!” she full-on cried out, and her body seized up, her head rolled back, and she clenched her eyes and teeth.
I felt her pussy contract inside, and then I felt all the tension in her body peak and subside.
It was more than I could take, and I erupted powerfully up into her. I held her hips and pumped myself against her from below. I filled her, I despoiled her. Gentle as she was, I came in her roughly and hard.
She only laughed sleepily and fell off me, to sink back into the steaming water and land slowly and gently on the hot rocks below.
“It’s dangerous with you,” she said. “Because there’s no consequences.”
I thought about that long and hard, and we got out and made our way back to the boat hardly talking.
“Looking good?” Ryan said from the top deck.
“Pretty much in place,” I said. “Little rebuilding.”
Madison glanced at me and grinned before going inside where the others were.
We decided we’d take out the little boat and explore the park on the island. After we went across, I realized I’d forgotten the rope I wanted to bring, to make an easier tie-up on the other side. Ryan, Josh, Madison and Jess went off to explore. But Hannah held back.
“I can help you,” she said.
“Should be fine,” I said.
She ignored me though and turned to her four friends. “You guys go, I’m going to help with the ropes here,” she said.
So her and I sped back to the houseboat, picked up the rope I had in mind, and motored back. Meanwhile, Hannah had found the secret of the run-about. The bench turned sideways and laid low down on the bottom, over which the padded seat, once opened, spread like a bed.
It was something I made for drifting at anchor on sunny, lazy days.
“It looks just big enough for two,” she said.
“No, Hannah,” I said.
She laughed. “How do you know what I’m thinking?”
“I thought you guys all agreed not to do it,” I said. But I was mindful of how long it took Madison to breach their own rule.
“We did,” she said, and she lifted her top off and laid back in front of me. “But I don’t think just kissing and stuff is doing it.”
I scanned around to make sure no one was heading back from their explorations. I put the anchor down and the boat tugged on it and steadied in the stream.
“I don’t know if the others think the same,” I said.
“So just don’t tell them,” she said. She laughed again and lifted her knees up to her chest and whipped her shorts, and then her panties, off. She thought nothing of making herself naked in front of me. It was as though she forgot, as though she had already retuned to some primordial state of nature.
“Anyway,” she said, laying back under the sun below the walls of the boat. “I’m just sunbathing, don’t know what you think you’re doing.”
I sat there staring at her fine naked body laid out before me, unable to turn away. It was, in that moment, so perfect.
“So stop staring and get down here with me,” she said, shading her eyes.
“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said.
“Don’t be ridiculous, two adults can control themselves, you know that,” she said.
“Not what happened last night,” I said, “or also once this morning,” I was tempted to add, but I thought better of it.
“You can get naked like me, I promise I won’t do anything,” she said. “I insist, in fact, because we need to experiment. To be sure.”
I was struck by how she used the same words that Madison used. How much had they shared? How much wasn’t I being told?
“Come on,” she said. “I promise.”
I knew I shouldn’t have, but I stripped down and laid with her naked in the sun. It wasn’t my first time, but I’d always been alone doing it before. I loved it, too. But with someone like Hannah laying beside me, naked, it was beyond enticing.
She held my hand and we smiled at each other across the bottom of the boat. “See?” she said. But then she wrapped her hand around my cock. “But you’re the one getting horny!” she said, and she laughed.
“What do you expect, the way you look,” I said.
She pulled herself up and bent down over my lap. “Just to keep you calmed down,” she said, and she pushed her hot, soft mouth slowly, easily, down the full length of my cock.
“That is hardly going to calm me down,” I said. I rubbed my eyes and grimaced across my mouth.
She laughed with my cock inside her mouth, and drew her smiling eyes up to find me and she moaned with my cock poking her throat.
She pulled up from me and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and stared around the shore over the side of the boat. “Not calming me down either,” she said, and she dove back down on me and swirled her tongue around my shaft madly.
I had to hold her head to keep her from sucking me too much, to keep from making me cum.
She climbed up over my body, panting and gasping. “Just a little,” she said, and before I could stop her, before I could push her hips away, she touched the head of my cock to her pussy lips.
“Hannah,” I said. She was burning hot and steaming wet.
“I know, right?” she groaned. She drew the head of my cock through her lips, coating me in her. She trembled and stiffened, as did I. I held her waist. She moaned and cried and sank down over the head of my cock, before sucking breath through her teeth and lifting herself off of me. She laughed and said, “Almost an accident.”
I made the mistake of looking down, and I watched her pussy lips fold and slide around the head of my cock again, glistening now from her.
She took her hand away and scooped her hair aside to watch the tease with me. “So hot,” she said with an expiring breath. “It almost hurts to tease each other like this, doesn’t it,” she said in a breathy tone.
“You have to be more careful,” I said, wincing, bracing myself, fighting off the urges she gave me. Because it was wild, it was natural.
“You have to be,” she said, and she laughed. “You’re the older man, after all,” she said, and she crouched lower over me, kissed me, and fucked the head of my cock with her pussy lips wet and full, grasping and smacking at me.
“Not like you’re going to listen to me,” I said.
She pushed herself down further over my cock, but sucked breath through her teeth and pulled back up. “I tried,” she said, now whimpering.
And just like that, she sank down on me until I was all the way inside her so far, I was poking at her stomach from within.
She threw her head back, and her hair, sandy blonde and full of waves, cascaded down her back. Her ribs arched out and her tits stuck up over my face. She gripped my chest in her hands, arms locked straight, outstretched, and she rocked on me in time with the boat rocking, which once started, there was nothing that could stop it, and we fucked fully, wildly, and deeply.
We both tried, didn’t we.
I looked up at her as she slid forward and back on me. Her eyes clenched closed, her mouth fell open, her head threw back, and her hair flew in the wind. Sunshine fell down her face and neck and chest. She was enveloped in warmth and pleasure. She was high with it. She seemed so free, so wild, so natural.
Maybe, I had just enough presence of mind to think, that was part of it: I came from outside all of their worlds with their social rules and expected behaviors. I was owed nothing and would come to them for nothing.
Her eyes were closed and her breath was deep. I tried to tap her shoulder to warn her, but she was already too far around the bend to stop. I tried to pull out, but her pussy contracted so tightly around me, it was already too late. I inhaled sharply, but so had she. Her body shook on me violently, and I couldn’t hold back, either, and I erupted into her so hard, so much, I gushed back out of her and ran down her thighs.
She groaned as loud as a beast and finally fell off me. “Oh my god, I can’t believe how good it is,” she said, huffing and puffing with her face turned to the sun. “I forget myself,” she said.
We heard the other’s voices and quickly scrambled, laughing and tripping, and got dressed. I pulled up anchor and paddled the boat to the beach and pulled it up. We were tying the rope to a tree when the others appeared through the shadows back from their hike. “Not a word to any of the others, okay?” Hannah said. “We promised each other we weren’t going to do it.”
I didn’t know how to tell her she shouldn’t feel too guilty about it. I wasn’t sure anyway if any of those girls felt too much guilt about anything, at least not when it came to activities shared with the man who existed outside their normal boundaries. Wild, like she said. Natural. I was their walk on the wild side.
I offered to make dinner and while the five friends hung out and swam and drank, I did some work on the dock. It became too dark to head back, and we talked about me staying another night. I can’t deny I wasn’t too eager to leave.
“No harm in that,” Ryan said. “They all seem to like you enough.”
“I’m not in the way?” I said.
“Love having you up,” he said.
We figured out Josh and Ryan could sleep on the sectional up top and the three girls loved the idea of putting the tent out up top as well for them. I, of course, would sleep in my own bed below decks. Alone. Which is the way it was meant to be. I was actually looking forward to some recuperation time.
I made my exit from the top deck to let them socialize, and I went to bed with my book. I closed the sliding door — the bathroom was right outside the bedroom.
Things settled down on the deck above. It sounded like they were turning in and going to sleep. I was glad for there being no more trouble.
But then my bedroom door slid slowly open, and closed again.
I looked up from my book to find Jess biting her lip and looking out the side of her eyes at me, her face turned away.
She was in a short skirt and hoody. She tucked her long cinnamon blonde hair behind her ear. She leaned back against the door with her hands behind her. In the dim light of my bedside lamp in the low ceiling of my room on the boat, she looked stunning, she looked like a painting.
“I just wanted to check if you’re okay,” she said.
“Aren’t Madison and Hannah upstairs in the tent?” I said.
“Already asleep,” she said and she came to the foot of my bed and pressed her knees into it. “I’m not sleepy enough yet,” she said. “I guess.”
“Ryan and Josh?” I said.
“Asleep,” she said, and she knelt on the foot of my bed and poked at my toes sticking up under the sheets. “How come you’re still up?”
I held up my book. “Reading,” I said.
She threw herself down on her back and landed her head on my pillow. “What’s it about?”
Her skirt flew up around her waist, but she didn’t notice or didn’t care. I tried not to stare at her panties below. Her hair spread over my pillows. I held up the sheet and she snickered and pulled herself under them with me.
I rolled my head over the pillow toward her and she rolled her head at the same time and we kissed.
She stretched with her neck and inhaled sharply with her breath. “Something about you,” she said in a tiny whisper before covering my mouth with hers and penetrating me with her tongue.
“What is?” I said.
She rolled over on top of me and pushed her hair over the top of her head so it hung around our faces like a private tent. She hung her head down and teased my lips with the stiff point of her tongue.
“I know you did it with Madison today,” she said. “When you went with her to that hot spring of yours.”
“She told you?” I said.
“No,” she laughed and she kissed my neck and chest. “But you just did.”
“That was unfair,” I said.
She laughed lightly and pulled her hoody up and off over her head and came back down on me. “Doesn’t matter anyway,” she said. “Hannah told me you and her did it too, in your boat.”
“So much for discretion,” I said.
She reached under the sheets and pushed her skirt off. Then she pushed at mine until I took mine off, too. They all did that, undressed themselves, and me, without asking, without seemingly even thinking about it.
“We thought we shouldn’t do it with you again, but we sort of gave up on that idea,” she said.
“Why is that?”
She rolled onto her back and lifted her knees to her chest. She pushed her thumbs under the waist of her panties and pushed them off. She rolled back over top of me, now both of us completely naked.
“I don’t know,” she said, genuinely thoughtfully. “Something about doing it with you doesn’t seem to count,” she said.
“Like it’s something that happens in the wild, like it’s outside the world of rules and norms?” I tried.
She tilted her head sideways and sat back on her calves over me. She tickled the sides of my cock where it rose up against her stomach. “Something like that,” she said. “Don’t take this the wrong way,” she began.
I laughed. “I don’t know how to take anything this whole weekend.”
“I’m sorry about all of this.”
“Don’t be sorry, far from it,” I said.
She pushed my cock against her pussy lips and slightly lifted herself up and down against me, dragging her lips along the length of my cock, wetting me with herself.
“Anyway, don’t take it the wrong way, but seriously speaking, there’s no way any of us would fall into some kind of real or serous relationship with you, right? I mean, you’re older, you probably don’t even enjoy what we enjoy,” she said. “Not really that much in common.”
“And I don’t give off any vibes of wanting a relationship, I’m sure,” I said.
“No, you don’t, which is what makes it feel so safe.”
“Safe meaning no risk of emotional upset or things getting entangled?”
“Sort of exactly yeah,” she said. She shifted back between my legs and scooped her hair around one shoulder. She pushed her lips against the head of my cock before she looked up through the tops of her eyes at me — and sank her mouth down the full length.
She sucked on me and I strained under her, struggling to focus my mind on the conversation she insisted on having with me.
She knelt up and waddled over me. She leaned her arms into the headboard over my head and spread her knees and curled in her spine to carefully bring her pussy down over my mouth.
I held her hips in my hands and kissed her there. She sighed and sank her face into the backs of her arms. I pulled her clitoris with my lips and let it snap back. She shuddered and gasped. I lapped at her and she chirped out loud.
Then she twisted around to find my cock with her hand behind her. She walked on her knees back over my body and she drew the tip of the head forward and back through the soggy, burning lips of her pussy.
“I don’t even think about anything,” she said. “With you.”
“About what?” I said.
She let go of my cock and sighed with her eyes flickering closed. “About what would happen if I fucked you,” she groaned with a spreading grin.
“Because I’m so outside your social circle,” I said. “No consequences.”
She winced and dropped her chin open. “Is that it?” she said. “Because none of us seem able to stick to the usual rules with you,” she said, her breath shorter and sharper. Her hips shook and her breathing stopped.
“Girls aren’t supposed to want sex for sex sakes,” I said, barely able to breathe myself under her. I watched my hands wrap around her waist, slide up over her ribs, cup around her breasts. I squeezed her.
She seized my wrists in her hands, pushed me harder against her chest. “See?” she said, her voice shaky. “That’s something none of us could ever tell a boyfriend,” she said. “But you already know, and it’s perfectly fine.”
“That you all like sex?”
She laughed and fell down over me, pushing her mouth into my neck, kissing me and squirming all over me. “Yes,” she said, and she laughed. “Like, a lot, but only when it’s . . . “ she paused.
“Free,” I said.
She only signed.
I rolled her over and she pushed her feet up to the ceiling and hung her hands from my neck. I hung over her on my hands and knees and dangled my cock where it just touched her pussy.
She chased my hips with her hips and whined when I wouldn’t give it to her. Finally, I pushed the head between her lips, she sank down smiling, and I proceeded to pound my hips into her hips and to smash her into my bed below me.
We rocked the boat. But who’s to say it wasn’t wind or waves?
I looked down at her under me. She threw her head back deeply into my pillow. She dropped her arms out to her sides, her fingers flat down on the bed. Her eyes closed softly. Even her legs fell down and spread wide under me.
She looked like she was flying. She looked like she was mindless. She was completely open, completely loose. It was her smile, though, that captivated me. It held a certain shape that I can only describe as pure, unmasked, joy. And I fucked away.
It was only when I grunted and held my breath that she opened her eyes, dropped her mouth wider open, and tensed in her body all over as though caught by surprise by her own reaction.
My energy infected her and she rose up quickly with me. I ejaculated inside her with powerful tension, and she cried out loud in response, and I flooded her under me.
She gasped like a victim dying. She rose up off the bed and grimaced at me, before she flopped back down and spasmed violently.
I rolled off her and exhaled deeply
She laughed like some forest nymph and she rolled off my bed, waved good-bye to me, blew me a kiss, and shut my door.
She left me wondering if she’d even came to me, or if I had been visited by a succubus who drained me and left me.
Just like the first morning, the girls did an exemplary job of hiding from the boys the difficult fact that all of them fucked me the day before. I made ready to leave. I had a lot to think about and I knew if I stayed longer, there’d be risk — there was a certainty — we’d be doing it again, and multiplying the chances of getting caught.
It was an explanation and apology I didn’t want to face. How the girls would explain themselves to their two longtime male friends was becoming fraught with greater risk. They were becoming loose, they were becoming languid, they were becoming careless with clothes and touches and smiles and eyes.
It wasn’t fair of me, to do that to the two guys’ friends, and certainly not all three of them. And there were consequences to it, even if they didn’t see it.
But I could tell: the three girls were becoming overly sexualized. What began as just an exchange between our bodies, then spread to the expanse of my bed, was now a cloud of charged sexuality that laid over the whole houseboat and even spread to the island, up the trail, and included the hot spring bed.
The caution they tried and failed at was soon to be dispensed with altogether, and they would soon not even try to avoid fucking me. They were infected with the spirit of it, and now wild and free, I could tell: they would openly be fucking me in front of each other, or even with each other. It would be no holds barred if I stayed any longer.
They were loosed. They were gone to nature. There would soon be no kind of restraint left at all. And it was just the place for screaming orgasms as loud as you liked.
On my way up the dock, Hannah concocted a reason to come as far as my car with me.
“Phone,” she said and she laughed.
So I handed her my phone and watched her, noted how changed she was, how she commanded me now, rather than asked me.
“Unlocked, of course!” she said.
I did as told and handed it back to her.
She sent a text to her own phone with mine. “There,” she said. “So we can tell you when we can come back up. But not telling Josh and Ryan, okay? I would hurt them.”
She glanced back at the boat to ensure no one was watching, and she lifted herself on her toes and planted a kiss on my cheek. “If you’d like that,” she added.
I chuckled at the idea of somehow not liking it. 
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I got a text from Hannah out of the blue. “Hey you! Up for a visit from three of the cutest hotties you ever knew?? Lol!”
I had dismissed any possibility of hearing from those three again, having chalked the whole thing up to a wild, experimental weekend for three college girls who got carried away in the privacy and seclusion of a cozy houseboat on an out-of-the-way river bank. I stored it as a delicious memory to replay and enjoy in my own private mind, never to be shared, never to be spoken of, and never to be experienced ever again.
I happened to be up at the boat at the time I got her text, messing around with some repairs, doing some painting. I sat on the swim deck and stared at that text the better part of an hour. Do you even open an experience like that up again? Do you risk wrecking a perfect, beautiful, unique memory by forcing a re-enactment of it?
Yet I had to say something. “Great to hear from you. What have you got in mind?” I wrote.
“Just a visit,” she replied, “and I mean *JUST* a visit, lol! Me, Madison and Jess need a little RnR, but we have nowhere else to go! Thought of you . . . . ”
I studied that text just as deeply as the first, parsing its potential subtextual meanings, forensically analyzing it for premeditation, sifting through the spontaneity it portrayed.
She now knew I was live and online, and so she also knew any delay was me pondering. I couldn’t take too long, I couldn’t think too much. “Don’t worry, nothing like last time,” she wrote in the void of me being indecisive. “Which was three college girls who got carried away in the seclusion of a private and cozy houseboat. . . “ she added.
That was an interesting description. I was startled by the way she put it exactly the same way I’d been thinking of it. “Last time was beautiful, not to be relived,” I wrote her, wondering just how alike our interpretations of that weekend were.
“Exactly!” she wrote back. “I was telling Jess the very same thing — we don’t have to get all like that again, it’s just about relaxing, getting away from it all, hanging out this time.”
I rubbed my fingertip over the screen of my phone remembering Jess their last night on the boat. “I’m already up on the boat right now just touching things up,” I said.
I knew I wasn’t telling her “no.” It was too hard to.
“We loved it there,” she wrote me. “We can’t stop thinking about it,” she said. “Pretty pretty please! let us come back?? We promise not to get carried away again . . . “
I smirked. Girl, I thought, you don’t know the half of it. “Not that I was complaining about it then, or now . . . “ I wrote her back.
“Me neither, if you must know,” she wrote, “and not Madison or Jess either, if I can tell you that  . . . ”
“You can tell me that, I assure you,” I wrote her. I knew what I was doing, I knew what I was inviting, I knew the risks. “We can probably do it,” I said. “Which weekend were you thinking?”
She wrote a bunch of “whoo-hoo’s!” and “thank yous” and “you’re the best,” and before the day was done, we’d agreed on the coming weekend — if I could pick them up at the airport again.
“We promise to behave,” she said. “No carrying on, nobody embarrassing themselves, just three young coeds taking a much-deserved weekend off from school to reset, and thanks to you, a gracious host and the perfect location because we have nowhere else to go!”
“Phew,” I texted her back. “Glad to know you’ve learned to control yourselves,” I said, having a little fun with it.
“You won’t recognize us, we’re different now, what happened won’t happen again, promise,” she wrote.
“Look forward to seeing you, Hannah,” I wrote her, and I put my phone down.
Memories of that weekend flooded my mind, Jess in bed alone with me, Hannah in the boat, Madison in the hot spring water. All three of them messed up with me on the one bed on the boat that first night . . . .
It sounded innocent enough this time, didn’t it?
I parked and came inside the terminal this time and waited by the arrival doors at the time their flight was scheduled to land.
They emerged around the frosted glass wall side by side causally and deeply engaged in their own conversation, Hannah the golden blonde in white shorts, a pink crop-top hoody done up to the neck, hood up, and tennis shoes, Madison in a bulky and long off-one-shoulder pale blue sweater and black tights with sandals, Jess in yellow sundress bunched at the shoulders and cinched tight around her waist, with white shoes. My god, but they were hot.
They didn’t notice me at first and probably weren’t expecting me inside the terminal. I watched them walk toward me unaware, and I shivered about that weekend, their bodies, their sounds, the whole . . . lack of sleep, for want of a better word.
Jess noticed me first, her eyes looking right through me before popping wide as coins, her mouth dropping wide open, and even dropping her duffle bag. She ran to me, the wide flaring hem of her yellow dress flying up around her thighs, and she squealed and threw herself at me, wrapping her legs around my waist and throwing her arms around my shoulders, driving her heels into my lower back, and she dropped her face down into my neck that she kissed with big, long, and glorious kisses.
Madison and Hannah then recognized me and ran, too, Madison throwing herself at me just as Jess let go, laying her arms onto my chest, wrapping her hands around my shoulders, and jutting her hips into mine with a solid bump. She kissed me on the mouth and squealed too.
When she dropped down, Hannah put herself in front of me and chewed her cheek, dropped her face, raised her eyes through strands of her fallen hair, and rocked herself side to side on her waist. “You came,” she said in a soft voice, before she squealed too and she crossed the remaining three feet between us and kissed me on the lips with tongue deeply probing.
I turned 45 in the month since we’d seen each other. They were still below the line to reach half my age. I turned and dropped my face down. I could feel the eyes of people in the airport terminal meeting friends and family trying to work out what they just witnessed.
No one could ever guess, of course. I was embarrassed, contrary to what Hannah promised on the phone, and within seconds of seeing them again too, but I won’t deny that I was proud. I smirked at the floor if not at the narrowing eyes beaming in from all sides. A part of me loved it, a part of me pumped his fist in the air.
Hannah, Madison, and Jess must have caught my look and only then realized the spectacle they made of us, and they all dropped their faces down and walked four abreast silently out the doors and toward the parked car, a smirk here and an elbow to the ribs there.
We climbed in the car, but just like the first time, we needed a stop to buy food and drink supplies. “Don’t worry so much!” Hannah said, and she waved and laughed as the three of them wagged their asses at me walking over the parking lot to the doors of the store.
I told her about how much older I was, what it looked like, the three of them teasing me in public the way they did.
Back in the car and out of the city and flying up the highway, a weight seemed to lift off everyone. We were all glad to be out of range of prying eyes.
“I just want to sleep all weekend,” Jess said.
“It’s been a brutal last few weeks at school,” Hannah explained to me in the front seat. “We’re all ready for just lying flat on our backs in the sun on the top deck of your paradise,” she said. “But not nude anymore, stop worrying,” she said.
“It’s so nice of you to let us come,” Madison said, pulling herself up behind my driver’s seat. She patted my shoulder. “And we all vowed to each other to leave you alone this time too — it wasn’t fair what happened last time,” she said.
“Still,” Hannah, said, “Ryan and Josh can never know we came up to see you without them knowing.”
“I understand,” I said, though that wasn’t entirely true. I wasn’t sure why this weekend had to be so secret if nothing like last time was going to happen.
“It’s fun to just chill with you,” Madison said. “We honestly don’t know any sort of older man like you,” she said, and she cupped her hand around my shoulder. “You’re like a . . . “ she began, but Jess and Hannah screamed at her, “Don’t say it!” and they all laughed.
“No man is as sweet as you, anyway,” Jess said, now slumping further down in her seat behind Hannah. “And you kept everything secret, too, which is a nice change.”
“Because he’s so much more mature,” Hannah said over her shoulder to Jess and Madison in the back seat. She tapped her hand on my thigh, then let it lazily fall around me there. “Aren’t you,” she said to the front window. She peeked at me through the corners of her eyes.
“He’s the kind of man who can at least control himself,” Madison said, and they all agreed on that.
“Even with three college coed hotties who can’t,” Hannah said, and she leaned her head back and laughed with her mouth hanging wide open, her fingers playing in her hair, tugging strands down the side of her face, her eyes searching for me out their corners. I noticed her hoody’s zipper had at some point come a third of the way down her chest.
“Like he minds,” Jess said from the back seat.
I pressed myself taller to find her in my rearview mirror. Her knees were caught on the back of Hannah’s seat and her feet dangled. She made a self-satisfied wiggle of her body when she caught me looking for her in her tight yellow sundress in the mirror, a private pursed grin on her mouth. She either knew or didn’t know the underside of her bare thighs were visible to me where her sundress had fallen up her legs. I even saw the frill-lined edges of her white lace panties beneath. We made eyes again, and she beamed at me in her steady and flared gaze right through the backs of my eyes.
“We agreed!” Hannah said, twisting around to find Jess behind her. She tugged her hoody zipper up and pulled it down repeatedly, playing with it. I glanced over as though checking my right side mirror, and saw inside her open hoody the gleaming white satin of the cups of her bra. I caught her shooting a quick, secret glance out the corners of her eyes back at me, too.
She was checking if I saw, if I noticed, if I could tell. Her and Jess held each other’s gaze like that over the top of Hannah’s seat long enough that reams were silently communicated between them, both of them making eyes and smirking with their mouths, before Hannah spun back around and sank in her seat with now narrow eyes watching nothing out the front window, a crooked grin on her face. She slapped Jess’s leg between the front seats before she turned.
“What?”I said, finding her looking at me with mock disdain.
She grinned crookedly at me. “Nothing you need to know!” she said privately to me.
“I can’t wait to go swimming off the back of your boat,” Madison said.
“As long as he doesn’t peak at us changing like last time,” Hannah said, still making sideways eyes at me, grinning.
“I was not peaking, I never looked,” I said.
“I know, just teasing you,” she said. “You’re a gentleman, we know that.”
She waited for me to look over at her, before she quickly, but not quickly enough, pulled her hoody zipper back up to hide from me, almost, a view of her entire chest. She laughed.
“You’re such a CT,” Madison said to Hannah.
“What did she do?” Jess said.
“Exactly what we all promised each other we wouldn’t do this weekend,” Madison said.
“What’s a CT?” I said.
Hannah spun around and made eyes at Madison now for long enough even more volumes were communicated between them.
Hannah pushed herself through her seatbelt to reach my ear with her mouth. “A cock tease,” she said. She flopped back in her seat. “Just so you know,” Hannah said, wriggling into her seat to face forward again. “We didn’t do anything like that after that time here, either,” she said. “It’s so weird, it’s like it doesn’t even come up between us.”
“You mean . . . “ I started, knowing I didn’t have to finish, and glad for that.
“Madison tried to start something . . . “ Hannah started but Madison shouted at her to interrupt her.
“We all did!” she shouted. “Not must me. Anyway, nothing, nada,” she said. “Interesting, isn’t it?” she said, and she pushed her knees into my back.
“It’s only when he’s around,” Jess said quietly.
Now all three of them were making silent eyes at each other with grins. “But this is going to strictly be a chill weekend,” Hannah assured me again. “Anyways, it’s only natural that a man like you would give three girls like us a certain . . . “ she paused and squinted as though trying to make out a word in the trees ahead. “ . . . a certain comfort factor.”
“I still can’t believe what you did last time,” Madison said and she shrieked and covered her mouth with her cupped hand.
“Me? What about you?” Hannah replied.
“All of us,” Jess said in that quiet voice of hers.
I found her again in the rearview. This time she closed her knees, covered herself down below with her skirt and, overcome with a bout of bashfulness, she blushed and twisted to look out her side window, pressing the skirt of her dress down between her legs. But she also glanced through fallen hair out the corners of her eyes and through the mirror at me, and made her eyes flare at me in private, before she turned away again and grinned to herself out the window.
We came down the trail from the ridge with the houseboat drawing into view where it sat tall in the river. The girls squealed and skipped down to the side with their bags over their shoulders. I opened the door and they tumbled inside oohing and aahing like they were falling in love with the place all over again.
This time they made themselves at home, putting food in the fridge, lining their bags on the shelves by the bed, and even kicking shoes off all over the floor, and unzipping and unbuttoning things.
I turned away.
“Don’t be silly,” Hannah said, as she hung one hand on my shoulder to balance herself while kicking her shorts off her feet. “We all know each other too well for that now, and anyway, and nobody’s here but us, right?”
“And anyway,” Madison said, retracting her arms inside her billowing sweater to make it fly up and over her head, “we promised nothing is going to happen this weekend. So it’s okay now.”
“Well, most of us promised,” Jess said in that uniquely stirring and quiet voice of hers. “One of us has remained quite quiet on the subject, it seems.” She waited for me to look at her before she disappeared inside her yellow dress she pushed up and over her head.
I stood in the kitchen leaning one hand on the edge of the counter by the sink. In front of me they arranged themselves in the sitting area, Hannah now only in smooth white satin bra and tight-hip panties, Madison in white cotton bra and thong style panties, Jess in white lace bra and low-rise panties.
“It’s true,” Hannah said in a low, soft voice. “One of us hasn’t promised anything.”
Madison put one hand on her hip and hung her other hand from its wrist. Jess dropped a knee and hung her hip crookedly at me. Hannah stood straight, her hands turned out toward me.
“Do you promise?” Madison said in an equally soft and quiet voice.
“We need you to promise this time,” Jess said with one eyebrow arched up.
“Promise not to do anything with any of you?” I said. “Like last time up here?” I said.
“You already know the effect you have on us,” Hannah said. “If you don’t promise, I think you know what’s going to happen.”
“And we don’t want that again,” Jess said, but with a waver in her voice that betrayed her lack of conviction on the subject.
“It wasn’t all that good, what happened last time,” Madison said. “You know that. It was wrong. We’re young enough to be your . . . ” she continued, but again Jess and Hannah shouted at her and slapped at her and made her stop. “Don’t say it!” they shouted.
“So, what am I promising? Not to touch any of you?” I said.
“Do not bend, fold, or manipulate in any fashion,” Hannah said and she snickered.
Jess rolled her eyes and grinned. “Essentially, you promise not to touch us anywhere private,” she said.
“What if you’re doing things in front of me?” I said.
“We already experimented at home with that — and we don’t actually do that, nothing happened, there was no flame,” she said.
“It only happens with you there,” Hannah said. “Which is why we need you to promise not to do anything with us this weekend. It’s just to chill, right?”
“Even if you are . . . ?” I said.
“Especially if we are!” Jess said. “Oh my god, are you kidding? That was so weird, what we did last time.”
“Also beautiful,” I said.
“I’m sure it was for you,” Hannah said. “But it . . . “ she paused and tilted her head. “ . . . it affected us.”
“And what if you start doing things to me?” I said.
“We expect you to be the older man and control yourself,” Jess said with a tone suggesting I should not have even needed to ask.
“So can we trust you?” Hannah said, now pulling her elbows up and driving her thumbs down inside the waist of her white panties.
“Because we really want to go swimming,” Madison said, also pushing her thumbs down inside the waist of her panties.
Jess adopted the same stance, bent at her waist and knees, thumbs inside the waist of her panties. “We thought this would be a good test to start the weekend,” she said. “To see if we could trust you.”
They all pushed their panties slightly down. “You too,” Hannah said. “That’s the test.”
“I don’t recall being part of this negotiation,” I said.
“You weren’t,” Madison said. “Anyway, we’re not putting on bathing suits, and neither are you. So are you going to be able to do this or not?”
“You mean can I swim in the river nude with the three of you?” I said.
“And not try anything?” Jess said, even as she bent further at her knees and waist, and drew her panties down over her knees.
“And not touch us anywhere special?” Madison said, letting her panties fall down around her ankles. She straightened back up to face me.
“Or make us do anything to you?” Hannah said, her voice catching. She kept her eyes on me as she went all the way down to a crouch before coming back up, her hand on Jess’s shoulder for balance as she used her toes to lift her panties up to her other hand waiting behind her back.
I stared at their faces, not at their naked bodies, all of us silent, before Hannah squealed, sling-shotted her panties right at my face, and ran in a high skip past me toward the back of the boat, laughing. Madison threw her panties bunched up like a ball right at my face too and she shrieked with laugher and ran out the back door too.
Jess stepped close up to me and stretched her panties in front of her face and mimicked a veil with it pulled up to her eyes. “If you choose to accept this mission,” she said, and she laughed, too, and rubbed, roughly, her lacy panties right into my balls, before letting them drop on top of the other two panties, and she ran out the back door to join them on the swim deck.
I turned around and watched them in the late day sun frolic on the swim deck and test the water with their toes. Hannah curled her arm at me and Jess tilted her head. Then they all stood naked hip to naked hip in a row facing me, their arms around each other’s waists and Madison called to me, “No touching! You promised!” and they all laughed and turned and dove into the water.
Technically I hadn’t, but they were hard to argue with. I chose to go along with their dubious plan and stripped myself naked and stepped out onto the swim deck. I might have implied I wouldn’t touch them or do anything to them, but my dick betrayed my thoughts, erecting to full attention like a flag pole.
I figured that wasn’t my fault. They swam back and treaded water or hung to the bar on the swim deck, scrunching their eyes against the light, their wet hair falling over their faces, their boobs floating in the crystal clear water below me.
Nobody mentioned or drew attention to my cock, for which I was thankful, but it wasn’t going down, either. “You just going to stand there and creep on three naked coeds, or are you going to jump in with us?” Hannah said.
“I’m too afraid of breaking my promise,” I said.
Madison guffawed and splashed water at me. “Don’t be silly, I’m sure you can control it.”
“He can,” Jess said, letting go and floating away on her back. “Not sure little Ross can, though,” she said, and all three of them laughed.
But they were right. Staring at them wasn’t helping the situation, and I dove in. I barely surfaced before the antics began. Madison threw her arms around my neck from behind and whooped. I rolled over and Hannah chose that moment to glide over my mid-section, stubbing my erection against her tits, her stomach, and her legs as she passed.
Jess clung to the front of me and cinched her thighs tightly around my waist. “We’re so glad you can do this without making it weird,” she said in my ear. My cock, ever harder, lay up between our abdomens where she grinded her body against it, and laughed.
We played in the water like seals, rolling, splashing, riding, and bumping all the time. Each girl snuck fleeting brushes against my cock with the back of her hand or her feet or her tits, and glanced at me, all of them snickering privately. At one point I hung my elbows behind me and hung my body from the swim deck, whereupon Jess — it was always Jess who, though the most secretive, was also the one pushing the boundaries the furthest — slid her body in front of mine, her back to me, and she reached up and behind herself to hold onto my neck, and she spread her legs and hooked her feet behind her around the back of my thighs.
Her body arched and my erection poked through between her legs. She rested her gap on it and began, mostly unseen from above the surface, to slide herself subtly forward and back along the top of my shaft. Madison said something and Hannah laughed but Jess’s mind was somewhere else, and she didn’t respond, until she finally let go, rolled and floated on her back away from me with a look that smoldered.
“Good man,” she said privately to me.
Hannah was barely any better. I remained there, fearing the worst if I chased them in the water. She was also floating on her back and she snaked her legs around my waist until her groin bumped into my abdomen. I looked down at her — how could I not? and she grinned crookedly up at me, even as she arched her back and curled her hips down to drop her pelvis under the surface, where she found the head of my cock with it.
“You better not,” she sing-songed privately to me even as she curled her hips up and down and dragged her pussy lips over and back the tip of the head of my cock.
“Hannah,” I said.
She let go and shook her head at me and came up beside me to hook her elbows like me on the edge of the swim deck behind us. “We’re just having innocent fun,” she said. “We’re three studious and hard working coeds who have been looking forward all month to cutting loose a bit up here where nothing matters. Relax.”
“You guys made me promise, but you’re driving me nuts out here,” I said.
She rolled around in front of me and pushed her hands into the deck and locked her elbows to push her body up out of the water and lean it, naked, running with water, against mine, and she rolled her forehead against mine and looked down from there at my mouth. Her tits mashed into my neck, her groin brushed against my ribs.
“We can stop if you prefer,” she said in a groan, and she tilted her head and probed my mouth with her tongue. “I thought you said you could handle us,” she said and she squealed and pushed herself away.
I climbed out and shouted to them that I’d make dinner, to dry off and go wait up on the top deck. I found them up there later when I brought plates up, the sun having nearly set. The sky over the river was flaming orange and red. They lit the fire ring and reclined on the sectional murmuring to each other lazily in long poolside robes, hoods up, some nice tunes on.
It was all sharing food I put down on the low table and I sat in the corner of the sectional. All three girls leaned in eager and starving. Jess pulled her folded legs up under herself and leaned her elbow on my knee and twisted around to find my mouth behind and above her, and she told me my own food was good, and held a chicken wing at my lips to feed me.
Madison, who got tired of reaching over Hannah to get to the food, went down on the deck between my legs where she sat on her calves to eat, and she leaned back and rested against my groin, fully aware of my still-hard cock pressing into the back of her neck. I also was dressed only in a robe. They’d bought one for me as a present when they pulled out their three matching white ones, mine being black.
Hannah pushed her spread fingers through her hair and turned herself sideways to hang one knee over my thigh and threw her other leg behind my back, and she dug her heels in to drag her butt over the cushion until her pelves pressed into my hip. She pulled other cushions over and lined them behind me and said “There,” and eased me back until I leaned against them.
Like that we ate and drank wine from oversized glasses and talked lazily about happenings and plans and nothing and everything. I remained stoic in my efforts to not touch, stroke, penetrate, or rub any of them anywhere. But the more I succeeded in my heroic efforts, the more they touched, stroked, and rubbed me. It was as though my promise had set them free, and now they could play around as much as they wished yet faced no risk of things devolving like they did last time.
“So nothing happened between the three of you all month?” I said, deciding to broach the loaded subject.
They all remained happily innocent, and able to talk about not having sex with each other like we were talking about drink preferences.
“We tried once,” Hannah admitted, and the other two nodded without looking up. “But it just wasn’t the same without you.”
“We don’t blame you for it,” Madison said, “but there was something about the dynamic that made it considerably more exciting,” she said, still casually, still matter-of-factly, and she reached for another wing.
Jess turned to meet my eyes with hers, her eyes always the ones that fluttered my heart, they were so dark, so lined, so mesmerizing and expressive, even when completely relaxed. “My theory is we started competing with each other for you,” she said.
“Yeah, Jess thinks we were competing, that’s right,” Hannah said, and she nodded. “She might be right, that’s why I told you that you had to be the one to control things,” she said.
Madison reached up and folded her elbow over to find my cock where it poked against the fabric of my robe, and into the back of her neck, and she wrapped her hand around it and snickered. “You hear that , little Ross?” she said, and she shook my cock in her hand sternly, like a warning.
Jess leaned over and drew the robe away from my lap to reveal my bare cock where it pressed into Madison’s head. “You’ve been hard like that since we met you in the airport, it seems,” she said, and she widened her eyes and shook her head. She rolled into a crouch beside me and wrapped both hands around my cock. She pursed her lips and blew a stream of air over it, and she laughed.
“Stop trying to blow him, poor man,” Hannah said.
“Just breathing on him,” Jess said. She looked up at me. “This is okay, isn’t it?” she said. She kept her big round eyes on mine even as she brought her mouth closer and blew again through her tight lips.
“Jess is going to fuck Ross, I just know it,” Madison said without turning around but instead casually biting off more chicken to examine the bone for remaining meat.
“Who started fucking him first last time?” Hannah said. It was an honest question.
Jess rolled onto her side and stretched her body out along that part of the sectional and brought her hair up to fan it out over my legs and she laid the side of her face onto my thighs, my cock standing tall in her hand directly in front of her face. “Yeah,” she said. “Who fucked you first last time?”
I looked directly at her, and it took her a few moments to realize it was her. She laughed and raised her shoulders and squeezed my cock in her fist.
“I knew it was Jess,” Madison said. She turned around to find Jess kissing the side of my cock. “You were teasing him and rubbing yourself on him, daring him to go inside you,” she said.
Jess twisted her head over to face Madison. “You were worse,” she said, and she laughed.
Hannah got down on her stomach and raised herself on her elbows now stretched out the other way like Jess and she ducked her face down and lashed at the head of my cock with her tongue. “We were all equally bad,” she said. “Which is why . . . ” she said, and she paused to close her mouth around the entire head of my cock, “. . . nobody is going to fuck him this time.” She swirled her tongue around my cock before Jess rolled back to face me, and pushed Hannah’s head with her face and took the head of my cock inside her own mouth, which felt hotter and wetter, different.
The contrasting sensations startled me and I pushed my two hands up under both their heads of hair and gripped them. “You guys have got to be more careful,” I groaned, but they only chuckled.
Madison turned around and raised herself on her knees to find me behind her and she dropped her arms around my neck. At her groin were her two friend’s faces, lapping and sucking my cock in turns. “You said you could control yourself,” she said. “You do realize there’s only one bed here, right?” she said.
With all the talk about how they weren’t going to allow anyone to do this or that, I had wondered what the sleeping arrangements were expected to be. There was always the tent on top, and lots of cushions to make a reasonable bed inside it.
“I think he would know that,” Hannah said to Madison, taking her mouth off the side of my cock the way she caressed me with it. “It’s his boat,” she said, and she fought briefly with Jess for my cock before sliding her lips all the way down to the root.
Jess lifted herself up to me. “Hannah’s cheating, we said no sucking you off, either,” she said.
“We said,” Hannah said, lifting herself up to my other ear, “no sex, but sucking isn’t sex,” she said and she kissed my neck. “Technically,” she moaned.
While they kissed my face and argued, a third mouth, different again from the other two, slid down the length of my cock. Madison pumped herself on me and came off and squeezed the shaft and laughed. “You better not cum inside my mouth,” she said.
Hannah and Jess dropped down so that now all three of them took turns licking my cock, dropping their mouths down over it, and kissing me all over down there. “We’re just not like that anymore,” Hannah said. “That was a mistake what happened last time.” I watched now as all three heads of hair bobbed and fought in my lap, and as all three mouths sucked and licked and kissed me.
I felt the break coming, and I stood up so that all three heads rolled from my lap in shock and surprise. I took several steps away from them and drew my black robe around my body and tied myself back up. “You guys, look at you,” I said.
It was as though all three of then only then realized they were nearly right back there, writhing and squirming in my lap, their robes open, their mouths up and down my cock, their hands between their legs.
“He’s right!” Hannah said. Jess and Madison grimaced and all three of them straightened up and tied their robes tight with their belts.
“Oh my god, we almost started doing it again, ladies!” Jess said with alarm.
I almost erupted in laugher thinking they were mocking me, but they were serious, it turned out.
“Thank you for stopping us,” Madison said. “Look how fast we almost got carried away again!”
“So close!” Hannah said as she glided past me, reefing her belt tighter at her waist. “See? It just happens, doesn’t it,” she said and she shook her head with wonder.
“We should break this up before something happens, let’s just go down,” she said.
“Put a show on, nice quiet night inside,” Madison said.
“That’s best,” said Hannah. “Don’t you agree?” she said to me.
They weren’t joking. All three faces bore serious expressions like they really did feel they narrowly escaped a fate they couldn’t countenance.
“Oh I agree wholeheartedly,” I said. “I’m the one that got up, right?” I said. I wasn’t joking, either. What happened last time was like nothing I’d ever experienced, and not only was I wary of destroying the memory of it by letting it happen again, I was also worried about drawing in too close to them, Jess in particular, and be left to navigate some horrible fall-out when claims would inevitably be staked and feelings expressed.
I told them to get a show on while I cleaned up from dinner. A quiet night in watching shows seemed about right to me. That would be the safest thing to do, everybody relaxed and resting, unlike the frenetic running around of last time.
I expected to find them on the couch and chair dressed in baggy sweatpants and oversized hoodies like good old regular coeds in their dorms. Instead I found them lined up in my bed with pillows behind them half sitting up. As soon as I folded my arms over my chest, they all snickered and Hannah whipped the sheet off their bodies.
“Saved a spot for you!” she squealed out loud, patting the bed between her and Madison, Jess on Hannah’s other side, all of them grinning crookedly. They were all dressed in one-piece pajama bodysuits, tightly fitting and highly revealing, Hannah in white textured suit, Madison in red, and Jess in blue, all soft brushed-cotton. Each of them featured buttons all the way down and around the bottom.
“Don’t be so scared,” Hannah said in a soft voice, and she patted the bed beside her. “Nothing is going to happen, I swear. We just thought you’d like them.” 
So I undressed down to my shorts and climbed up in the bed. I had little choice. And for a moment, I believed her.
Jess began talking about the last time. We all sat up against the headboard, Madison and Hanna leaning against me, Jess sitting up cross legged in front of me, between my legs where she crawled to.
“It feels the same, doesn’t it, the boat rocking like this, the lights all dim, the river so quiet and dark out there,” she said.
“It’s not just romantic,” Hannah said. “It’s intimate.” She said it like it was a bad word.
The sheet was pulled up to around our waists. Madison’s hand slipped from my leg to move up and cup lightly around my balls. It felt natural and I didn’t stop her.
“Do you think it’s the boat? Or the river?” Jess said. She spun around and laid on her stomach no longer watching the show and she held her face up on her chin, stacked atop her two fists that nestled very close to my groin. “Or is it you?” she said.
Then she blushed and rolled her head sideways and hid it in her hair.
“What’s the matter, Jess?” Hannah said in an amused and teasing tone.
“She wants to suck him again,” Madison said, and she snorted.
“No I don’t!” Jess shouted, but she squealed too, and she yanked the sheet down. “You’re the one stroking him,” she said to Madison.
Madison worked my cock through the slot in my shorts and stood it up in front of Jess’s face. Jess narrowed her eyes at Madison, but Madison sat up, used her fingers to pull the hair across Jess’s forehead to scoop it out of her way, and she caressed the back of her head, gently urging her forward.
“Madison, you’re embarrassing me,” Jess said.
Hannah found my hand and curled hers around it, entwining our fingers, and she pulled herself up tighter against my side. “She’s going to make her do it,” she said softly against my ear.
Madison snickered and began to trace her finger around Jess’s mouth, and eventually to probe inside her mouth, rudely opening it, forcing it inside her.
Jess moaned, eyes closed. When Madison pushed the back of her head harder so that her mouth touched the head of my cock, Jess opened automatically and looked up at Madison with glassy eyes as my cock filled her mouth. Madison was insistent on pushing her head down hard, making Jess take all of me, even though her hands spread on my hips, and her arms pressed down hard.
Madison shoved her down hard enough Jess gagged, and when she came back up, she coughed and grinned and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, before leaping at Madison. They fought until Jess got hold of Madison’s head and pushed her down over my cock. Madison let her, but pretended to resist. Jess made her gag on my cock, too. Hannah squeezed my hand and pulled it between her legs, and then inside the buttoned front of her cotton bodysuit. I found her pussy humid and moist and I entered her with my finger. She stretched and sprawled beside me.
Madison fell into a maddening rhythm bobbing on my cock and Jess looked up and said, “It’s just sucking, it’s not crossing that line.”
Hannah was stretching in writhing contortions beside me and Jess looked and only laughed to herself.
Jess then pushed Madison’s head aside and climbed up over my lap. She looked down where she had opened her bodysuit and she touched the silken front of her panties to the head of my cock. “It’s not sex,” she said as much to herself as to me. “Just rubbing.”
Madison peeled her bodysuit off entirely and was now only in her panties. She pushed at Jess playfully and mounted me like Jess had, and rubbed my cock with the front of her panties. “Nah-uh,” she said, smiling widely, shaking her head at me, “not sex.” She laughed.
Hannah wasn’t paying attention at all, but writhed madly beside me on my finger, tightly grasping my wrist in both hands. Madison lifted herself enough to pull open the leg of her panties, and she captured my cock inside and rose and fell on me so that my cock poked at her panties from the inside, and dragged up and down through her wet lips.
Jess watched fascinated but suddenly Hannah, recovering from her climax, noticed Madison rubbing me through her panties, and she shouted, “That’s not safe you guys!” She pushed Madison off me and replaced herself on top of me. Now she captured my cock inside her panties, and rubbed herself up and down on me. Madison fought back, but Hannah struggle to stay atop me.
Jess told Hannah it wasn’t fair, and now both her and Madison struggled to dislodge Hannah from on top of me, even while Hannah continued to slide her pussy lips up and down my cock trapped inside her panties. In the struggle and strain, the head of my cock popped inside Hannah’s pussy by an inch, and she yelped and threw herself off. 
She screamed and clutched at her groin like she’d been burned, and Jess and Madison knew she came close, but they still laughed and screamed and play-fought with her. Jess finally stood up and violently overthrew Hannah, before she herself quickly dropped down on her knees over top of me, and quickly she pushed her pussy against my cock with only the fabric of her panties between us. It was sopping wet with her generous lubrication. 
Jess started to rub herself  on me with full weight, and she rolled her head back and cried out loud, a smile all over her face. Madison pulled her hair and Jess fell off. Madison quickly mounted me and dug in, rubbing her panties on my cock in a crouch, quick and furiously. Now Hannah pulled her arms and Jess pushed her feet into her. The three girls fought for who could rub themselves on me.
The frustration was too much for me. I threw Madison off and crawled out of the bed. “I thought you guys said we wouldn’t do this again!” I said, and I went up the steps to the top deck for air and to cool down. The inability to fuck them was driving me insane.
A few moments later, all three came up to find me. They apologized for getting carried again, and they pleaded with me to come back down, assuring me that we would only go to sleep.
“I promised you I wouldn’t let you do that,” I said.
“It’s our fault for pushing it so close,” Hannah said. Jess and Madison nodded somberly in agreement. This time, we really did go to bed and turn out the lights, and fall asleep, too.
But in the middle of the night, Jess, on her side in front of me, her back to me, pushed her body back against me. At first I thought she was just shifting in sleep. The bed was crowded, after all. But in the quiet and stillness, with Madison behind me and Hannah behind her definitely sound asleep, I looked at Jess’s beautiful head of hair and bare round shoulder, and I knew how she felt about all of it, and about me. It was her idea nobody should do anything that weekend, not because we didn’t want to, but because she wanted to, too much.
She’d been making private eyes at me all day and night. She was the one always starting things, but then was overtaken by the others. She was the one who seemed most affected after, the quietest, the most thoughtful, the most frustrated of them.
I laid my hand over her hip. She pushed her ass back more, but maintained the fiction she was sleeping, and we both kept ourselves as quiet as possible. I carefully and slowly slipped my fingers around the crotch of her panties and pushed them aside. If she was awake, she was doing a great job of pretending to be sleeping.
I shifted myself forward to be closer to her. She sighed and stirred and wiggled her hips and stretched a leg and let it land curled behind her over top of my hip. I touched her pussy lips with the head of my cock inside her panties. She let me, and left it there, moving slightly forward and back on me, rubbing herself with it in the slightest way possible. We made no motion on the bed and no sounds for any ears to hear.
When I rolled back a few inches and forward again, the head of my cock pushed open the lips of her pussy. I felt something harder touching me down there, and realized she was pushing my cock against her lips with her fingers.
When I rocked back and forward one more time, the head of my cock stretched wide the lips of her pussy, and she didn’t have to push the top of it anymore. While Hannah and Madison slept peacefully beside us, I entered Jess’s pussy deeply, hot, wet, and tight, all the way down.
She arched in her back and shivered and rolled her head back so far, her hair draped over my face. I withdrew nearly all the way out, then rocked forward again and re-entered her, harder and deeper, this time bumping, gently, my hips into her ass.
She gasped and emitted a tiny cry and her pussy contracted in fluttering waves tightly around the root of my cock, and she gripped the bed sheets and shivered throughout her body. It was too much, and I spurted into her with hot and thorough eruptions over and over again. When we both finished she twisted her face around, silently mouthed the words to me, “Oh my god!” and flared her eyes. She pulled my jaw over the side of her face, rolled back and kissed me, and whispered nearly with no breath at all, “I love . . . this.” 
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The sun was sinking low behind the trees, the river catching every last scrap of gold light. The four of us lounged lazy across the top deck of the boat, plates pushed aside, half-drunk glasses sweating into the wood, a warm, drowsy silence heavy around us. Madison broke it first. She flopped backward, legs kicked over Jess’s thighs, and let out a groan. “God, we were such animals last time.” Jess snorted into her drink.
“No kidding. I still can’t believe we did that to poor Ross.” She didn't look at me. None of them did. It made it worse. Hannah sat cross-legged by my knee, picking at a frayed thread on the edge of her sweatshirt.
“It wasn’t right,” she said, quiet but firm. “We said we were just gonna chill. We couldn’t even do that.” Madison kicked Jess’s shin lightly. “You started it.” Jess shrugged, grinning into her glass. “You didn’t exactly say no.” They all laughed quick, shaking, but it tasted tinged being nervous and guilty too.
Hannah leaned back on her hands, squinting at the dusky sky. “We need to be better this time. Seriously.”
“You mean. . . practice makes perfect?” Jess teased, half-laughing, half not. Hannah straightened up, determined now.
“Yeah. Practice. We need to prove we can control ourselves around Ross. We owe it to him. And to ourselves.” There was a weird, charged pause. Minds were turning.
Madison flicked her eyes at me, grinning mischievous but shy. “He’s not complaining.” I smiled but stayed silent. My heart was already picking up speed. I wasn’t sure if they were joking. I wasn’t sure if they were either.
Jess stretched, her dress riding dangerously high up her thighs. “Okay then," she said, smirking. “A test of self-control. All of us. No excuses this time."
"Practice makes perfect, like you said,” Hannah said.
The game had already begun. Hannah pushed herself up onto her knees and clapped her hands together once, like a coach calling a timeout. “Alright. Rules.”
Jess groaned and flopped onto her back, covering her eyes with her arm. “Ugh, Hannah’s making it official.” Madison laughed, curling onto her side and propping her head on her hand.
“No way you’re getting away with anything this time, Jess.” Hannah grinned, deadly serious underneath it. “We each take turns. Sit on Ross’s lap. Fully clothed. No touching him.”
“No grinding. No making it weird.” Madison’s eyes gleamed. “And the others have to watch, make sure it’s fair.”
Jess lifted her arm just enough to peek at Hannah. “So we’re, like, the morality police now?”
“Exactly,” Hannah said, pleased with herself.
“You move too much, you squirm too much, you lose.”
Madison bit her lip, already fidgeting with the hem of her tank top. “What happens if we lose?”
Jess snorted. “Walk of shame down the dock?”
“No, better,” Madison said, her grin spreading wide.
“Loser has to get drinks for everybody else.”
They all laughed, the tension loosening just enough to breathe, but not enough to cool down the air between us. Not enough to settle the look Madison and Jess exchanged over Hannah’s head. Or the way Hannah’s cheeks flushed, stubborn and bright. Hannah nodded sharply. “It’s about trust. It’s about discipline and growth.”
Jess rolled her eyes, but smiled, too. “It’s about trying not to hump poor Ross into the deck again.”
Madison turned toward me, kneeling up, hair falling over one shoulder, and she tapped her finger against my chest. “You’re part of this too, big guy. You have to promise not to help.”
“Not a finger,” Hannah agreed, lifting a stern brow.
I swallowed. “Just lying there?”
“Exactly,” Hannah said, her voice low and dangerous. “It’s a trust exercise. Good for team building.”
Madison popped up first, tossing her hair over her shoulder like it was to be a grand performance. “I volunteer as tribute,” she said, trying to sound brave, but there was a reckless shimmer in her eyes. Hannah and Jess clapped mockingly as Madison sauntered over to me.
She moved slow, swinging her hips a little too much, her loose shorts swishing against her thighs, her pink bra straps slipping down her tank top. I stayed where I was, hands laced behind my head, legs stretched out, like they made me swear. Madison straddled my lap in one smooth motion, dropping her weight onto my hips with a little bounce that made all three girls snicker.
“Easy there, cowgirl,” Jess said, laughing into her fist.
Hannah leaned in like a referee ready to throw a flag. “Remember, no funny business.”
Madison rolled her eyes dramatically, but her mouth tugged into a grin. She wiggled her hips to settle into place, and even through the fabric, I could feel the heat of her body pulsing into me. “Comfort adjustment,” she said, mock-serious, but the way her hips circled ever so faintly gave her away.
Jess and Hannah locked eyes immediately. “She’s cheating already,” Jess accused.
“She’s leaking already,” Hannah added, holding back laughter. Madison sat up straighter, feigning innocence, but her chest heaved a little when she breathed. Her nipples pressed visibly against the thin tank top stretched over her tight pink bra.
I kept my hands glued behind my head, staring up at the darkening sky, pretending I didn’t notice the way she flexed her thighs against my hips, the way her soaked panties must already be sliding against her skin beneath those flimsy shorts. The girls whispered and giggled on either side, plotting her downfall.
The real test had begun. Madison shifted again, making a big show of it, tugging down the hem of her shorts like she was trying to be modest, even as it hiked her tank top higher over her stomach. She folded her hands neatly in her lap, tilted her head, and batted her lashes at Jess and Hannah like she was the very picture of good behavior. “See?” she said, all mock-sweetness. “I’m being a perfect angel.” Jess snorted.
“You’re sitting right on his . . . ” she cut herself off, catching Hannah’s warning look.
“No comments from the peanut gallery,” Madison said primly, but her grin was wicked. She settled deeper into me, and I could feel her heat through two thin layers of fabric, hers and mine, like a secret shared in plain sight. She started rocking just slightly, just enough to call it breathing. A tiny shifting of her weight side to side, her inner thighs squeezing and releasing, as if she didn’t even know she was doing it.
Hannah crossed her arms suspiciously. “Why’s your face getting red?”
“I’m concentrating,” Madison said, and she pressed her lips together like a kid taking a test. Jess leaned in closer, scrutinizing her like a coach at a tryout. “Concentrating on what, exactly?” Madison smiled too wide.
“On not moving too much. Obviously.” But every breath she took, every tiny adjustment of her hips, every slow roll of her thighs, it was all movement. It was all temptation. And she knew it. She knew exactly what she was doing. My cock throbbed painfully against the confines of my shorts.
Madison's weight and heat shifted over it with every barely-there twitch, every fake innocent bounce. The girls were watching her closely, but none of them were watching me. They didn’t need to. It was already written across my body. Madison pretended to adjust herself again, rocking forward just an inch, and her hips settled tighter against me.
I clenched my jaw, trying to stay still, but the pressure of her soaked panties grinding along my cock through two thin layers made my muscles twitch against her thighs. She looked down at me with those wide, innocent eyes, but her mouth betrayed her, curled up into a tiny, private smile. Jess caught it. “She’s doing it,” she said in a low, accusing voice. “Look at her.” Hannah leaned forward, eyes narrowing like a detective hunting a confession.
“That’s not breathing, Maddie. That’s rubbing.” Madison laughed lightly, bouncing once in my lap as if the whole thing was hilarious. But when she settled back down, she rocked again, barely, but enough that I felt her damp heat drag across the full length of my cock under the strained fabric. "Am not," Madison said, all wounded pride, but she was already moving in slow, almost imperceptible circles, her hips tracing tiny lazy figure-eights. The cotton of her shorts was damp enough now to cling to her folds.
Every tiny shift rubbed the fabric tighter against my cock, dragging wet friction across my lap. Every tiny adjustment sent lightning up my spine. Jess shook her head. "Look at his face," she whispered to Hannah. Hannah smirked wickedly.
"I think Ross is about to lose before she does." Madison leaned down a little, letting her pink bra swell into view through the gaping neckline of her tank. Her voice dropped low, secretive, right against my ear. “You’re doing so good,” she whispered. “Just a little longer, okay?” I swallowed hard. I could smell her skin.
I could feel her heartbeat through the heat in her thighs. One little more shift, and I'd lose everything. Jess couldn’t take it anymore. She burst out laughing, pointing shamelessly at Madison. “You’re soaked! Look at your shorts!”
Madison sat up straighter, mock-offended. “Am not!” she squeaked, but the dark patch between her legs gave her away instantly, spread wide across the crotch of her flimsy cotton shorts. Hannah snorted and clapped her hands once. “Guilty! Disqualified!” Madison tried to twist to hide it, but only managed to grind harder against me in the process.
I bit down on the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning out loud. Jess leaned over and slapped Madison lightly on the thigh. “You didn’t even last five minutes.”
“Lies and slander!” Madison shouted, but she was laughing too hard to defend herself. Hannah stood up and crossed her arms, looking down at us like a judge handing down a sentence. “Penalty: two barefoot trips down the dock for drinks.” Jess nodded solemnly. “In your wet little shorts, too.”
Madison flopped off my lap dramatically, landing sprawled across the deck. “You monsters,” she groaned, covering her face with both hands. The weight of her heat was gone, but my cock still throbbed hard against my shorts, leaking into the fabric. Hannah caught my eye and gave a tiny, wicked grin. She knew.
They all knew. Jess was already bouncing lightly on her toes, stretching her arms overhead, her tight lace bra peeking from under her sundress. "Guess it's my turn," she said, smirking down at me. She reached for the hem of her dress and lifted it just slightly, just enough to flash the tops of her thighs, the thin lace of her panties underneath, before dropping it back down and laughing. "We’ll see if I can do better," Jess said.
I didn’t have the heart, or the strength, to tell her she already hadn't. Madison lay sprawled on her back, laughing helplessly as Jess and Hannah pounced, pelting her with mock accusations. “Shameless,” Jess said, jabbing a finger at her. “Degenerate,” Hannah added, poking her in the ribs until Madison shrieked and rolled over. “You barely lasted two minutes!” Jess said, grinning wide.
Madison propped herself up on one elbow, hair wild around her face. “Please,” she said, shaking and soaked. “You’re all just jealous I got to sit on him first.”
Hannah shook her head. “Jealous you're leaking like a faucet?”
Jess gagged theatrically. "We’re gonna have to disinfect the deck."
Madison just grinned wider and waggled her hips at them, her damp shorts clinging obscenely to her ass.“Better get used to it.”
I stayed where I was, flat on my back, hands behind my head, letting them bicker and laugh it out, pretending like I wasn’t still achingly hard. Pretending like this was still under control. Because one look at Jess’s flushed face and nervous hands smoothing down her sundress told me:
It wasn’t. Not even close. Jess stayed sitting cross-legged for a second, running her hands down the sides of her dress like she needed to smooth herself back into place.
“You scared yet?” Madison teased, kicking her lightly with her bare foot.
Jess shook her head, but the way she tucked her hair behind her ear gave her away. “I’m fine,” she said, a little too fast. “You guys just have no self-control.”
Hannah smirked, arms crossed. “We’ll see about that.”
Jess huffed and pushed herself up to her knees. She gave me a tight, determined smile, but her cheeks were already flushed, and she kept shifting her weight side to side like she couldn’t get comfortable. “Besides,” she said, voice light, almost singing, “Ross is the one who should be worried.”
Madison cackled. “Why, Jess? Planning on taking advantage of him?”
Jess wrinkled her nose and stuck out her tongue. “I’m not a savage.” But when she stood and brushed invisible dust off her thighs, her hands lingered a second too long at the hem of her sundress, fingers fidgeting, toying with the edge like she couldn’t decide whether to lift it higher.
She was nervous. And that made it worse. Way, way worse. Jess took a slow, steadying breath and stepped over me, careful, deliberate, almost like she was afraid to spook something between us. She gathered the sides of her sundress and lifted it just enough to clear her knees as she lowered herself down, the hem slipping higher up her thighs with every inch.
I kept my arms behind my head, forcing myself to breathe normal, to stay still, but the second she straddled me, it all went tight. Her body was lighter than Madison’s, but the heat pouring off her felt hotter, sharper. She settled onto my lap with careful precision, planting her hands lightly on my ribs for balance, the thin lace of her panties barely a barrier between her and the hard ridge pressing up from my shorts. Jess smiled nervously, like she knew exactly what she was doing, and hated how much she loved it. Hannah and Madison leaned in like hawks.
“Hands up, Jess,” Hannah ordered. Jess rolled her eyes and raised her hands like a criminal under arrest, but her hips stayed planted squarely on top of my cock, the pressure making my teeth clench. "See? No touching," Jess said, laughing breathily. But she shifted her weight without meaning to, her soaked panties dragging slow and heavy across the length of me.
The air caught in her throat, just a tiny hitch, but it was enough to send Madison and Hannah into gleeful snickers. Jess bit her lip hard and sat taller, thighs trembling faintly as she  to keep herself perfectly still. The hem of her sundress had ridden so high that only the barest strip of yellow fabric covered her now. I could see the outline of her white lace panties stretched taut across her dripping sex, a soft damp patch blooming darker at the center. And the test had barely even started.
Jess shifted her knees wider, trying to find a position that didn't press her quite so hard against me, but all it did was spread the heat of her thighs against my hips, opening her up right over the full strain of my cock. Her thin panties barely contained the slick heat dragging along me now, and even though her hands were held stiffly away, her body betrayed her, rocking, tilting, her hips searching for friction without meaning to. Hannah was the first to notice. She snickered and pointed. "Look at her hips. She’s starting to ride."
"I'm not," Jess snapped, cheeks flaming pink, but she shifted again and this time her lace bra brushed the side of my face. She gasped and jerked back a little, but not before the soft swell of her breast dragged across my jaw, the warm shape of it perfectly molded under the thin lace. "That's a foul," Madison said immediately, laughing as she pretended to mark something invisible in the air. "Body contact." Jess, flustered, tried to sit up straighter, but it only made the hem of her sundress slide higher, the fabric bunching uselessly around her hips. Her panties strained and pulled between her legs, and the dark wet spot was unmistakable now.
She squeezed her thighs tighter around me instinctively, trapping my cock harder against her heat. "You are so losing," Hannah said, grinning. Jess shook her head fiercely, biting down on her lip again, breathing faster now, but her hips kept shifting, tiny, desperate movements she couldn’t fully stop. I stared straight up at the purple sky overhead, my heart hammering against my ribs. One more shift and she'd break.
One more breath and I'd break. And we all knew it. Jess  tried to play it off, but the tremor in her body gave her away. She locked her arms behind her back like she could force herself upright, force herself still, but her hips kept betraying her in tiny, helpless movements. I felt the heat of her slickness through the damp lace, every slow drag over my cock making my vision strain.
Her breathing turned shallow, little sharp inhales she couldn't disguise. Madison leaned over, pretending to whisper to Hannah, but loud enough for everyone to hear. “She’s already panting.” “She’s dripping,” Hannah said back, giggling, eyes gleaming. Jess turned bright red but didn't get up. Instead, she tipped forward slightly, the soft underside of her breasts brushing down my chest, her lace-covered nipples hard as pebbles through the thin bra.
I heard it, the first gasp. Quick and sharp, escaping her throat before she could catch it. Hannah grinned wider. “Sounded like a moan to me.” Jess shook her head fiercely, but another tiny gasp broke free when my cock twitched beneath her, throbbing up against her aching center. She tried to lift herself off me, to hover, but she barely managed an inch before her thighs quivered and she dropped back down with a soft whimper.
Another gasp. Madison clapped her hands. “Game over!” Jess covered her face with her hands, laughing and groaning all at once, too shaking and soaked to argue. Her hips rocked once more, subtle, instinctive, before she caught herself. She peeled herself off me slowly, her sundress riding high enough now that her soaked panties flashed plain as day to everyone on deck.
Jess stumbled backward onto the deck cushions, still laughing, still blushing, hair falling wild across her face. She hadn't lasted much longer than Madison. And next, it was Hannah’s turn. Jess threw herself onto the cushions beside Madison, covering her face with her hands, squealing with laughter. Her sundress bunched up around her waist, her pale thighs bare, the tiny scrap of her wet lace panties practically glowing in the dusky light.
Madison leaned over and slapped Jess’s hip, cackling. “Loser!”
Hannah sat back on her heels, shaking her head like a disappointed coach. “You didn’t even try to resist.” Jess peeled her hands away from her face, her cheeks blazing red but her grin wide. “You try sitting on that,” she said, flicking her fingers toward my lap, “and see how long you last.” Madison cackled louder. "Oh, she’s blaming the equipment now."
“Penalty time!” Hannah declared, standing up and stretching her arms overhead.
Her sweatshirt slipped off one shoulder, flashing the pale gleam of her bra strap, and she smirked down at Jess. "Two barefoot trips down the dock for drinks, and no fixing your dress." Jess groaned theatrically, dragging a hand down her face.
“I hate you all.” Madison patted her affectionately. “Get moving, sweetheart. You're making it easier for the rest of us.” I stayed where I was, still flat, still pretending to be calm, even as the damp patch at the front of my shorts grew painfully obvious, a silent, throbbing confession that no one was pretending not to see anymore.
Hannah turned to me next, cracking her knuckles like she was getting ready for a fight. “Well, cowboy,” she said, a wicked smile tugging at her mouth. “Guess it’s my turn to break you.” She stepped forward, slow and deliberate, hands slipping down to the waistband of her tiny shorts. She was going to make me pay for surviving the first two. And she knew it.
Madison and Jess sprawled across the deck, giggling like drunk cheerleaders as they roasted each other. “You lasted, what, three minutes?” Madison said, nudging Jess with her foot. “Longer than you, swamp shorts,” Jess shot back, tugging Madison’s damp fabric teasingly. They both howled with laughter, rolling onto their backs, their legs kicking into the air. "You’re lucky," Madison said, wiping tears from her eyes.
"Ross is too nice to call us out." Jess nodded, smirking wickedly. "He’s way too calm.” Hannah watched them both, arms crossed under her chest, one hip cocked. The late light caught her, the gleam of her bra strap slipping off her shoulder again as she sized up the situation. “You two are pathetic,” Hannah said, shaking her head with mock disappointment. “Absolute embarrassment.” Madison grinned up at her.
“Big talk. Let’s see you sit on that lap without creaming yourself.” Jess covered her mouth, giggling uncontrollably. Hannah just cracked her knuckles again, eyes glinting. "I'll show you how it’s done." But I caught it, the flicker in her throat when she swallowed, the twitch of her hand brushing at the waistband of her shorts. She was already more wound up than she wanted to admit.
And she was next. Hannah rolled her shoulders back, stretching like she was about to run a marathon. The casual cockiness on her face didn’t quite reach her hands, which kept tugging at the hem of her sweatshirt, fidgeting. “I’m telling you,” she said, casting a smug look down at Jess and Madison, “I can sit on him and not even flinch.” Jess raised an eyebrow. “You really think you’re made of stone?” Madison snickered.
“Wait till you feel him under you, Han. See how long you last.” Hannah just laughed, a low, dangerous sound, and kicked off her shorts without ceremony, leaving herself in nothing but those tiny sky-blue panties and the loose crop sweatshirt hanging off one shoulder. Jess and Madison whistled and clapped like drunken spectators at a strip show. “Show-off,” Jess muttered. "At least I don’t leak through my panties like you two," Hannah shot back, grinning wide.
She turned to me then, all fake seriousness, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “Hope you’re ready, Ross. I’m about to show you what actual self-control looks like.” I didn’t say a word. I just let my hands stay locked behind my head and braced myself. Because no one was leaving this round intact.
Not even her. Hannah approached slow, deliberate, like a cat stalking prey it already knew it had cornered. She straddled me in one fluid motion, her bare thighs sliding over my hips, the thin fabric of her panties brushing over the bulge straining painfully up from my shorts. Unlike the others, she didn’t try to pretend she wasn’t pressing against me. She planted herself firmly on my lap, knees spread wide, settling her weight low and solid, claiming the space between my hips like it belonged to her.
Madison and Jess whooped and hollered from the sidelines, but Hannah didn’t flinch. She just smiled down at me, calm, confident, almost serene, and adjusted her position by rocking her hips once, dragging herself tighter against the thick line of my cock through my shorts. "Comfort adjustment," she said sweetly, mimicking Madison's earlier excuse. Her sweatshirt slipped even further down her shoulder, flashing the full gleam of her satin bra strap and the soft curve of one breast threatening to spill free. She didn't fix it.
She let it dangle there, casual, natural, like she forgot what she was doing. My cock jerked against her instinctively, the friction unbearable. Jess and Madison burst out laughing again. "Penalty shot!" Jess called. But Hannah didn't move.
She just breathed slowly, evenly, sitting like a queen on her throne, thighs squeezing ever so slightly tighter around my hips every time I  to exhale. "You doing okay there, Ross?" she whispered, low enough that only I could hear. I gritted my teeth, trying not to twitch, trying not to grab her and flip her onto the deck like every cell in my body was screaming for. Hannah just smiled wider, like she could hear it happening inside me. And she hadn't even really started yet.
Hannah shifted again, almost imperceptibly, just a slow roll of her hips like she was stretching her back, and the drag of her soaked panties against my cock was unmistakable. The thin blue fabric clung tight now, darker right at the center, wet enough that every slight shift of her weight pulled it tighter against the slick, swollen lips of her pussy underneath. She wasn’t just damp. She was dripping. Madison let out a low whistle.
“Somebody’s not as composed as she thought.” Jess cackled, half-hiding her mouth behind her hand. “That seat’s gonna be flooded if she stays much longer.” Hannah shot them both a withering look, but her thighs tensed around my hips like she was fighting to keep from grinding harder. Her breathing was shallow now too, nostrils flaring every few seconds like she was trying not to moan. She tilted her hips forward another fraction, and her panties dragged over the hard ridge of my cock, separating barely anything anymore, just thin soaked cotton and strained skin. I bit the inside of my cheek to stop myself from moving.
My hands stayed locked behind my head, but every nerve in my body screamed for her. Hannah pretended to adjust the hem of her sweatshirt, but in doing so, leaned forward slightly, pressing her chest into my face. I caught the clean, sweet smell of her skin, the faint scent of river water and heat rising off her body. My cock twitched again under her, leaking into my shorts, the fabric already soaked and sticking uncomfortably to me. She smiled, slow and wicked, and rolled her hips once, grinding deliberately slow and deep, just to make a point.
I felt the wet slickness of her panties smear along my shaft, and I knew:
She was slipping. And she knew it too. Hannah leaned lower, bracing her palms lightly on my chest like she was steadying herself, but really she was trapping me, caging me under her. Her sweatshirt hung open, the satin of her bra catching the low, dying light, the shadowed curves of her breasts brushing closer to my mouth every time she rocked forward. She dipped her face down close to mine, her hair falling around us like a curtain, shutting out the world.
“You’re doing so good,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “So much better than we thought you would.” I swallowed hard, feeling every twitch and jerk of her thighs against my hips, the slick heat leaking through her panties onto my cock. “You’re not even grabbing me,” she breathed. “Not even begging.” Her hips rolled again, lazy, languid, dragging her soaked panties over me in one smooth, unbearable stroke. I clenched my fists together behind my head so hard my knuckles popped.
She laughed softly, the sound shivering down my spine. “We made you promise,” she whispered, rocking again, her voice turning almost cruel. “You’re not allowed to touch us, remember?” Another slow grind. Her soaked pussy lips dragging the full ridge of my cock through the soaked thin layer of her panties and my shorts. No friction left.
Only heat and wetness and need. “You’re so good," she said, biting my ear lightly. "I’m the bad one." Another tiny rock of her hips. “I’m going to lose," she whispered finally, the words breaking free of her tight throat. "I’m going to fucking lose.” She shuddered above me, hands tightening on my chest.
Her breathing turned ragged, desperate, her body trembling with it. I didn’t move. I didn’t dare. But I didn’t have to. She was already unraveling right there on top of me.
It happened in a slow, helpless wave. Hannah’s thighs clenched tighter around my hips, her nails digging lightly into my chest through my shirt. Her breath hitched once, twice, and then a full, broken sound escaped her throat, low and guttural. She tried to smother it by biting her lip, but it was too late. Madison and Jess caught it instantly.
“Ohhh, there it is,” Madison sang, practically bouncing on the deck. Jess clapped her hands once in triumph. “We got her!” Hannah shook her head fiercely, strands of hair whipping across her flushed face. “No, no, I’m,” she started, but her hips betrayed her, rolling forward again, slow and desperate, dragging her soaking panties along the length of my cock with a wet, squelching sound no one could pretend not to hear. Another broken whimper slipped from her lips.
Jess pointed gleefully. “Moaning is automatic disqualification.” Hannah squeezed her eyes shut, like she could will herself out of it, but her hips kept rocking, slow little circles that pressed her clit harder against me every second. Her sweatshirt slipped further off her shoulder, her bra straps digging into her skin, and the trembling in her thighs grew stronger. "Penalty times two," Madison said, laughing so hard she had to hold her stomach. Hannah finally cracked a smile, shaking and soaked and red-faced.
“You guys are such bitches.” She pulled herself off me slowly, reluctantly, leaving a hot, wet patch across my shorts where she’d been grinding. She staggered back onto the deck cushions, her panties visibly soaked now, clinging obscenely between her legs. “Okay, okay, I lost," she gasped, tossing her hair out of her eyes. "Happy?" Jess and Madison cheered like they’d won a championship. But the worst part, the part none of them said, was that she didn’t lose because they caught her.
She lost because she wanted to. The laughter finally died down, leaving the deck full of heavy, sticky heat. Madison lay sprawled on her back, Jess curled up on one elbow grinning like a devil, and Hannah sat cross-legged, her cheeks still burning, her panties still visibly soaked and clinging to her like a confession. "Okay," Madison said, sitting up and brushing her hair out of her face. "New idea." Jess arched an eyebrow.
"Oh no."
"No, no, listen," Madison said, her grin wicked and wild. "Clearly none of us can do this alone."
Jess laughed. "No shit."
"So," Madison said, stretching her arms overhead and letting her tank ride up over her flat belly, "we go together." Hannah snorted.
"You want all three of us to fail at once?"
"I want to see if Ross can survive it," Madison said sweetly “He hasn’t been tested yet.” Jess and Hannah exchanged looks, silent, secret looks, full of heat and danger and things they weren't saying out loud anymore.
"I’m in," Jess said, almost too fast. Hannah hesitated half a second longer, but when she saw the way I was still lying there, fists clenched behind my head, my cock straining hard and angry against the front of my shorts, she smirked. "Fine," Hannah said. "But we up the stakes." Madison grinned wider. "Strip down." Jess whooped and yanked the hem of her sundress over her head in one smooth motion, leaving her in nothing but her lacy white bra and matching panties.
Her nipples pushed hard against the thin cups, the fabric sheer enough to leave almost nothing to the imagination. Madison whipped off her tank top, tossing it onto the deck rail, and peeled down her damp shorts, standing there in a tiny pink bra and panties so wet they were practically see-through. Hannah stood too, a little slower, stripping off her loose sweatshirt and shimmying her panties down her legs. She kicked them off to the side without ceremony, leaving her in only the gleaming white satin bra that barely covered the heavy swell of her breasts. Three girls.
Half-naked. Flushed. Breathing fast. All staring down at me like predators circling a wounded animal. Madison cracked her knuckles and climbed onto me first, straddling my waist.
Jess knelt beside me, fingers tracing teasing shapes over my ribs. Hannah dropped onto my thigh, grinding down with dangerous laziness. And for the first time all night, none of them pretended it was still just a game. Madison settled herself low on my waist, planting her bare thighs firmly against my hips, her soaked panties pressing directly against the aching hardness trapped inside my shorts. She rolled her hips once, slow and heavy, grinding herself down the full length of me with a shuddering sigh she didn’t even try to hide.
Jess leaned in next, her lacy bra brushing against my chest as she climbed up to straddle my ribs. She perched there lightly, hands braced on either side of my shoulders, but her body told the real story, pressing down, her soaked panties dragging over my skin with every tiny shift, leaving smears of wet heat in her wake. Hannah slid herself along my thigh, grinding lazily back and forth, her satin bra slipping lower with every rock of her hips, the undercurve of one breast peeking free with each movement. Her wet pussy rubbed shamelessly over the muscle of my leg, soaking me, leaving a slick trail against my skin. I tried to stay still, tried to stay good, but they weren’t giving me a chance.
Madison ground harder, her wet panties catching and sliding, her clit dragging over the thick ridge of my cock again and again, making her gasp into the fading light. Jess shifted, pressing her chest into my face, and I caught the sharp scent of her arousal, thick and sweet, pouring off her skin. Hannah rocked faster on my thigh, whimpering under her breath, her hands digging into my knee for leverage. Their laughter was gone now. Their teasing gone too.
All that was left was the ragged sound of breathing, the wet slap of skin against damp fabric, the desperate friction building between all of us like a tidal wave. Madison leaned down, hair falling into my face, her mouth brushing my ear. “Don’t move,” she whispered. “Just let us . . . ” Another slow, devastating roll of her hips. Jess whimpered softly, circling her hips against my ribs, dragging the soaked crotch of her panties over my skin.
Hannah let out a shaky breath and pressed harder, riding my thigh in longer, needier strokes. I clenched my fists behind my head and closed my eyes against the roar in my blood. There was no pretending anymore. This was happening. Madison rocked harder against me, her breath catching, and her hands slid down my sides, down, down, to the waistband of my shorts.
She grinned wickedly down at me, eyes flashing. "This isn't fair," she said, feigning innocence. "You’ve got too many clothes on." Jess giggled breathlessly, her hips still grinding over my ribs. “Agreed. Handicap advantage.” Hannah laughed low in her throat and leaned up on her knees, her hand sneaking over to join Madison’s at my waistband.
I opened my mouth to say something, anything, but they were already tugging. Madison yanked the button open; Hannah dragged the zipper down; Jess lifted herself just enough to let them work. They peeled my shorts down my thighs in messy, hurried tugs, stripping me bare. My cock sprang free, thick, flushed dark, slick with need, and slapped up against my stomach with a wet sound none of us could pretend we didn’t hear. Madison’s eyes widened slightly.
Jess made a low, desperate sound in the back of her throat. Hannah bit her bottom lip hard, her cheeks coloring deeper. For a second, no one moved. The air was thick with heat, with want, with danger. Then Madison grinned wider and slid herself back down, her soaked panties dragging along the underside of my shaft.
She rocked forward once, slow, deliberate, the head of my cock bumping against her drenched center through the thin cotton barrier. Jess followed, wriggling down over my chest, her lacy panties catching and dragging along the line of my body, her wetness smearing over my skin. Hannah ground her hips harder into my thigh, her hand slipping between her legs now, openly rubbing herself through the glossy wet fabric of her panties as she stared at where Madison was grinding against me. Madison leaned down, hair spilling over my face. “You’re not allowed to move,” she whispered again, a command this time.
She rocked her hips again, and the shaft of my cock slid along the soaked groove of her pussy, so hot, so wet, so close. I stayed frozen beneath them, fists clenched, chest heaving, every muscle locked tight. If I moved, if I even twitched, it would all shatter. But the cracks were already showing. And none of us wanted to stop.
Madison rocked forward again, slower this time, the shaft of my cock sliding right between her slick folds, separated by nothing but the soaked cotton clinging to her. She gasped softly, biting down on her lip, her hands braced on my stomach as she ground herself up and down the thick length of me. Jess shifted above me, sliding down until she straddled my hips just behind Madison, her panties grazing over the base of my cock. The pressure of both of them, wet, slippery, desperate, pinned me down, the heat of their bodies searing through every inch of my skin. Hannah dragged herself up onto my other thigh, facing the opposite way now, grinding her soaked panties into the hard muscle there, her head tipping back, her chest heaving against the strained satin cups of her bra.
Madison whimpered softly, rocking faster, and I felt it, the moment the thin barrier of her panties slipped sideways. The bare, dripping heat of her pussy dragged directly along the length of my cock, no fabric, no pretense left. Her breath hitched. She froze for half a second. Jess felt it too, she tensed, and a wild, dangerous smile broke across her face.
“Oh my God,” Jess whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “She slipped.” Madison didn’t deny it. She just rocked again, bare, slick, open, and let the head of my cock catch against the swollen entrance of her pussy. Jess’s breathing quickened; she ground herself harder against my hip, her panties already half-twisted and clinging wetly to her. She reached out blindly, gripping Madison’s waist, pushing her lower without thinking.
Hannah leaned forward, one hand sliding over my chest, the other between her own legs, grinding harder, her breath sharp and broken now. Madison shifted again, the fat head of my cock dragging up between her folds, sliding through the slick mess of her arousal, and for a second, the thick crown caught right at her entrance, nudging deep enough that we both sucked in breath at the same time. She hovered there, trembling, soaking, frozen. Jess whimpered and clutched at Madison’s hip. Hannah whimpered too, her hand working faster under the thin strip of her panties, her thighs shaking around my leg.
Madison’s eyes fluttered closed. Her whole body begged for it. One slip. One push. And we’d all be finished.
Madison  to stay still, tried to keep herself hovering just barely above me, but her thighs trembled too hard, her muscles giving out inch by inch. She rocked again, slower this time, but her body was slick and needy, and the fat, swollen head of my cock caught right against her soaked entrance. Jess clutched Madison’s hips tighter, maybe to help her, maybe to push her. Hannah whimpered softly, her forehead dropping to my chest, her hand frantic between her legs now. Madison gasped, a short, sharp cry, and then it happened.
Her hips dropped the last inch. The tip of my cock slipped inside her. Just the head. Just enough. Enough to make both of us jerk in shock.
Enough to make Jess’s breath hitch into a desperate moan. Enough to make Hannah let out a broken, helpless whine against my chest. Madison froze, her eyes wide and glassy, her mouth open but silent. The thick head of my cock sat inside her, stretching her slick, tight heat just barely, just enough to know there was no going back. She trembled, her hands squeezing my sides, her panties pushed aside and useless now, hanging limp at her hip.
Jess leaned forward, her chest pressing into Madison’s back, her hands sliding up to cup Madison’s breasts through her damp bra. Her fingers kneaded softly, encouraging, teasing. Hannah shifted too, rising onto her knees beside me, her hand sliding down to wrap around the base of my cock where it disappeared inside Madison’s soaked pussy. Madison moaned then, quiet, broken, raw, and rolled her hips forward instinctively, taking another half-inch of me into her. Jess kissed the side of her neck, whispering something too low to hear.
Hannah stroked the exposed base of my cock, slick and messy with both our wetness. I stayed frozen under them, fists clenched so hard my knuckles ached, my hips straining not to thrust up into the burning heat clenching around me. But Madison rocked forward again, whimpering softly. Another inch. Another surrender.
There was no pretending anymore. There was no control. Only heat, and breath, and the slow, inevitable collapse of all of us together. For a second, everything stopped. Madison held herself there, straddling my hips, the thick head of my cock stretching her open, just barely inside her.
Jess froze behind her, hands cupping Madison’s trembling breasts, her chest pressed tight against Madison’s back. Hannah knelt beside me, her hand wrapped around the base of my cock, slick with both our heat, frozen mid-stroke. No one breathed. No one dared. The sun had fully dipped below the trees now, leaving us in soft, heavy twilight, the river lapping softly against the boat, the thick, humid air wrapping around us like a second skin.
Madison shivered above me, hips twitching faintly, her pussy clenching around the tip of my cock in tiny, desperate pulses. Her soaked panties clung uselessly to one thigh, forgotten. Jess's fingers flexed against Madison’s tits, thumbs brushing lightly over the swollen peaks straining through the damp lace. Hannah’s hand squeezed me instinctively, her palm slick and warm, her breath shallow and sharp against my stomach. I stared up at the darkening sky, fists still locked behind my head, every muscle screaming for release, every nerve ending burning.
If I moved, even an inch, it would be over. But Madison was already breaking apart above me. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, her body clenching tighter around me, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. She whimpered once, low and broken, her head dropping forward onto Jess’s shoulder. Jess gasped something filthy soft and filthy against Madison’s ear and ground herself harder into my side, her lacy panties dragging wet and sticky across my ribs.
Hannah whimpered again, her hand sliding up and down the base of my cock, smearing the mess slicker, wetter, dragging a moan from deep in her chest. We all hovered there, trembling, right at the edge of something that could never be undone. It wasn’t a game anymore. It wasn’t a test. It was the moment before the fall, the second before the dam broke, the shaking and soaked, trembling heartbeat when everyone knew: There was no pulling back.
Not anymore. Madison was the first to break. With a trembling whimper, she rocked her hips forward, sinking lower onto my cock. Inch by inch, the thick length of me stretched into her, sliding past the tight, soaked heat of her pussy until she was fully seated, her ass pressed flush against my thighs. She gasped, sharp and wild, and dropped her forehead onto my chest, her fingers digging into my sides like she needed to hold on or drown.
The second she bottomed out, Jess moaned too, grinding harder against my ribs, her soaked lace panties smearing wet heat across my skin. She pressed her tits down into Madison’s back, her arms wrapping around Madison’s waist, clutching her like she needed to anchor herself too. Hannah whimpered at the sight, dragging her panties down her thighs and tossing them somewhere behind her. She climbed higher onto my leg, bare now, her slick pussy grinding down against the hard muscle of my thigh with frantic, desperate movements. Madison rocked again, slow, messy, helpless, and my cock dragged through her slick heat, the thick friction making both of us moan, making Jess clutch at her harder, making Hannah sob into her hand as she rubbed herself faster and faster against my leg.
Jess shifted, twisting herself lower, until her mouth found Madison’s throat. She kissed her there, open-mouthed and hungry, her fingers sneaking down between Madison’s thighs to rub where my cock stretched her open. Madison cried out, the sound wild and broken, and rocked faster, fucking herself on me now in desperate, sloppy thrusts, every move grinding Jess’s hand tighter against her clit. Hannah slid closer too, one hand reaching out blindly, clutching at my hip for balance as she ground her dripping pussy harder against my thigh, her breaths coming fast, high, panicked. Madison started to lose rhythm, hips jerking erratically, her thighs quivering so hard she could barely keep herself upright.
Jess kissed her deeper, rougher, her hand working faster between Madison’s legs, helping her ride me harder, deeper. Hannah moaned into my ear, her body spasming against my leg, slick pouring down onto my skin as she shook. Madison slammed down one final time, hard enough to drive me fully into her, hard enough that the tight walls of her pussy clamped down around my cock and dragged my own orgasm ripping out of me. I exploded inside her, thick hot pulses filling her in heavy, endless waves. Jess moaned too, grinding herself desperately against my hip until she shuddered and collapsed, clinging to both of us.
Hannah sobbed out loud, her orgasm ripping through her, and she collapsed onto my other side, her whole body shaking. For a long time, none of us moved. Just a heap of bare skin, sweaty limbs, soft gasps and broken breaths tangled together on the warm deck, the river lapping gently against the hull like it was applauding us. We hadn’t just slipped. We had fallen.
All the way. The air was thick with heat and the sharp scent of sex, heavy and humid against our bare skin. No one spoke. No one moved. Madison lay slumped across my chest, her body limp, her breath slowing in deep, shaky pulls.
Her soaked panties hung uselessly at one thigh, forgotten. My cock was still buried inside her, softening slowly, but neither of us made any move to separate. Jess draped herself over both of us, her face buried against Madison’s neck, her body still twitching every few seconds with aftershocks. One of her arms stretched across my ribs, a lazy, possessive touch. Hannah curled against my other side, one leg thrown over mine, her hair tangled across my stomach.
Her hand rested low on my hip, her fingertips brushing lightly against the slick, sensitive skin there in unconscious, soothing strokes. The boat rocked gently beneath us, the only sound besides our breathing the soft slap of river water against the hull. No one dared to say what we had just done. No one dared to name it, or laugh it off, or pretend it hadn’t happened. We had promised.
We had vowed. We had sworn we wouldn’t let this happen again. But the truth was in the way Madison’s body clung to mine, refusing to lift off. It was in the way Jess’s fingers curled tighter into my side when I shifted slightly. It was in the way Hannah sighed, low and broken, and pressed her face against my hip like she could burrow herself deeper into me.
We hadn’t just given in. We had surrendered completely. Not with shouts. Not with declarations. But with silence.
With the way we stayed tangled up, still clinging to each other, still pretending there was no blame, no fault, no decision made. It was easier that way. Easier to pretend it was the heat. The river. The helplessness of bodies too close for too long.
Easier to pretend none of us had wanted it. When the truth was, we all had. And now there was no going back. Only forward. Deeper.
Wherever this beautiful, terrible, irreversible fall would take us next.
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The sun vanished below the tree line, the last shards of gold light bleeding up into deepening blue. The top deck of the houseboat was quiet again, the air thick with leftover heat and tension.
Madison lay sprawled across the planks like she’d just lost a boxing match, one arm over her eyes, the other dramatically flung toward her drink. Her soaked shorts clung to her like shrink wrap. Hannah and Jess pelted her with mock shame and accusations, but the edge of nervous laughter had dulled.
Jess hadn’t said much since. She sat cross-legged near the railing, sipping slowly, her fingers twitching at the hem of her sundress. She kept smoothing it down her thighs, even when it wasn’t riding up. That quiet, internal tremble had returned to her shoulders, the one Ross remembered from their first weekend. The one that meant more than anything she said out loud.
"Alright," she finally said, placing her glass down too carefully. “Let’s get it over with.”
Madison rolled onto her elbow. “Already surrendering?”
Jess didn’t answer. She stood up in one graceful movement, brushing invisible dust from her dress like she was prepping for an interview, not climbing onto a man’s lap in front of her two closest friends. Ross laid back again, hands behind his head, as per the rules.
“You scared yet?” Madison teased, toeing Jess’s shin.
Jess raised a single eyebrow. “Of course not. I’m just better than you.”
She stepped over him deliberately, lifting her sundress just enough to clear her knees. The hem slipped high on her thighs, revealing a flash of pale skin and the curve of lace panties before she lowered herself onto his lap. Light. Precise. Like she’d rehearsed it in her head.
The air changed immediately.
Her body was smaller than Madison’s, but somehow hotter. Sharper. The heat coming off her thighs poured straight through the thin cotton of Ross’s shorts and into him like electricity. She didn’t settle all the way at first, just hovered, then carefully sank until her full weight pressed into his lap, square over his cock.
Ross gritted his teeth behind a lazy grin. His breathing was fine. It was his pulse that gave him away.
Jess planted her hands gently on his ribs for balance, her fingers feather-light. She gave him a tight smile, cheeks flushed already.
“Hands up,” Hannah said sternly.
Jess lifted them obediently, arms stiff like she was being frisked, but her hips stayed planted.
“See?” she said lightly. “No touching.”
“Just straddling,” Madison said under her breath.
Ross stared up at the sky, jaw clenched. Jess’s panties were damp. He could feel it through both layers. Not soaked like Madison’s had been, but humid. Charged.
Jess tried to sit taller, straighter, like posture alone could save her, but her knees shifted slightly wider, trying to redistribute the pressure. All it did was spread her heat further across his lap, making Ross’s cock strain so hard against his waistband he thought the elastic might snap.
Jess exhaled through her nose. Sharp. Controlled. But her hips rocked half an inch forward.
Madison cackled. “You felt that? I felt that from here.”
“I’m adjusting,” Jess snapped, a little too quick. Her voice cracked.
“No talking to him,” Hannah reminded her, arms crossed.
Jess shut her mouth. Her eyes dropped to Ross’s chest and stayed there.
He could feel the twitch in her thighs. She was fighting her own muscles now, fighting instinct. Every time she tried to freeze herself solid, her body betrayed her. A shift of weight. A slide of lace. A clench of her hips around him.
The tension wasn’t funny anymore. It was dense. Heavy.
Jess blinked fast. “Is it hot up here?” she asked no one in particular. “Like, seriously hot?”
Ross didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Her panties were pressed directly against his cock, every heartbeat sending a jolt up his spine.
“Okay, I’m done,” Jess said quickly, too quickly. She started to rise.
“Uh uh,” Hannah said. “Five minutes. That was two.”
Jess groaned. She sank back down, but this time the contact was more direct, more desperate. She tried to sit still but ended up grinding forward half an inch. Her breath caught.
Ross’s cock pulsed up into her. She flinched.
Madison pointed. “There it is. Right there.”
“I’m not doing anything,” Jess said, breathless. “He moved.”
“Oh, sure. Blame the man,” Hannah deadpanned.
Jess looked down at Ross, her face right above his. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown. Her breathing was short now, shallow, her chest rising visibly. The hem of her sundress had climbed halfway up her hips. Lace panties tight, stretched, a darkened patch blooming beneath her.
Ross stared at the sky like it held the answer to anything.
Jess rocked again, unconsciously. Then caught herself and froze.
Silence.
Then a gasp, sharp and real.
It escaped her before she could trap it. Everyone heard it.
Hannah leaned in. “She’s gone. That’s it.”
Jess’s cheeks lit up like coals. She bit down hard on her lip and sat rigid, hands now fisted against her thighs, trying to will herself back into control.
But it was too late. Her whole body was trembling, hips twitching against Ross’s lap in tiny, helpless pulses.
Madison crossed her arms. “You’re soaked already. Admit it.”
Jess’s breath hitched again.
“I . . . ” she tried to say something, but her voice broke.
Then came the look, panicked, ashamed, and wild. She stood up suddenly, sundress dropping around her thighs, but not soon enough. Everyone saw the wet stain.
She turned away, brushing hair from her face with trembling fingers.
Hannah let out a long breath. “You okay?”
Jess nodded too fast, not facing them. “Fine.”
Madison softened. “Jess . . . ”
But Jess didn’t turn around. “I just need a minute.”
She disappeared down the ladder into the boat, her bare feet slapping wood.
The deck went silent.
Ross still hadn’t moved. His cock was rock hard and leaking into his shorts, his hands still behind his head like nothing happened. But everything had.
Hannah knelt beside him. “That was . . .  intense.”
Madison sat cross-legged near his feet, eyes still on the hatch Jess had vanished through. “I didn’t think she’d lose it like that.”
Ross finally exhaled. “She didn’t lose it. She almost won.”
“No,” Hannah said, quietly. “She lost. She’s just not ready to admit it.”
They sat for a while in the quiet, the sky above fully indigo now. The river below whispered against the hull. Madison lay back again, this time not joking. Hannah leaned against Ross’s side but didn’t touch him.
After a long stretch of silence, Madison spoke, voice low. “We shouldn’t have done this.”
“We didn’t do anything,” Hannah said.
Ross didn’t say a word.
Another pause. Then Hannah rose slowly and followed Jess down into the cabin. Madison stayed behind, glancing sideways at Ross.
“You okay?” she asked, quieter this time.
He gave a faint nod. “Yeah.”
“You didn’t move,” she said. “That was . . .  kinda impressive.”
He chuckled once, dry. “Not from this side.”
Madison smiled faintly, then lay back down. “She’ll be fine.”
He wasn’t sure who she meant, Jess, or herself.
And he didn’t ask.
The hum of the river was the only sound left when Hannah came back up.
She didn’t say anything at first, just padded barefoot across the deck, her sweatshirt sleeves pushed up to her elbows, her face unreadable. Jess was still below. Madison looked up from where she sat cross-legged against the railing, but didn’t speak either. It was like everyone had agreed to a temporary ceasefire.
Ross sat where he had been all evening, legs outstretched, arms behind his head, the pressure in his lap still raging, the echo of Jess’s body still printed across him like a heat stain.
Hannah stood over him.
“I guess it’s my turn now,” she said.
Madison raised her eyebrows. “You sure?”
Hannah gave a slight nod. “We said we would. All of us.”
Ross didn’t move. “You don’t have to.”
Hannah looked down at him for a long moment, then lowered herself carefully into his lap.
It wasn’t like with Madison. And it definitely wasn’t like with Jess.
She didn’t grind or bounce or squirm.
She just settled. Slowly. Deliberately. Like she was taking a seat beside an old friend, not straddling a man she’d once kissed in the dark, half-naked on a boat with no one around for miles.
Her thighs framed his. Her hands folded neatly in her lap. Her back was straight, her face calm. For the first few seconds, it was as if nothing was happening.
But Ross could feel her weight. The heat of her. The softness of her. The way her body aligned against his, perfectly, completely, silently.
His cock, already strained from Jess, didn’t relax. It only pulsed harder, pinned now beneath Hannah’s steady warmth.
She didn’t move. Not an inch.
But her eyes locked on his.
She didn’t look away.
The silence stretched.
Madison watched them, suddenly fidgeting. “Is it weird I feel like I shouldn’t be here?”
Hannah didn’t answer.
Ross swallowed. “You don’t have to do this, you know.”
“I know,” Hannah said. Her voice was even. But her cheeks had flushed pink.
“You’re allowed to change your mind,” he said.
Hannah looked out across the river. “It’s not that.”
Ross said nothing. He kept his arms behind his head, resisting every urge to shift, adjust, react.
“I just . . . ” Hannah’s voice trailed off. She was staring at the water now, but her hips hadn’t moved. “You ever feel like something is about to happen, and you don’t know if it’s going to be good or bad, but either way, you’ll never go back after it?”
He looked at her. “Yeah.”
She nodded slightly. “That’s how this feels.”
Ross stayed quiet. He could feel her breathing now, steady but shallow. She was still sitting perfectly upright, but her thighs had begun to press tighter against his. Not moving. Just compressing. Just holding.
“I keep trying to tell myself that it was just one weekend,” she said, still staring out. “That it didn’t mean anything.”
Madison didn’t speak. She had pulled her legs up and was hugging her knees.
“But I think I knew it did,” Hannah said. “Even then.”
Ross exhaled. He didn’t expect that. And it sank into him harder than anything Madison or Jess had said.
“I’m scared of how easy it felt,” she added.
Her voice was soft now. Almost a whisper.
Ross wanted to put his hand on her back. Or her hip. Or her thigh. Something to feel her. Something to say: I hear you. I felt it too.
But he couldn’t move. That was the rule.
Instead, he said, “Why are you telling me this now?”
Hannah finally looked at him again. Her face was still calm, but her eyes shimmered. “Because I don’t think I can do this again.”
She didn’t mean the game.
Ross’s mouth went dry. “You mean us being together.”
Hannah nodded once. “It messes with my head. I want it. But I know I shouldn’t.”
He looked at her, the way she was sitting so straight, like posture was the only thing holding her together.
“Are you saying this is goodbye?” he asked quietly.
Hannah bit her lip. Then, without warning, she slid off his lap.
Not a word.
She walked to the railing and leaned out on it, both palms flat, her back to them. The sweatshirt bunched up above her waistband, revealing a sliver of pale skin at the base of her spine.
Madison didn’t say anything. Just looked from Ross to Hannah and back again.
After a long minute, Hannah spoke again.
“I didn’t lose,” she said, without turning around. “I didn’t grind or moan or leak all over you. I didn’t even move.”
“You didn’t,” Ross said.
“But it still felt like I lost something.”
The quiet deepened.
Madison stood slowly and crossed the deck. She stood beside Hannah, but didn’t touch her. Just leaned forward, resting her own arms on the railing.
“We didn’t think it would go this far,” Madison said.
“I know.”
“She still likes you,” Madison added, voice lower.
“I know,” Ross said again, but it didn’t make him feel better. It made him feel like shit.
“I’m not sure she can handle it,” Madison said.
Ross looked at her. “Can you?”
Madison gave him a crooked smile. “Nope.”
She turned away, headed for the stairs down into the cabin, then paused.
“She really didn’t lose the game,” Madison said. “But maybe it’s because she wasn’t playing.”
Then she disappeared below deck.
Ross stayed on the top deck alone, the river glinting dark gold beneath a rising moon.
Hannah still hadn’t turned around.
And Ross didn’t know if he should go to her, or let her stay there in the dark with whatever she was trying not to feel.
No one spoke at dinner.
They’d brought the plates below deck, lit a few tea candles on the table, and passed the food around in stiff silence. Even Madison had gone quiet. She picked at her pasta like she wasn’t really tasting it, her gaze flitting between Hannah and Jess.
Hannah was the worst. She barely touched her food. Kept saying she wasn’t hungry. She sat cross-legged in the corner of the bench seat, oversized sweatshirt wrapped around her knees, hair pulled into a bun she’d twisted herself without a mirror. She wasn’t making eye contact with anyone, not even Ross.
Jess, to her credit, tried. She cracked a couple jokes, brought up something about classes starting soon, but the timing was off. Every attempt dropped into the air like a stone. Nobody wanted to talk about school. Not tonight.
Ross just ate slowly, watching, listening. He didn’t know what role he was supposed to play now, host, adult, friend, mistake. He wasn’t sure any of those fit anymore. The game had changed. Maybe it wasn’t even a game anymore.
By the time they finished, the mood was flat. No one reached for drinks. No one suggested a swim.
“I think I’ll go read a bit,” Hannah said, standing up and carrying her plate to the sink. “Up top.”
“You want company?” Jess asked gently.
Hannah shook her head, not unkindly. “No. I’m okay.”
She didn’t look at Ross when she said it.
They heard her steps on the ladder, then the creak of the deck boards above. The sliding door shut with a soft finality.
Madison stood next. “I’m going to shower,” she said. “I kind of smell like deck stain and hormones.”
She left her plate and disappeared into the back. Water started running. Jess started clearing dishes quietly, loading the small sink without asking for help.
Ross hovered nearby.
“You okay?” he asked her.
Jess didn’t look up. “That’s the wrong question.”
“What’s the right one?”
Jess paused. Then: “Is she okay.”
Ross leaned on the counter. “I don’t think she is.”
Jess scrubbed a fork slowly, eyes on the running water. “We thought we could handle it. Coming back here. Pretending it didn’t matter. That it was just a fluke.”
Ross nodded once. “But it wasn’t.”
Jess shook her head. “It’s never just a fluke with girls like us.”
That surprised him. He expected sarcasm. Instead, her voice was low and flat. Honest.
Jess set the fork down and turned off the tap.
“I’m gonna go dry off on the swim deck,” she said, drying her hands on a towel. “It’s too hot down here.”
Ross didn’t follow right away. He gave her space, wiped the table slowly, stacked the remaining dishes, checked the coffee pot just to kill time. When he finally came out, the stars had spread full across the sky like silver sand.
Jess was sitting at the very back edge, legs over the water, dress loose around her thighs, hair down. She looked like a painting, shoulders backlit by moonlight, bare feet dangling just inches above the slow, whispering current.
He sat beside her.
She didn’t move.
After a long silence, she said, “You think she meant it? About not coming back?”
Ross didn’t answer right away. “Yeah. I think she did.”
Jess nodded slowly. “It’ll break her.”
“She thinks it’ll save her.”
Jess sighed, long and soft. “You’re different from the guys our age, you know.”
Ross chuckled dryly. “Because I can’t keep up or because I don’t send memes during sex?”
She smirked, but didn’t laugh. “Because you see us. Not just our bodies. The way you look at us, it’s like we’re people.”
He raised an eyebrow. “You are people.”
“Most guys don’t act like it.”
Ross looked out at the water. “And that’s why this is so dangerous.”
Jess turned her head toward him. Her hair moved in the breeze, brushing his shoulder.
“Because you’re not just fucking us,” she said. “You make us feel real.”
He looked back at her, and for once, she didn’t drop her gaze.
“I’m not trying to,” he said. “Not on purpose.”
“I know.”
She leaned her head onto his shoulder. He let her.
“I don’t regret what happened,” she said quietly.
Ross stayed still. “Me neither.”
“But I also know it broke something.”
She didn’t specify what. And he didn’t ask.
The water below made soft sounds against the boat. The stars blinked slowly. The moment stretched, soft and fragile.
Jess lifted her head after a while.
“Would it be okay if I kissed you again?” she asked.
Ross looked at her. Really looked.
“Are you asking me,” he said, “or telling yourself you’re still in control?”
Jess smiled faintly. “Both.”
She leaned in and kissed him, slow, hesitant at first, then deeper. Her lips were soft, but insistent. She pressed her hand to his jaw, pulling him in just enough. Not like last time. Not frantic. Not teasing. Just a kiss.
When she pulled back, her cheeks were flushed again. But she didn’t look away.
“I’m still not going to sit on you again,” she said.
Ross smiled. “Noted.”
They sat like that a while longer. Then Jess stood up, stretched, and ran her hand down the front of her dress like smoothing herself back into place.
She stepped toward the sliding door, then paused and looked back.
“Get some sleep,” she said.
Ross stayed on the deck after she went inside, watching the river slide by in the dark.
He didn’t know what was coming next.
But he knew nothing was going back.
The boat creaked softly in the dark, shifting on its mooring with the slow rhythm of the river. From up on the top deck came the sound of someone turning over in the hammock, probably Hannah. Below, the little cabin glowed faintly with the spill of moonlight through the blinds.
Ross lay in bed beneath a thin sheet, eyes open, jaw tight.
Sleep wasn’t coming.
Not with his cock still semi-hard from Jess’s kiss. Not with Hannah’s voice echoing in his skull. “I don’t think I can do this again.”
He didn’t know what this was anymore.
A quiet creak at the foot of the stairs.
Then a shadow. Small. Barefoot.
Jess.
She wore an oversized t-shirt, probably his, and nothing else. Her legs caught the moonlight, smooth and pale. She hesitated at the bottom step.
“I couldn’t sleep,” she whispered.
Ross sat up slowly. “Jess . . . ”
“I just want to talk,” she said, already stepping closer. “I promise.”
He didn’t stop her. He didn’t believe her, either.
She crawled onto the bed, pulling her legs under her, sitting at his side. She faced him, eyes shining, hair loose down her back.
“We messed everything up, didn’t we,” she said.
Ross didn’t reply.
Jess looked down. “I don’t want Hannah to hate me.”
“She doesn’t,” Ross said.
“She will if she finds out.”
“She won’t.”
Jess bit her lip. “What if I want her to?”
That struck him more oddly than he expected.
“I’m tired of pretending this was just a fluke,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. “We’re not kids playing games. Not anymore.”
“You made a vow.”
“I lied.”
She leaned in again. He didn’t stop her.
This kiss was hotter. Her hand came to his chest, fingers splayed. Her knee brushed his thigh. He could smell her now, clean skin, heat, and something desperate.
Ross broke the kiss. “Jess, ”
She pressed her finger to his lips. “Please don’t tell me to stop if you don’t mean it.”
“I don’t want you to regret this.”
“I won’t.”
But she hesitated. Something flickered in her. Her hand dropped from his chest. She looked down.
“I’m scared,” she said.
He brushed her hair back, gently. “Of what?”
“That I’ll want all of you,” she said. “Not just this.”
That, more than anything, made him pause.
Because he wasn’t sure what he wanted anymore, either.
Jess slid into his lap, not straddling this time, just curling up sideways, her legs over his, her cheek to his shoulder. Like she just wanted to be held. He wrapped an arm around her and leaned back against the wall.
They stayed like that. Warm. Close.
Then her fingers slid under the edge of the sheet.
“Jess . . . ”
“I just want to touch you,” she whispered. “That’s all.”
She wasn’t asking. She was already doing it.
Her hand found him, hard and hot beneath the cotton. She palmed him gently, then wrapped her fingers around the base and squeezed. Ross groaned softly, involuntarily.
Her mouth found his neck.
“I think about you,” she whispered. “I think about what it felt like last time. What it would feel like if I didn’t stop this time.”
Her hand moved slower now, up and down, coaxing him to full length.
“I know I’m not supposed to,” she said, “but you don’t make it easy.”
He held her tighter, breathing harder.
“You’re going to make me come,” he said.
“I know.”
Her hand didn’t stop.
And neither of them said another word.
The river was still when Ross woke.
Thin light crept in through the blinds, filtering across the wood-paneled walls. The air was cool, the kind of early morning chill that seeps in just before the heat returns. Jess was gone.
Only the faint scent of her shampoo lingered on the pillow beside him.
He sat up slowly, groggy and sore, but not from sleep. His boxers were damp, the sheet bunched around his waist. The ache in his hips told him everything he needed to know about the night before.
No penetration. No thrusting. But definitely not nothing.
The guilt wasn’t sharp. Just heavy.
He pulled on shorts, washed his face at the sink, and climbed up to the top deck, expecting silence.
But Hannah was there.
Sitting alone at the edge with her legs pulled up, her arms around her shins. She wore the same sweatshirt as the night before, hood up. She didn’t look at him when he stepped out.
“Did you sleep?” Ross asked.
“Some.”
He moved beside her, leaving space. The river below reflected a pale wash of dawn. Mist hovered above the surface.
“I figured you’d left,” she said after a minute.
“Thought about it.”
“You should have.”
Ross rubbed his jaw. “Because of last night?”
“Because of all of it.”
He looked at her. Her knees were bare. Her hands gripped them tight.
“I know what Jess did,” she said.
Ross flinched.
“She didn’t tell me,” Hannah added. “She didn’t have to.”
He waited.
“She came back down at like three a.m. Her face was red. Her walk was different. And she wouldn’t look at me.”
Ross stared out at the water.
“I’m not mad at her,” Hannah said. “I knew it would happen eventually.”
“You said you couldn’t do this again.”
“I can’t,” she said. “But I also can’t stop.”
Silence.
Then she said, “I thought maybe if I pulled back, you’d pull back too. Like it’d make the whole thing fade.”
“It didn’t.”
“No,” she said. “It didn’t.”
Ross turned toward her. “What do you want from me, Hannah?”
She met his eyes. “Honesty.”
He nodded slowly. “Okay.”
She breathed in. “If I asked you to kiss me right now, would you?”
He didn’t answer.
That was enough.
“I don’t know what we are to you,” she said. “I don’t even know what we are to each other anymore. But I know how I felt when I saw you again. And I know how I feel now.”
Ross kept his voice steady. “Tell me.”
“Like I’m hanging off the edge of something,” she said. “And every time I think I’m climbing back up, someone says your name, and I slip.”
Her voice didn’t crack, but her fingers dug into her knees.
Ross shifted closer. “I’m sorry.”
“I don’t want an apology,” she said. “I want to know what you want.”
Ross exhaled. “I want to stop hurting you.”
“That’s not an answer.”
He looked away. Then back. “I want you.”
Hannah stared at him, eyes sharp. “And Madison?”
“Yes.”
“Jess?”
He nodded.
She turned back to the river. “Then this doesn’t work.”
“I know.”
Another long silence.
Below, a loon called from somewhere upriver. The sound echoed across the water.
After a while, she stood up.
Ross stood too.
“I’m not asking for promises,” she said. “We’re all messed up in this now. I get that. I just needed to know where I stand.”
“You stand here,” he said.
“Do I?”
He reached for her hand.
She let him take it.
They stood like that, palms pressed, morning breeze tugging at the edges of their clothes.
Then from below: the sound of laughter. Jess and Madison. Awake. Already moving. Life coming back.
Hannah pulled her hand away gently.
She didn’t smile. But she didn’t frown, either.
“They’re waiting,” she said, turning toward the stairs.
Ross didn’t follow right away.
“Hey,” she said, pausing at the hatch. “One question.”
“Yeah?”
“Are you coming back next weekend?”
Ross didn’t answer.
Not yet.
Hannah smiled faintly and disappeared below deck.
It was mid-afternoon by the time the mood had thawed enough for anyone to speak more than a sentence. The girls had lounged quietly all morning, reading, napping, half-heartedly snacking on cold pasta and oranges from the fridge. Jess hadn’t said much since breakfast. Hannah hadn’t said anything at all.
Ross had spent most of the day doing small chores, clearing the swim deck, tightening a loose tie-rope, checking the water levels in the tanks. He didn’t say what he was doing, and no one asked.
He was rinsing a coffee mug at the back tap when he felt her behind him.
“You wanna go for a walk?” Madison asked.
She was barefoot, hair up in a knot, big t-shirt hanging off one shoulder, a bottle of water in one hand. Her eyes were bloodshot but steady.
Ross nodded.
They didn’t say anything as they made their way up the trail along the ridge, same path he’d walked with Madison last time, to the hot spring. That day felt like another life. This time there was no hand-holding, no flirting. Just footsteps crunching over dry leaves, and the sound of water trickling down from a mossy outcrop.
After a few minutes, Madison slowed. “She’s still mad, huh?”
“Hannah?”
She nodded.
“Yeah,” Ross said.
“She’ll get over it,” Madison muttered, but without conviction. Then: “Or she won’t.”
They stopped near a small rock ledge with a view of the bend in the river. Ross leaned on a tree trunk. Madison sat on a low boulder, pulled her knees up to her chest.
“She doesn’t hate you,” Ross said.
Madison looked away. “She doesn’t have to.”
Ross didn’t reply.
“I knew Jess would make a move,” Madison said, almost smiling. “I even called it. But I still didn’t expect it to make me feel like this.”
“Like what?”
Madison chewed her cheek. “Like I lost something.”
“You didn’t.”
“Didn’t I?” She looked up at him now. “You think I don’t know how you looked at her last night?”
Ross frowned. “That’s not fair.”
Madison laughed softly. “Fair? Ross, none of this is fair. You’re the prize, remember?”
“I’m not a prize.”
She stood up, took a step toward him. “Then why does it feel like I’m losing?”
He didn’t answer.
“I’m not mad at you,” she said, quieter now. “I just . . .  needed to know.”
“Know what?”
“If I still could,” she said. She stepped closer, close enough that her bare toes touched his boots. “If I really tried, if I wanted to, you’d still want me.”
Ross swallowed. “I’ve never not wanted you.”
That hit harder than it should have.
Madison looked down at her feet. “I don’t think Hannah could forgive me if I touched you again.”
“Then don’t.”
She looked up. “What if I want to?”
Ross met her eyes. “Do you?”
Madison didn’t answer.
Instead, she reached out slowly, deliberately, and placed her palm against his chest. Just a hand. Nothing else.
She left it there.
Ross didn’t move.
“I almost climbed into your bed last night,” she said. “I heard Jess leave. I just . . .  couldn’t get up.”
He nodded.
“I would’ve let you do anything,” she added.
Ross closed his eyes. “You still want me to?”
Madison breathed in sharply.
Then she pulled her hand back.
“No,” she said. “I just wanted to know if I still could.”
He nodded again. “You could.”
She smiled. Not coy. Not smug. Sad.
“Then I’m good.”
She turned and walked a few steps ahead, arms loose at her sides. He followed her in silence back toward the trail. The leaves were louder underfoot now, or maybe it just felt that way.
When they got back to the houseboat, she paused at the edge of the dock, then turned to him.
“You make all of us crazy, you know.”
“I’m not trying to.”
“I know,” she said. “That’s why it works.”
She leaned forward and kissed him, on the cheek. Quick. Dry. Final.
Then she turned and walked barefoot up the dock, water bottle swinging from two fingers.
Ross stayed behind and watched the ripple of her footsteps disappear into the quiet.
Ross found her sitting at the bow just after sunset, knees drawn to her chest, hood up, sketchbook open in her lap. Her pencil scratched lightly on the page. She didn’t look up when he stepped barefoot onto the foredeck.
“I thought maybe you’d gone home,” she said.
He sat cross-legged a few feet away. “I thought about it.”
She nodded, still not looking up. “You should have.”
Ross let the river sounds fill the silence between them. Somewhere downstream, a heron let out a sharp call.
“What are you drawing?” he asked.
Hannah flipped the book shut. “Doesn’t matter.”
“I think it does.”
Now she looked at him. The low light caught in her eyes, darker than usual. More tired. “It’s you.”
Ross blinked. “Me?”
Hannah shrugged. “Not really your face. Just . . .  you.”
He wanted to ask what that meant, but he didn’t. He could already feel it in the way her body sat, in the way she didn’t lean forward or pull away. Like she was bracing for something.
She turned the sketchbook toward him anyway. The drawing wasn’t detailed, but the feeling was unmistakable: a figure alone at the edge of the dock, surrounded by too much sky and too much water. His shoulders slouched. His shadow stretched behind him like an anchor.
“I started it last night,” she said. “Finished it just now.”
Ross met her eyes. “Why show me?”
Hannah pulled her hood down. “Because I wanted you to see what you look like to someone who’s trying really hard not to love you.”
Ross didn’t move.
Hannah placed the book down beside her, then turned her whole body to face him.
“I need to ask you something,” she said. “And I need you to answer it.”
He nodded slowly.
“If you had to choose one of us,” she said, “just one, would it ever be me?”
The words hung between them like a gust of wind that never came.
Ross’s mouth opened, but nothing came out.
“That’s what I thought,” she said, and she didn’t sound bitter. Just tired.
“I’m sorry,” he said.
“I didn’t ask for an apology,” she said. “I asked for the truth.”
He looked down at the floorboards, then back at her. “It’s not that I don’t want you.”
“It’s that you want Jess more,” she said. “Or Madison. Or maybe just the idea of all of us.”
Ross didn’t deny it.
“I told myself I could handle this,” Hannah said. “That I could keep it surface. Keep it playful. But that was a lie, too.”
He reached toward her knee, but she moved back, not fast, just enough.
“I needed to know where I stood,” she said. “Now I do.”
“Hannah . . . ”
“I’m not angry,” she said. “Not even jealous. Just . . .  done hoping.”
Ross exhaled. “So this is goodbye?”
She smirked faintly. “God, you sound like we were ever really anything.”
He didn’t answer.
Then, softly: “I wanted to be.”
Hannah looked at him again. Her face softened for just a second. She reached up and touched his cheek, fingers warm.
“I know,” she said. “But wanting’s not the same as choosing.”
She leaned in, close enough to kiss him.
But she didn’t.
She just hovered there, her breath on his lips, her fingers in his hair.
And then she pulled back.
“I’m leaving tomorrow morning,” she said. “Before breakfast.”
Ross nodded.
“I won’t say goodbye.”
“You just did.”
She stood, scooped up her sketchbook, and left him alone at the front of the boat.
For the first time in days, the river felt quiet in a way he didn’t like.
They ate dinner in the open air, seated around the little square table Ross had built himself last spring. Someone had found candles. Madison had made a half-hearted pasta bake. Hannah sat between Jess and Ross, not speaking unless spoken to.
The wine was almost gone.
Nobody talked about the night before. Or the walk. Or who was sleeping where tonight.
It was Jess who finally broke the silence.
“Can we not pretend everything’s normal?”
Nobody answered.
She put down her fork, pushed her plate away. “I’m not going to do the whole ‘I’m sorry’ thing if no one else is willing to be honest either.”
“Jess,” Madison started.
“No. I mean it,” Jess said, looking right at Hannah. “I wasn’t trying to hurt you.”
Hannah looked at her glass. “You didn’t.”
Jess’s voice wavered. “It sure feels like I did.”
Hannah’s reply was quiet: “You feel bad because you crossed a line. Not because you didn’t know it was there.”
Jess closed her mouth.
No one spoke for a minute.
Then Madison exhaled sharply and picked up the wine bottle, shook the last drop into her glass. “Okay. That was fun.”
Ross gave her a look. “Madison . . . ”
“What?” she said. “We’re not fixing this over penne and cheap pinot.”
“No,” Ross said. “We’re not.”
Hannah pushed back from the table, stood, and walked inside without a word.
Ross stood too. Thought about going after her. Didn’t.
Jess sat still, her knuckles white around her glass.
“You should talk to her,” Ross said.
Jess didn’t look up. “She doesn’t want to hear it from me.”
“Then maybe just listen.”
After a pause, Jess stood and followed Hannah through the door.
That left Madison and Ross alone under the fading sky, the river black around them, the candles flickering.
“I guess that’s it then,” Madison said.
Ross didn’t answer.
Madison leaned back in her chair, tilted her head. “You said once this place only works because it’s ours. The four of us.”
“It used to be.”
“It still could be,” she said.
“Not like this.”
She nodded slowly. “No. Not like this.”
They sat a while longer. Ross gathered the plates and glasses without a word. Madison helped, quietly. No teasing, no poses. Just the quiet rhythm of old friends who knew the edge of something had been crossed.
Later, everyone was in bed, or pretending to be.
Jess in the loft.
Madison on the couch, earbuds in.
Hannah asleep in the hammock out front, wrapped in a blanket, facing the water.
Ross walked the perimeter of the boat, barefoot, slow. The river moved around him, indifferent. The stars were sharp above the treeline.
He didn’t text anyone.
Didn’t say goodnight.
He just stood at the bow, arms folded, watching the dark flow and wondering if any of them would ever come back here again.
The houseboat was quiet when Hannah slipped out of the hammock.
The blanket she’d curled under was damp with morning dew, and the skin on her arms prickled in the breeze. Her bag was already packed, just the essentials, nothing sentimental. She’d left her sketchbook behind on purpose.
She didn’t go back inside.
Instead, she crouched on the dock to tie her shoes, then stood and looked once at the boat. Its windows were fogged from the inside. She couldn’t tell who slept where, or if anyone was awake.
She whispered something, to the river maybe and turned up the path to the parking lot without a sound.
The sun was barely cresting the ridge when Jess opened her eyes.
She’d been half-asleep, tangled in sheets that smelled like the three of them, wood smoke, wine, and skin. She didn’t move at first. Just lay there and listened.
The creak of the dock. The rustle of footsteps. Then silence.
She didn’t get up.
Ross woke to the smell of coffee and the sound of a single mug being placed gently on the counter.
Madison stood by the window, arms folded, watching the trees sway. Her sweatshirt hung off one shoulder, and her hair was knotted and wild.
“She’s gone,” she said without turning around.
Ross rubbed his eyes. “Hannah?”
Madison nodded. “I found the note.”
She handed it to him without ceremony.
It was a torn piece of paper with just three words in Hannah’s sharp, slanted script: “Thanks for the river.”
Ross stared at it for a long time.
Jess appeared in the doorway behind him, barefoot, quiet.
“I heard her go,” she said.
Madison turned. “You didn’t stop her?”
Jess didn’t flinch. “Would you have?”
No one answered.
They ate breakfast in fragments, scrambled eggs, toast, someone slicing a bruised peach and passing around the wedges without comment. Nobody sat close. The kitchen felt too big.
Jess finally spoke. “She’s not coming back, is she.”
Ross shook his head slowly. “Not for a while.”
“She hates me now.”
“No,” Madison said. “She doesn’t.”
“But she’s done.”
Madison looked down. “Yeah. She is.”
Jess leaned on the counter, arms crossed tight. “I didn’t want this.”
Madison shrugged. “We all did something we didn’t want.”
By mid-morning, the sun had burned the dew off the railings. The boat creaked in its moorings, gently turning to face the flow.
Ross stood at the stern, watching the river.
Jess came up beside him, close but not touching.
“She left the sketchbook,” she said.
Ross nodded. “I know.”
Jess held it out. “I don’t want to open it.”
He took it from her carefully. “Then don’t.”
They stood like that for a while. The wind tugged at Jess’s hair, lifted strands across her cheek.
“She saw this coming,” Jess said quietly.
“She did.”
“She always sees it first.”
Ross said nothing.
“I didn’t mean to be the one who broke it.”
“You weren’t.”
Jess turned to look at him. “Then who was?”
Ross didn’t look back. “Maybe it was me.”
The midday heat settled on the boat like a lid.
Jess stripped bedsheets in silence. Madison emptied the fridge, wiping the shelves without being asked. Ross scrubbed pans that no one had bothered with the night before.
They worked like people finishing a job. No music. No chatter. Just the slow unmaking of what had barely held together.
The hammock was still swaying outside, even though no one had touched it.
Madison packed quickly. She didn’t linger over her things. No last photos. No wistful gazes. Just zipped her duffel and placed it by the door.
She turned to Jess. “Do you need a ride?”
Jess hesitated, then nodded.
Ross was by the dock, looping the mooring lines. He looked up as they approached, one bag in each hand.
Madison tossed hers down, adjusted her sunglasses. “Locked up tight?”
Ross nodded. “Everything but the windows. I’ll close those after.”
Jess stepped forward, but stopped short of him.
“I thought about kissing you,” she said.
Ross waited.
Jess smiled faintly. “Just once. Just to make it worse.”
“That would do it,” he said.
“So I’m not going to.”
He nodded. “Thank you.”
She paused. “Madison says you’ll come back up here next month.”
“I might.”
“Alone?”
He didn’t answer.
She stepped closer, looked like she might touch his arm, then didn’t. “If you do . . .  maybe leave it a mess. Let it stay broken.”
Ross didn’t look at her. “Maybe.”
Madison honked the horn once as the car backed out of the lot.
Jess didn’t wave.
Ross stood at the end of the dock, the keys to the cabin in one hand, Hannah’s sketchbook in the other. The water lapped against the pilings, soft and steady.
There was no one left to speak to. No one to explain anything to.
He turned once, looked at the houseboat. The sun hit the windows and lit up nothing inside.
Then he sat down on the dock, opened the sketchbook, and let the pages turn themselves in the breeze.
The dock was warm beneath him, sun-soaked and faded.
Ross sat cross-legged, Hannah’s sketchbook balanced on one thigh, the wind nudging at the corners.
He hesitated before opening it. Not because he feared what was inside, but because he already knew.
The first page was light: pencil lines sketching Jess mid-laugh, her mouth open, head thrown back, a wine glass halfway to her lips. Next to it, a rough profile of Madison, arms lifted, dancing on the roof in a tank top and cutoff shorts, hair wild. The roofline was barely filled in, like she existed more vividly than her surroundings.
Another page. The houseboat from the shoreline, drawn from memory or some imagined angle, its gentle slouch in the water perfectly captured.
Then Ross. Bent over the outboard motor. Pencil smudges worked into the grooves of his shoulder blades, jaw set in focus. The face was only hinted at, but it was unmistakably him.
Page after page: glimpses of the weekend. The porch chairs. The hammock empty, then filled. A wine bottle, candle stubs, bare feet on wood planks. Hannah’s world, seen from a step back.
Then, slowly, the shift.
A corner sketch of Madison staring out the window, small, closed off.
Jess curled under a blanket, only the crown of her head visible, but beside her, another form clearly sketched. The implication was obvious.
A full-page spread: three figures sitting around the table, not looking at each other. Each posture distinct, Jess slumped, Madison rigid, Hannah cross-armed and distant. No names, no labels. Just posture as confession.
Then a half-finished drawing of Ross standing alone at the bow of the boat. The perspective was off, his body too tall, the railing low. He looked like he was leaning toward the river, almost about to fall in.
The next page was blank.
The one after that wasn’t.
It was the only one in ink.
A clean, full-page drawing. Hannah, back turned, hair tied in a quick knot, facing the water. Her body small, the lines careful and sparse. She stood on the dock, her feet barely touching the wood. The houseboat behind her was just a suggestion, a few lines of railing, a rectangle of window.
There was no river, no sky. Just white space surrounding her.
Ross stared at it for a long time.
The wind shifted. Pages fluttered.
He turned back to the drawing and gently peeled it free from the binding, careful not to tear the spine. The page came loose with a soft hiss.
He folded it once, sharply, and held it in his hand.
Then he closed the sketchbook.
And sat there in the quiet, the folded page resting on his knee, the boat creaking gently behind him, the river wide and slow all around.
Three days later, Ross was back in the city.
The apartment was too quiet. He hadn’t turned on music. The windows were closed, the place stale from disuse.
Hannah’s sketchbook lay on his desk, unopened since he’d folded that final page and tucked it inside the back cover. It hadn’t moved since.
His phone buzzed. Madison.
“Made it back okay. Thanks for the weekend. No regrets.”
He stared at the screen, thumb hovering, then typed a reply.
“You too. Good luck with school.”
He deleted it. Typed again.
“Next time let’s just fish and not pretend we’re better than we are.”
Deleted that too. He put the phone down.
Later, he opened his laptop, stared at a blank email. No subject. Just Hannah’s address autofilled from the last time he sent her a video of the boat.
He typed one line: “You forgot your sketchbook.” Paused. Added: Unless you meant to.” He hovered. The cursor blinked. He didn’t send it.
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The call came on a Thursday night.
I was in the shop, tightening the last bolts on a customer’s outboard when my phone buzzed against the workbench. Madison. No text, just calling.
“Hey,” I said, wiping my hands.
“You at the boat this weekend?” Her voice was light, but underneath it, something careful.
“Hadn’t planned on it.”
“Well,” she said, “you might want to. Jess is driving in tomorrow. I’m driving her up.”
I leaned against the bench. “Since when?”
“Since five minutes ago.” A pause. “She says she left something in the cabin. Needs to get it before classes start.”
“She could’ve told me herself.”
“She’s shy around you all of a sudden,” Madison said. “Anyway, I told her I’d go too. Make it less awkward.”
I didn’t answer right away. “And Hannah?”
Madison hesitated. “Not coming.”
The words sat there a second too long.
“Look,” Madison said, “this isn’t some reunion. Just a quick trip. In and out.”
I knew she didn’t believe that any more than I did.
By Friday afternoon, the three of us were back on the dock. Jess in cutoff shorts and a tank top, hair up, sunglasses hiding her eyes. Madison hauling two small bags like she was moving in. The river smelled the same, warm, green, slow, but the air felt still.
Jess stepped onto the deck first, toes curling on the sun-hot boards. “Feels weird being back,” she said, half-smiling.
Madison dropped her bags by the rail. “We’ll live.”
Inside, it was exactly as we’d left it. Sheets folded. Counters clear. The hammock swaying slightly from the open hatch. Jess went straight to the loft without taking her sunglasses off.
Madison glanced at me. “You okay?”
I shrugged. “Are you?”
She didn’t answer. Just followed Jess up.
By sunset, we’d fallen into something almost like the old rhythm. Madison chopping vegetables in the galley. Jess leaning against the counter, close enough to bump my arm when she reached for the salt. Their voices overlapped in that easy way I’d missed, even when they were pretending it was all casual.
It didn’t stay casual, though.
Madison was the first to crack it. After dinner, she wandered out to the swim deck, bare feet on the damp planks, and sat on the edge. “Water’s perfect,” she called over her shoulder.
Jess came out behind me. “You going in?” she asked her.
Madison grinned. “If you are.”
They stripped down in the soft deck light, shirts, shorts, underwear tossed into a heap, and dove in without another word. When they surfaced, hair slicked back, they looked at me in unison.
“Your turn,” Jess said.
I peeled my shirt off and dropped it on the rail. The swim deck boards were still warm under my feet as I kicked out of my shorts. Both of them were treading water now, side by side, eyes up on me.
“Come on,” Madison said, flicking water at Jess’s shoulder.
I dove clean, the river closing over my head in a muffled rush before I surfaced between them. Madison was close first, her hands on my shoulders, legs brushing mine under the surface. Jess circled behind, her stomach sliding across my back, her fingers tracing the line of my ribs.
“You missed this,” Madison murmured.
I didn’t answer. She pressed her body to mine in the water, breasts flat against my chest, nipples hard. Her hand slid down, under, closing around me with a slow squeeze. The warmth of her palm contrasted with the cool river, each stroke sending a jolt up my spine.
Behind me, Jess’s hands worked lower, her fingers slipping around me like water snakes. She wrapped her arm around my waist, her hand finding me where Madison’s was, their fingers brushing over each other as they both stroked me, slow and deliberate.
Madison kissed me, wet lips, open, tongue sliding against mine. Jess’s mouth found the side of my neck, sucking hard enough to make me grunt into Madison’s mouth. My hands found hips, one each, pulling them tighter to me until I was caught between their bodies.
“Here,” Jess whispered, guiding me toward the swim ladder. I backed against it, sitting on the lowest rung while they pressed in. Madison straddled my lap in the water, guiding me into her with a slow push that made her bite down on my shoulder. Her hips rolled immediately, water sloshing between us, the heat of her wrapping me tight. Jess stayed at my side, one hand cupping my balls under the surface, the other on Madison’s breast, kneading in rhythm with her movements.
It all happened so fast, so easily. It’s the way we were now, I guess.
Madison’s breathing quickened, her nails digging into my shoulders as she rode me harder. Jess’s lips found mine now, her tongue sliding deep while her free hand reached down to stroke Madison’s clit, making her buck hard against me.
Madison broke the kiss with a gasp, head back, body tightening around me in sharp pulses. She came shaking in my lap, still grinding until she had to grab the ladder for balance.
Before I could catch my breath, Jess pulled her off me, straddled my lap herself, and sank down in one smooth motion.
Jess let out a low, throaty sound as she settled onto me, the river rocking around us. Her thighs gripped my hips under the water, holding me deep inside her from the first push. She didn’t move right away, just stayed there, tight and boiling hot, her chest pressed to mine, breath warm against my neck.
Madison floated beside us, one arm over the ladder rail, watching with a lazy grin. Her free hand disappeared under the water, and Jess shivered at the first touch.
“Fuck,” Jess whispered, starting to move now. Slow, grinding circles that made the water swirl against my skin. Her nipples brushed my chest with each pass forward. My hands slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her tighter every time she tried to rise.
Madison’s hand stayed busy between us, her fingers stroking Jess in quick, firm passes that made her hips jerk. Jess’s breathing turned ragged, her mouth opening against my jaw, teeth grazing skin. I thrust up into her now, meeting every grind, the slap of water marking each connection.
“Don’t stop,” she gasped, nails digging into my shoulders. Her rhythm broke, faster now, thighs trembling against me. Madison’s grin widened, she knew exactly where Jess was.
Jess’s body tightened hard around me, her forehead pressing to mine as she came. The water rocked from the movement, little waves smacking the ladder and echoing under the swim deck. She stayed in my lap, pulsing around me, until she finally let out a shaky laugh and leaned back.
Madison moved in, kissing her, their tongues sliding together over my shoulder. Jess’s hands went to my chest, holding herself there, still wrapped around me. Madison broke the kiss, met my eyes, and hooked a finger at me.
“Your turn to come,” she said sweetly.
Madison climbed over me in the water, her body sliding against Jess’s until all three of us were tangled together. She kissed me hard, wet hair dripping on my face, while Jess stayed seated on my cock, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. Madison’s hand went under the water, gripping me where Jess was wrapped around me, the squeeze making Jess gasp into my neck.
“Don’t move,” Madison told her, and Jess obeyed, biting her lip.
Madison shifted lower, kissing down my chest until she disappeared beneath the surface. I felt her mouth wrap around me under Jess, the heat of her tongue and the tightness of Jess at the same time making me groan. Jess’s hands clutched at my shoulders, her head falling back.
“Fuck, Mads,” she breathed, thighs quivering as Madison’s tongue moved against us both. I gripped Jess’s hips, holding her down while Madison worked me, the suction deep and wet under the cool water.
Madison came back up, licking her lips. “My turn,” she said, pushing Jess up and sliding into her place. She sank onto me in one slow push, her eyes locked on mine. Jess stayed close, one hand on my chest, the other between Madison’s legs, stroking her as she started to ride me.
The rhythm built fast, Madison bouncing in the water, Jess’s fingers working her clit, my hands guiding her hips. Madison’s moans turned into sharp gasps, her pace breaking until she froze and came hard, grinding down into me. Jess kissed her through it, their bodies pressed together above me.
When Madison eased off, Jess slid back on without hesitation. Madison’s hand wrapped around the base of my cock, stroking me into Jess with every thrust. The double sensation pushed me right to the edge.
“Come for us,” Madison said in my ear, her voice low and certain.
I gripped Jess hard, thrusting up into her until the heat broke and I spilled into her in long, deep pulses. Jess held me there, hips locked, while Madison’s hand milked every last drop out of me.
We stayed tangled in the water, catching our breath, the river rocking us gently against the ladder.
We pulled ourselves out and made our way to the bedroom. Jess’s towel was already slipping when I crawled onto the mattress. Madison tugged it the rest of the way off, letting it fall behind her, and ran both hands down Jess’s sides to her hips. Jess leaned back into her, arching just enough for Madison’s mouth to close over her nipple. The wet pull made Jess’s breath hitch, her hand gripping Madison’s thigh.
I knelt in front of them, sliding my palms up the insides of Jess’s knees, pushing her legs wider until she was open for me. Madison met my eyes over Jess’s shoulder and held the look while her hand moved down between Jess’s thighs. Jess shivered when Madison’s fingers parted her, the wet heat catching the light from the small loft window.
I leaned in, dragging my tongue slowly up over Madison’s fingers until I reached her clit. Jess’s hips twitched forward, pressing into my mouth. Madison kept her hand there, holding her open for me while I worked her, long, slow strokes of my tongue, then quick flicks that made her gasp and dig her nails into Madison’s leg.
Madison’s other hand slid around Jess’s chest, squeezing her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple. I could hear Jess’s breath breaking into little whimpers, feel the tremor starting in her thighs. I slid two fingers into her, curling them up while my tongue stayed on her clit, and her whole body jerked.
“Fuck, ” Jess’s voice cracked, hips grinding against my face. Madison bent to kiss her neck, murmuring something I couldn’t hear, and Jess’s thighs clamped around my head. She came hard, heat pulsing against my mouth, her hands tangling in my hair.
I didn’t stop until she pushed at my shoulder, panting. Madison eased her back against the pillows and pulled me up to kiss her, Jess’s taste still fresh between us. Madison’s tongue pushed into my mouth, hungry, her hands already unbuttoning my shorts.
She shoved them down, freeing me, and slid straight onto my cock in one smooth, wet push. Her head fell back, mouth open, as she settled her hips against mine. I gripped her ass and started thrusting up into her, hard enough to rock the mattress. Jess reached out, cupping Madison’s breasts, pinching her nipples until she moaned.
Madison leaned forward, bracing on my chest, riding me faster. Jess kissed her, their tongues tangling while I fucked up into her, the slap of our bodies sharp in the small space. Madison’s pussy clenched hard around me, her rhythm breaking as she came, grinding down with a shudder.
Before she could catch her breath, Jess pulled her off me and climbed into her place, lowering herself onto my cock, still slick from Madison. Her hips rolled slow, deliberate, her eyes on mine the whole time. Madison moved in beside us, rubbing Jess’s clit while I thrust up into her, the three of us tangled in sweat and heat.
Jess’s moans turned high and desperate. Madison’s fingers worked faster, my pace matched hers, and Jess broke, body clenching, mouth open in a silent cry, pulsing hard around me until I spilled into her, every thrust deep and tight until there was nothing left.
We collapsed together, limbs tangled, skin slick, the air in the loft thick with sex.
We stayed tangled for a long time. The air in the loft was thick with heat and skin, every breath heavy. Jess lay draped over my chest, her hair damp with sweat, her cheek pressed to my collarbone. Madison was curled at my side, one leg thrown across mine, her fingers tracing lazy lines over Jess’s hip.
Eventually, Jess pushed herself up, reaching for the towel at the foot of the bed. She wrapped it loosely around herself and climbed down the ladder without looking back. Madison watched her go, then leaned over to kiss me once, slow, before pulling on her shirt.
“She’s quiet,” Madison said, not as a question.
“She’s thinking,” I said.
“About what?”
I shook my head. “You’d know better than me.”
Madison gave a small, unreadable smile and went down after her. I stayed in the loft a minute longer, pulling on shorts, letting the cooler air drift in through the open hatch. From below came the faint clink of bottles, the low hum of their voices, no laughter, but no edge either.
When I came down, Jess was on the swim deck, sitting cross-legged with a beer in one hand, her gaze on the far bend of the river. Madison was inside, cutting up the last of the peaches, the knife moving in clean, practiced strokes.
“You good?” I asked her.
“Peach?” she said, offering me a wedge.
I took it, leaning against the counter. “That’s not an answer.”
Madison’s knife kept moving. “We’re here, aren’t we?”
Out on the deck, Jess called for another beer. Madison handed me one from the fridge. “Go be nice,” she said.
Jess glanced up when I stepped outside, squinting in the low light. “Thanks.” She took the bottle, twisting it open and taking a long pull.
The river was glassy now, reflecting the first few stars. We sat in silence, the sound of Madison moving inside filling the background.
“You thought I’d be different this time,” Jess said suddenly.
I looked at her. “Did I?”
She smirked faintly. “You always do.”
Madison came out a minute later, barefoot, with a plate of peaches and the half-empty wine bottle. She set them down between us, then sat with one leg dangling over the edge, close enough that her knee brushed mine every time she shifted.
The three of us stayed like that, passing the bottle back and forth, the light fading until the river was black.
Madison was the first to stand. “Swim,” she said, already stripping her shirt again. “Just cool off.”
Jess rolled her eyes but got up, set her bottle on the rail, and tied her hair. I killed the deck lights. The dark came in fast, the river a black sheet with a thin silver track from the moon.
We moved quiet. Towels on the rail. Toes over the edge. Madison slipped in with barely a splash. Jess followed, arms cutting clean through the surface. I climbed down the ladder and slid off the last rung, the water closing around my shoulders.
“Out to the buoy,” Madison said, voice low. “Touch and back.”
She pushed off first. Jess went after her, steady strokes, feet flicking past me. I followed. Breath, pull, glide. The hum of insects over the trees. The soft slap of water on aluminum.
At the buoy, Madison reached up and tapped it with the flat of her palm. Jess touched next. I came in third. We floated there a moment, chests rising and falling, river drifting under us.
“Race back?” Jess asked.
“No,” Madison said. “Stay.”
We drifted in a loose triangle, close enough that our knees brushed every so often. No one talked. The quiet sat on our shoulders. Madison’s eyes were on me. Jess’s were on the boat.
A set of ripples rolled under us from upstream. Madison rode over them, then turned and started back without a word. Jess and I followed, slower now. The swim deck ladder showed as a darker shape in the dark.
On the platform, Madison pulled herself up and lay flat on the planks, arms out, water running off her in thin streams. Jess climbed beside her and rolled onto her side, face toward the river. I stayed in, elbows on the lower rung, chest against the rail, watching them breathe.
Madison reached blindly and found Jess’s hand. Jess didn’t pull away. Their fingers laced and stayed that way. No one said anything about it.
“Storm tomorrow afternoon,” Madison said after a while. “I checked the weather before we left.”
I nodded against my arm. “We’ll need to double the lines.”
“We should be here for it,” Jess said, voice small but firm. “Not driving.”
Madison turned her head. “So we’re staying.”
Jess didn’t answer, which was an answer.
I climbed up and sat with my feet in the water. Madison propped herself on an elbow and looked at me. “You still have it?” she asked.
I knew what she meant. I nodded toward the cabin. “In a drawer.”
Jess’s eyes flicked to mine. “You brought the sketchbook?”
“I didn’t want to,” I said. “I did.”
Jess swallowed once. “Show me in the morning.”
Madison let out a slow breath. “Good.”
We toweled off without hurry. Inside, the cabin had cooled. I cracked two windows and checked the mooring lines through the screens. Jess lit a single tea candle on the table. The little flame threw a small circle on the wood.
“Cards?” Madison said, pulling a dog-eared deck from the drawer.
Jess took a seat. I sat across from them. Madison dealt fast, the slap of paper loud in the quiet. We played rummy, then speed. Nobody kept score. We just laid cards down, hands crossing, shoulders brushing when we reached.
At some point, Jess’s foot found mine under the table and stayed there. Madison saw it and didn’t comment. She dealt again, slow this time.
When the candle burned low, Jess stood and stretched, arms high, ribs lifting. “I’m showering,” she said, grabbing a towel from the hook. “Save me a spot.”
Madison gathered the cards into a neat stack. “Top deck after?”
“Yeah,” Jess said from the doorway. Water started a moment later, a steady hiss behind the thin door.
Madison watched the closed bathroom, then looked at me. “We’re not breaking it again,” she said. Not a threat. Not a promise. Just a line laid down.
I nodded. “So we take care of the boat. We eat. We sleep. We wait out the storm.”
“And we look at the drawings,” she added.
I reached into the drawer, took the sketchbook out, and set it in the center of the table. Neither of them touched it.
The bathroom door opened. Steam rolled into the cabin. Jess stepped out wrapped in a towel, skin flushed from the heat, hair wet down her back. She saw the sketchbook, stopped, and came to the table. Her fingers hovered over the cover, then rested there.
“Morning,” she said again, quieter.
“Morning,” I agreed.
Madison stood and headed for the ladder. “Hammock,” she said. “Ten minutes.”
Jess watched her go, then looked back at me. “We’re really staying,” she said.
“Yeah.”
She nodded once, the towel tightening at her chest as she breathed in. “Good.”
We blew out the candle. The cabin fell into dark and river sound. The storm line on the horizon pulsed faintly, far off, moving our way.
The morning came heavy and slow, a gray light bleeding through the windows. The air felt thicker, storm pressing down from somewhere upriver. Madison was already on the top deck when I came up, one leg hooked over the hammock edge, mug of coffee balanced on her stomach.
Jess was still below, I could hear her moving around the galley, cupboard doors opening and shutting.
“You slept?” Madison asked.
“Some.” I took the seat across from her. The deck boards were cool under my feet.
“She didn’t,” Madison said. “Up half the night. Kept coming up to look at the water.”
I didn’t answer. Jess stepped out with three mugs, set two down, kept one for herself. She sat between us on the edge of the hammock, her knees brushing mine.
“Show me,” she said.
The sketchbook was inside, but I’d already brought it up. I handed it over. She held it flat on her knees, flipping through slowly. Madison watched her, silent.
Jess stopped halfway, fingers resting on a page. “She was good,” she said. Not a question.
“Yeah,” I said.
Another page turned. Jess’s breathing had changed, slower now, eyes catching on small details. The drawings of her made her pause longest. Madison leaned over, looking at them too.
“You see what she saw,” Madison murmured.
Jess nodded. “It’s not just… us.” She flipped another page. “It’s how we were.”
She closed the book but kept a hand on it. “We shouldn’t keep this on the boat.”
Madison tilted her head. “Why?”
“It’s hers,” Jess said. “She didn’t leave it by accident.”
I took a sip of coffee. “We can talk about it after the storm.”
Jess looked out at the river. The current had quickened overnight, surface broken with tiny whirlpools where it bent past the dock.
Madison shifted upright. “Let’s get the tie-lines doubled before it hits. Then we can hole up inside.”
We worked without talking much, lines pulled tight, knots checked twice, fenders adjusted. The wind had a bite now, bringing a scent of rain.
By mid-morning the clouds had lowered, and the light went green. Jess stood at the stern, hair whipping, watching upriver. Madison came up beside her, sliding an arm casually around her waist. Jess didn’t pull away.
“We’ve got time for lunch before it gets here,” Madison said.
Jess glanced at me. “You cooking?”
I shook my head. “Both of you are.”
Madison smirked. “Fine. But you’re cleaning.”
Inside, the galley filled with the smell of eggs, onions, peppers. They moved around each other easily, passing utensils, brushing hips. Not deliberate, not avoiding it either. I leaned on the counter, watching them work, the hum building between them without a word about it.
When we sat down to eat, the first low rumble rolled through the cabin. Jess glanced toward the window. Madison just smiled faintly and took a slow sip of coffee.
“We’ve got hours,” she said.
Jess looked at me over her mug. “Good.”
The first sheets of rain came in sideways, rattling the windows and drumming the deck above us. The river turned a flat, churning gray. The boat swayed on its lines, the moan of stretched rope cutting under the constant patter.
Madison stood at the forward window, watching the water push harder against the bow. Jess was behind her on the bench seat, knees pulled up, wrapped in one of the old wool blankets. I sat at the galley table, a mug of coffee cooling in my hand.
Lightning flashed over the ridge, and the thunder landed a breath later, close enough to make the glass tremble. Jess flinched. Madison glanced back, one corner of her mouth lifting.
“Storm nerves?” she asked.
Jess shook her head, but she didn’t meet Madison’s eyes.
The wind picked up, pushing rain under the deck overhang and against the window. The air in the cabin felt smaller, tighter. Madison stepped away from the glass and dropped onto the bench beside Jess, close enough that their thighs touched under the blanket.
“You warm enough?” Madison asked.
Jess nodded again, slower this time. Madison’s hand slid under the edge of the blanket, resting on Jess’s knee. Jess didn’t move, just looked down at Madison’s fingers. The quiet between them stretched, thick with the rain.
Another thunder roll passed over us. The boat rocked gently in its moorings, a shift that brought Jess’s shoulder into Madison’s. Madison didn’t shift away. She left her hand where it was, thumb stroking once along the inside of Jess’s leg before she stood.
“I’m grabbing another blanket,” Madison said, her voice even.
She came back with it folded over one arm and dropped it on my lap without a word. Then she sat again, pulling the first blanket higher over herself and Jess. Their heads bent together for a moment, something passed between them in a low murmur I couldn’t make out over the rain.
When Madison looked up, her gaze slid to mine, steady, unreadable. Jess followed it, just for a beat, before dropping her eyes back to her lap.
The wind gusted again, making the whole boat shudder. Jess leaned into Madison without seeming to notice. Madison’s arm wrapped around her automatically, and Jess’s hand stayed on Madison’s leg, light, resting.
I set my mug down and watched them, the storm outside tightening the walls, the air thick with something that felt like the first seconds before heat breaks.
The storm hit harder as the afternoon dragged on. Rain hammered the roof in steady sheets, loud enough that conversation had to lean close. The river was a roil of dark water and whitecaps now, spray lifting off the bow with each gust.
Madison had moved to the floor, back against the bench seat where Jess still sat curled up. The blanket covered both of them, pooling around Madison’s waist, her arm still slung casually across Jess’s shins.
I sat across from them at the table, shuffling the deck from last night without dealing. The air smelled of wet wood and coffee gone cold.
Lightning flashed, bleaching the cabin white for an instant, and Jess’s eyes flicked to mine. She looked away just as quick, but her mouth had tightened.
“You okay?” I asked.
She nodded, then added, “It’s loud.”
Madison’s hand shifted slightly under the blanket, just enough to make Jess glance down. “Better if you’re distracted,” Madison said.
Jess rolled her eyes, but there was a curve to her mouth now.
The boat rocked in a long, slow sway, ropes creaking outside. Madison reached up without looking and pushed a strand of Jess’s hair back from her face. Jess let her, even leaned forward a little into the touch before catching herself.
I watched the exchange. They knew I was watching, neither one looked away this time.
Jess slid her legs off the bench and onto the floor, knees almost touching Madison’s. The blanket shifted with her, exposing a bare calf, the smooth line of her ankle. Madison’s gaze dropped there, lingered, then came back up.
Another rumble passed overhead, long and low. The cabin seemed smaller for it.
Jess turned toward me. “You still have that bottle of rum?”
I got up, pulled it from the cabinet, and set it on the table with three glasses. Madison poured without asking.
The first drink was quiet, just the sound of the storm and the clink of glass. Madison topped hers off immediately. Jess took a longer sip, watching me over the rim.
“You’re quiet,” she said.
I shrugged. “I’m watching the lines.”
Madison smiled faintly. “And us.”
Jess didn’t deny it. She put her glass down, her foot finding mine under the table again, pressing lightly. Madison noticed, her eyes flicked down, then back up at me.
“Another?” Madison asked.
Jess nodded. “Why not.”
Outside, the wind howled through the trees along the bank. Inside, it was warm, close, and getting warmer.
Madison set her glass down, the bottom hitting the wood with a dull thud. She leaned back against the bench again, one knee bent under the blanket, the other stretched toward me. Jess stayed on the floor beside her, cross-legged, their hips almost touching.
The blanket had slipped low, showing the slope of Jess’s bare shoulder. Madison reached over, hooked a finger under the edge, and pulled it back up, slowly, deliberately, her knuckles brushing the top of Jess’s breast before covering her again.
Jess didn’t flinch. She took another drink instead, eyes on me.
The boat rocked gently, the motion carrying their bodies just enough that Madison’s thigh pressed against Jess’s with every sway. Madison’s hand was still on the blanket, fingers curling slightly as if deciding whether to move.
“You’re both making it hard to sit here,” I said.
Jess smiled faintly. “Then don’t sit there.”
I slid off the bench and onto the floor in front of them. Madison’s legs opened a little, her foot bracing on the wall. Jess shifted so I was between them. The heat from their bodies filled the space, the scent of skin and rum cutting through the damp air.
Madison’s hand left the blanket and settled on the back of my neck. Jess’s fingers traced along my jaw, down my throat. I didn’t move in closer, just stayed there, letting them decide.
Jess leaned forward first, her lips brushing mine in a short, testing kiss. Madison’s hand tightened on my neck, pulling me toward her mouth next, deeper, slower, her tongue sliding against mine until Jess made a small sound beside us.
I turned back to Jess, kissing her harder this time. Madison’s hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, resting just above my waistband. Jess’s knees shifted apart, her breathing quickening against my mouth.
The storm rattled the windows, wind howling. Madison’s fingers dipped under the edge of my shorts, her touch warm, confident. Jess’s hand moved to my thigh, squeezing once, before she slid her palm higher.
They didn’t look at each other, just at me.
“Upstairs,” Madison said. Not a suggestion.
Jess climbed first, her towel slipping at her hips with each rung. Madison’s hand was on the small of her back, guiding her up, a steady pressure that looked casual but wasn’t. I came last, my hands close enough to brush Madison’s calves as she stepped off into the loft.
The air up here was warmer, the rain a softer drum on the roof. Jess’s towel came loose the second she straightened, sliding down to the floor in a quiet heap. She didn’t bother to pick it up. Madison’s eyes went to the pale strip of skin along her hip before she crossed the space, catching Jess by the waist and pulling her in.
I kicked my shoes off, my shirt after, and stayed back a moment, watching the way Madison’s mouth claimed hers, slow at first, then deeper, Jess’s hands bracing on her shoulders. Madison’s thumbs stroked lazy arcs over Jess’s ribs, each pass higher until her palms were full of bare breast.
Jess’s breath hitched when Madison pinched her nipples between her fingers, holding the pressure while her mouth moved to Jess’s neck. Jess’s hands slid down, pulling at the hem of Madison’s shirt until she was bare too, the two of them pressed skin to skin.
I stepped closer. Jess felt me at her back, her head turning just enough for my mouth to find hers. Madison stayed on her neck, her hands sliding lower, over Jess’s stomach, pausing just above the shadow between her legs.
Jess parted her thighs without being asked. Madison’s fingers slipped down, stroking slow, deliberate lines that made her knees soften. My hand cupped her jaw, keeping her mouth on mine as Madison worked her from behind, each touch firmer than the last.
When Madison slid two fingers into her, Jess broke the kiss with a gasp, her forehead pressing to my chest. I stroked her hair, watching Madison’s face over her shoulder, the small, satisfied curve of her mouth as she fucked Jess slow and deep, her thumb circling until Jess’s hips started to roll against her hand.
“On the bed,” Madison murmured.
Jess let her guide her down, knees sinking into the mattress, arms braced. Madison stayed behind her, fingers never leaving, while I came around to the front. Jess’s eyes lifted to mine just as Madison pushed her face-down into the pillow and bent to kiss the small of her back.
I slid my shorts off and moved in, my hand wrapping around the back of Jess’s neck, holding her steady as Madison’s tongue replaced her fingers. Jess moaned into the pillow, hips pressing back into her. Madison’s eyes met mine once before closing again, her mouth working Jess’s clit in slow, hard passes that made her thighs shake.
I pulled her up by the hair, kissing her while Madison kept her mouth between her legs. Jess’s hands clutched at my chest, her breath breaking into short bursts. When Madison slid her fingers back inside, curling just right, Jess came with a sharp cry, her body jerking hard enough to pull from my grip.
Madison eased her down, kissed the inside of her thigh, then looked up at me. “Your turn.”
Jess was still catching her breath when I rolled her onto her back. I pushed her knees apart and slid into her in one steady thrust, the heat and slick from Madison’s mouth making it easy. Jess’s hands gripped the mattress, her eyes locked on mine as I started to fuck her slow.
Madison knelt beside us, kissing her forehead, her cheek, then leaning down to take a nipple into her mouth. Her hand moved to Jess’s clit again, working it in tight circles to match my thrusts. Jess’s hips rose to meet us both, her moans turning higher, sharper, until she clamped down around me and came again.
I kept moving through it, her nails digging into my arms, Madison’s mouth still on her breast. When the pulse in her body eased, Madison pushed me back, straddling me before I could pull out. She sank down onto my cock, her head rolling back at the stretch.
Jess lay sprawled beside us, watching with parted lips, one hand drifting between her own thighs. Madison set a fast rhythm, her hips smacking against mine, her breasts bouncing with each drop. I gripped her ass, driving up into her, the wet sounds between us loud under the rain.
She came hard, hips grinding, then slid off to let Jess take her place again. Jess climbed onto me slow, her body trembling but hungry, lowering herself until I was buried in her again. Madison lay beside us, one hand on Jess’s clit, the other rubbing her own between parted thighs.
The three of us moved together, Jess riding me, Madison’s fingers working her toward another release, my hands holding her hips and pulling her down harder each time. When Jess broke again, shaking and gasping, I let go, thrusting deep until I spilled inside her.
She collapsed onto me, Madison curling in against her back, our bodies tangled in heat and sweat while the storm pounded the roof above.
Jess was still draped over me when Madison’s hand slid between us again. She didn’t bother being gentle, her fingers pressed into the wet heat between Jess’s thighs, scooping the mix of me and her, smearing it higher until Jess shivered and tried to close her legs.
“Not done,” Madison murmured, her voice right against Jess’s ear.
Jess made a soft noise, half-protest, half-need. Madison’s fingers moved in slow, firm circles, her other hand on Jess’s hip to keep her open. I stayed inside her, already starting to swell again, feeling every pass of Madison’s fingertips against my shaft through her.
Madison caught my eye over Jess’s shoulder. “You too.”
I shifted my hips, shallow thrusts at first, just enough to push against her clit each time Madison’s fingers pressed down. Jess’s breath went ragged, her nails scratching along my ribs.
“Roll her,” Madison said.
We moved together, me pulling out, Madison guiding Jess onto her back. She slid down between her legs without hesitation, her mouth covering Jess’s pussy in a hot, wet pull that made Jess arch off the mattress. I knelt beside her head, my cock brushing her cheek. She turned to take me in her mouth, her lips wrapping slow and deliberate around me while Madison worked her below.
The angle had me watching Madison’s tongue glide over Jess’s clit, the way her fingers curled inside, her jaw moving with a steady rhythm. Jess moaned around me, the vibration making me grip her hair tighter.
Madison sped up, her free hand spreading Jess wider, her tongue flicking in short, fast passes now. Jess’s hips bucked, her mouth tightening on me, and then she broke, legs clamping around Madison’s head, a sharp cry swallowed against my cock.
Madison didn’t let up, drawing it out until Jess was twitching under her hands. She finally sat back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning up at me. “Now you.”
I slid down, lifting Jess’s hips, pushing back into her while she was still shivering from the last wave. She was limp but open, her arms above her head, fingers curled in the sheets. Madison lay beside her, kissing her neck, her breast, her stomach, her tongue tracing lazy circles on any skin she could reach.
I kept the pace slow at first, savoring the deep, wet slide, my hands gripping her hips to keep her right where I wanted her. Madison’s hand moved down between us again, stroking her clit in time with each thrust. Jess’s legs tightened around my waist, pulling me in deeper every time I tried to ease out.
She started shaking her head, breathless. “I can’t, ”
“You can,” Madison cut in, her voice low, fingers moving faster.
Jess’s back arched, her mouth falling open without sound as the third orgasm took her. She clenched around me so hard it dragged mine up with it, and I drove into her until I was spilling again, every muscle locked until it passed.
We stayed tangled, my chest to hers, Madison pressed along her side, the three of us slick with sweat, breathing hard in the heat of the loft. Outside, the storm had eased to a steady rain, the river’s slap against the hull soft and slow again.
Nobody moved to clean up. Madison’s fingers traced the inside of Jess’s thigh lazily, not pushing for more this time. Jess’s hand found the back of my neck, holding me there against her shoulder.
The only sound was the rain, the creak of the lines, and the three of us breathing in the same small space.
The rain had softened to a low hiss on the roof, steady and even, like it could go all night. The heat in the loft clung to us, thick with skin and sweat. Jess lay between us, her breathing slowed, eyes half-closed. Madison’s arm was draped across her waist, fingers idly tracing the curve of her hip.
I eased back onto the pillow, one arm behind my head, letting the air from the small open window spill over my chest. The river smell came in with it, green, damp, clean in a way that made the loft feel even more closed in.
Jess turned her head toward me. Her hair was damp against her cheek, her lips parted just enough to see the shine of her breath. She didn’t say anything, just watched me like she was deciding something. Madison’s hand slid lower, brushing the top of Jess’s thigh before settling again.
“You hear that?” Madison murmured.
It took me a second to know what she meant. Not the rain. The rope, stretching on the cleat with each slow rock of the hull. A soft, deep creak that matched the sway under us.
Jess’s eyes flicked to the ceiling, listening. “It’s louder in here.”
Madison smiled against her shoulder. “Everything is in here.”
For a long moment, none of us moved. The rhythm of the boat against the lines felt like another heartbeat, slow and constant. Madison shifted onto her back, stretching her arms above her head, her body arching. Jess followed the motion with her eyes.
“You two going to sleep?” Jess asked, but it didn’t sound like a complaint.
I reached for the rum bottle still near the pillows, the glass cool in my hand. “Not yet.”
Jess pushed herself up onto one elbow, taking the bottle from me. She drank straight from it, the corner of her mouth catching a bead that rolled down to her chin. Madison watched her wipe it away with the back of her hand, her gaze fixed a little too long.
A flash lit the window, the thunder still far off but moving back toward us. Jess leaned on the sill, looking out over the river. The reflection of the cabin lights wavered in the black water. “It’s calmer,” she said quietly.
I got up, pulled my shorts on, and crossed to the ladder. “Come on. Top deck.”
Madison sat up, hair falling forward over her shoulders. “Now?”
“Now,” I said.
Jess glanced at Madison before climbing down. Madison followed, tugging her shirt over her head as she went. I stayed behind them, catching the faint scent of their skin in the damp air.
When I stepped out onto the top deck, the storm had left a slick shine over everything. The air was warmer here, heavy but fresh. Jess walked barefoot to the rail, hands on the wet metal, her towel still somewhere in the loft. Madison joined her, their shoulders brushing.
Neither of them turned when I came up behind them.
The river was glass again, only the slowest drift carrying us downstream. The dock ropes groaned every few seconds, a quiet counterpoint to the hiss of rain over the trees on the far bank. Jess leaned forward on the rail, forearms resting there, the light from the cabin below catching along the curve of her back.
Madison stayed close, one hip against the metal, watching her in that way she had, like she was reading something Jess didn’t know she’d written. I stayed a few steps back, the wet boards cool under my bare feet, letting the two of them keep whatever it was between them for a minute.
“You can smell it,” Jess said finally.
“What?” I asked.
“The storm. It’s still here. Just quieter.”
Madison nodded once, eyes still on her. “It’s not gone until the air changes.”
Jess turned her head then, meeting Madison’s gaze. “You think it will tomorrow?”
Madison’s mouth curved faintly. “Tomorrow always changes something.”
She pushed off the rail and walked to the far side, glancing down over the mooring lines. Jess stayed put, looking out over the dark water. I moved up beside her, close enough to feel the warmth of her skin against the damp air.
“You tired?” I asked.
She shook her head. “No.” Her voice was quiet, almost lost in the river.
Down below, Madison’s footsteps creaked on the ladder as she came back up. She carried three enamel mugs, steam curling up from each. “Couldn’t find clean glasses,” she said, handing one to Jess, one to me. The coffee was hot and strong, cutting through the damp.
Jess took a sip, then set her mug on the rail. Her fingers stayed curled around it, eyes drifting toward the dark bend upstream. “What’s up there?” she asked.
“Nothing,” I said. “Just water and trees until you hit the bridge.”
Madison leaned on the rail next to her. “We should take the boat up sometime. Past the bridge. See what’s really there.”
Jess glanced at her. “You’ve never been?”
Madison shook her head. “Some places you leave alone until the right company comes along.”
They held each other’s look a beat too long. I drank from my mug, the heat settling in my chest. The rain eased to a fine mist, the air almost still now.
Jess broke the silence. “If it’s still calm in the morning, let’s do it.”
Madison looked over at me, waiting.
“Past the bridge?” I said.
Jess nodded. “Yeah.”
I set my mug beside hers. “Then we’ll need an early start.”
Madison smiled, the kind that wasn’t all in her mouth. “Good. I like early starts.”
The three of us stood there until the coffee cooled, the mist soaking into our hair, the river holding us in its slow pull. When Jess finally turned toward the ladder, Madison let her go first again, following close.
I stayed up a little longer, watching the bend, thinking about tomorrow.
By the time I went back down, the loft lights were off and the cabin was lit only by the dim glow from the galley. Jess was at the table with a towel around her shoulders, rubbing the damp out of her hair. Madison was barefoot in the galley, leaning on one hip while the kettle hissed low behind her.
“You staying up?” I asked.
Jess shook her head. “Just warming up before bed.” She twisted the towel once more and draped it over the back of the chair. Her skin was still flushed from the air outside, a faint shine along her collarbone.
Madison poured three mugs, setting them on the table. Chamomile, from the smell. “Better than coffee this late,” she said, sliding one toward me.
We drank without talking much, the rain now just a soft patter on the deck above. The cabin swayed gently, the ropes creaking in long, even pulls. Jess’s eyes had gone half-lidded, her hands cupped around the mug like she was holding onto the last bit of heat.
When she stood, she didn’t say goodnight, just brushed my arm with her fingers as she passed, climbing the ladder to the loft. Madison watched her go, her mouth unreadable.
“She’s thinking again,” Madison said quietly.
“About?”
“You,” she said, and then after a beat, “and me.”
We finished the tea in silence. Madison rinsed the mugs, set them upside down on the counter, and followed Jess up without looking back.
When I climbed up a few minutes later, the air in the loft was warm with their breathing. Jess was already curled on her side under the blanket. Madison lay behind her, one arm draped loosely over her waist.
There was room on the other side, so I slid in, my back to the wall. Jess shifted just enough that her knee touched mine through the blanket. Madison’s eyes were open, watching me over her shoulder.
“Tomorrow,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.
I nodded.
The boat rocked once, slowly, the sound of the river steady against the hull. Jess’s breathing evened out, and Madison closed her eyes, her hand still resting low on Jess’s stomach.
The storm had passed, but the air still held its weight, like it hadn’t decided to leave yet. I lay there listening to the ropes creak, the faint slap of water under the swim deck, the small movements of the two bodies between me and the dark.
Somewhere upriver, beyond the bend, the bridge waited.
The storm had passed, but the air still held its weight, like it hadn’t decided to leave yet. Jess’s breathing had slowed, almost asleep. Madison’s eyes were still open, watching me over her shoulder.
Without a word, she slid her hand lower over Jess’s stomach, fingers slipping beneath the blanket. Jess stirred but didn’t push her away, her thigh shifted instead, opening just enough.
Madison’s gaze locked on mine as her hand moved under the covers, slow and deliberate. I heard the faint hitch in Jess’s breath.
“Tomorrow,” Madison whispered again, but her fingers kept moving. Jess made a soft sound, her hips barely rocking under the blanket, the heat rising again between all three of us.
Madison’s mouth curved in the dark. “We have to stop then.”
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Hannah walked in without knocking, sunglasses still on, hair damp, shorts cut high. Jess was at the counter cracking eggs, Madison leaning over her shoulder close enough to bump her hip, which she did repeatedly, lightly.
“Well,” Hannah said, dropping her bag. “Looks like I’m late to the party.”
Jess turned, grinning. “You always are.”
Madison tugged the whisk out of Jess’s hand and held it up like a trophy. “She was about to burn these.”
Jess grabbed it back. “I was not.”
“Were too,” Madison shot back.
Hannah snorted, pulled a beer from the fridge, and twisted it open. Foam hissed over her fingers. She licked them clean one at a time, slow enough that Madison started laughing.
“Still can’t drink like a normal person,” Madison said.
“You’re just jealous I do it better,” Hannah replied, holding Jess’s gaze while her tongue caught the last drop at the corner of her thumb. Jess shook her head, laughing, but her face went red.
I leaned against the rail. “I thought this was supposed to be breakfast.”
“It is,” Jess said, slapping my arm with the towel. “And you’re eating last if you keep staring.”
Madison slid up beside her, close, tugged Jess’s shirt at the shoulder until it slipped low. “Don’t threaten him. He likes it.”
Jess squealed and pulled it back up, laughing so hard she had to drop the whisk again. Madison caught it and tossed it onto the counter.
Hannah set her beer down, crossed the galley, and took Jess by the hips from behind. Jess yelped again, nearly doubled over from laughing, trying to swat her off.
“Jesus, Hannah, stop, ”
“Make me,” Hannah said into her ear, laughing with her. She bumped her hips into Jess’s hips hard enough to jolt her.
Jess twisted free and pointed at the table. “Sit down, all of you, or nobody eats.”
Madison grabbed the plate of toast, tore a piece off with her fingers, and chewed slow. “You love it.”
Jess threw the towel at her face. “Shut up.”
Hannah picked it off Madison’s lap, flicked it across my chest, then leaned on the table, her cleavage spilling forward through the loose tank. “Don’t act like you don’t love it too.”
The three of them cracked up at once, loud enough to shake the cabinets.
Jess slid the pan onto the table, eggs steaming. Madison reached for a fork before it landed and earned another slap to the hand. Hannah stole a piece of bacon, snapped it in half with her teeth, and winked at me.
“You’re all such children,” Jess said, but grinning wide. “Unlike me and Ry.” She looked at my slyly through raised eyes and fallen hair.
“Liar,” Madison said, bumping her knee under the table into Jess’s thigh.
Jess bit her lip, trying not to laugh, and failed completely when Hannah leaned across her to steal her coffee. Jess shoved her back, both of them laughing so hard they nearly fell into me.
I caught Jess by the waist before she toppled. Her chest pressed against my arm. She froze for a second, eyes up at mine. Madison saw it, grinned, and slid her hand onto Jess’s knee under the table.
Jess jerked, squealed again, and covered her face. “You’re all insane.”
Madison and Hannah clinked bottles. “And you’re stuck with us.”
Jess tried to hide behind her hands, but Madison pulled them down, holding her wrists against the table. “Don’t even try to cover up. You’re too easy to read.”
Hannah leaned back in her chair, eyes on both of them. She ran the lip of her beer bottle slowly along the inside of her thigh, leaving a wet track against her skin. “She’s always been easy to read.”
Jess kicked her under the table, but it wasn’t hard. Hannah smirked, catching her foot with one hand and sliding it higher along her calf before letting go.
“Breakfast’s getting cold,” I said, though nobody moved for the plates.
Madison finally released Jess’s wrists, but only so she could tug her shirt down again, baring more skin. Jess swatted her, but her cheeks stayed pink.
“You’re impossible,” Jess said.
“And you’re blushing,” Madison shot back.
Jess glanced at me like she wanted rescue, but my fork was already in the eggs. Madison saw it, leaned close, and stole a bite off my plate.
“See?” she said, chewing. “He doesn’t care.”
“I care,” Jess muttered, taking the fork from me and loading it herself. She fed me quick, then stabbed another bite and shoved it at Madison’s mouth. Madison grinned, lips closing around the fork. Jess pulled it out too fast, smearing yolk on her bottom lip. Madison licked it slow, eyes locked on Jess’s the whole time.
Jess exhaled hard and turned away, pretending to fix her shirt again. Hannah stood and came around behind her, pressing her chest lightly against Jess’s back as she reached for another piece of toast. Jess stiffened, then relaxed when Hannah’s hand stayed on her hip a beat too long.
“Excuse me,” Jess said, voice lower now.
“You know you want it,” Hannah murmured, close to her ear.
Madison tilted her head, watching the two of them, then looked at me. “See? She wants it.”
Jess rolled her eyes but didn’t move Hannah’s hand.
Hannah leaned closer, her lips brushing Jess’s hair. “Tell me you don’t and I’ll stop.”
Jess didn’t answer.
Madison reached across, sliding the hem of Jess’s shirt higher, exposing her bare thigh against the bench. Jess swatted at her hand, but not before the fabric rode high enough that both of us could see.
“You’re both going to make me drop this plate,” Jess said, voice shaky.
“Then drop it,” Madison said.
Jess shoved the plate toward me instead. “Here. You finish it.”
I set it aside, watching as Madison and Hannah closed in on either side of her. Jess’s breathing had changed, quicker, heavier, even though she was smiling. Madison hooked a finger under her chin, turning her face toward her. Hannah’s hand slid lower on her hip, thumb brushing her waistband.
Jess’s lips parted like she meant to speak, but no words came.
Madison kissed Jess first, quick, like testing if she’d pull away. Jess didn’t. She let out a small sound, caught between a sigh and a hum. Madison pressed again, deeper this time, holding Jess’s chin up so she couldn’t dodge.
Hannah slid onto the bench on Jess’s other side, her thigh pressed hard against her. She pushed Jess’s shirt higher until it bunched around her waist, leaving her bare under the hem. Jess gasped against Madison’s mouth when Hannah’s fingers brushed the inside of her thigh.
“Guys, ” Jess whispered, but her hips shifted wider on the bench.
Hannah’s laugh was low. “That’s not a stop.”
Madison broke the kiss long enough to tug Jess’s lower lip with her teeth. Jess’s hands were caught between them, fisting Madison’s shirt like she didn’t know whether to push or pull. Madison kissed her again, harder this time, her tongue sliding past Jess’s lips.
I leaned in, brushing Jess’s hair back from her cheek so I could see her face. Her glassy eyes opened just long enough to meet mine before Madison pulled her back under. Hannah’s hand moved higher, slipping between her thighs, fingers finding the heat there. Jess jerked against it, a muffled moan spilling into Madison’s mouth.
“Jesus,” Jess breathed when Madison let her up for air.
“Keep going,” Madison told Hannah, her voice rough now.
Hannah grinned and pushed two fingers inside her. Jess’s head fell back against the wall, her mouth open, her body shaking as Hannah worked her slow, steady. Madison bent and kissed along her throat, sucking hard enough to leave red marks, her hand cupping Jess’s breast under the loose shirt.
Jess clawed at Madison’s arm, but it wasn’t to pull her away. It was to hold her there.
“Look at him,” Madison whispered against her ear.
Jess’s eyes flicked to me again, wide and wet, while Hannah’s fingers curled deep inside her. Madison pulled the shirt down off one shoulder, baring her breast. I reached across the table and closed my hand over it, her nipple already hard under my palm.
Jess whimpered and arched into the three of us at once. Hannah laughed again, low in her throat. “She’s soaked.”
Madison pulled Jess’s mouth back to hers, kissing her hard, tongue pushing deep, while Hannah finger-fucked her faster under the table. Jess’s hips snapped forward, the bench scraping against the floor with the movement. I pinched her nipple between my fingers, twisting it until she cried out into Madison’s mouth.
Then her whole body went tight, legs clamping on Hannah’s arm, breath breaking in short, desperate gasps. She came hard, shaking against both of them, collapsing back against the wall with her shirt twisted and her thighs spread wide.
Hannah slid her fingers out slow, shiny with her wetness, and licked them one at a time. Madison didn’t stop kissing her until Jess pushed her away, panting, eyes glassy.
“You’re, insane,” Jess managed, breathless.
Madison smiled. “And you love it.”
Jess was still catching her breath when Madison slid down, pulling her legs wider across the bench. “She’s not done,” she said, her mouth already lowering.
“Madison, ” Jess started, but her voice broke when Madison’s tongue dragged slow up the inside of her thigh.
Hannah hooked an arm around Jess’s shoulders, pulling her tight against her chest. “Hold still,” she murmured, stroking Jess’s hair back. Jess squirmed, but Hannah locked her arms around her, pressing a kiss to her temple. “Let her.”
Madison’s mouth closed over Jess’s clit, firm and wet. Jess cried out, muffled against Hannah’s chest. Madison sucked harder, her tongue flicking quick, her hands pinning Jess’s thighs open.
I stood, moved around the table, and pressed in close. Hannah turned Jess’s face toward me and kissed her hard, sliding her tongue deep while Madison worked between her legs. Jess’s moan vibrated against both our mouths, her body jerking against the wood bench.
“Touch her,” Hannah told me without pulling back.
I slid my hand under her twisted shirt, filling my palm with her breast again. Jess arched into it, her nipple stiff against my fingers. Madison groaned between her thighs, lapping harder now, the wet sounds loud in the cabin.
Jess ripped her mouth away long enough to gasp, “Please, ”
“Please what?” Madison said, lifting her head just long enough to smirk before plunging back down.
Jess’s answer came in broken sounds, her hips snapping against Madison’s tongue. Hannah’s hand gripped the back of her neck, holding her still while her other hand slid down to squeeze Jess’s inner thigh, guiding her open wider.
“Fuck, ” Jess’s body convulsed again, her whole frame shuddering as she came a second time. Madison didn’t stop, licked her through it, pulling another cry out of her until she sagged boneless against Hannah.
I pushed my shorts down, my cock brushing her hip as I pressed closer. Hannah caught it in her hand, stroked me once, then guided me lower. Madison looked up, mouth shining, and grinned as she shifted aside just enough to make room.
“Go on,” she said.
I lined up and slid into Jess slow, her heat gripping me tight from the first push. She gasped, her nails digging into Hannah’s arm. Hannah kissed her cheek, whispering low, “Take it. Just take it.”
I drove deeper, her body yielding around me, the bench creaking under the rhythm. Madison climbed onto the table, straddled Jess’s chest, and fed her a nipple. Jess latched on, sucking desperate, her hands clutching at Madison’s thighs.
I gripped Jess’s hips and pounded into her harder, each slap of skin echoing against the walls. Hannah held her steady, one hand pinching her nipple under the twisted shirt, the other on the back of her neck. Jess moaned around Madison’s breast, her body bucking against all three of us.
“Good girl,” Madison groaned, rocking on her chest. “Don’t stop.”
Jess’s head tipped back against the wall, her mouth still wrapped around Madison’s nipple. Her eyes were squeezed shut, sweat beading at her temple as I drove into her harder, each thrust making the bench scrape across the floor.
“Hold her,” Madison said, voice sharp.
Hannah tightened her grip, one arm locking Jess’s shoulders, the other hand sliding down to her clit. Jess bucked, a choked sound breaking free as Hannah rubbed hard, fast, her hips jerking between my thrusts and Madison’s breast.
“She’s shaking,” Hannah murmured against her ear, her own breathing ragged now.
“Don’t let her stop,” Madison ordered, grinding herself on Jess’s face. Jess whined low, muffled, but her lips clamped harder around Madison, sucking desperate.
I slammed deeper, Jess’s pussy clenching tight around me, wet and hot, her nails scraping lines into Hannah’s forearm. Her legs trembled, spread wide, thighs sliding on the bench.
“She’s close again,” I grunted, my hands bruising her hips as I held her down.
Hannah laughed soft in her ear. “You’re going to come for all of us, aren’t you?”
Jess’s answer was a scream into Madison’s chest as she shattered again, her body locking hard around me. I felt her pulsing tight, milking me, dragging me right to the edge. I bit back, slowed just enough to keep from spilling.
Madison yanked Jess’s hair, pulled her head back, kissed her messy and deep while Hannah’s fingers kept circling her clit, unrelenting. Jess sobbed against Madison’s mouth, hips jerking through aftershocks, still twitching around my cock.
“Switch,” Madison commanded suddenly.
Hannah smirked and shoved me back a step. She bent Jess forward over the table, her ass in the air, dripping. Jess whimpered but didn’t resist, her cheek pressed flat to the wood. Madison climbed onto the bench behind me, sliding her hand between us, stroking me slick with Jess’s wetness before guiding me back inside her.
“Deeper,” Madison said, pressing her hand on my lower back as I drove into Jess again.
Jess gasped, fingers clawing at the table edge. “Oh God, ”
“Shut up and take it,” Hannah teased, leaning down to bite Jess’s shoulder. Her free hand rubbed Jess’s clit mercilessly, her nails digging just enough to make her jolt.
Madison leaned over my shoulder, her breasts pressing against my back, her mouth at my ear. “Don’t you dare come yet. Not until she breaks again.”
Jess’s body was thrashed already, her legs spread wide, shaking, her pussy clenching so hard it almost forced me out each thrust. She was gasping, crying out, the words incoherent, nothing but raw need.
“Now,” Hannah growled, rubbing harder.
Jess screamed, her body convulsing around me as another orgasm ripped through her, wetter, louder, her cum soaking the bench under her. She collapsed forward on the table, shaking uncontrollably.
Madison’s hand stroked my cock as I fucked into her, keeping me right on the edge, denying the release. She kissed my ear again, whispering, “Not yet. We’re not done.”
Jess was still trembling against the table when Madison shoved Hannah aside and slid down between her legs. She spread Jess open with both hands, her mouth closing over her clit in one hard pull. Jess screamed into the wood, her hands clawing at the table for grip.
“Madison, please, ” her voice cracked, but Madison didn’t lift her head.
I kept driving into her from behind, her pussy soaking me, the slap of my hips against her ass louder now. Hannah grabbed a fistful of Jess’s hair, yanking her head back, forcing her to look up at me.
“Don’t stop,” Hannah said, her voice sharp. “Look at him while you take it.”
Jess’s eyes locked on mine, wide, desperate, her lips parted as Madison’s tongue flicked faster under her. I thrust deeper, her body clenching tight, dripping down my thighs. She gasped my name, broken, her whole frame shaking.
“She’s going again,” Hannah smirked, grinding her own pussy against Jess’s arm. Jess tried to pull away, but Hannah shoved her hand where she wanted it, riding her fingers hard while holding her hair tight. “Touch me. Don’t you dare stop.”
Jess’s hand moved helplessly against her, and Hannah moaned, grinding harder, using her even while she was pinned between me and Madison.
Jess’s body snapped again, convulsing around my cock as another orgasm tore through her. She cried out loud, face wet, her body collapsing forward. Madison didn’t stop, sucking harder, her tongue relentless. Jess’s thighs buckled, but Madison’s hands held her wide open, feeding on every twitch.
“Fuck, she’s done,” I growled, my own body ready to break.
“Not yet,” Madison said into her, voice muffled against her soaked pussy. She pulled back long enough to smirk, her chin slick. “One more.”
“No, please, ” Jess sobbed, her voice raw.
Hannah bent and kissed her hard, cutting her off. “Yes. One more.”
Madison slid two fingers inside Jess, curling deep while her tongue punished her clit. I kept thrusting, pounding her against Madison’s mouth, her body caught between us. Jess thrashed, screaming into Hannah’s mouth, every muscle in her body spasming.
Then she broke completely, her orgasm exploding so hard she nearly shoved me out. Her cum spilled down Madison’s wrist, dripping onto the floor. She collapsed against the table, limp, her whole body twitching, mouth hanging open as she panted for breath.
Madison pulled her fingers free, glistening, and shoved them into Jess’s mouth. Jess sucked on them automatically, eyes half-closed, whimpering. Madison grinned. “Good girl.”
I pulled out slowly, my cock glistening, twitching from holding back. Hannah licked her lips, eyes fixed on me, and reached down to stroke me hard, keeping me right on the edge.
“She’s done,” Hannah said, smiling wicked. “Now it’s our turn.”
Madison leaned up, kissing Jess’s slack mouth before turning her eyes on me. “Loft. Now.”
Jess was still limp against the table when Madison pulled her up by the arms. “On your feet,” she ordered, steady but gentle. Jess stumbled, legs shaking, her shirt twisted high around her waist.
Hannah steadied her from the other side, kissing the sweat off her cheek before whispering against her ear, “Upstairs. Don’t think. Just climb.”
Jess whimpered, but Madison smacked her ass hard enough to make her yelp and move. She grabbed the ladder with both hands, starting up slow, her bare thighs parting with every step. Her shirt rode higher, showing the wet glisten between her legs.
Madison climbed right behind her, one hand on her calf, the other sliding up under the shirt as they moved. Jess squealed, hips jerking, nearly missing a rung.
“Keep climbing,” Madison teased, kissing the back of her thigh before pushing her higher.
I came last, my cock still dripping, hard and heavy as I watched their asses sway above me. Hannah stayed at the bottom, leaning on the ladder, stroking me once as I passed, grinning as she licked her fingers clean.
By the time Jess reached the loft, she collapsed onto the mattress, hair sticking to her cheeks, chest heaving. Madison followed her down immediately, straddling her hips and pulling the shirt over her head in one sharp move. Jess lay bare beneath her, flushed and trembling, nipples stiff, legs still open from below.
“Beautiful,” Madison whispered, kissing down her throat, biting lightly as she moved lower.
Hannah climbed up next, crawling across the mattress to kneel beside Jess’s head. She cupped Jess’s cheek, sliding two fingers between her lips. “Open.”
Jess sucked them deep, her eyes glassy, her mouth working while Hannah smirked down at her.
I pulled myself onto the loft last, kicking off my shorts. Jess’s eyes flicked to me, wide, still sucking Hannah’s fingers. Madison looked back over her shoulder, grinning when she saw me.
“Now you,” Madison said, tugging Jess’s legs higher, spreading her wide. Jess gasped around Hannah’s fingers, her eyes locked on my cock as I crawled between her thighs.
Hannah pulled her fingers free and leaned down to kiss her, deep, wet, their tongues sliding together as Madison held her open.
I lined up, pushing into her slow, stretching her again until she moaned into Hannah’s mouth. Madison’s fingers stroked her clit in time with my thrusts, relentless. Jess bucked under us, the mattress creaking, her sounds muffled by Hannah’s tongue.
“Fuck her harder,” Madison said, pressing her palm flat on Jess’s stomach to feel every thrust.
I obeyed, slamming into her, her body clenching tight. Jess screamed into Hannah’s mouth, her nails clawing at the sheets, her thighs quivering against my hips.
Madison bent and sucked her clit hard, Hannah shoved her tongue deeper, and Jess shattered again, writhing under all three of us.
Jess tried to twist, but Madison pinned her hips down hard, her mouth locked on her clit, tongue circling fast. Hannah straddled her chest, guiding her mouth onto her pussy, grinding down while fisting her hair. I kept driving into her, deep and hard, her whole body jerking between us.
Jess moaned against Hannah, the sound vibrating through her, her nails digging into Madison’s shoulders. Hannah threw her head back, rocking on her face, one hand squeezing her own breast while the other kept Jess’s mouth locked open.
“Good girl,” Hannah groaned, hips rolling slow and rough. “Lick me. Don’t stop.”
Madison looked up, chin wet, and grinned. “She’s perfect like this.” She shoved two fingers into Jess’s pussy alongside my cock, stretching her wide. Jess screamed against Hannah’s pussy, her body bucking so hard it nearly threw me out. I slammed back in, harder, the double stretch making her sob into Hannah.
“She’s so tight,” I growled, my thrusts pounding her deeper.
“Then fuck her more,” Madison shot back, curling her fingers inside her until Jess’s whole body convulsed.
Hannah ground down harder on her face, crying out as Jess sucked and licked frantically beneath her. “Yes, fuck, yes, ” Hannah’s thighs clenched, and she came shaking, dripping onto Jess’s mouth, forcing her to take it all. Jess gagged once but kept licking, desperate, until Hannah shuddered and collapsed off her.
Madison yanked Jess’s hair, kissed her hard, licking Hannah off her lips. “That’s my girl,” she whispered before diving back between her thighs, tongue flicking against her clit as fast as her fingers pumped inside her.
Jess was gone, her voice ragged, her body thrashing between us. “I, can’t, ” she gasped, but her pussy clenched tighter, pulling me deeper, milking my cock.
“Yes you can,” Madison said against her. “You’re not done.”
I gripped Jess’s thighs and fucked her harder, balls slapping against her as Madison tongued her clit and fingered her. Hannah recovered enough to slide back in, kissing Jess’s neck, her hand pinching her nipple hard until she screamed.
Jess’s body arched off the mattress, back bowed, mouth open in a silent cry as she came again, squirting across Madison’s hand and down my shaft. Madison laughed, lapping it up, fingers still driving her mercilessly.
I couldn’t hold back anymore. I slammed into her one last time and exploded, pumping deep inside her, her pussy clenching so hard it dragged every drop out of me.
Madison pulled her fingers free and smeared her cum up Jess’s stomach, licking it slow. Hannah kissed her, sharing the taste, while Jess lay open between us, shaking and gasping, her skin slick with sweat.
We collapsed around her, tangled, Jess trapped under all three of us, her chest heaving, eyes glassy, lips swollen.
“Tomorrow,” Madison whispered, still stroking Jess’s thigh. “We do it again.”
Jess barely caught her breath before Hannah rolled her onto her side and slid in behind her, grinding her soaked pussy against her ass. “She’s still shaking,” Hannah murmured, licking Jess’s ear before biting it.
Madison shoved Jess’s legs apart again, sliding two fingers back inside her without hesitation. “She’s still dripping,” she said, twisting her wrist to curl deep. Jess gasped, clutching at the sheets, her whole body twitching from overstimulation.
I leaned over her front, kissing her neck, sucking her nipple until it peaked hard against my tongue. Jess moaned, trying to twist away, but Hannah hooked her leg over Jess’s thigh and held her wide open while Madison fucked her with her fingers.
“Don’t run,” Hannah whispered, grinding harder against her ass. “Take all of it.”
Jess cried out as Madison slammed her fingers faster, knuckles slapping wet against her pussy. Her body jerked, eyes rolling back, another orgasm ripping through her in sharp, desperate pulses.
“Good girl,” Madison purred, licking her slick fingers before shoving them into Jess’s mouth. Jess sucked them weakly, moaning around them, her chest rising fast against me.
I pulled her hips back and slid into her again, still stretched wide from Madison’s fingers. She wailed against Hannah’s neck, her pussy clamping down around me so tight I could barely move.
“She’s squeezing the hell out of you,” Madison said, grinning as she rubbed Jess’s clit in hard circles.
I drove into her anyway, relentless, pounding until the mattress smacked the floorboards. Hannah bit down on Jess’s shoulder, groaning as Jess bucked between us, trapped, used, nowhere to go.
Her scream tore through the loft as she squirted again, gushing down my cock, soaking the sheets. Madison laughed, lapping it up with her tongue. “Messy little slut,” she whispered against her.
Jess collapsed, trembling, her voice a broken whimper. But Hannah wasn’t done. She pushed Jess flat on her stomach, straddled her ass, and rubbed herself raw against her back while I kept thrusting into her from behind. Madison moved to her face, pulling her jaw open and shoving three fingers deep into her mouth.
“Choke on me,” Madison demanded, sliding them in and out while Jess gagged around them, drool spilling down her chin.
Her pussy clenched around me again, impossibly tight, dragging me over the edge. I pumped hard, spilling inside her, grinding until every drop filled her. Jess convulsed beneath me, body jerking uncontrollably as another climax ripped through her.
Hannah came too, rubbing fast on her back, moaning loud as she spilled across Jess’s skin. Madison yanked her fingers out of Jess’s mouth and smeared the spit across her chest, pinching her nipples until Jess squealed again.
We all collapsed over her, sweaty, sticky, our breathing ragged. Jess lay crushed under the weight, twitching with aftershocks, her pussy still clenching weakly around me.
“She’s ruined,” Hannah said with a laugh, kissing her cheek.
“Not ruined,” Madison corrected, stroking her thigh slow. “Trained.”
Jess collapsed flat, trembling, her thighs still spread wide. Madison slid off the mattress, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me onto my back. “Our turn,” she said, straddling my chest.
Hannah grinned, wiped the sweat from her forehead with the back of her hand, and swung a leg over my hips. She lowered onto my cock in one slow, wet push, groaning deep as she settled onto me.
“Fuck, he’s still hard,” Hannah gasped, grinding down until I was buried inside her.
Madison shoved her pussy against my mouth, fingers gripping my hair. “Eat,” she ordered, rocking herself against my face. Her clit was already swollen, slick, her taste flooding my tongue as she rubbed harder.
Jess lifted her head weakly, watching with dazed eyes as Hannah rode me in hard drops, her tits bouncing, her nails raking down my stomach. Madison ground on my face faster, moaning sharp every time my tongue flicked her clit.
Jess dragged herself forward, crawled onto the mattress, and pressed her mouth to my chest, licking and kissing through the sweat. Her hand slid down, cupping my balls while Hannah bounced on my cock, squeezing me tighter with every thrust.
“Good girl,” Hannah panted at her, pulling Jess up by the hair and kissing her hard. Jess whimpered into her mouth, her hand still stroking me, the heat of both of them making my balls tighten.
Madison’s thighs trembled against my face as she ground harder, riding me rough. “Fuck, yes, ” she gasped, pushing herself down until her clit mashed against my tongue. Her whole body jerked, then she came hard, spilling across my mouth, soaking my chin.
I groaned into her, hips slamming up into Hannah. She screamed my name, her pussy clamping down around me. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my chest, grinding in circles until she broke too, shuddering hard, her cum dripping down my cock.
Jess was caught between them, panting, her body pressed against Hannah’s, her mouth still kissing her through the orgasm. Madison slid off my face, breathless, smearing her wetness across my lips with her fingers before feeding them to Jess. Jess sucked them clean, moaning around them like she hadn’t just been wrung dry minutes before.
Hannah collapsed forward on my chest, her tits pressed against me, my cock still twitching inside her. Jess shifted lower, slid between us, and licked the slick mix off my shaft where it met Hannah, her tongue working over both of us.
“Jesus,” Hannah gasped, rolling her hips slow while Jess sucked at the base of my cock. “She’s fucking insatiable.”
Madison leaned in, kissed Jess hard, then pushed her face back down. “Don’t stop. Get him ready again.”
Jess obeyed, her tongue relentless, her mouth slicking me more with every stroke while Hannah rocked on top, moaning louder, desperate for another release.
Hannah finally slid off, collapsing beside me with her legs spread, still dripping. Jess crawled over her, straddled my hips, and sank down slow until my cock disappeared inside her again. Her head dropped back, mouth open, a hoarse moan tearing out of her as she bottomed out.
“Fuck, he’s so deep,” she gasped, bracing her hands on my stomach.
Madison moved in behind her, kissing her shoulder, biting her neck, hands gripping her tits rough. “Ride him. Show us how bad you want it.”
Jess’s hips started to roll, slow at first, then harder, slapping against my thighs. Her hair whipped across her face as she bounced, her breasts jiggling in Madison’s hands.
“Look at her,” Hannah groaned, sliding her hand between her own legs. “She’s dripping all over him.”
Madison pinched Jess’s nipples, twisting them until she cried out and ground harder on my cock. Madison’s other hand slid down, fingers finding her clit, stroking in tight circles every time she dropped onto me. Jess’s rhythm broke, faster, desperate, her nails digging into my chest.
I gripped her hips, driving up into her, meeting every slam down. “Fuck, Jess, ”
“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice cracking. “Don’t you fucking stop.”
Hannah crawled up, pressed her pussy against Jess’s mouth. “Then eat me while you ride him.”
Jess whimpered, but she leaned forward, her tongue sliding between Hannah’s folds. Hannah gasped, grabbing Jess’s hair, grinding against her face. Jess’s hips kept bouncing on me, her body caught in every direction, my cock pounding her, Madison’s fingers on her clit, Hannah’s pussy pressed to her mouth.
Madison moaned into Jess’s ear, biting hard at her neck. “Take all of it, baby. You’re ours.”
Jess’s muffled cries vibrated against Hannah’s pussy as she licked and sucked, her body jerking on my cock. I slammed harder, her wetness spraying down my thighs, the mattress soaked under us.
“Jesus, she’s losing it,” Hannah groaned, rocking against her mouth. “Don’t stop, fuck, don’t stop, ” Her thighs clenched, her back arched, and she came screaming, grinding Jess’s face until she shuddered and collapsed sideways.
Jess ripped her mouth away for air, gasping, still riding me. Madison shoved her back upright, slapped her ass hard, then shoved three fingers into her mouth. Jess sucked them like she was starving, moaning around them as she slammed down onto my cock faster, harder, her tits bouncing wild.
“She’s gone,” Madison said, grinning. “Fucking ruined.”
Jess’s body convulsed again, her pussy squeezing me like a vice, milking me deep. Her scream tore through the loft as she came hard, squirting over my stomach, soaking me and the sheets.
I couldn’t hold it. I grabbed her waist, drove up into her one last time, and exploded, pumping inside her until I was empty, spilling so deep she sagged forward onto my chest, twitching with aftershocks.
Madison bent down, licking the mess where we were joined, groaning at the taste. “Perfect.”
Jess was still slumped against me, her pussy fluttering around my cock in weak pulses, when Madison pulled her off hard and pushed her onto the mattress beside us. “My turn,” she said, climbing over me.
She didn’t waste time. She grabbed my cock, slick with Jess’s cum, and guided herself down in one sharp drop. Her head rolled back, a deep moan tearing out of her as she took me to the base. “Fuck, yes, ”
I gripped her ass and thrust up, her tits bouncing in my face as she slammed down again. She leaned forward, kissing me rough, biting my lip until it stung.
Beside us, Jess whimpered, still shaking. Hannah pulled her close, straddled her face, and pressed her pussy down onto her mouth. “Eat me,” she ordered, gripping Jess’s hair with both hands. Jess moaned weakly, her tongue sliding out, licking as Hannah rocked against her face.
Madison rode me faster, her nails digging into my chest, her pussy clenching tight around me. “She’s licking while I fuck you, look at her,” she panted, turning my head toward Jess.
Jess’s eyes were glazed, but her mouth was locked on Hannah’s pussy, tongue working frantically as Hannah ground down harder, moaning loud. Hannah’s tits bounced, her body jerking with every lick.
“Good girl,” Hannah gasped, pulling Jess’s head tighter between her thighs. “Don’t stop, fuck, don’t stop, ”
Madison slammed onto me harder, her wetness spraying down my cock, the sheets soaking under us. She leaned back, spreading herself wider, her clit rubbing against my pelvis with every thrust. “Make me come,” she demanded, her voice raw.
I gripped her hips and pounded up into her, relentless. Her scream broke out as she convulsed around me, pussy milking me tight, squirting across my stomach. She collapsed forward, panting, but I didn’t let her stop. I kept thrusting, using her body, her moans breaking into ragged cries as aftershocks tore through her.
“Holy fuck,” Hannah gasped, shuddering as Jess’s tongue pushed deeper. She came hard, grinding down onto Jess’s mouth, her hips rolling in frantic circles until she screamed and spilled across her face.
Jess gagged, trying to breathe, but Hannah stayed pressed until the tremors eased. When she finally lifted off, Jess was gasping, her face wet, her body twitching. Madison slid off me too, shaking, her thighs quivering, sweat dripping down her chest.
I was still hard, still slick, cock throbbing with need. Jess lay between them, her lips swollen, her breasts flushed. Hannah cupped her face, kissed her messy and deep, while Madison spread her legs open again, looking at me.
“She can take more,” Madison said, smirking. “Put it back in her.”
Jess tried to close her legs, but Madison held them wide, her nails digging into soft skin. “Don’t even think about stopping,” she said, grinning as she looked back at me. “She’s still soaked.”
I slid between her thighs, lined up, and pushed into her slow. Jess wailed, her whole body arching, pussy clenching like she was trying to push me out. Instead, I shoved deeper until my hips smacked hers.
“Fuck, no, I can’t, ” Jess gasped, but Madison bent down and kissed her hard, swallowing every protest. Hannah straddled her chest again, pressing her pussy against Jess’s lips.
“Eat,” Hannah commanded, grinding down. “You can take both.”
Jess groaned into her, muffled, while I started to thrust. Her body thrashed, but Madison held her down, stroking her clit with hard, fast circles.
“She’s taking all of us,” Madison whispered against her mouth.
Jess’s nails tore at the sheets, her screams broken under Hannah’s pussy. I slammed into her harder, each thrust smacking loud, her wetness dripping down onto the mattress. Madison pinched her nipples, twisting until Jess squealed and bucked harder against me.
“She’s so fucking tight,” I grunted, pounding her, feeling her squeeze around me like a vice.
Hannah moaned, rolling her hips on Jess’s mouth. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, fuck, she’s perfect, ” Her thighs clamped, back arching, and she came shaking, spilling across Jess’s face. Jess choked but licked frantically, her tongue sliding fast to catch it all.
Madison didn’t give her a second. She slammed three fingers into Jess’s pussy beside my cock, stretching her wide. Jess screamed around Hannah, her whole body jerking as the double penetration made her gush again, squirting across Madison’s hand.
“Good girl,” Madison hissed, biting her neck. “Come on him. Do it again.”
Her body obeyed. Jess’s pussy clenched so hard around me that I lost control. I grabbed her hips, drove into her one last brutal thrust, and exploded deep inside, pumping until she overflowed around me, dripping down her ass onto the sheets.
Jess broke completely, sobbing against Hannah, her body convulsing with aftershocks, legs shaking uncontrollably. Madison pulled her soaked hand free, shoved her fingers into Jess’s mouth, and forced her to taste herself mixed with me.
Jess sucked weakly, her eyes half-shut, her whole body twitching. Hannah stroked her hair, whispering, “Good girl, that’s it. Just take it.”
I pulled out slow, cum spilling from her, slicking her thighs. Madison bent and licked it up, groaning at the taste, before kissing Jess messy, feeding it back into her mouth. Jess moaned, broken, but kissed her back, sucking her tongue like she couldn’t stop.
Hannah smirked, eyes on me. “She’s still not done.”
Jess slumped flat, her chest heaving, sweat dripping down her flushed skin. Madison slid two hands under her thighs and yanked them wide again, exposing her swollen, glistening pussy.
“Don’t close up,” Madison warned. “We’re not finished.”
Jess whimpered, shaking her head weakly. “I can’t, ”
“Yes you can,” Hannah cut in, grabbing her wrists and pinning them above her head. She straddled Jess’s arms, her pussy hovering just above Jess’s mouth. “Open,” she ordered.
Jess opened, and Hannah lowered herself down, grinding against her lips, moaning when Jess’s tongue met her clit.
I lined up and shoved back inside her, my cock sliding through the slick mess we’d already left. Jess screamed into Hannah’s pussy, her back arching hard off the mattress.
“Fuck, she’s still gripping you,” Madison said, sliding two fingers along her clit, stroking fast. “She’s going to break again.”
I slammed into her deeper, harder, the bedframe shaking under us. Jess’s whole body convulsed, her pussy milking me tight as another orgasm ripped through her. She wailed against Hannah, her sounds muffled, her body jerking helplessly as I kept pounding.
“Good girl,” Hannah groaned, riding her face rough. “Lick me while he fucks you.”
Jess sobbed against her, licking frantic, her body shaking uncontrollably. Madison slid three fingers inside her alongside my cock, stretching her wide. Jess’s eyes flew open, her scream muffled under Hannah’s thighs as her body gushed again, squirting over both of us.
“She’s leaking everywhere,” Madison laughed, pulling her soaked fingers out and shoving them into Jess’s mouth around Hannah. Jess sucked them weakly, drool spilling down her chin.
“Keep her there,” I growled, slamming harder until I couldn’t hold back. I came deep inside her, spilling thick, pumping until I felt it gush back out around me.
Jess’s body twitched, her voice broken, but Madison didn’t let her stop. She crawled onto Jess’s chest, pinched her nipples hard, and pressed her dripping pussy against Jess’s mouth beside Hannah.
“Both of us,” Madison demanded, grabbing Jess’s hair and shoving her face side to side between them. Jess gagged, her mouth stretched wide, licking one, then the other, her body trembling under the weight.
“Fuck, look at her,” Hannah moaned, grinding harder. “She’s gone.”
Jess’s eyes were glassy, tears streaking down her face, but her tongue never stopped. She licked frantically, her body still twitching around my cock, soaking the sheets under her.
Madison screamed, grinding on her face until she came hard, dripping down Jess’s chin. Hannah followed, collapsing forward as her orgasm ripped through her too.
Both of them slid off finally, leaving Jess sprawled, her chest rising fast, her thighs soaked and shaking, her face wet with spit and cum.
I pulled out slowly, watching my seed leak down her swollen slit. Madison bent and licked it up again, groaning.
“She’s ruined,” Hannah panted, wiping sweat off her tits.
Madison smirked, crawling back up to kiss Jess rough. “No. She’s perfect.”
Jess lay flat, chest rising fast, hair plastered to her face. Her lips were swollen, cheeks streaked, her body twitching with little aftershocks. Madison stretched out beside her, still catching her breath, sweat dripping down her collarbone. She pressed her mouth to Jess’s neck, sucking gently until Jess whimpered again.
Hannah rolled onto her back with a groan, legs spread wide, still glistening. “Jesus,” she muttered, staring at the ceiling. “She took everything.”
Jess’s voice cracked. “I can’t move.”
“You don’t need to,” Madison whispered, stroking her thigh. She kissed her again, softer this time, tongues slow, messy. Jess sighed into it, body relaxing under her even while her hips gave a weak twitch.
I lay on my side, hand trailing down Jess’s stomach, tracing the curve of her hip. She shivered under my fingers, her pussy still swollen and raw, cum leaking onto the sheets.
“Look at her,” Hannah said, rolling onto her elbow. “She’s glowing.”
Jess groaned into Madison’s mouth, trying to hide her face. Madison caught her chin, held her still, made her take the kiss until Jess melted under her again.
I slid two fingers between her thighs, gathering the slick mess dripping out of her. Jess jolted, gasping, her eyes flying open. “No, please, ”
Madison laughed softly. “He’s not even trying, and you’re still shaking.”
Hannah crawled over, catching my wrist. She licked my fingers clean, groaning at the taste. “God, that’s filthy.” She kissed Jess right after, shoving the taste into her mouth, tongue deep, making her moan helplessly again.
Jess broke away, panting. “You’re all insane.”
“Maybe,” Hannah said, biting her lip. “But you love it.”
Madison kissed her cheek, her jaw, down her throat. “She does. Every inch of her says she does.” She slid her hand down Jess’s belly, over her mound, just resting there, not moving. Jess still shivered like she’d been touched with fire.
I leaned down and kissed Jess too, slow, letting her taste herself on my mouth. She whimpered into me, her tongue weak but hungry. Madison’s hand slid lower, pressing against her clit just enough to make her jolt.
“Not again,” Jess whispered, pleading.
“Not yet,” Madison agreed, pulling back with a grin. She kissed her once more, then collapsed onto her side, sweaty skin pressed against Jess’s. Hannah curled up on her other side, draping a leg over her waist.
Jess was trapped between all three of us, sticky, marked, her body limp but her lips still parted, waiting.
I stroked her hair back, kissed her temple. “Rest.”
Her eyes closed, chest still heaving. But her hips gave one last twitch, like her body wasn’t done even if her voice was.
Jess sagged into the sheets, every muscle slack. Madison finally slid her fingers free, wet and shining, and sucked them clean with a slow pull of her lips. Hannah eased back too, pressing one last kiss to Jess’s temple before rolling onto her side with a satisfied groan.
Jess covered her face with both hands, breathing hard. “God. I can’t believe any of that just happened.”
“Believe it,” Hannah said, stretching, her tank riding up to bare the line of her stomach. “You gave as good as you got.”
Madison smirked, brushing Jess’s thigh with her nails. “Better, actually.”
Jess peeked out between her fingers, cheeks still flushed. “You’re both insane. All of you.” She looked at me, her lips parting like she wanted to add more, then she just shook her head, embarrassed.
The mattress was a wreck, sheets twisted, damp patches everywhere, the air still heavy with the sharp tang of sweat and sex. Hannah reached down for the discarded shirt and tossed it onto Jess’s stomach. “Cover up before you catch cold.”
Jess rolled her eyes but slipped it over her head, tugging it down fast even though we’d all already seen everything. She sat up slowly, her legs still trembling, and tucked them under herself. Madison leaned back against the wall, bottle of water in her hand like she’d planned it all along, and passed it to her.
Jess drank deep, gulping, then pressed the cold plastic to her forehead. “I don’t even know what time it is.”
“Late,” Hannah said. She was lying flat now, arms stretched over her head, grin still wide. “Or early. Who cares?”
Jess groaned again, leaning into the wall beside Madison. She pulled her knees up, wrapping her arms around them, small and quiet now that the frenzy had passed. Madison’s arm looped over her shoulders automatically, pulling her in. Jess didn’t resist.
“I can’t believe I let you talk me into this,” she muttered, more to herself than anyone.
“You didn’t need much talking,” Madison teased.
Jess shoved her, but weakly, no real force. Hannah laughed, rolling onto her side to watch them. “She’s blushing again.”
Jess buried her face against her knees. “Shut up.”
I reached for her ankle, resting my hand there lightly. She looked at me over her arm, her eyes glassy but softer now. I gave her leg a squeeze. She didn’t pull away.
For a long stretch, nobody spoke. The only sounds were the creak of the houseboat shifting on the water and our uneven breathing settling back down. Hannah finally sighed and flopped onto her back again. “We should clean this place up before it smells like a locker room.”
Madison snorted. “Tomorrow.”
Jess groaned into her knees, then started laughing, the sound muffled. Madison grinned, kissing the top of her head. “That’s better. Don’t hide now.”
Jess peeked up, her eyes darting between us, still flushed but smiling despite herself. She shook her head. “You’re all impossible.”
Hannah stretched her leg out until her toes brushed Jess’s calf. “Maybe. But you’re still here.”
Jess looked away, lips pressed tight to hide her smile, the tips of her ears burning red.
The light through the skylight had shifted pale, soft gray edging into the loft. Jess stirred first, untangling herself from the sheets with a groan. Her hair was a mess, sticking out in damp clumps, her shirt twisted halfway up. She blinked, rubbed her eyes, then realized all three of us were watching her.
“Don’t,” she said, pointing weakly, though her cheeks went pink right away.
“Too late,” Madison murmured, still half-asleep, her arm behind her head.
Jess pulled the sheet up around herself like it mattered now. “God. I can’t believe I slept like that.”
Hannah rolled over, propping her chin on her hand. “Like what? Out cold, snoring?”
“I don’t snore,” Jess shot back, too quick.
“You did,” Madison said, grinning.
Jess buried her face under the sheet, groaning. “Kill me now.”
I leaned over, tugged the sheet down just enough to see her eyes. They were red at the edges but softer, calmer. “You’re fine.”
She stared at me, then let out a laugh that broke halfway into another groan. “I’m not fine. I’m destroyed. My body hates me.”
Madison stretched, yawning wide, her shirt slipping open as she sat up. “You’ll live.” She reached across Jess and stole the water bottle, finishing it off in one long swallow.
Jess gave her a shove. “That was mine.”
Hannah tossed her a new one from the case at the foot of the bed. “We stocked up, relax.”
Jess twisted the cap off and drank, smaller sips this time, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked around at the loft, at the tangle of sheets, the damp patches still drying into the mattress, and shook her head. “This is ridiculous.”
“Fun,” Hannah corrected, smirking.
Jess threw the empty bottle at her. It bounced off Hannah’s shoulder, and all three of us cracked up.
The sound eased the air, cutting through the heaviness left from the night. Jess laughed too, even as she pulled the sheet tighter, her face still pink. Madison kissed her temple quick before rolling out of the bed. “I’m starving. Who’s making food?”
Jess groaned. “Not me. I can’t move.”
“Figures,” Madison muttered, but her grin gave her away.
Hannah sat up next, stretching her arms high, the loose tank riding up to show the curve of her ribs. “Fine. Toast and eggs again.” She climbed down the ladder, bare feet slapping the steps.
The smell of the river drifted in from the open hatch, fresh, damp, cool. Jess finally slid down off the mattress, moving slow, sheet wrapped around her like a dress. Her legs were still shaky. I steadied her with a hand at her back.
“Careful,” I said.
She glanced up at me, embarrassed but not pulling away. “Don’t look at me like that.”
“Like what?”
“Like you’re waiting for the next round already.” Her lips twitched, fighting a smile.
Madison laughed from below. “He is.”
Jess groaned again, covering her face with both hands. “You’re all impossible.”
But when she dropped them, she was smiling, cheeks red, eyes bright in the morning light.
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The light off the water cut across the cabin, sharp and pale. Jess sat at the galley table with her knees pulled up under the shirt she’d slept in. Her hair hung damp against her face, the ends stuck to her collarbone. She pushed the handle of her mug back and forth, not drinking.
Madison stood barefoot at the stove in one of my old T-shirts, the hem barely brushing her thighs. She flipped a piece of bacon with her fingers and popped it straight into her mouth, chewing slow. “She’s sulking,” she said without looking back.
Jess glared at her over the rim of the mug. “I’m not.”
“You are,” Madison answered, grinning at the pan.
Hannah stretched out on the bench, tank top cut low, shorts undone at the waist. Her legs dangled loose, toes tapping the cabinet. She pulled Jess’s mug out of her hands and sipped it herself. “Cold,” she said, wrinkling her nose, then licking the edge of the cup anyway.
Jess yanked it back. “Get your own.”
Hannah leaned in close, her hair falling across Jess’s shoulder, eyes locked on her. “I like yours.”
Jess shoved her lightly, but her cheeks flushed. She ducked behind the mug again.
I leaned against the rail, arms crossed. My shirt was still on the floor where I’d left it the night before and hadn’t picked it up. Madison noticed, glanced at me, then at Jess, then smirked.
“Are we going to talk about last night, or keep pretending it didn’t happen?” Madison asked, sliding the bacon onto a plate.
Jess’s head shot up. “Don’t.”
“Why not?” Madison carried the plate to the table, setting it in front of Jess. She bent low enough that her hair brushed Jess’s hand. “We all know what you sounded like.”
Jess pushed the plate away, eyes flashing. “Shut up.”
Hannah laughed, low and rough. “She can’t shut up. She loves reminding you.”
Jess’s jaw tightened. She dropped her feet to the floor and stood, tugging the hem of the shirt lower over her thighs. “I’m going outside.”
She brushed past me, the scent of sex sharp as she moved. I caught her wrist before she reached the hatch. “Eat first,” I said.
She froze, eyes up at mine. Her pulse thumped fast under my fingers. “I’m not hungry.”
“You are,” I said, not letting go.
Madison leaned against the table, watching us with her arms folded under her chest. “Don’t let her run off. She’ll hide out there all day.”
Jess tugged once, weak, then gave up. I let her go anyway. She slipped through the hatch, bare feet quick on the deck.
Hannah blew out a breath, laughing under it. “She’s a mess.”
Madison picked up a strip of bacon, biting the end slow. “She’ll come back. She always does.”
I pulled my shirt off the floor and dragged it over my shoulders. The air still smelled of them, sweat, perfume, skin. I looked at Madison. “Don’t push her.”
She licked the grease from her finger, eyes steady on me. “She needs pushing.”
The deck boards were still damp from the night, cool under my feet. Jess sat at the bow with her knees pulled to her chest, arms wrapped around them, the shirt clinging against her back. Her hair lifted in the breeze off the river.
“You didn’t have to follow me,” she said without turning.
I sat beside her anyway, close enough that our legs touched. “You didn’t eat.”
She rested her chin on her knees, eyes fixed on the current. “I can’t even think about food right now.”
“You need to,” I said.
She snorted, soft. “What I need is a time machine.”
I watched her profile, the line of her jaw tight. “Regret?”
Her eyes cut to mine, sharp. “Don’t.”
“Then what?”
Her mouth worked, but she didn’t answer. She tucked her hair behind her ear, the skin of her neck still marked from Madison’s mouth.
I reached out and touched the back of her hand where it rested on her knee. She flinched, but she didn’t pull away.
“Jess,” I said, low.
Her lips parted, then shut again. She shook her head quick, like clearing it. “They don’t stop. You know that, right? They won’t let this go.”
“And you?”
Her shoulders rose and fell. She didn’t look at me. “I don’t even know anymore.”
The hatch creaked behind us. Hannah’s voice carried out before she appeared. “Knew I’d find you up here.”
Jess stiffened, arms tightening around her knees.
Hannah padded barefoot across the deck, coffee in her hand from the galley. She dropped onto the boards on Jess’s other side, stretching her legs out long. “You hide, we chase. Same game every time.”
Jess’s voice was sharp now. “It’s not a game.”
Hannah leaned back on her elbows, tank slipping low, eyes locked on Jess. “But it kind of is.”
Jess’s jaw clenched. She turned her face toward the water.
Madison’s laugh floated up from the hatch before she climbed through, a plate in her hand, bacon piled high. “Knew you’d leave this behind.” She set it between us, crouching low. “Eat before it’s gone.”
Jess didn’t move.
Madison pinched a strip with her fingers and held it up to her mouth. “Open.”
Jess shook her head. “Stop.”
Madison grinned and leaned closer. “Then take it yourself.” She brushed the edge of the bacon against Jess’s lips. Jess’s breath hitched, her hands gripping her knees tighter.
I caught Madison’s wrist before she pressed further. “Enough.”
Madison’s eyes flicked to me, sharp, but she let go of the bacon. She leaned back on her heels, watching Jess. “See? You don’t stop it either.”
Jess finally turned, glaring at both of them. “You’re insane. Both of you.”
Hannah sipped her coffee, eyes steady on her. “Maybe. But you’re still here.”
Jess’s face flushed hot. She shoved up to her feet, the shirt sliding high against her thighs, and headed for the stern.
Madison called after her, voice sing-song. “You can’t outrun it, Jess.”
Jess didn’t answer.
Jess gripped the rail at the stern, staring down at the water like she could dive in and escape. Her shoulders were tight, shirt hanging low off one side. I stayed at the bow, watching.
Madison came up behind her, quiet at first. Then her hand slid onto Jess’s hip. “Running won’t help.”
Jess stiffened, knuckles white on the rail. “Leave me alone.”
Madison’s voice dropped, low. “You don’t mean that.”
Jess turned, quick, eyes flashing. “Yes, I do.”
Madison stepped closer, chest brushing her arm, the plate of bacon still in her other hand. She bit off a strip slow, chewing while her eyes stayed locked on Jess’s. “Then tell me to go.”
Jess’s lips parted, but no sound came. Her throat worked as she swallowed.
Madison leaned in until her breath brushed Jess’s cheek. “Say it.”
Jess shoved at her shoulder, weak. “You don’t stop.”
Madison smiled, pressing in harder, her hip pinning Jess to the rail. “Because you don’t want me to.” She held the bacon to Jess’s mouth again. “Open.”
Jess shook her head. Her eyes darted toward me at the bow, like she wanted me to step in.
I didn’t move.
Madison pushed the bacon gently against her lips. “You’ll take it. You always do.”
Jess’s breath came sharp through her nose. Then her mouth opened, just enough. Madison slid it in slow, watching every twitch of her lips as she chewed.
“Good girl,” Madison whispered.
Jess’s eyes shut tight, face turning away. “Stop calling me that.”
Madison caught her chin, forcing her back. “Why? It’s true.”
Jess’s hands dropped from the rail. One pressed flat against Madison’s chest, the other gripping her wrist. Her voice was tight, low. “You’re making me crazy.”
Madison’s smile widened. “Good. Then you’ll stop pretending.”
Jess’s cheeks burned red, eyes shining. She twisted, trying to slip past, but Madison blocked her with her hip, the plate clattering to the deck. She grabbed Jess’s wrists and pinned them back against the rail.
Jess gasped, eyes wide. “Madison, ”
Madison leaned in until their noses almost touched. “Tell me to stop.”
Jess’s chest heaved against hers, breath short, lips trembling. She didn’t say it.
Hannah’s voice carried from the bow. “Knew you’d corner her.”
Jess jolted, but Madison didn’t move. She grinned over her shoulder. “She’s not running anymore.”
Hannah strolled closer, coffee dangling from her fingers, eyes on Jess. “She never really does.”
Jess shook her head fast, wrists straining in Madison’s grip. “You’re both insane.”
Madison pressed her lips to Jess’s ear, voice low enough only I could hear from where I stood. “Then be insane with us.”
Jess’s whole body shivered against her hold.
Hannah came up slow, the river light catching the wet shine on her bare legs. She set her coffee on the deck rail, then leaned a hip against it beside Jess.
“Thought you wanted space,” Hannah said, eyes locked on Jess.
Jess tried to turn, but Madison held her pinned. “I did.”
Hannah reached up and tucked Jess’s hair behind her ear, fingers brushing her cheek. “Then why are you shaking?”
Jess’s jaw tightened. “Because you won’t stop.”
Hannah smiled, small and sharp. “You don’t really want us to.”
Jess’s breath hitched. Her wrists twisted in Madison’s grip, but she wasn’t pulling hard enough to get free.
Madison kissed her jaw, slow. “Look at her. She’s already giving in.”
Jess’s head snapped toward me. “Tell them to let me go.”
I didn’t move.
Madison laughed against her skin. “He won’t. He knows you like it.”
Jess’s voice cracked. “I don’t.”
Hannah’s hand slid lower, fingers brushing the hem of Jess’s shirt. “Then prove it. Walk away.”
Jess froze.
Madison leaned in closer, her lips at Jess’s ear. “You can’t.”
Jess shook her head, quick, desperate. “You’re both insane.”
Hannah’s hand slipped under the shirt, flat against Jess’s stomach. Jess gasped, back arching against the rail.
“Say stop,” Hannah whispered.
Jess’s lips parted, her breath catching. She didn’t.
Madison shifted her grip, one hand locking both of Jess’s wrists, the other sliding along her thigh. “She won’t.”
Jess whimpered, knees bending, her body pressed tight between them. “This isn’t fair.”
“Nothing about this is fair,” Hannah said, mouth close enough to brush her cheek. “That’s why you love it.”
Jess’s eyes squeezed shut. Her voice was a whisper. “I hate you.”
Madison smiled against her neck. “You don’t.”
Hannah’s hand slipped higher under the shirt, fingertips grazing the bottom curve of her breast. Jess’s body jolted hard, her knees giving way for a second before Madison caught her weight.
“Careful,” Madison murmured. “Don’t fall.”
Jess’s eyes opened, wide and wet, staring straight at me again. Her chest rose fast against their hold. She shook her head once, weak. “I can’t.”
Hannah kissed her cheek, soft. “Yes, you can.”
Madison’s grip tightened on her wrists. She lowered her voice, steady and certain. “She’s already ours.”
Jess’s mouth trembled. Her knees pressed together, thighs tight, but she didn’t fight the hands holding her open.
Jess’s wrists twisted again, harder this time, but Madison held firm. “Let me go,” Jess said, her voice thin, almost shaking.
Hannah brushed her lips against Jess’s ear. “Say it like you mean it.”
Jess turned her face away. “I mean it.”
Madison laughed low. “No, you don’t.” She slid her hand higher on Jess’s thigh, nails grazing her skin. “If you did, you’d be screaming.”
Jess sucked in a sharp breath. Her thighs clamped together tight, but Madison’s hand stayed wedged between them.
“You can’t even close me out,” Madison whispered.
Jess jerked, eyes flashing at her. “Stop twisting everything.”
Hannah tilted her chin with two fingers, forcing Jess to meet her eyes. “Then tell us the truth.”
Jess’s lips parted, but nothing came. Her chest rose quick, her whole body trembling between them.
I shifted on the deck, the air heavy. Jess’s eyes darted to me, desperate, pleading. “Ross,”
Madison grinned. “Don’t bother. He’s watching.”
Hannah’s hand slid higher under the shirt, cupping Jess’s breast. Jess gasped, arching against the rail.
“Stop, ” she said, but her voice cracked halfway through.
Hannah squeezed, her thumb brushing Jess’s nipple through the thin fabric. “Say it again. Louder.”
Jess bit down on her lip, head shaking, hair falling across her face.
Madison kissed her neck, slow, her lips dragging against flushed skin. “She won’t. She’s already gone.”
Jess twisted hard, finally breaking one wrist free. She shoved at Madison’s shoulder, but it was weak, shaky. “I said stop.”
Madison caught her hand again, forcing it back. “Then why are you wet?”
Jess’s whole body jolted. “I’m not.”
Hannah’s laugh was low, steady. “You are.”
Jess’s breath came rough now, chest heaving. She turned her face into the rail, hiding. “I can’t do this.”
Madison leaned in, her voice against Jess’s hair. “You already are.”
Jess shuddered, every muscle tight. For a second she froze, caught silent, her pulse hammering under Hannah’s fingers. Then she shook her head, hard. “You’re both impossible.”
Hannah kissed the side of her throat. “And you still haven’t walked away.”
Jess’s knees bent again, her weight sagging into Madison’s hold. Madison steadied her, grinning over Jess’s shoulder at me. “She’s not holding out much longer.”
Jess’s eyes met mine again, wide, trembling, pleading, but she didn’t pull free.
Jess’s breath came sharp and uneven, her eyes still locked on mine. “Ross,”
I didn’t move.
Madison’s hand slid higher, her palm flat against Jess’s thigh, fingers pressing closer. “Say it. Say you want us.”
Jess shook her head fast. “I can’t.”
Hannah cupped her face and forced her to look straight at her. “Then stop shaking.”
Jess’s lips trembled. Her eyes darted from Hannah to Madison, then back to me. Her voice broke. “Please,”
Madison kissed her neck, soft but unrelenting. “Please what?”
Jess gasped, her chest rising hard against Hannah’s hand under the shirt. “Please stop,”
Hannah smirked. “That’s not what your body’s saying.”
Jess whimpered, twisting weakly. “I can’t,”
Madison’s hand slid under the hem, two fingers slipping past the edge of her panties. Jess jerked like she’d been shocked, knees buckling. Madison caught her weight, pinning her against the rail.
Her head fell back, a cry spilling from her throat. “Madison, ”
“Good girl,” Madison whispered, her fingers moving slow, testing. “Knew you’d break.”
Jess’s hands clutched at the rail behind her, knuckles white. Her body pressed forward into Madison’s touch even as her head shook no.
“Don’t,” she whispered.
Hannah kissed her full on the mouth, swallowing the sound. Jess whimpered into it, her lips trembling, then opened, letting Hannah take her.
Madison’s grin widened against her neck. “There she is.”
Jess’s thighs parted just enough for Madison’s hand to slide deeper. Jess moaned into Hannah’s mouth, her whole body jerking against the rail.
I stepped closer, the heat of it rising sharp in my chest. Jess’s eyes flew open when she felt me near, glassy and wide, her voice breaking between Hannah’s lips.
“Ross,”
Hannah pulled back just enough to whisper against her mouth. “He’s watching. He sees what you are.”
Jess cried out, her hips rocking helplessly into Madison’s fingers. Her legs shook, her chest heaving, every muscle tight.
“Say it,” Madison demanded, curling inside her.
Jess gasped, her voice raw. “I, can’t, ”
Hannah kissed her hard again, her hand locking in Jess’s hair. Madison’s fingers moved faster, relentless. Jess’s body jolted, her nails scraping the rail, her cry muffled under Hannah’s mouth.
Her whole frame convulsed, thighs clamping down around Madison’s hand. She came hard against the rail, whimpering broken sounds into Hannah’s lips.
Madison’s fingers stayed inside her, stroking slow. “Knew it,” she whispered. “Knew you couldn’t resist.”
Jess sagged between them, chest heaving, sweat damp on her temples. Her eyes stayed on me, wet and wide, pleading for something she couldn’t even say.
Jess’s body sagged against the rail, her breath ragged, but Madison didn’t let up. Her fingers slid out slow, glistening, then pressed right back in, deeper. Jess gasped, jerking forward.
“Stop, ” she said, but her voice cracked, breaking into a moan.
Hannah kissed her again, harder, pulling her head back by the hair. Jess whimpered into it, her wrists trapped against the rail.
“She doesn’t want to stop,” Madison said, curling her fingers until Jess buckled. “She just wants us to make her admit it.”
Jess’s thighs trembled. “I can’t, I can’t,”
Hannah bit her lip, her teeth tugging until Jess groaned. “Yes, you can.”
Madison shoved her shirt higher, baring her stomach. She pressed her wet fingers flat against Jess’s skin, leaving a wet trail as she dragged them up to her breast. Jess’s nipple peaked instantly under the thin fabric.
“See?” Madison said, smirking at me over Jess’s shoulder. “Her body’s begging.”
Jess’s eyes snapped open at that, locking on me again. They were wide, desperate, shining. “Ross,”
I stayed where I was, heat coiling hard in my chest.
Hannah’s hand slid lower, tugging Jess’s shirt up until her breast spilled free. Jess yelped, twisting, but Hannah caught her nipple between two fingers, rolling it until her knees buckled.
“Jesus,” Jess gasped.
Madison pressed her mouth to Jess’s throat, sucking hard enough to leave red marks. Jess’s head fell back against the rail, her lips parting, a choked sound spilling out.
“Tell us to stop,” Hannah whispered against her ear.
Jess’s breath came sharp, chest heaving. She didn’t.
Madison’s hand slid back down, fingers pushing under her panties again. Jess cried out, her body jolting, her thighs clamping down too late. Madison grinned. “That’s it. Take it.”
Jess shook her head, frantic. “I, no, I can’t, ”
Hannah kissed her mouth again, cutting her off. Madison’s fingers moved faster, stroking her rough, deep. Jess whimpered into Hannah’s lips, her whole body thrashing against the rail.
Her eyes flicked to me one more time, wide, glassy, pleading, but she never said the word.
Her cry broke loose, raw and high, her thighs shaking around Madison’s hand as she came again, body convulsing helpless against both of them.
Hannah pulled back, licking Jess’s bottom lip. “Good girl.”
Madison’s grin widened, her fingers still inside her, stroking slow. “She’s ours now.”
Jess sagged, sweat damp on her chest, her hair stuck to her cheeks. She was trembling, her lips trembling with it, still staring at me over their shoulders.
Jess slumped between them, her body still twitching from aftershocks, sweat on her chest. Madison slid her fingers free, glistening, then shoved them into Jess’s mouth. Jess whimpered, sucking weakly, eyes never leaving mine.
That was enough.
I crossed the deck in three strides. Madison smirked as I came up behind her, but she didn’t move. Hannah held Jess pinned to the rail, her shirt twisted high, nipple bare, her chest rising hard against Hannah’s grip.
I caught Madison’s wrist and yanked it from Jess’s mouth. Jess gasped, lips wet, breath shuddering out.
“Ross, ” she whispered.
I spun Madison against the rail, pressing my chest into her back, forcing her to pin Jess even tighter. Jess’s wide eyes met mine, glassy, trembling.
“You’ve had your fun,” I said, low. My hand slid down Jess’s stomach, past Madison’s trapped fingers, pressing into the heat between her thighs. She jolted, a sharp cry breaking out.
“Jesus,” she gasped, her nails clawing at the rail.
Hannah laughed, her mouth at Jess’s ear. “Told you he’d come.”
Jess shook her head, frantic, but her hips snapped forward into my hand.
“You wanted me,” I said, pushing her panties aside.
Her voice cracked. “I didn’t, ”
“Say it,” I demanded, pressing two fingers into her, filling her slow.
Her head dropped back against the rail, a moan tearing loose before she could stop it. Her eyes squeezed shut, lips trembling.
“Say it,” I growled.
Her breath came ragged, chest heaving against Hannah’s grip. She shook her head once, weak, then gasped, “I, wanted you.”
Madison’s grin spread wide. Hannah’s laugh vibrated against her throat. “There it is.”
I shoved deeper, curling hard. Jess screamed, her body convulsing against my hand.
“Good girl,” I said, watching her break.
Hannah’s hand kept her breast pinched tight, Madison grinding her hips against Jess’s thigh, but Jess’s eyes stayed locked on me as she shattered again, her legs buckling, her whole body jerking against the rail.
I pulled my fingers out, sticky, and shoved them into her mouth. She sucked desperate, her tongue wrapping around them like she’d been starving for it.
“Mine,” I said.
Her eyes filled, wide and glassy, but she didn’t look away. She nodded, weak, lips closing tighter around my fingers.
Madison licked her lips, breath sharp. “Finally.”
Hannah smirked, her hand sliding lower on Jess’s stomach. “Now show her what that means.”
Jess’s back arched against the rail, her breath ragged, my fingers still wet from her mouth. Madison stepped aside just enough for me to press in close, my hips against hers.
“Ross, ” she gasped, her voice breaking.
I shoved her panties down to her thighs in one rough pull. She tried to twist, but Hannah held her wrists tight above the rail, her chest crushed against Jess’s shoulder.
“You wanted this,” I said, lining myself up.
Jess shook her head weak, eyes wide. “Not here, ”
I pushed anyway, slow at first, stretching her open around me. Her cry broke loud into the open air, her knees buckling as I sank deeper.
“Jesus, ” she gasped, head thrown back.
Madison laughed, crouching low to watch where I filled her. “Look at her take it.”
Jess’s nails clawed uselessly at the rail, her chest heaving against Hannah’s grip. “Please, ”
Hannah kissed her mouth hard, swallowing the sound. “Don’t fight it.”
I drove deeper, the rail rattling against the deck with each thrust. Jess moaned into Hannah’s lips, her whole body jerking against me. Her thighs clamped tight around my hips, but she didn’t push me out. She pulled me in.
“Good girl,” I muttered, my hand gripping her hip hard.
Madison slid her hand between us, rubbing her clit in fast circles. Jess screamed into Hannah’s mouth, her body snapping forward against me.
Her eyes flew open, locking on mine over Hannah’s shoulder. Wet, glassy, desperate. “Ross, ”
I slammed harder, her body convulsing, her moans breaking into sobs. Madison’s fingers moved faster, her grin sharp. “She’s going already.”
Jess shook in my arms, her legs trembling, her pussy clenching so tight it dragged me deeper. Her scream cut the morning air, raw and sharp, her climax spilling over Madison’s hand, soaking my cock.
“Fuck,” I groaned, holding her hips tight, grinding through her convulsions.
Hannah pulled back just long enough to murmur against her ear, “Told you you couldn’t resist.”
Jess sagged, limp, chest heaving, sweat shining down her stomach. I didn’t stop. I kept driving into her, relentless, the slap of our bodies echoing off the river.
“Say it again,” I demanded.
Her voice cracked, hoarse. “I, wanted you.”
Madison licked her fingers, eyes locked on Jess. “She’s ours now.”
Jess whimpered, her body still shaking, but her lips parted and she nodded weak. “Yours.”
I groaned, thrusting deeper, pounding the rail into the deck with every stroke.
Jess’s cries echoed off the water, her body jolting against each thrust. The rail rattled hard, her legs spread wide, panties tangled at her knees. I gripped her hips, driving deeper, her chest bouncing against Hannah’s hold.
“Ross, oh God, ” she gasped, voice breaking.
Hannah kissed her mouth, tongue pushing in, muffling the sound. Her free hand pinched Jess’s nipple until she arched hard against both of us.
Madison crouched low, watching my cock slam into her. Her grin was sharp, eyes bright. “She’s dripping down her legs.”
Jess whimpered, twisting weakly, but her hips kept snapping forward into me. Her thighs shook, her breath ragged.
“You can’t hide it,” Madison said, sliding her fingers across Jess’s clit again. “You love it.”
Jess’s scream tore free, raw and high. Her body convulsed, pussy clenching around me so tight I nearly lost it.
“Fuck, ” I growled, holding her steady as she shook apart.
Hannah laughed against her mouth, sucking her lower lip. “Good girl. Give it to us.”
Jess sagged, limp, her hair sticking damp to her cheeks. But Madison didn’t let up, her fingers rubbing faster, circling hard. Jess thrashed, her voice cracked. “Stop, please, I can’t, ”
Madison grinned, eyes on me. “She’s not done.”
Jess sobbed, her nails raking the rail, but her hips kept jerking into my cock. Her body betrayed every word.
“See?” Hannah murmured into her ear. “You want more.”
I slammed harder, the rail creaking under the force. Jess screamed again, her climax ripping through her, wetter this time, soaking us both.
Her knees buckled. Madison caught one thigh and pulled it wide, holding her open. “Don’t you dare close.”
Jess shook her head frantically, gasping. “I can’t, oh God, ”
Hannah kissed her again, messy and deep, while Madison slid two fingers inside her alongside me. Jess shrieked, body jolting, eyes flying wide.
“Too much, ” she sobbed, but her pussy clenched even harder, squeezing both of us.
“Take it,” Madison ordered, grinding her fingers deeper. “Take all of it.”
Jess wailed, her voice muffled under Hannah’s mouth, her body thrashing helplessly against the rail. Her climax exploded again, squirting across Madison’s hand, dripping down my thighs.
“Jesus,” I groaned, pounding through it, her body milking me hard.
Hannah pulled back just enough to bite Jess’s neck, her words sharp. “You’re ours now.”
Jess sobbed, her lips trembling, her voice hoarse. “Yours.”
Jess sagged against the rail, her chest heaving, sweat dripping down her stomach. I kept driving into her, but Hannah and Madison weren’t done.
Hannah dropped to her knees beside us, grabbing Jess’s other thigh and spreading her wide. “Don’t close,” she warned.
Jess whimpered, head shaking weakly. “Please, no more, ”
Madison kissed her hard, swallowing the words. Her tongue pushed deep, her hand holding Jess’s jaw tight.
Hannah leaned in low, her mouth closing over Jess’s clit. Jess screamed into Madison’s lips, her whole body jolting so hard the rail shook under us.
“Jesus,” I groaned, slamming deeper, her pussy clamping around me.
Jess thrashed, nails scraping the wood, but Hannah’s mouth was relentless, tongue flicking fast. Madison broke the kiss only to press her forehead against Jess’s, whispering, “Take it. You’re ours.”
Jess sobbed, her hips bucking helplessly between us. “I can’t, I can’t, ”
“Shut up and come,” Hannah muttered against her, sucking harder.
Jess’s scream ripped out, raw, her climax exploding again, squirting across Hannah’s face, drenching my cock. Hannah groaned, lapping it up, her tongue greedy.
“Fuck, she’s perfect,” Hannah gasped, licking her chin clean.
Madison shoved Jess’s shirt higher, baring both breasts, and bit down on one hard enough to make Jess cry out again. “Good girl. Keep breaking.”
Jess’s body convulsed, her moans breaking into ragged sobs, but her hips never stopped grinding into me. Her thighs clamped on Hannah’s head, holding her there.
I gripped her waist and pounded harder, the rail rattling against the deck. “Say it again.”
Her voice cracked, hoarse. “Yours, ”
Madison smirked, licking her nipple. “Louder.”
Jess screamed it this time, her voice echoing across the water. “YOURS!”
Hannah’s tongue worked faster, Madison’s teeth grazed her breast, and I slammed deeper until I felt her shatter again, soaking all of us.
Her legs gave out completely. Hannah and Madison held her upright against the rail as I fucked her through it, her head rolling, mouth open, breath torn into broken cries.
I couldn’t hold it anymore. With one last thrust I spilled inside her, grinding deep as her pussy clamped down around me, milking every drop.
Jess sobbed, trembling, her body collapsing forward against Hannah’s shoulder.
Hannah licked the wet shine off her own chin, grinning up at me. “Messy little thing.”
Madison kissed Jess’s slack mouth, sucking her lower lip until she moaned weakly. “She’s ruined for anyone else.”
Jess whimpered, too spent to answer, her body still twitching around me.
Jess’s legs buckled again, her weight slumping hard against the rail. I pulled out slow, cum spilling down her thighs. She whimpered, trembling, lips parted, too weak to stand.
Madison caught her under one arm. “She’s done.”
Hannah wiped her chin with the back of her hand, still grinning. “Not close.”
Jess shook her head, voice raw. “Please, no more.”
Madison kissed her temple, quick, rough. “You don’t get to decide.”
I tugged Jess’s panties back up just enough to cover her before lifting her off the rail. She sagged against my chest, her breath hot against my neck.
“Inside,” I said.
Madison smirked, holding the hatch open as I carried her in. Hannah followed, licking her fingers clean, beer bottle dangling from her other hand.
The cabin smelled of coffee and bacon still on the stove. Jess stirred weakly, her legs squeezing around me once, automatic, before falling slack again.
I set her on the bench at the galley table. She curled forward, arms around her stomach, hair hanging damp in her face.
Madison straddled the table edge in front of her, tugging Jess’s chin up. “Don’t hide. We want to see you.”
Jess’s eyes blinked open, glassy and red. She whispered, “I can’t keep up with you.”
Hannah slid onto the bench beside her, pressing their thighs together. “Then stop trying. Just let it happen.”
Jess shook her head, weak, but she didn’t pull away when Hannah’s hand slid onto her bare thigh.
Madison leaned forward, brushing Jess’s hair back from her face. “Look at me.”
Jess’s lips trembled. She lifted her eyes, slow.
“You’re ours now,” Madison said, steady.
Jess’s breath hitched, her shoulders shaking. “I don’t know if I can,”
“You already have,” Hannah cut in, her fingers squeezing Jess’s thigh.
I leaned against the rail, watching. Jess’s eyes darted to me, desperate again, as if waiting for rescue. I didn’t move.
Madison slid closer, her knees brushing Jess’s. “One more round. That’s all.”
Jess’s head shook fast. “I can’t.”
Madison smiled, soft but sharp. “Yes, you can. We’ll help you.”
Jess’s chest rose hard, a shaky exhale spilling from her lips. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, pleading. “Ross,”
I pushed off the rail, closing the space. Her gaze followed me, wide and trembling, until I stood right in front of her.
Jess pressed back into the bench, her knees tight together, arms still hugging herself. Her lips trembled as I stepped in close, my thighs brushing hers.
“Ross,” she whispered, shaking her head weak.
Madison spread Jess’s knees apart with one push, firm and steady. “Open.”
Jess gasped, grabbing at Madison’s wrists. “No, I can’t, ”
Hannah leaned in from the side, kissing Jess’s shoulder through the thin shirt. “You don’t have to think. Just feel.”
Jess whimpered, but her knees parted under Madison’s grip. Her panties were still damp, clinging to her skin.
I hooked my fingers in the waistband and tugged them down. Jess jolted, hands snapping to cover herself, but Madison caught her wrists again and pinned them flat to the table.
“Stop, please, ” Jess’s voice cracked.
Madison smirked. “Say stop like you mean it.”
Jess bit down on her lip, her eyes flying to mine. Her chest rose sharp, quick. “I, can’t.”
Hannah slid a hand up under Jess’s shirt, cupping her breast. Jess moaned, her head falling back against the wall.
“Good girl,” Hannah murmured, rolling her nipple between two fingers until it stiffened against her palm.
I shoved her panties the rest of the way off, spreading her thighs wide. Jess gasped, twisting against Madison’s hold, but her hips lifted into me when my cock pressed against her.
“Ross, ” she pleaded, voice broken.
I shoved in slow, stretching her again. Her cry tore out raw, her nails clawing at the table edge under Madison’s grip.
“Jesus, ” she gasped, her head snapping forward.
Madison kissed her mouth, hard, tongue pushing deep. Jess whimpered into it, hips rocking forward, taking me deeper.
Hannah’s hand rubbed hard circles on her clit. Jess screamed into Madison’s mouth, her body convulsing under both of us.
Her thighs clamped tight on my hips, her chest heaving against Hannah’s palm. “I can’t, oh God, I can’t, ”
Madison broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against her lips, “Yes you can. You’re ours.”
I drove harder, the table rattling against the floor. Jess’s cries rose higher, ragged, desperate. Her body convulsed again, soaking my cock, squirting across Hannah’s hand.
“Fuck,” Hannah groaned, licking her palm. “She’s dripping everywhere.”
Jess collapsed forward, hair falling in her face, breath tearing out in broken sobs. But she kept grinding against me, her body begging even as her voice begged the opposite.
“Say it again,” I demanded, gripping her hips.
Her voice cracked, hoarse. “Yours.”
Madison grinned, her tongue sliding against Jess’s lips. “Good girl.”
I slammed deeper, relentless, until she shattered again, her climax soaking the bench, her screams shaking the cabin walls.
Jess slumped against me, her body trembling, sweat dampening the shirt clinging to her chest. I pulled back slow, my cock sliding wet out of her. She whimpered, eyes wide and glassy.
“Up,” Madison ordered. She grabbed Jess under the arms and hauled her onto the table.
Jess gasped, hands scrambling for balance as Madison laid her flat on her back. Her hair spilled across the wood, her shirt bunched high under her chest, her thighs spread wide with no panties to cover her.
“Please,” Jess whispered, breath ragged. “No more, I can’t, ”
Hannah climbed onto the bench, leaning over her. She kissed Jess’s mouth, slow and deep, muffling the protest. Her hand slid under Jess’s shirt, tugging it higher until both breasts spilled free.
“Beautiful,” Hannah murmured, squeezing one hard. Jess moaned into her mouth, her back arching.
I dragged her closer to the edge of the table, lining up again. Her hips jolted, a desperate sound breaking free. “Ross. ”
I shoved in deep, one thrust burying myself inside her. Jess screamed, her nails clawing at the wood under her.
Madison leaned over her stomach, biting the soft skin just above her navel, her tongue dragging low. Jess bucked under her mouth, whimpering broken sounds.
Hannah pinched both nipples at once, twisting until Jess sobbed. “She’s perfect like this,” Hannah said, kissing her jaw, her lips wet with Jess’s breath.
I pounded harder, the table creaking with each thrust. Jess’s body shook under the assault, her thighs spread wide, pussy clenching hard around me.
“Jesus, ” she gasped, her voice breaking.
Madison slid lower, her mouth closing over Jess’s clit. Jess shrieked, her hips jerking off the table. Madison sucked hard, tongue flicking fast, timed with my thrusts.
Her cries ripped out, raw and high, echoing through the cabin. Her thighs clamped on my hips, but I shoved them wider, holding her open for Madison’s mouth.
“Fuck, ” Jess sobbed, her body convulsing. She came hard, squirting across Madison’s chin, soaking us both.
Madison pulled back just enough to grin, licking her lips. “Messy little thing.” She dove back down, relentless.
Jess thrashed, her head snapping side to side. “Stop, please, I can’t, ”
Hannah kissed her hard again, silencing the plea. “Yes you can,” she whispered against her lips.
I slammed deeper, pounding her through it, her pussy milking me tight. Her scream muffled into Hannah’s mouth, her body jerking helplessly as Madison worked her clit raw.
Her climax ripped through her again, squirting harder, drenching the table. Madison moaned into it, licking her clean.
I groaned, gripping Jess’s hips and slamming until I spilled deep inside her, grinding through her spasms.
Jess collapsed, limp, tears streaking her cheeks, her chest heaving.
Hannah kissed her wet lips, whispering, “Good girl. Ours.”
Jess lay sprawled on the table, chest heaving, sweat streaking down her stomach. Her eyes were glassy, half-closed, lips trembling with each shaky breath.
Madison licked her chin clean, then swung herself up onto the table. She straddled Jess’s chest, grinding down until Jess’s face was buried between her thighs.
Jess whimpered, shaking her head weakly. “No, please, ”
Madison grabbed her hair, forcing her still. “Open,” she demanded.
Jess gasped, mouth parting, and Madison ground down harder. A moan tore out of Madison’s throat. “Fuck, yes.”
Hannah caught Jess’s wrists and pinned them wide against the table. “No running now.”
Jess sobbed into Madison’s pussy, muffled, her body jerking under me as I shoved back inside her. Her cry vibrated straight into Madison, who gasped and rode harder.
“Good girl,” Madison groaned, rocking on her mouth.
Jess’s eyes squeezed shut, her chest heaving, but her hips rose to meet me with every thrust.
“See?” Hannah whispered in her ear, twisting her nipples rough. “You can’t stop even if you want to.”
Jess moaned into Madison, her body clenching around me. Her thighs trembled, her pussy soaking me with every thrust.
“Jesus,” I groaned, pounding harder, the table shaking under us.
Madison threw her head back, hair sticking to her sweaty shoulders. “She’s perfect, ” she gasped, grinding harder into Jess’s face.
Jess’s muffled scream vibrated against Madison, her body convulsing again. She squirted across the table, soaking my thighs, her climax ripping through her raw and hard.
“Fuck!” I shouted, gripping her hips as she spasmed around me.
Madison groaned, shuddering above her, riding Jess’s mouth until she broke too, her cries sharp and high. She ground down one last time before slumping forward, breath tearing out ragged.
Jess lay pinned under her, sobbing into Madison’s pussy, still trembling as I drove into her.
Hannah leaned down, kissing Jess’s wet lips through Madison’s juice. “Messy little thing,” she whispered. “You love it.”
Jess whimpered, her head shaking weakly, but her body clamped tight around me, dragging me deeper.
I slammed hard, the wood rattling, until I spilled again inside her, grinding through her spasms.
Jess convulsed, another climax ripping out of her, soaking Madison’s thighs.
Madison slid off slowly, her legs shaking, cum streaking down her skin. She kissed Jess’s mouth hard, smearing herself across her lips. “Ours,” she whispered.
Jess sobbed, weak, her chest heaving, but she didn’t deny it.
Jess lay flat on the table, hair plastered to her cheeks, her chest rising hard. Madison slid down beside her, kissing her neck, licking sweat from her collarbone.
“Don’t stop now,” Madison murmured. “She’s still shaking.”
Hannah climbed onto the table too, straddling Jess’s thighs. She leaned forward, pressing their breasts together, kissing her deep. Jess whimpered into it, muffled, her hands twitching weakly where Madison still pinned them.
“Open her wider,” Hannah said without looking.
Madison shoved Jess’s knees apart. I stepped between them, lining myself up again. Jess’s eyes flew open, wide and desperate, but she didn’t speak.
I shoved back inside her, one hard thrust. Her scream broke against Hannah’s mouth, her whole body jerking under the weight of all three of us.
“Jesus,” I groaned, gripping her hips, pounding into her.
Hannah ground her clit against Jess’s, the wet slap loud as she rocked with me, pinning Jess beneath both of us. Jess thrashed, her cry muffled by Hannah’s lips, her pussy clamping around me in sharp pulses.
“She’s losing it,” Madison gasped, sucking Jess’s nipple hard, her teeth grazing until Jess cried out again.
Jess’s body convulsed, her climax ripping through her, squirting across the table, soaking Hannah’s thighs. Hannah moaned into her mouth, grinding harder.
“Fuck, yes,” Hannah groaned, riding her rough, rubbing wetness against wetness.
Jess screamed, shaking, her body clenching me so tight I could barely move. I slammed deeper, grinding through it, spilling into her again.
Her whole body arched, back bowing off the table, every muscle straining. Then she collapsed, limp, sweat and cum dripping down her thighs, her breath tearing out ragged.
Hannah slumped onto her chest, kissing her jaw, whispering against her ear. “Ours.”
Madison pressed her mouth to Jess’s other ear. “Forever.”
Jess sobbed, eyes glassy, her lips trembling. She didn’t say no.
The cabin was quiet except for Jess’s ragged breaths and the soft creak of the table under her weight. Her body glistened with sweat, her thighs streaked with cum. She lay flat, eyes half-closed, chest heaving like she couldn’t catch enough air.
Hannah slid off slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, then kissed Jess’s damp forehead. “Breathe. You did good.”
Jess whimpered, turning her face away. Her lips trembled, her hair plastered to her cheek.
Madison smoothed a hand down Jess’s stomach, over the rise and fall of her ribs. “Look at her. She’s ruined.” She bent and kissed her nipple, light this time, no bite. Jess flinched, a soft sound escaping, but she didn’t push her away.
I stepped back, pulling myself out, watching my cum drip down her swollen lips. Jess groaned, closing her thighs tight, but Madison pried them apart again.
“Let her close,” Hannah said softly.
Madison’s eyes flicked up at her, then back at Jess. She finally let go, sliding her hand up to stroke Jess’s cheek instead. “Fine. For now.”
Jess blinked slowly, eyes glassy. Her voice was barely a whisper. “I can’t take more.”
Hannah stroked her hair back, gentle. “You don’t have to. Not yet.”
Jess’s gaze drifted to me, desperate, pleading. I brushed a thumb across her jaw, wiping the sweat from her skin. She leaned into it weakly, like she couldn’t stop herself.
“We should let her rest,” Hannah said, kissing her temple again.
Madison leaned down, her lips close to Jess’s ear. “But not for long.”
Jess whimpered, eyes closing, her body trembling under their hands.
I tugged her shirt back down to cover her chest, then lifted her off the table. She curled against me, light as a bundle, her arms slipping around my neck.
The cabin smelled of sweat, sex, and river air, the galley a mess, the table smeared. I carried her toward the berth below.
Jess buried her face in my chest, whispering so soft I almost didn’t catch it. “Please don’t let them, ”
Madison’s voice cut in from behind, sharp and playful. “Don’t let us what?”
Jess stiffened in my arms, but I didn’t answer. I carried her down the steps, laying her gently on the berth. Her body curled tight, hands pulling the sheet up over her.
Hannah leaned against the doorframe, watching with a faint smile. Madison stood just behind her, eyes still hungry.
“Rest,” Hannah said. “We’ll be here when you wake up.”
Jess shut her eyes tight, her lips trembling.
Jess curled on her side, the sheet pulled up tight under her chin. Her shoulders still trembled with every breath. I sat on the edge of the berth, brushing damp hair back from her cheek.
“You’re safe now,” I said quietly.
Her eyes fluttered open, red-rimmed, glassy. “You should’ve stopped them.”
I stroked her jaw, my thumb tracing the line of her lips. “You didn’t really want me to.”
Her breath caught, a sharp hitch in her chest. She shook her head weakly. “I don’t know what I want anymore.”
“You want me,” I said, steady.
Her lips parted, no words coming out. Her eyes glistened, searching mine.
I bent down and kissed her softly, just a brush. She gasped, her body tensing, then melted against me, kissing back slow. A tear slipped down her cheek.
From the stairwell, whispers drifted down. Hannah’s voice first. “She’s breaking.”
Madison chuckled low. “She’s ours. Just needs time.”
Jess stiffened under me, hearing it too. She buried her face against my chest, muffling a sob.
“They’ll never let me go,” she whispered.
I held her tighter. “Do you want me to?”
Her nails dug into my arm, her voice shaking. “No.”
Above us, footsteps creaked. Madison laughed again, sharper this time. “Tomorrow, she won’t fight at all.”
Hannah murmured back, softer but certain. “We’ll make sure of it.”
Jess clutched me harder, trembling. I kissed her hair, the salt of sweat and tears strong against my lips.
“You don’t have to be afraid,” I said.
She pulled back just enough to look at me, her eyes wide, pleading. “Promise?”
I nodded once. “Promise.”
Her body finally loosened, just a little. She curled against me again, eyes fluttering shut, her breath slowing.
Above, the floor creaked again, the sound of the girls moving back toward the galley. Their voices faded, but Jess kept clinging to me like she knew they’d be back.
Jess’s breathing evened out against my chest, soft and shallow. Her fists were still knotted in my shirt, but her weight had gone slack. I brushed a thumb under her eye, wiping away the last wet trace of a tear.
She was asleep.
I stayed there a long moment, listening to the faint creak of footsteps above. Then Hannah’s voice carried through the thin ceiling.
“She’s slipping. You saw it.”
Madison’s laugh followed, low and certain. “She begged for it. And she’ll beg again.”
“Ross is the only thing slowing her down,” Hannah said.
Madison’s tone sharpened. “Then we use him.”
I stroked Jess’s hair, feeling her tense even in sleep, her breath hitching like she still heard them.
Upstairs, the girls moved around the galley, the clink of glasses, the scrape of the chair.
“She can’t hide behind him forever,” Madison said. “Next time, we pin them both.”
Hannah hummed, thoughtful. “She’ll pretend to resist, but her body won’t. She never does.”
“She’s ours,” Madison finished, voice steady, unshakable.
The sound of liquid pouring, the sharp fizz of a beer opening. Hannah’s laugh rang out, lighter now, but still edged.
“She’ll fight harder tomorrow,” Hannah said. “I like it when she fights.”
Madison clinked her bottle against Hannah’s. “And I like it when she loses.”
Their laughter filled the cabin.
I looked down at Jess, her face pressed into my chest, her lips parted, her breath slow. She stirred faintly, as if even in dreams she knew what was waiting.
I kissed the crown of her head, whispering so quiet only I could hear it. “Sleep while you can.”
I woke to the soft shift of weight beside me. Jess stirred against my chest, her arms tightening for a second before she blinked awake.
The berth was pale with morning light leaking through the porthole. She rubbed her eyes, then looked up at me, her voice rough. “You stayed.”
“I said I would.”
For the first time, she almost smiled. It was small, shaky, but it was there.
Then the floor creaked above. Laughter. Two voices.
Jess froze. Her body went rigid in my arms.
The hatch banged open, sunlight cutting across the berth as Hannah leaned down the steps, her hair loose, her tank top hanging off one shoulder. She grinned when her eyes found Jess curled against me.
“Rise and shine,” she said. “We’ve been waiting.”
Jess buried her face into my chest, whispering, “No,”
Madison pushed in behind Hannah, holding two mugs of coffee. She set them on the rail, her eyes never leaving Jess. “Thought you’d try to hide down here.”
“We weren’t hiding,” I said.
Madison smirked. “Call it what you want. She still belongs to us.”
Jess whimpered, her nails digging into me.
Hannah stepped down a rung, her smile widening. “Breakfast can wait. We’ve got something better in mind.”
Jess shook her head frantically, whispering, “Please, not again,”
Madison picked up one mug, sipping slow. “Oh, it’s not a question, sweetheart.”
Hannah’s eyes cut to me. “You coming, or are you going to watch again?”
The air was thick, Jess trembling hard against me, the girls framed in the hatch with sunlight at their backs.
I held Jess tighter, her pulse hammering under my hand. Madison and Hannah waited, grinning like they already knew the answer.
And that’s where it hung, Jess cornered, me caught between her and them, the next move inevitable.
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The dock lights glowed yellow against the water as I tied off the stern line and shut the motor off. The river was quiet, only the slap of waves against the pilings. Madison jumped down first, her legs bare under a short skirt that swung when she landed. She spun once on the boards, her grin wide.
“Finally off the boat,” she said. “I need a drink that isn’t warm beer.”
Hannah followed, her tank tucked tight into cutoffs, straps sliding off her shoulders. She tossed her hair back and looked up at the row of neon signs over the marina bar. “Looks open.”
Jess came last, slower, her sundress brushing her knees, the straps thin against her skin. She tugged the hem down when a breeze lifted it, eyes darting between the three of us. I caught her hand before she could retreat.
“You’ll be fine,” I told her.
Her pulse beat quick under my fingers, but she didn’t pull away.
The bar was crowded, music thumping low, bodies pressed close. Madison cut straight to the counter, leaning over it, her skirt rising high up the back of her legs as she waved down the bartender. Hannah slid onto a stool, legs crossing, her eyes roaming the room like she was already picking her next game.
Jess stuck close at my side. I felt the heat of her arm through the thin cotton of her dress. She whispered, “I don’t go to places like this.”
I bent close, my lips brushing her ear. “You’ll be fine.”
Her breath hitched, but she didn’t argue.
Madison came back with shots balanced in both hands, the liquid sloshing close to the rim. She shoved one at Jess first. “Drink up. We’ll need it.” They glanced knowingly at each other.
Jess shook her head. “No, ”
Madison tipped the glass anyway, catching her chin with two fingers. The liquor splashed against Jess’s lips before she could turn away. Jess coughed, swallowing half, glaring at her.
“See?” Madison laughed. “You’ll live.”
Hannah leaned across the table, brushing Jess’s knee with hers. “You look good in that dress.”
Jess flushed, tugging at the hem again. “It’s too short.”
“But that’s perfect,” Hannah said.
I slid my hand onto Jess’s thigh under the table, just above her knee. Her body jerked at the touch, but she didn’t push me off. I pressed higher, feeling her tense, then loosen as my thumb brushed small circles on her skin.
She leaned closer, her voice barely audible over the music. “They’re watching.”
“I know,” I said. My fingers slipped further, sliding the fabric higher on her leg.
Her eyes darted to Madison, who smirked into her drink, and to Hannah, who was already leaning in, eyes fixed on my hand. Jess shivered, her breath uneven, her legs pressing tighter together even as she shifted just enough for me to move higher.
“You want me to stop?” I asked.
Her lips parted, a soft sound escaping, but no word followed.
Madison set her glass down hard on the table, the noise sharp. “Pretty sure she doesn’t.”
Jess’s eyes flew to mine, pleading. I pressed my palm higher between her thighs, feeling the heat of her through the thin cotton.
Her whisper broke. “Ross”
I kissed her ear, my voice steady. “I’ll stop,” I said.
Jess’s legs tightened around my hand, but she didn’t move it away. Hannah tipped her glass back, swallowing slow, then set it down with a clink. “This music is terrible,” she said, glancing toward the speakers in the corner. “Feels like someone’s uncle made the playlist.”
Madison laughed, her hair brushing her cheek as she leaned forward. “It’s a dive bar on a dock. What did you expect? Jazz?”
Jess tried to focus on them, her voice small. “It sounds fine to me.”
I slid my hand further up her thigh, fingers brushing the edge of her panties under the dress. She sucked in a breath, her words stalling.
Madison grinned. “See? Even she agrees with me. Worst playlist on the river.”
Jess blinked hard, shaking her head, trying to catch the thread of the talk. “No, I just,  I wasn’t listening.”
“Because of him,” Hannah teased, nodding at my hand under the table. Her foot brushed against Jess’s calf, deliberate. “You’re distracted.”
Jess shifted, her chair scraping faint against the wood floor. “Stop saying everything out loud.”
Madison twirled the empty shot glass between her fingers. “Fine. Let’s talk about something else. You ever been to this place before, Ross?”
“Couple of times,” I said, my thumb stroking across the damp fabric where Jess was already hot against me. “Usually quieter earlier in the evening.”
Hannah leaned her chin on her hand. “So you bring girls like Jess here often?”
Jess’s eyes cut to me fast, sharp.
I pressed my mouth to her ear, my voice low. “Not like Jess.”
Her body shivered against my fingers, her breath catching.
Madison stretched, her skirt riding high as she reached for another napkin. All four of us talked about doing this when we got there. Jess never did say not to.“They’ve got good fries. Greasy, but the kind you want after a few beers.”
Jess’s lips trembled as she tried to follow. “Fries?”
“Yeah,” Madison said, smirking. “You should order some. Something in your stomach might help with that shot I forced down you.”
“I’m not hungry,” Jess whispered, though her thighs parted the smallest bit, letting my hand slide higher.
Hannah drummed her nails against the wood, then pointed at the chalkboard menu hanging over the bar. “They’ve got onion rings too. Those look decent.”
Jess gripped the edge of the table, her knuckles white. She forced her eyes toward the board. “I don’t even like onions.”
“Blasphemy,” Hannah said, grinning.
Madison leaned closer, her voice playful. “Then just eat the batter and give us the onion.”
Jess’s laugh broke loose, shaky but real, before she clamped her lips shut again when my fingers slid under her panties. She turned into my shoulder, her breath sharp.
“You’re okay,” I whispered, pressing steady against her heat.
She shook her head, voice trembling. “You’re insane, all of you.”
“Maybe,” Madison said, sipping from her glass again. “But at least we’re fun.”
Jess let out another shaky breath, caught between their banter and my touch, her nails dragging faint lines across my arm under the table as if she didn’t know whether to push me away or pull me deeper.
The waitress leaned across with a pad, hair tied back, apron stained. Madison didn’t even ask the table, she rattled off, “Fries, onion rings, wings. Extra napkins.” She slid the menu back with a flick of her wrist.
Hannah lifted her glass toward Jess. “Water for her too.”
Jess shot her a look. “I can order for myself.”
“Then order,” Hannah said, amused.
Jess hesitated, then muttered, “Just water.”
The waitress scribbled and walked off. I shifted my chair closer, my thigh pressed against Jess’s, my hand still hidden under the table. Her body tightened, but she didn’t shove me away.
Madison leaned her elbows onto the wood. “So, Ross, you still thinking about selling the boat? Or are you finally admitting you love it too much?”
“Depends on the day,” I said, sliding my fingers higher, brushing the soft edge of Jess’s panties aside. Her breath caught, sharp. “Maintenance is a bitch.”
“Don’t talk about him like that,” Hannah said with a grin, sipping her drink.
Jess nearly choked on a laugh, then pressed her lips together quick.
“You should keep it,” Madison said. “We need weekends on the water. Dock bars like this. Late nights.”
Jess leaned in, her whisper shaking. “You can’t just, touch me like this in public.”
I kissed her temple, my voice low enough only she heard. “No one’s looking.”
Her thighs pressed together, trapping my hand there, but she didn’t push me out.
The waitress returned with drinks, the thud of a pitcher of water, clatter of glasses. Madison poured quick, sliding one toward Jess. “Here. Drink.”
Jess grabbed it with both hands, swallowing like she’d been parched, eyes squeezed shut.
“You’ll thank me when the food comes,” Madison said, grinning.
Hannah tilted her head, watching Jess drink. “She’s flushed already.”
Jess slammed the empty glass down harder than she meant, water dripping down the side. “Because it’s hot in here.”
“It’s not,” Madison said, licking salt off her finger from the rim of her own glass.
Jess tugged the hem of her dress lower, her face burning, her thighs trembling against my hand. I pressed deeper, two fingers sliding against her, slow and deliberate. She gripped the edge of the table, her nails digging into the wood.
Madison smirked. “So, Hannah, what’s the verdict on the onion rings? You think they’ll be greasy enough?”
“They better be,” Hannah said. She leaned forward, her hair spilling across the table, voice light. “Last time I had decent ones was that fair in Bozeman.”
Jess’s voice broke out, too loud. “I don’t even like fairs.”
All three of us looked at her. She froze, eyes wide, lips trembling.
Madison’s grin widened. “Nobody asked you, sweetheart.”
Jess shook her head fast, her voice dropping back down. “Then don’t.”
I stroked her again, firmer, and her whole body jolted against me, her breath spilling quick through her parted lips. The chatter at the table rolled on, but she was barely holding herself together.
The plates landed with a thud, the smell of fried oil cutting through the haze of beer and perfume. Wings stacked high, fries spilling over, onion rings dripping grease. Madison pulled the basket close, tearing one open with her fingers, the steam curling up.
“Perfect,” she said, blowing on it before biting.
Hannah dragged the plate of fries toward her, shaking salt over the pile. “Finally. I thought we were going to starve.” She popped one in her mouth, chewing slow, then glanced at Jess with a grin. “Hungry yet?”
Jess shook her head, clutching her glass of water like a lifeline. “Not really.”
My fingers slid deeper, parting her folds under the thin cotton. Her thighs clenched hard, but she couldn’t stop the low sound that caught in her throat. She ducked her head, hair falling forward to hide her face.
Madison licked her fingers clean, watching her. Then she looked across at Hannah, the two of them trading a smile like they’d both just scored a point.
Jess caught it, her voice sharper now. “Stop looking at each other like that.”
“Like what?” Hannah asked, innocent.
“You know what,” Jess muttered.
Madison smirked, reaching for another onion ring. “Maybe we just like the food.”
Jess squeezed my arm under the table, her nails digging in, a desperate warning. I pressed my fingers firmer inside her, steady and slow. She bit down on her lip, her whole body shivering against me.
Hannah dipped a fry into ranch, chewing thoughtfully before speaking. “You ever think about leaving the river and heading west? California maybe?”
“Too crowded,” I said. My hand curled deeper, Jess jerking at the motion. “But maybe someday.”
Jess gripped the edge of the table, trying to keep steady. “You, sound like you’ve already thought about it.”
“I have,” I admitted, kissing her shoulder quick. “But I like the water better than freeways.”
Madison leaned in, grease on her chin as she chewed. “He’s right. You’d hate California traffic, Jess. You’d lose your mind.”
Jess let out a broken laugh, shaking her head. “You don’t know me.”
“Oh, we do,” Hannah said, her eyes sliding to me before flicking back to Jess. That grin again, shared, slow, certain.
Jess saw it, her face burning hot. “You’re awful.”
“Maybe,” Madison said, sucking salt off her thumb. “But look at you.”
Jess’s breath came quick, shallow, her thighs trembling against my hand. She tried to drink more water, but it spilled down her chin, sliding over the front of her dress.
Hannah leaned across with a napkin, brushing it against Jess’s chest, her touch deliberate, lingering longer than it needed to. “Messy,” she murmured.
Jess froze, her eyes darting between them. Both girls were grinning now, wide, satisfied, like they’d rehearsed this.
I pressed harder inside her, and her head dropped back, her breath tearing out in one sharp gasp.
Jess shifted in her chair, her thigh pressed tight to mine, her body taut under my hand. She tried to steady herself by reaching for a fry, but her fingers trembled so hard it slipped back onto the plate.
Madison caught it, grinning as she scooped it up instead. “Wasting food now? Tragic.” She bit into it slow, licking salt off her lips.
Hannah leaned back, stretching, her tank riding up to show a strip of stomach. “So, Ross, what’s the furthest you’ve ever sailed her downstream? Past St. Louis?”
I curled my fingers inside Jess, my voice even. “Made it almost to Memphis once. Week-long trip.”
Jess jerked beside me, her nails digging into the table edge. She forced her voice steady. “That’s that’s a long way.”
Madison raised a brow. “You wouldn’t last. No cell service half the time.”
Jess shot her a look, but her cheeks were flaming. “I could.”
“You’d fold by day two,” Hannah teased, dipping an onion ring in sauce. She leaned across Jess to hand it to me, her breast brushing Jess’s arm. I took it, biting slow, my hand never easing under the table.
Jess let out a shaky breath, turning her face toward her glass. “You’re ridiculous.”
Madison popped a wing bone into her mouth, pulling it clean. She leaned back, wiping her fingers on a napkin, then glanced at Hannah. Another grin passed between them, quick, sharp.
Jess saw it. “Stop doing that.”
“Doing what?” Madison asked, all mock-innocence.
“You know,” Jess whispered.
Hannah smirked. “We’re just enjoying dinner.”
Jess pressed her thighs tighter together, trapping my hand but not pushing it out. Her breath caught again when I curled deeper, her knuckles white on the table edge.
The waitress swung by, dropping more napkins and asking if we needed another round. Madison ordered another pitcher without looking at us. Hannah slid a fry across the plate toward Jess. “Eat. You’ll feel better.”
Jess shook her head fast, her voice thin. “I can’t.”
Madison leaned her chin on her hand, studying her. “She’s flushed. Look at her cheeks.”
Jess glared, but her face was red, sweat shining faint at her temple. She reached for her water again, spilling some on her dress when my fingers pressed harder. Her gasp was sharp, too quick, and she covered it with a cough.
Hannah handed her another napkin, brushing it across her chest slow. “Messy again.”
Jess shoved it away, eyes darting between them. “You’re both impossible.”
Madison smirked, licking grease from her thumb. “And you’re still here.”
Jess froze at that, her lips parting. Her legs trembled against mine, but she didn’t move away.
Jess tried again to eat, grabbing at a wing with both hands. Grease smeared her fingers, the meat slipping. She set it back down untouched, her breath shallow.
Madison watched, smirking. “You’re terrible at this.” She reached across, tore the wing apart, and held a piece out. “Open.”
Jess shook her head hard. “I said I’m not hungry.”
“You’re starving,” Madison said, brushing it against her lips. Jess turned away, cheeks blazing.
Hannah laughed, low, sipping her beer. “She’ll give in when she’s ready.” She shot Madison that quick grin again, both of them chewing slow like they had all the time in the world.
Jess slammed her glass down, too loud. A couple at the next table glanced over. She shrank back quick, whispering, “Don’t make a scene.”
“You’re the one making it,” Madison teased, popping the wing in her own mouth instead.
I slid my thumb harder against her clit under the table. Jess’s body jerked, her breath spilling out sharp. She covered it by coughing again, grabbing a napkin with shaky fingers.
Hannah leaned her chin on her hand, eyes steady on Jess. “So what’d you study in school again? English?”
Jess blinked fast, trying to find her voice. “Yes.”
“Figures,” Hannah said. “You’ve got that bookish thing going.”
Madison snorted. “She’s not bookish. She’s, ” she broke off, biting into a fry, her grin wide. “Never mind.”
Jess glared, flustered. “Say it.”
“Nope,” Madison said, licking salt from her lips. She and Hannah exchanged another look, both laughing quiet.
Jess groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “You’re awful.”
I pressed deeper, steady and slow. Her shoulders stiffened, her breath breaking through her fingers.
Hannah reached across the table, pulling Jess’s hands down. “Don’t hide. We like seeing you.”
Jess yanked free, but her arms trembled. “You’re enjoying this too much.”
“Exactly,” Madison said, grinning at Hannah again.
The plates were half-empty now, crumbs and bones scattered, but Jess hadn’t eaten a bite. She sat rigid, her thighs trembling under my hand, her chest rising sharp with each breath.
I leaned close to her ear. “You want to go?”
She shook her head quick, whispering, “I can’t stand up right now.”
Madison caught that, her smirk widening. Hannah tilted her head, eyes bright. They didn’t say a word, just that same silent grin between them, like they’d been waiting all night for this moment.
Jess’s breath hitched hard. “Stop looking at each other like that.”
Neither of them did.
The check landed on the table with a slap. Madison snatched it up before I could reach, sliding her card across. “My treat. You’ll owe me later.”
Jess shot her a look. “I didn’t even eat.”
“Doesn’t matter,” Madison said, smirking as she signed the slip.
Hannah leaned over, gathering her hair into a loose knot. “Let’s walk the pier before heading back. Cool air will help.” She glanced at Jess, eyes lingering. “You look flushed.”
Jess stood too quick, her chair scraping. She grabbed her bag and clutched it like a shield. “I’m fine.”
I slid an arm around her waist as we moved toward the door. Her body leaned into me without meaning to, her thighs trembling against mine, dress clinging where she was still wet under it.
The night air hit us, cooler, carrying the smell of the river and fried oil from the bar’s vent. Neon flickered across the wet boards. Madison walked ahead, her skirt swaying, Hannah close behind her. Both glanced back, catching the sight of Jess pressed into me. They grinned at each other again, silent and certain.
Jess noticed. “Stop that.”
“Stop what?” Hannah asked, her grin never fading.
“You know,” Jess muttered, cheeks burning in the glow of the dock lights.
Madison slowed, waiting for us to catch up. She slipped an arm through Jess’s free one, tugging her from my side. “You walk with me.”
Jess stiffened. “I don’t want to.”
“Too bad,” Madison said lightly, steering her down the pier. Jess stumbled, her legs shaky, the boards clattering under her bare sandals.
Hannah moved to my other side, her voice low, meant only for me. “She’s buzzing, isn’t she?”
“Barely holding it,” I said.
Jess heard, twisting to glare at both of us. “Don’t talk about me like I’m not here.”
Madison gave her arm a squeeze. “Then prove you’re fine.”
Jess’s lips parted, but no sound came. She walked faster instead, pulling us all down the pier.
At the far end, the water slapped against the pilings, black and shiny under the lights. Jess broke free, gripping the rail with both hands, leaning out like she needed the air. Her shoulders rose and fell sharp, her hair falling forward in a curtain.
Hannah leaned on the rail beside her, casual, her elbow brushing Jess’s arm. “Told you the night air would help.”
Madison stayed behind her, eyes on me, that same knowing grin playing at the corner of her mouth. She didn’t have to say anything, the look was enough.
Jess clutched the rail tighter, whispering, “You’re both enjoying this too much.”
Madison stepped close, her voice low. “So are you.”
Jess shook her head, but her body trembled hard against the rail.
Jess leaned over the rail, knuckles white against the damp wood. Her breath came quick, chest rising sharp under the thin dress. The water slapped dark below, the neon bar sign bleeding red across her skin.
Madison came up behind her, close enough that her skirt brushed Jess’s thigh. “You’re shaking.”
Jess snapped, voice rough. “Because I’m cold.”
“You’re not,” Madison said, her hand slipping onto Jess’s hip. “You’re burning.”
Jess shoved at her wrist, but weak, no force behind it. “Leave me alone.”
Hannah stepped to Jess’s other side, resting her chin in her hand against the rail like she was just watching the river. Her elbow brushed Jess’s arm. “You hate being touched in public, don’t you?”
Jess turned her head fast, glaring. “Yes.”
“Funny,” Hannah said, her lips curving, “because you’re not moving away.”
Jess froze at that, her throat working.
I came up close, sliding behind Jess, my chest against her back. My hand caught the rail beside hers, trapping her between us. She stiffened hard.
“Ross,” she whispered, almost broken.
“Breathe,” I told her, pressing steady into her hip. “You’re fine.”
Madison leaned in close enough to kiss her shoulder, voice soft. “She looks perfect like this.”
Jess twisted her face away, hair whipping across her cheek. “Stop saying things about me like I’m not here.”
“Then talk back,” Madison teased.
Jess gripped the rail harder, her whole body trembling against me. “You’re impossible.”
Hannah’s fingers slid lightly down Jess’s arm, just a brush. “And you’re still standing here.” She met Madison’s eyes over Jess’s shoulder. Another grin.
Jess saw it, her breath hitching. “Stop that. Both of you.”
Madison only laughed, low. “Can’t help it.”
I kissed Jess’s neck quick, tasting the salt of her skin. Her body jolted, her lips parting in a sharp breath she couldn’t hold back.
She whispered, desperate, “We should go back.”
Hannah leaned on the rail again, her voice casual. “The boat’s not far. You’ll make it.”
Jess turned her head to glare at her, cheeks burning. “I don’t need your permission.”
Madison’s hand slid lower on her hip, fingers brushing the hem of her dress. “Then show us.”
Jess shoved off the rail fast, twisting away from all three of us. Her chest heaved, her eyes glassy in the glow of the dock lights. “I said we should go.”
She strode down the pier toward the boat, sandals slapping the boards.
Madison and Hannah exchanged another grin behind her back.
I followed, my pulse pounding.
Jess’s pace was quick at first, sandals slapping the boards. But halfway down the pier she slowed, glancing back at me over her shoulder. Her lips parted, breath sharp, then she smiled, small at first, then wider, almost wild.
I caught up, sliding my hand to the small of her back. She leaned into it instantly, her body hot under the thin dress.
“You’re grinning,” I said.
“Shut up,” she whispered, though the curve of her mouth only deepened. Her hand caught mine, dragging it lower to her hip, holding it there.
Madison and Hannah trailed behind, laughing low between themselves. Jess ignored them now, her eyes locked on me. She tugged at my wrist again, pressing my palm flat against her stomach through the fabric.
“You can’t stop, can you?” I asked.
Her voice broke, raw. “I don’t want to.”
Her fingers slipped into mine, guiding me lower. She gasped when I brushed between her thighs, but she didn’t let go. She was pulling me with her, desperate, her dress clinging damp where she’d soaked through.
“Jesus, Jess,” I muttered.
She nearly doubled over, clutching my arm with both hands now, her forehead pressing into my shoulder as she walked. “I need it,” she whispered, frantic. “Please.”
Behind us, Hannah’s voice carried, playful. “Knew she’d crack.”
Madison chuckled. “Took long enough.”
Jess groaned, shaking her head against me, but she never loosened her grip. She pressed my hand harder between her legs, nearly stumbling as we kept moving. Her breath came fast, her thighs trembling, her nails biting into my skin.
The boat came into view, rocking soft at the dock. Jess clung tighter, her words spilling quick and broken. “Hurry. I can’t wait.”
Madison jogged ahead, skipping down onto the stern, tossing the line free. Hannah climbed after her, laughing, already pulling the hatch open.
Jess yanked me forward, almost dragging me. Her grin was fevered now, her eyes glassy with need. She pressed herself against me, grinding her hips into my hand, nearly begging.
“I’m dying,” she whispered. “Please, Ross, now.”
Her lips crashed into mine before I could answer, wet and hard, her tongue pushing in like she couldn’t hold back another second.
Madison’s laugh echoed across the deck. “About time.”
Jess didn’t care anymore. She clung to me, pulling, grinding, desperate, her grin breaking into gasps against my mouth.
The cabin lights were dim when we stepped down the hatch, the air thick with leftover heat from the day. Madison dropped onto the bench, legs spread, watching with a lazy grin. Hannah leaned against the table, arms crossed under her chest, her eyes bright.
Jess didn’t even look at them. She clung to me, fingers knotted in my shirt, pulling me down the narrow steps. Her breath came ragged, chest heaving against me.
“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Ross, I can’t hold it.”
I pinned her against the galley wall, my hand sliding up under her dress. She gasped, her head falling back, her nails scraping down my arms.
“You sure?” I asked, pressing steady against her heat.
She nodded frantically, eyes wet, mouth trembling. “I need it. I need you.”
Madison laughed low, licking grease from her thumb. “She’s begging now.”
Jess’s eyes flicked to her, panic flashing. She turned back to me fast, clutching harder. “Don’t let them, just you. Please.”
I kissed her hard, swallowing the plea. She moaned into my mouth, tears spilling at the corners of her eyes, her body grinding against my hand.
Hannah pushed off the table, circling closer. “She says just you, but look at her. She’s shaking for all of it.”
Jess whimpered, shaking her head fast. “No, no, just him.”
Madison stood, coming up slow, her smirk sharp. “She can’t even keep her story straight.”
Jess cried out, desperate, hiding her face in my chest. “Ross, please, I’m dying.”
I cupped her jaw, forcing her to look at me. Her eyes glistened, wet and wild.
“Say it,” I told her.
Her lips trembled, her breath catching. “I want you.”
Madison stepped closer, brushing Jess’s shoulder with her hand. “She wants everything.”
Jess twisted, pressing tighter against me, sobbing once, the sound breaking raw. “Please, Ross. Don’t let them take me again. Please.”
I shoved my hand under her panties, two fingers sinking deep. Her cry tore out sharp, her whole body convulsing against the wall.
Madison laughed, heat in her voice. “And there it is.”
Hannah’s hand slid across Jess’s thigh, stroking light. “She can’t fight it.”
Jess sobbed, her nails biting into me. “Don’t, don’t let go.”
I pressed harder inside her, my thumb circling until her knees buckled. She gasped, voice hoarse, nearly broken. “I can’t, oh God, I can’t, ”
I kissed her ear, steady. “Then give in.”
Her cry ripped out, raw and wet, her body clenching around my hand, her tears streaking hot against my cheek.
Jess sagged against the galley wall, her breath ragged, sweat streaking down her temples. My hand slid free, wet, and she whimpered at the loss, clutching at my shirt like she couldn’t stand the space.
“Not yet,” I whispered, kissing her jaw.
She shook her head fast, tears shining. “Please don’t stop. I need it.”
Madison leaned against the table, arms folded, her grin sharp. “Listen to her beg.”
Hannah came up behind me, close enough that I felt her breath on my shoulder. “She’s trembling all over.”
Jess buried her face in my chest, sobbing once. “Please, Ross, don’t make me wait.”
I hooked her panties down with one hand, tugging them to her knees. The fabric clung damp to her thighs before sliding loose. She gasped when the air hit her bare, her body jerking against me.
I pressed my cock against her, heavy and hard, just the head nudging between her folds. She moaned, the sound breaking sharp, her knees buckling.
“Jesus,” she whispered.
I didn’t push in. I dragged slow along her slit, up and down, spreading her open. Wet heat coated me instantly, the sound faint and obscene. She clutched me tighter, her nails biting my back through my shirt.
“Please,” she begged, her voice hoarse. “Ross, I can’t take it.”
I teased her again, rubbing the head right against her clit until her whole body convulsed. She cried out, a sob catching in her throat.
Hannah’s laugh was low, satisfied. “Look at her. She’s losing it already.”
Jess shook her head frantically, pressing harder against me, trying to force me inside. I held her pinned.
“Not yet,” I said.
Her voice broke into a cry. “Please don’t do this to me. I need you inside. Please.”
I circled again, sliding down, pressing the head just at her entrance. She gasped, her whole body shuddering, thighs clamping tight.
Madison stepped closer, licking her lips as she watched. “She’s soaking him. She’s ready.”
Jess sobbed, her lips trembling. “I’m ready, I swear I am.”
I rocked the head against her, shallow, just barely stretching her open. Her cry was sharp, her hips snapping forward, trying to take more.
“Say it,” I told her, holding still.
Her eyes flew to mine, wet and wide. “I want you.”
“Say it again.”
She trembled, clutching me so tight her knuckles whitened. “I want you. I need you. Please, Ross. Please.”
Her tears spilled as I pushed just the tip inside, holding her there, stretching her slow. Her whole body jolted, a moan tearing out raw. She shook in my arms, sobbing with the pressure.
“Good girl,” I whispered, keeping her right on the edge, not giving her more.
Madison slipped in close first, her hand catching my wrist. “Not so fast,” she murmured, guiding me back out of Jess with just the head wet at her entrance. Jess gasped, her hips snapping forward to chase me, a cry tearing out of her throat.
“Stop,” Jess whimpered, her voice breaking. “Don’t pull him away.”
Hannah moved to the other side of the berth, climbing onto the mattress beside Jess. She pressed down on Jess’s thigh, spreading her wider. “We’ll give him to you when you’re ready.”
Jess groaned, shaking her head, her hair sticking damp across her face. “I’m ready now!”
Madison only grinned, sliding my cock up through her folds, slow, rubbing the tip over her clit. Jess’s body jolted, her back arching off the bed.
“Jesus,” she gasped, clapping both hands over her face. She peeked through her fingers, her grin wild and desperate.
Hannah laughed low, her nails dragging along Jess’s thigh. “Look at her. She can’t stop smiling.”
Jess moaned behind her hands, hips bouncing up into me, crashing against my cock each time Madison steered it just out of reach. “Please, please, I can’t, ”
Madison pressed the head against her entrance again, teasing her open, then pulled it back up to circle her clit. Jess screamed into her palms, her hips bucking so hard the mattress thudded against the frame.
“God, please, Ross,” she cried. “I need you inside.”
Hannah bent close, her lips brushing Jess’s ear. “But it’s better like this. You’re shaking out of your skin.”
Jess shook her head, her laugh breaking through sobs, her face still covered. “You’re cruel, oh God, don’t stop, please don’t stop.”
I let Madison steer me lower again, pressing hard between Jess’s thighs but never pushing deep. She writhed under me, her body hot, thighs trembling as she tried to grind down for more.
“Beg harder,” Madison whispered, dragging me back up, sliding the head across her clit in slow strokes.
Jess peeled her hands from her face, her grin flushed and wet, her eyes shining. “I’m begging! Please, I’m begging!”
Hannah pressed her palm flat against Jess’s stomach, holding her down as her hips snapped again and again. “She’s losing her mind.”
Jess’s breath came ragged, her nails clawing at the sheets. “Ross, I swear, if you don’t, ” Her voice broke into another moan when Madison rubbed harder, rolling the head against her clit until her whole body convulsed.
She slapped both hands back over her face, laughing through the sobs, her voice muffled. “I can’t take it, I can’t, please just give it to me!”
Madison looked at me, her grin sharp. “Not yet.”
Jess screamed into her palms, her hips crashing up into me again, her body desperate, her grin still trembling across her lips even as tears streaked down her cheeks.
Jess thrashed under me, her thighs clamping, her back bowing so hard the mattress creaked. Madison held my cock in a tight grip, dragging the head slow from Jess’s clit to her entrance, back and forth in long strokes that left Jess gasping.
Her eyes rolled back, lips parted, a cry spilling each time the tip pressed just enough to stretch her before slipping away again. “No, don’t, please, I can’t, ”
Hannah pinned Jess’s hips flat with both hands, laughing low. “She’s trying to fuck the air.”
Jess groaned, slapping at the sheets with open palms, then covered her face again, her grin trembling behind her fingers. “Stop making fun of me,” she wailed, her voice breaking.
Madison ignored her, pressing me harder against her clit, grinding the swollen head against it until Jess’s whole body shook. She screamed into her hands, her legs thrashing. “Oh God, I’m going insane!”
Hannah leaned in, her mouth close to Jess’s ear. “That’s the point.” She slipped one hand down, spreading Jess’s folds wider for Madison. Jess bucked so hard she almost threw us off, her body jerking, her cry sharp and ragged.
“Please, Ross, please, I’m dying,” Jess sobbed. Her eyes flew open, glassy and wild, rolling back again when Madison circled me across her clit in tiny, relentless motions. Her chest heaved, nipples peaked under the thin fabric still bunched up around her ribs.
“Watch her,” Madison said, her voice steady, controlled, her hand wrapped around me. She angled me just to Jess’s entrance again, pushing the head inside barely an inch, stretching her. Jess’s scream tore the air, her whole body locking tight, then Madison slid me back out, rubbing up over her clit again.
Jess’s head snapped side to side, hair sticking to her wet cheeks. “No, no, no, don’t take it out, I need it, I swear I need it!”
Hannah held her wrists above her head now, pinning them against the mattress. “Beg harder. Let him hear it.”
Jess sobbed, her body jerking in helpless arcs, her grin split wide even through tears. “I’m begging! I can’t stop begging! Please, please just let him, ”
Madison cut her off with another slow rub along her clit, pressing me down until Jess’s eyes rolled back white, her thighs slamming shut around my hips. “Look at her,” Madison said, grinning at Hannah. “She’s breaking.”
Jess clawed at the sheets, her voice hoarse. “You’re killing me, oh God, I’m shaking, I can’t, ” Her legs trembled so hard the bed rattled, her hips thrusting up again and again, chasing me with blind desperation.
Hannah kissed her temple, murmuring against her skin. “You’ll get it when we say. Not a second before.”
Jess screamed into her palms again, her grin manic, her tears soaking her fingers. Her body arched and snapped, every muscle straining, while Madison dragged me over her puffy folds one more time, slow as torture.
Jess was shaking so hard her whole body bounced on the mattress. Madison pressed me against her again, grinding the swollen head along her clit, keeping me just shy of sliding inside. Hannah held Jess’s wrists above her head, pinning her down, whispering in her ear.
Jess cried out, wild, her voice hoarse. “I can’t take it anymore!”
Madison smirked, rubbing slower. “One more minute.”
That broke her. Jess tore her hands free with a sudden jerk, surprising Hannah. She lunged forward, both hands catching my cock. Her grip was hard, desperate, pulling me straight down against her entrance.
“Jess, ” I started, but she cut me off with a sobbing laugh, her grin twisted with tears.
“No more teasing!” she cried, and slammed her hips up, forcing herself down on me in one hard plunge.
Her scream ripped through the cabin, raw and sharp as she stretched around me, taking me deep in one brutal thrust. Her nails clawed my chest through my shirt, her body arching off the bed as she impaled herself.
“Jesus, ” I groaned, grabbing her hips to steady her.
She sobbed, half-laughing, half-crying, grinding down hard, burying me inside her to the hilt. “God,” she gasped, shaking all over. “Oh my god.”
Madison’s grin spread wide as she let go of my cock, watching Jess buck against me. “Told you she’d snap.”
Hannah’s eyes were bright, her tongue sliding over her lip. “Look at her go.”
Jess kept moving, frantic, her hips slamming down again and again, her body convulsing with each thrust she forced herself on. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth open in broken cries, sweat dripping down her chest.
I held her hips, trying to slow her, but she shook her head violently, tears flying. “No! Don’t stop me! Don’t you dare stop me now!”
Her pussy clenched tight around me, dragging me deeper, squeezing hard with each snap of her hips. She moaned through gritted teeth, her nails raking my arms, her thighs trembling so hard she could barely keep her rhythm.
Madison slid a hand down Jess’s stomach, rubbing her clit fast, grinning up at me. “She wanted it this way.”
Jess screamed, throwing her head back, her whole body bowing. “Yes! Oh God yes!”
Her climax ripped through her, violent, her body milking me in hard spasms. She clutched at me with both arms, sobbing into my chest as she kept slamming herself down, riding me through it like she couldn’t stop even if she wanted to.
“Good girl,” I muttered, gripping her ass tight, letting her drive herself raw on me.
Hannah kissed the side of her face, catching her sobs against her lips. “Told you you couldn’t hold out.”
Jess sobbed harder, her grin breaking wild through the tears. “I couldn’t. I couldn’t, I had to.”
And she kept riding, desperate, breaking herself open on me, her cries filling the cabin.
Jess clung to me, hips slamming down with a fury I hadn’t seen in her before. Each thrust was hard, desperate, her thighs clapping against mine, her body writhing with need. She wasn’t the trembling girl from minutes ago, she was feral now, taking everything.
Her nails dug deep into my shoulders, dragging down my back through my shirt. “I want you,” she panted, her voice hoarse but steady. “All of you. Every inch.”
I groaned as she ground down, twisting her hips, wringing me with every motion. She laughed through tears, her hair wild, her cheeks streaked. “God, I love this, I love how it feels.”
Madison leaned against the wall, licking sauce from her fingers, her grin wide. “Look at her. Finally.”
Hannah’s eyes followed every snap of Jess’s hips, her lips parted. “She’s unstoppable now.”
Jess ignored them, her focus locked only on me. She bounced harder, her breasts straining against the thin dress bunched at her ribs, nipples peaked and damp. Each rise and plunge forced a cry from her throat, but she never slowed.
“I don’t care anymore,” she gasped, grinding down so deep she shook. “I don’t care if they watch. I want this, I want you inside me forever.”
Her pussy clenched around me in rapid pulses, dragging me deeper each time. She shook her head violently, her hair whipping, her eyes rolling back white. “Oh God, I can’t stop, I don’t want to stop!”
I gripped her waist, trying to guide her, but she shoved my hands away, taking control. “No,” she cried, riding faster, her ass slapping against my thighs. “So good,” she groaned.
Her voice broke into a scream as another climax ripped through her. She collapsed forward, sobbing into my neck, but her hips kept moving, grinding in circles, milking me through every spasm.
Madison laughed low, clapping her hands once. “There she is. That’s the woman we’ve been waiting for.”
Hannah slid closer, brushing Jess’s damp hair back from her wet face. “She’s gorgeous like this.”
Jess turned her face into me, laughing through the tears, her grin shining. “I feel alive, I feel like I’ve never before.” She slammed down again, shuddering, nearly collapsing, then lifted herself back up, relentless.
I groaned, clutching her ass tight now, feeling her squeeze and release with every thrust. “Jess, ”
“Don’t talk,” she moaned, her lips crushing mine. “Just let me take it. Let me be everything I want right now.”
Her body shook violently, every muscle tense, her skin sweating against mine. She was wild, free, grinning even through sobs, her hips crashing down with a rhythm that felt unstoppable.
Jess rode me harder, her thighs slapping against mine with sharp cracks, sweat flying from her hair as she threw her head back. Her cries filled the cabin, hoarse and ragged, but her grin never broke.
“I can’t stop,” she gasped, slamming down until my hips jolted against the mattress. “I don’t want to stop. Not ever.”
Her pussy clenched like a fist around me, dragging me deeper with every grind. She twisted her hips in circles, sobbing and laughing all at once, tears streaking her flushed cheeks.
Madison leaned against the wall, her eyes bright, her smile slow and satisfied. “She’s tearing herself apart on you.”
Hannah sat at the edge of the berth, fingers curling into the sheets, biting her lip as she watched Jess buck and convulse. “She’s gone. She’s completely gone.”
Jess clawed at my chest, nails scoring down my skin through my shirt. “Yes, yes, God, I feel like I’m burning alive!” She lifted herself almost all the way off me, then dropped back down hard, her scream tearing from her throat as she buried me inside again.
I groaned, gripping her waist to steady her, but she batted my hands away, her voice sharp. “No! Don’t slow me! I want it my way!”
Her hips snapped again, grinding down so deep her whole body shook. She cried out, eyes rolling back, her pussy convulsing in violent spasms around me. Another orgasm ripped through her, raw and brutal, but she didn’t stop.
She collapsed against me for only a second, sobbing into my shoulder. Then she lifted herself again, her breath tearing, her grin crazed. “Again, I want it again!”
She rode faster, harder, her breasts bouncing against my chest, her body dripping sweat. Her cries turned into broken laughter, manic and desperate, her tears soaking into my shirt.
Madison’s tongue slid across her lip as she watched. “She’s unstoppable.”
Hannah brushed Jess’s hair back, her voice soft but awed. “She’s never letting go now.”
Jess arched her back, her nails digging into the mattress as she slammed down over and over, her moans ragged and sharp. “Oh God, I can’t, oh God, I’m coming again!”
Her entire body convulsed, her pussy locking tight, milking me in hard waves. She screamed, her voice cracking, her hips grinding through every spasm until she collapsed forward again, trembling violently.
Her face pressed against my neck, hot and wet, her laugh breaking through sobs. “I’m not done. I’m never done.”
She pulled herself back up, her body wet with sweat, her grin shining wild through her tears. She started bouncing again, slower now but just as fierce, each thrust a raw claim of everything she’d held back.
Jess’s body was shaking, but she refused to stop. She kept bouncing, her thighs slapping, her voice ragged from screams and laughter. Each plunge pulled another moan out of her throat, each grind wrung her tighter.
“I can’t, God, I can’t stop,” she gasped, her hair sticking to her face. Her nails raked my chest, her eyes rolling back again. “I love it, I love how it feels, ”
Her pussy clamped around me, another climax tearing through her. She shrieked, collapsing against me, but her hips still moved, jerking and grinding in raw spasms.
I gripped her waist, trying to steady her, but she shoved my hands away again. “No! Don’t hold me, I need it all!” She rode faster, manic, her grin wild through tears.
Madison’s breath caught from across the cabin, her hand between her thighs now, but she didn’t touch Jess. She just watched, eyes locked.
Hannah sat frozen, lips parted, whispering, “She’s destroying herself on him.”
Jess bucked hard one last time, her scream shattering the small space. Her body convulsed in violent waves, her thighs trembling so bad she nearly collapsed. She sagged forward, sobbing into my neck, her whole body limp and spent.
Her breath tore from her chest in broken gasps. “I can’t anymore. I can’t oh God, I’m done.”
I stroked her back, but she shook her head, pulling herself off me with a cry. She slid down my chest, collapsing to her knees on the cabin floor, her hair falling wild around her face.
Her hand wrapped around my cock, shaking. She pressed her lips to the head, moaning. “I want this. I need to taste it.”
I groaned as she took me in, her mouth hot and wet, sucking hard. She pushed deep, gagging, then pulled back, stroking me with both hands. Her eyes watered, her grin trembling through the mess. “Give it to me. Please.”
Madison leaned forward, her voice hushed. “She’s begging for the finish.”
Jess bobbed faster, her tongue lapping, her hands pumping me hard. My hips jerked, my groan spilling raw. “Jess, ”
She moaned around me, desperate, her tears streaking down as she sucked. My release broke, spilling across her mouth, her face, her chest. She gasped, laughing through it, smearing it with both hands across her tits, her grin crazed and wet.
Her chest rose and fell hard, her eyes wild, until the mania cracked. She froze, her breath stalling, her hands dropping.
Silence filled the cabin except for her ragged panting.
Jess blinked, awareness sliding back in. Her grin faltered, her face burning red beneath the streaks. She dropped her gaze, covering her chest with her arms.
“Don’t look at me,” she whispered, her voice small now.
But Madison and Hannah were staring, their eyes wide, their lips parted, watching every inch of her.
Jess knelt on the floor, her chest heaving, streaks shining across her skin. Her hair clung damp to her cheeks, her lips swollen and wet. She hugged her arms across her breasts, trying to cover herself, her eyes fixed on the floorboards.
“I don’t want you looking at me,” she whispered again, her voice shaking now instead of wild.
No one moved. Madison leaned back against the wall, her grin gone, her eyes sharp, studying Jess like she was something new. Hannah sat forward on the berth, elbows on her knees, lips parted. Neither spoke.
Jess shifted, curling smaller, hiding her face in her hair. “It wasn’t me. I don’t I don’t do that.”
I reached down, brushing her hair back. She flinched, but didn’t move away. Her cheeks burned under my touch, her lashes wet.
“You did,” I said quietly.
Her eyes flicked up to mine, wide and glassy. “Don’t say that.”
Madison’s voice was low, steady. “We all saw you. You wanted every second.”
Jess let out a broken laugh, covering her face with both hands. “God. I can’t believe what I just did.”
Hannah slid down from the berth, crouching beside her. She didn’t touch, just leaned close, her eyes roaming Jess’s face. “You were beautiful.”
“Don’t,” Jess whispered, shaking her head. Her hands trembled where they covered her mouth. “Don’t say things like that.”
Madison tilted her head, watching. “She doesn’t believe it yet.”
Jess dropped her hands, glaring at her through tears. “Stop talking about me like I’m not in the room.”
Madison only shrugged. “Then admit it. You loved it.”
Jess’s lips trembled. She turned back into me, pressing her forehead against my thigh. Her voice cracked, raw and hoarse. “I don’t know what I am right now.”
I stroked her hair, slow, steady. She shivered under the touch, her breath sharp.
Madison and Hannah stayed silent this time, both of them staring at Jess like she was something fragile, something changed. The heat of what she’d done still hung heavy in the air, but she curled against me now, small and shaking, trying to hide from all of it.
Madison pulled her skirt back down over her hips, sliding onto the bench at the galley table. She grabbed the half-empty pitcher, pouring herself water like nothing had happened. Hannah followed, tugging her tank straight, perching across from her. The two exchanged a look, this one softer, more curious than smug.
Jess stayed on the floor, knees tucked under her, until I helped her up. She kept her arms wrapped across her chest, her face red. I guided her to the table, settling her onto the bench beside me. She sat stiff, eyes down, her wet hair falling forward like a curtain.
Madison set her glass down. “Well. That was something.”
Jess flinched. “Don’t.”
“We’re not making fun,” Hannah said quickly. Her voice was calm, steady. “We’ve just never seen you like that.”
Jess hid her face in her hands, groaning. “Because I’m not like that.”
Madison leaned her elbows on the table. “You were tonight.”
Jess’s fingers curled tighter against her face. She mumbled through them. “God. I lost control.”
“You found something,” Hannah said, watching her.
Jess peeked through her fingers, her eyes glassy. “Don’t try to make it sound noble.”
“It doesn’t have to be noble,” Madison said with a shrug. “It was raw. It was real. That’s enough.”
Jess dropped her hands to the table, her nails clicking faintly against the wood. She looked at each of us in turn, her expression tight. “You were all staring at me. Every second.”
“Because we couldn’t look away,” Hannah admitted.
Jess swallowed hard, cheeks burning brighter. “That’s worse.”
Madison smirked faintly. “No. That’s the best part.”
Jess shook her head, groaning again, folding forward onto her arms. “I can’t believe I did that. In front of you. In front of both of you.”
I stroked her back, slow, her body trembling under my hand. She leaned into it despite herself, her breath catching.
The table fell quiet for a moment, just the hum of the cabin fan and the faint slap of water outside. Madison sipped her water. Hannah traced a circle on the table with her finger. Jess kept her head down, breathing hard, her hair spilling over her arms.
Finally, Madison said, “So what happens next?”
Jess lifted her head, her eyes wide and uncertain. “What do you mean?”
“You can pretend it never happened,” Madison said, tilting her glass. “Or you can admit you wanted it.”
Jess’s lips parted, but no sound came. She looked down fast, her blush rising again.
Hannah leaned in, her voice gentle. “It’s okay, Jess. No one’s judging you. We’re just here with you.”
Jess exhaled a shaky breath, her hands twisting together in her lap. “I don’t know if I can handle that.”
Jess stared at the table, her voice low. “I don’t even know who I was tonight.”
Madison smirked into her glass. “Maybe the real you finally showed up.”
Hannah reached across, brushing Jess’s knuckles with her fingers. “And she’s not going anywhere.”
Jess pulled her hand back quick, but not before her lips twitched into the faintest grin, a flash she tried to hide.
I caught it. So did they. And it was enough to know this wasn’t the end.
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The campus was loud with August move-in. Cars pulled up at every curb, trunks open, boxes stacked on sidewalks. I pushed through it all, following the number on the slip of paper Jess had once scribbled for me. Third floor, corner unit.
I didn’t expect the door to open so fast.
Jess stood there barefoot, a pen in her hand, hair twisted up messily like she’d just yanked it off her face. Her eyes went wide. For a second, she didn’t breathe.
Behind her, Madison froze mid-laugh, a carton of takeout dangling from her fingers. Hannah was on the floor cross-legged with a laptop, her head snapping up when she heard my voice.
“I had to see you,” I said.
Jess’s lips parted, a sound slipping out, half shock, half confusion. Madison set the carton down slowly. Hannah closed the laptop without a word.
Three pairs of eyes stayed locked on me like I’d walked straight out of a dream they only vaguely remembered. Had it been that long?
The hallway smell of wax and old carpet drifted in behind me as Jess stepped back, slow, like she wasn’t sure if she should even let me in. I crossed the threshold anyway. The door shut behind me with a dull thud, nothing like the slap of a hatch or the creak of deck boards.
The apartment was bright, square. White walls, thin blinds rattling in the air from a box fan, half-packed boxes shoved up against the couch. No river breeze, no boards shifting under bare feet, no smell of woodsmoke or water. Just campus unit air, dry, still, humming with the faint bass from the unit next door.
They watched me like I was a foreign object. Madison leaning back on the counter, food forgotten, her grin pulled tight at the edges. Hannah sitting low with her laptop closed now, her knees pulled in close, bare legs shining in the window light. Jess just in front of me, barefoot on linoleum, her shoulders stiff.
On the boat, they’d moved through my air. Out here, every detail put me as the interloper. Their books stacked in piles, mug rings on the table, the bulletin board on the wall covered with class schedules, flyers, notes scribbled in their handwriting. It was their world, not mine.
I felt it in the floor under my shoes, solid, unshifting. No river underneath, no sway, no current. Just ground. Their ground. Solid.
The floor didn’t move under me, and somehow that was worse. On the boat, the sway of the river had been constant, something I could steady myself against. Here, the ground was fixed, unyielding, and it threw me off more than the current ever had. I couldn’t find my footing in their world.
They, on the other hand, were steadier than I’d ever seen them. Madison wasn’t teasing now, she leaned against the counter with her arms crossed, eyes sharp, posture easy. Hannah’s grin was small, quiet, not the rough laughter of the river but something more certain. Even Jess, still wide-eyed from the shock of seeing me, carried herself different, her shoulders squared, her chin higher, as if this place gave her a backbone the river had stripped away.
It hit me then: on the boat they’d been raw, reckless, stripped down to instinct. Here, they were grounded. Rooted. They knew who they were. And I was the one who’d come looking, off balance, still chasing the echo of some swell that was long gone.
Jess finally moved, stepping back far enough for me to clear the doorway. I felt the door shut behind me again, a hollow apartment-sound, no echo of water, no gulls outside. Just the whirr of the fan and the low hum of music bleeding through the wall.
Madison didn’t say a word. She just unfolded her arms and walked to the table, sliding one of the mugs toward me like I was expected, like they’d known all along I’d end up here. Hannah tucked her legs under her, watching me from the floor with a look that wasn’t teasing but wasn’t surprised anymore either, just measured, steady.
Jess stayed closest. Her bare feet pressed flat into the linoleum, toes curling slightly like she needed the ground beneath her. She was breathing faster than the other two, her chest rising and falling quick, but her chin stayed lifted.
Madison finally said, “You came all this way.” Not a question, just a statement.
“I had to,” I said.
Her lips curved into something small, nothing like the sharp grin from the boat. “Of course you did.”
Hannah’s eyes flicked from her to me. She pulled the elastic from her hair, shaking it loose over her shoulders, but even that was deliberate, not careless. “We thought you’d just disappear back into your quiet ways.”
I looked at Jess then. Her eyes darted away, down at the floor, before cutting back up at me. She didn’t speak, but the heat in her face said she remembered every word I’d ever told her about solitude, about the river, about being fine alone. She knew it was a lie now.
“I couldn’t,” I said, my voice low.
The fan clicked as it oscillated. The sound of laughter from the hallway outside, muffled again when someone’s door shut.
Jess’s arm brushed mine briefly before she caught herself and stepped back. Her face flushed hotter, like she hadn’t meant to. Madison saw it, her smirk deepening, but she didn’t say a word.
The weight of it, the apartment air, the hum of the building, the ground locked solid under us, drove home the difference. On the boat, they’d been in my element. The sway, the water, the isolation. I’d thought that gave me the power. Here, in their space, I could feel it slipping out of my hands with every breath.
Madison tilted her head, studying me like she was seeing something new. “You look different.”
I almost laughed, because she was right. The river version of me, the one who could pretend he wanted solitude, was gone. “I am,” I said.
Hannah’s grin softened. “Good then.”
Jess’s fingers twisted together in front of her, nervous, but her eyes stayed locked on me like she didn’t dare look away. She was the one I’d come for. I wanted to tell her, but the words caught.
Instead, Madison pushed the mug across the table again. “Sit,” she said. A command, not cruel, not mocking, just final.
So I sat.
The chair legs scraped on the linoleum, harsh in the quiet. Jess came around slowly, perching on the edge of the couch, her knees pressed tight together. Hannah rolled onto her side on the floor, propping her head on her hand, studying me.
Jess finally broke the silence. Her voice was soft, strained. “You probably shouldn’t have come.” But her eyes said something else.
I leaned forward, elbows on the table. “You don’t believe that.”
Her lips parted, but no answer came.
Madison leaned back on her hands, her legs stretched out, one foot brushing Hannah’s. “She does,” she said. But even as she said it, her smile flickered like she knew it wasn’t true either.
Hannah chuckled, low. “Or maybe she doesn’t.”
Jess’s shoulders tensed, her jaw tightening. She shook her head quick, like she could shake the whole moment away, but the red in her cheeks gave her away.
I pushed back from the table, the scrape of the chair sharp again. The sound made Jess’s head snap up, eyes wide. I crossed the few steps to the couch, the air charged like a storm pressing down.
Jess didn’t move away. Her hands tightened in her lap, her knuckles pale. Her lips trembled just enough to betray her.
I sat beside her. The couch springs gave slightly under our weight, the only shift in the entire building. Jess’s thigh pressed against mine, heat bleeding through. She stayed rigid for a moment, then exhaled shakily.
Madison’s voice cut in, quiet but firm. “See? He came back for you.”
Jess’s face turned toward her, eyes sharp, but her body didn’t move from mine.
Hannah laughed softly from the floor. “Just like we knew he would.”
I didn’t look at either of them. My eyes stayed on Jess, close enough to see the pulse hammering in her neck. “I couldn’t stay away.”
Her breath hitched again. Her lips parted like she might argue, but nothing came out. Her shoulders sagged slightly, the fight draining even as her eyes burned.
Madison stood, walking past us to the kitchen counter. She picked up her cup, sipping slow, watching without interrupting. Hannah rolled onto her back, stretching like a cat, eyes still on us upside down.
Jess leaned closer before she seemed to realize it. The heat between us sparked, undeniable. She caught herself, pulling back slightly, but the slip had already happened. Madison saw it. Hannah saw it. I felt it.
The silence returned, heavier now, but it wasn’t empty. It was thick with all of us realizing the same thing, that everything had changed. On the river, they’d broken me down.
Madison slid off the counter and opened a cupboard, pulling down another mug. “Coffee?” she asked like it was nothing, her voice steady, casual.
Jess startled at the sound, blinking like she’d forgotten other things existed besides the two of us pressed together on the couch. “Um, yeah,” she said quickly, her voice too high, too fast.
Hannah rolled up from the floor, stretching, then padded into the kitchen behind Madison. She brushed close to me on her way, her shoulder grazing mine like it was an accident. I didn’t move.
The kettle hissed low on the stove. Madison filled it, set it back, and leaned against the counter, arms folded again. “Classes start Monday,” she said, watching the steam curl. “First seminar’s already full. Figures.”
“Which one?” Hannah asked, perching on the edge of the counter beside her.
“Modern lit. The one with Foster.”
“Ugh,” Hannah laughed, “the one who wears the same tweed jacket every day.”
Their words were light, easy, everyday. But the current under them was anything but. Jess had drifted closer to me without realizing it, her hip pressed into mine, her bare knee brushing against my jeans. My hand hovered on the cushion between us, not quite touching hers, though the space shrank with each heartbeat.
Jess glanced toward the kitchen, then back at me. Her lips parted, a breath escaping, but she stayed quiet.
Hannah hopped down, opening the fridge. “We still have those leftovers from yesterday.” She bent, the hem of her shorts riding high, her legs tensing. Madison’s eyes flicked toward me briefly, a small smirk tugging at her lips, before she pulled open a drawer for a spoon.
Jess finally stood, too quickly, like she needed to move. She smoothed her tank top down, her cheeks flushed, and stepped toward the kitchen. I followed, slow, pulled by something I couldn’t fight.
We ended up crowded together in the narrow space between counter and table. Jess leaned against the counter’s edge, her fingers gripping it tight. Hannah stood close enough beside her that their arms touched, their hips brushing when one shifted. Madison poured the hot water into the mugs, steam rising around us.
“Don’t spill,” Hannah teased, nudging Madison with her shoulder.
Madison rolled her eyes, but her grin lingered. “Please, you’re the one who can’t even carry a tray without dropping half of it.”
Jess laughed, soft, nervous, but real. The sound made my chest tighten.
The conversation floated like that, normal, surface-level, as if this were any other afternoon. But in the cramped kitchen, our bodies said everything else. Jess’s shoulder brushed mine once, then again. Hannah leaned back against the counter, her thigh pressing into Jess’s. Madison reached past me for the sugar, her arm sliding across my chest, her hair brushing against my jaw.
I stood still, letting them circle, the pull of them inevitable, stronger than anything I could resist. The words coming out of their mouths were about professors, about books, about leftovers in the fridge, but the air itself was thick with the memory of what had happened on the river, and the promise that it wasn’t finished.
Jess’s hand slipped from the counter, falling to her side. Her knuckles brushed mine. She didn’t move away.
Madison stirred sugar into one mug, the spoon clinking soft against ceramic. “Foster’s not so bad,” she said, glancing at Hannah with a sly look. “Better than Mallory in econ. He drones for two hours straight.”
Jess let out a nervous laugh, her hip brushing Hannah’s again. “You’ll sleep through half of it anyway.”
“I’ve got you to take notes,” Hannah shot back, grinning. She nudged Jess with her elbow, but didn’t shift away after, their bodies still pressed.
I leaned against the opposite counter, pretending to study the fridge door plastered with flyers and sticky notes, though my eyes kept cutting back to them. Jess tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, her fingers trembling just slightly, and when she looked at me she couldn’t hold it for long.
The kettle hissed again, cooling now, the faint sound filling the pause.
“We should stock up before Monday,” Madison said, her tone casual, though her eyes lingered too long on Jess as she set the mug in front of her. “Once classes start, it’s chaos.”
Jess wrapped her hands around the warm ceramic, but her body leaned back, closer to Hannah, closer to me.
Hannah stretched her arms above her head, her t-shirt riding up enough to flash a line of bare skin. “Grocery run later?”
Jess nodded quick, distracted, her gaze dropping to her mug though she hadn’t sipped.
Their words, groceries, classes, professors, floated like nothing was unusual. But the air between us was thick, charged with the echo of the river. Every brush of skin, every shift of weight brought it back, not sharp but dreamlike, an imprint none of us could shake.
Madison leaned in, reaching past Jess to grab a pen from the counter, her body pressing into Jess’s side. Jess froze for a heartbeat, then exhaled, her hand slipping against the counter’s edge until it grazed mine again.
I didn’t move away this time.
Hannah’s grin was softer now, slower, as she watched the space between us collapse in increments. She pulled open a notebook, flipping pages without looking, her thumb dragging idly across the margin. “We should figure out who’s on dish duty, too. It’s gonna be a mess once the semester starts.”
“No one ever sticks to the chart,” Madison murmured, still too close to Jess, her arm brushing Jess’s shoulder before she finally stepped back.
Jess’s laugh was too quick, too high. “Then what’s the point of making it?”
Her words tried for normal, but her voice wavered. Her knee touched mine again, this time lingering, heat pulsing where we connected.
The kitchen filled with the small sounds of the apartment, pages turning, mugs set down, the hum of the fridge, but underneath, none of us heard it. All we felt was the tug, the slow orbit drawing us back together, memory turning solid in the space between breaths.
Madison flipped Jess’s notebook open on the counter. “We should make a real list,” she said, scribbling fast, her pen scratching across the page. “Coffee, cereal, soap, basic survival.”
“Don’t forget laundry stuff,” Hannah added, leaning over Jess’s shoulder to peek at the page, her breath stirring Jess’s hair. “We’ll run out in a week.”
Jess gave a little snicker, covering it with a sip from her mug, but her hand trembled enough to clink against the ceramic. She set it down quickly, biting her lower lip as her knee pressed harder against mine, no accident now.
“Laundry soap,” Madison repeated, writing it down. Her lips curved, but she didn’t look up.
Hannah’s fingers trailed casually across the counter, close enough to brush Jess’s arm. Jess let out a shaky breath, almost like a sigh, and then laughed again, too fast.
I shifted closer without thinking, my thigh firm against hers, heat building. She didn’t move away. Her lips glistened where she’d bitten them, her eyes darting between the three of us, wide, guilty, and burning.
“Printer paper too,” Madison said, tapping the notebook, her tone all business. “First week, the lab’s always jammed.”
“Printer paper,” Hannah echoed, a smirk tugging at her mouth.
Jess tried to hide her smile, her chest rising sharp on another unsteady breath.
The list kept growing in Madison’s neat handwriting, pasta, rice, dish soap, while the rest of us stood too close, bodies brushing, shoulders grazing, the air thick with the weight of the river memory. Nothing spoken of it, but every bitten lip, every shaky breath, every lingering touch made it real again.
Madison tapped the pen against the counter, her handwriting quick and neat across the page. “We’ll need more pasta too. Cheap, fills you up.”
Hannah leaned in to look, her shoulder brushing Jess’s arm. “Tomato sauce. Don’t forget.”
Jess’s lips parted as she glanced at the notebook, though her eyes didn’t focus on the words. Her knee pressed firmer into mine, the warmth unmistakable now. She bit down on her bottom lip, catching it between her teeth, before letting it slip free with a quiet sound in her throat.
“Sauce,” Madison repeated, writing it down without looking up. Her tongue pressed against the corner of her cheek, the pen wobbling slightly as she steadied her hand.
Hannah grinned, reaching for her mug, but her fingers lingered on Jess’s wrist for a second longer than necessary before she pulled back. Jess snickered softly, her breath hitching right after, the laugh breaking into something closer to a sigh.
“Cereal,” Madison added, the scratch of the pen a little too sharp in the silence.
Jess nodded quickly, like she was agreeing, but her gaze was fixed low, her hand inching across the counter until her pinky brushed against mine. The touch was feather-light, almost nothing, but her breath caught when she didn’t move it away.
“Granola bars too,” Hannah said, her voice too casual, too bright. She bit her lip as soon as the words left, her eyes on Jess now, her grin twitching wider.
The list grew, laundry soap, printer paper, rice, spoken in turns, jotted down like it mattered. But the room was thick with the hum of memory, the pull of the river bleeding through walls and floors and air.
Jess’s shoulders lifted and fell on a shaky breath. Madison’s pen paused mid-word, her lips pressed tight, teeth catching her lower lip for just a moment before she continued. Hannah’s laugh came again, softer, but it quivered, slipping through like she couldn’t keep it steady.
I stayed close, my thigh firm against Jess’s, the heat shared, my hand resting on the counter near hers. Her fingers trembled once, then slid closer, settling against mine without a word.
The fan whirred. The pen scratched. Their chatter floated on, professors, groceries, notes for class, but every movement, every breath, every glance betrayed the same truth: we weren’t in the apartment anymore. Not really.
Madison’s pen hovered over the page, the last word half-finished. She let it fall with a small clatter against the counter.
Jess’s hand closed around mine fully, her grip tight, trembling. Her chest rose sharp, and when she turned toward me her lips were already parted, eyes wide and wet.
Across from us, Hannah set her mug down slowly, her grin softer now, her teeth catching her lower lip as she leaned back against the counter. Madison didn’t move at first, her gaze steady, then she let out a shaky laugh that broke off too fast.
Our bodies leaned together, closer, like gravity had snapped and there was no point resisting anymore. Jess’s breath hitched, her knuckles whitening around my hand. Hannah shifted nearer, brushing against her side, her arm sliding slow against Jess’s until it stayed there. Madison tilted her head, her eyes on me, then on Jess, her smirk fading into something sharper, hungrier.
Jess’s breath came ragged, caught in her throat, her hand clamped around mine like she was afraid of what would happen if she let go. The space between us wasn’t space anymore, it was pressure, pulling tighter, dragging us closer until it hurt to resist.
I leaned in, slow enough that she could’ve stopped me, but she didn’t. Her eyes shut halfway, lashes trembling, lips parted and waiting. When my mouth brushed hers, the softest edge of a kiss, her whole body shuddered. The heat of it rolled through me like a current, like the river itself had surged up into this cramped apartment kitchen.
Jess whimpered against my mouth, the sound small, sharp, and devastating. Her fingers clenched mine, pulling me tighter. The kiss broke after a second, only for her to come back for more, harder this time, her lips urgent, her breath hot.
Madison’s laugh came again, not cruel, just low, knowing. “Knew it,” she murmured, voice rougher than before.
Hannah moved first, stepping in from Jess’s other side, her body brushing close, her arm sliding around Jess’s waist. She kissed Jess’s cheek once, slow and deliberate, then pressed her lips against Jess’s jaw as Jess gasped, still kissing me.
Jess twisted, caught between us, her mouth dragging away from mine only to fall open when Hannah’s lips found the corner. Her breath came out in a broken moan, her head tipping back as she tried to take it all in.
My hand lifted, cupping her face, my thumb stroking the flushed heat of her cheek. Her eyes rolled open briefly, glazed and helpless.
Madison pushed the forgotten notebook aside, the pen rolling to the floor. She leaned forward, her hand resting on Jess’s thigh, her nails grazing bare skin where her shorts had ridden up. Jess jerked at the touch, her knees pressing together, but Madison’s fingers only lingered, firm and patient.
“God,” Jess breathed, her voice hoarse, catching on the word.
Hannah’s hand slid higher along Jess’s waist, her mouth dragging down Jess’s neck, teeth grazing skin. Jess twisted toward her with a desperate sound, her free hand grabbing blindly at Hannah’s arm, holding on.
I leaned in again, stealing her mouth back, my tongue pushing into hers, deep, rough, her moan spilling into me. She was frantic now, caught between us, her body thrumming like it remembered the river and couldn’t forget, not here, not anywhere.
Madison’s hand climbed higher, slipping under Jess’s tank, fingers brushing skin. Jess broke from my mouth, gasping, her head falling forward onto my shoulder. Madison’s eyes met mine across Jess’s body, sharp and gleaming, before she slid her hand higher still.
The kitchen filled with noise, our breaths ragged, Jess’s muffled whimpers, the scrape of her mug sliding off the counter and shattering on the linoleum. None of us flinched. The shards glittered on the floor like they belonged there.
Jess’s legs parted slightly as Madison’s hand coaxed them, her hips rolling just enough that her shorts tugged higher on her thighs. Hannah pressed her closer from the side, their bodies flush, her lips dragging across Jess’s ear.
“You missed us,” Hannah whispered, the words hot against her skin.
Jess shook her head weakly, but her body betrayed her, grinding against Madison’s hand.
“Yes,” Madison said, her voice firm, not asking. Her fingers pressed harder, Jess crying out as her body arched between us.
I held Jess steady, my hands gripping her hips, my mouth taking hers again, swallowing the sounds she couldn’t hold back. Her lips were wet, desperate, her tongue frantic against mine.
The kitchen shrank around us, the counters pressing in, the air thick with heat and memory. I wasn’t in control here, not anymore. They were steady, rooted, pulling me into their gravity, using Jess as the center of it.
Jess’s hand clawed at my chest, bunching my shirt. Her hips rocked helplessly, caught between Madison’s hand and Hannah’s grip. Her moans grew louder, sharper, breaking free of her even as she tried to choke them back.
Madison leaned closer, her lips brushing Jess’s shoulder, her teeth grazing skin as she worked her hand harder. Jess’s whole body trembled, her voice breaking into sobs of pleasure.
“Please, ” Jess gasped, the word spilling out without thought, without control.
“Say it,” Madison whispered, her voice low and sure.
Jess shook her head, her eyes squeezed shut, but another cry ripped out of her throat, and her body gave her away. She pressed forward, desperate, helpless, surrendering to it.
Hannah kissed her cheek again, her smile audible in her voice. “Don’t fight.”
Jess clutched me tighter, her body jerking as the wave hit her. Her breath came out in broken cries, her knees buckling. I held her up, her weight sagging into me, her lips still trying to find mine even through the shudders.
Madison finally eased her hand free, dragging it slow across Jess’s trembling stomach. Jess whimpered at the loss, sagging into me, her head buried in my neck.
The silence after was deafening. Just the hum of the fan, the throb of blood in my ears, Jess’s ragged breaths.
Hannah kissed Jess’s temple once, tender, before pulling back. Madison stepped away, grabbing another mug like she hadn’t just undone her completely, pouring more hot water as if it were the most natural thing in the world.
Jess stayed against me, limp, her chest rising and falling like she’d run a mile. My arms locked around her, holding her up, my own body shaking from it.
Madison took a sip from her cup, eyes glinting over the rim. “Welcome to campus, Ross.”
Jess clung to me, still trembling from Madison’s hand, her breath hot against my neck. But it didn’t stop there, it couldn’t. Madison set her mug down, slow, deliberate, then stepped closer again, her hand sliding along Jess’s bare thigh, up under her shorts.
Jess whimpered, half-protest, half-plea, but didn’t pull away.
Hannah pressed in on Jess’s other side, her lips finding Jess’s shoulder, kissing down toward her collarbone. Jess’s head rolled back, exposing more of her neck, her mouth falling open as her eyes fluttered shut. She was lost again already, the memory of the river bleeding straight into this moment.
Madison tugged Jess’s shorts down over her hips, steady, unhurried. Jess gasped, her body jerking as the fabric slid down her thighs. I caught her mouth with mine, swallowing the sound, my hand gripping her waist hard enough to hold her still.
Hannah’s hands lifted Jess’s tank, baring the flat of her stomach, her lips trailing lower. Jess’s laugh broke sharp into my mouth, almost delirious, before twisting back into a moan.
Madison’s eyes flicked up to me once, sharp, steady, then dropped again as she pressed her fingers against Jess’s heat. Jess bucked instantly, the sound that ripped out of her raw and unguarded.
“Please, ” she gasped again, her voice cracking.
Hannah pulled the tank higher, stripping it over Jess’s head in one smooth motion. Jess was bare now, skin flushed, breasts rising and falling quick, sweat beading at her hairline. She didn’t cover herself, couldn’t. Her arms wrapped around my neck, holding on like she was drowning.
Madison worked her hand harder, faster, her lips parted as her eyes locked on Jess. She was entranced, her usual smirk gone, replaced by something distant, like she wasn’t in this room at all but in some other space only she could feel. Her breath came harder as Jess writhed against her hand, the sound of wet friction filling the kitchen.
Jess’s cries grew louder, helpless, her hips jerking, her body straining between us. Hannah’s mouth closed around one of her breasts, sucking hard, making Jess’s back arch. She screamed this time, high and broken, her nails clawing down my back through my shirt.
I kissed her again, bruising, stealing the sound, but it didn’t stop the way her body thrashed. Madison’s hand was relentless, Hannah’s mouth unyielding. Jess shattered, her whole body seizing, her cry muffled into my lips as she came undone.
Her weight sagged against me again, limp, but Madison didn’t stop. She pressed harder, grinding her palm against Jess’s clit, dragging her through it. Jess’s legs buckled, her sobs breaking into laughter, hysteria and pleasure tangled.
“Please, ” she begged, but her body begged louder.
Madison’s eyes never blinked, never softened. She was somewhere else, her lips parted, her breath harsh as though Jess’s orgasm was spilling through her too.
Hannah finally pulled back, her mouth wet, her eyes glazed. She licked her lips slow, dazed, as if she couldn’t quite believe herself.
Jess’s head lolled against my shoulder, her hair damp, her eyes half-shut.
I lifted her, carried her the few steps to the counter, setting her down on the cool laminate. She spread her legs without thinking, her body open, needy still, trembling but ready.
I unbuttoned my jeans, my hands shaking. Jess whimpered as I freed myself, her hand reaching down, wrapping around me weakly before I even touched her. Her grip was clumsy, desperate, her eyes glassy.
I pushed into her slow, the wet heat swallowing me inch by inch. Jess’s cry tore out of her, her nails digging into my shoulders.
Her body arched, her head falling back, mouth wide. She was gone, lost, her mind elsewhere, her body carrying her into it anyway.
I thrust deeper, harder, Jess clinging to me, sobbing and laughing all at once. Madison stepped closer, her hand tangling in Jess’s hair, forcing her face toward hers. She kissed her hard, possessive, while I drove into her. Jess moaned into Madison’s mouth, her hips rolling wild against me.
Hannah’s hand slid down between Jess’s thighs, her fingers circling Jess’s clit as I fucked her. Jess screamed into Madison, the sound tearing through the apartment walls.
Her body convulsed again, her orgasm ripping her apart. She broke from Madison’s mouth, gasping, her eyes wild, unfocused.
I couldn’t stop. I pounded into her harder, my hips slamming the counter, dishes rattling. Jess wrapped her legs around me, locking me in, pulling me deeper.
Madison kissed her neck, her shoulder, her chest, whispering low words I couldn’t hear. Hannah’s fingers never let up, merciless, rubbing her clit faster.
Jess convulsed again, another climax rolling through her, her scream raw and guttural this time. Her whole body shook, sweat dripping down her chest, her thighs trembling around me.
Her voice broke into sobs, moans, helpless sounds she couldn’t control.
I groaned, my head buried in her neck, my body straining as I slammed into her over and over. The heat, the tightness, the wet sound of it pushed me to the edge.
Jess cried out again, her voice ragged, her body jerking violently as she came a third time. Her nails ripped down my back, her thighs crushing my hips.
Hannah’s fingers slowed finally, wet with her, lifting away. Madison stepped back, her lips red, swollen, her chest rising hard, her eyes still distant.
Jess sagged against me, her chest heaving, her skin wet, her eyes glazed and half-shut. I kept moving inside her, slower now, dragging it out, my body trembling on the brink.
Her breath came hot in my ear. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, broken, desperate.
I groaned, thrusting harder again, her body clenching tight around me, milking me.
My release ripped through me sudden and violent, my groan muffled against her neck. I poured into her, my hips jerking, my body collapsing against hers.
Jess cried out again at the heat filling her, her arms wrapping around me, pulling me tighter.
The three of us stayed tangled there, Jess trembling, Madison staring, Hannah biting her lip, until the air itself seemed too thick to breathe.
Jess finally slumped, limp, her head on my shoulder, her chest still heaving. My cock softened inside her, the wet heat of it soaking us both.
Each girl stood still, Jess collapsed in my arms, Madison dazed with her lips parted, Hannah on the counter edge with her fingers still glistening, entranced, lost, as if each of them had drifted somewhere beyond themselves and hadn’t fully come back yet.
And I was still inside Jess, spent, trembling, my heart pounding against her chest.
Jess sagged heavy against me, her chest heaving, her breath catching on little aftershocks. I held her there, still buried in her, both of us sweating and trembling. Her fingers loosened from my shirt at last, her head lolling against my shoulder, strands of hair clinging to her flushed cheeks.
Madison stepped back, running a hand through her hair, eyes still glazed. She let out a shaky laugh, short and almost disbelieving. “Jesus.”
Hannah grinned, her lips swollen, and shook her head like she was trying to clear it. She hopped back onto the counter, grabbing her water bottle. She drank deep, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then laughed too, lighter this time, easy.
Jess shifted, whimpering softly as I pulled out of her, her body trembling with the loss. She collapsed back onto the counter, legs dangling, her chest rising and falling in quick little jerks. Her eyes were half-shut, lips parted, face slack with exhaustion.
Madison passed her a bottle of water, steadying her when she almost dropped it. Jess drank greedily, water spilling down her chin, dripping onto her chest. She laughed then, breathless, shaking her head, muttering, “God,” before gulping more.
Hannah chuckled, nudging her with a shoulder. “You’ll live.”
Madison took a long drink herself, then set the bottle down and pulled the notebook back across the counter. She glanced at the half-finished list and smirked. “We still need to figure out the groceries.”
Jess let out another breathless laugh, leaning back on her palms, her body still trembling. She shook her head like she couldn’t believe what she was hearing.
Hannah slid off the counter, brushing crumbs from her shorts, her grin widening. “Rice, pasta, soap. Don’t forget paper towels.”
Madison jotted it down, her handwriting neat and steady again, like her hand hadn’t just undone Jess completely.
Jess groaned, covered her face with one hand, then laughed again, muffled into her palm. Her other hand reached blindly for the water bottle, still trembling.
Hannah bent, scooped the broken mug shards into her palm, and tossed them into the trash. “We’re gonna need more mugs too,” she said over her shoulder, her voice casual.
Madison wrote it down.
The three of them moved easy now, laughing, drinking, nudging each other, already pulling back into their rhythm of lists and chatter and school.
I stood there, spent, my chest still pounding, watching them gather themselves like nothing had happened. My hands trembled, my body ached, and my head spun with the weight of what we’d just done.
They sipped water, smoothed their hair, straightened their clothes.
Jess slid off the counter slowly, her legs unsteady but her laugh light, almost shy. She pulled her shorts back up, tugged her tank over her head, and twisted her hair into a messy knot. Madison passed her another sip of water, then nudged her toward the couch with a grin.
Hannah was already back at the table, laptop open, tapping at the keys like she hadn’t just been on her knees a few minutes ago. Madison leaned over her shoulder, pointing something out, their voices quick and playful again. Jess curled onto the couch, sipping from the bottle, cheeks still flushed but her eyes steady now, watching the screen with them.
They were gathered there, bright, alive, laughing softly about course codes and professors, like the whole storm had been nothing more than a passing squall.
And I just stood by the counter, jeans still undone, shirt open, my hands trembling faintly. My body still rang from them, every nerve raw, the smell of sex thick in the air.
I pulled my jeans back into place, the zipper loud in the quiet between their chatter. None of them looked up. Madison was bent over Hannah’s screen, Jess laughing softly from the couch, all three of them already folded back into campus rhythm.
I muttered something, goodbye, maybe, or thanks. I’m not sure.
Jess’s eyes flicked toward me once, soft, unreadable, before dropping back to the glow of the laptop. Hannah’s fingers kept moving over the keys. Madison hummed in agreement with something Jess said about a class, already past me.
I opened the door. The hallway air hit cooler, stale with wax and dust. I stood there for a second, waiting for one of them to call me back.
So I stepped out, shut the door behind me, and walked away, the sound of their laughter fading into the hum of the building.
The sun had dropped lower by the time I stepped out of their building. The campus green was thick with students sprawled on the grass, voices rising, laughter sharp. I cut across the walkways, my head down, sweat still clinging under my shirt.
The noise pressed in from all sides, music spilling from open windows, the screech of a skateboard rolling past, a couple making out against a tree without caring who saw. It wasn’t my world. It was theirs.
I tried to eat in the cafeteria. Sat with a tray of food I barely touched, the smell of grease heavy in the air, the chatter of twenty conversations rattling against my skull. Groups leaned close together, swapping stories, their laughter ringing too loud. Jess’s laugh was buried in there somewhere. Hannah’s too. I shoved the tray aside and walked out.
The streets off campus were quieter, lined with old brick houses shaded by tall maples. I wandered them without aim, hands in my pockets, every step heavier than the last. Through open windows I caught flashes of lives in motion, music playing, TVs humming, couples cooking dinner together. I saw the shape of everything I’d walked away from at the river and realized I couldn’t step back into it.
By the time I found myself in front of their building again, the sky had gone deep blue. Jess was outside with two girls I didn’t know, books tucked against her chest, her hair pulled into a tight ponytail. She laughed at something one of them said, her head tipping back, teeth flashing in the glow of the streetlight. Normal. Whole. The image cut through me.
She caught my eye across the walk. The laugh died quick on her lips, color rising into her face. One of the girls tugged her arm, pulling her back toward the entrance, and she went without a word, slipping inside.
I stood there long after the door shut.
Later, Madison came down the steps, a stack of books in her arms, her stride steady. She spotted me leaning against the railing and smiled faintly, tilting her head.
“You don’t give up easy, do you?” she said, her voice low, teasing but not unkind.
I didn’t answer.
Her smirk deepened. She shifted the books in her arms, leaned close enough that I could smell her hair, sharp and sweet. “Try again tonight,” she whispered, and then she was gone, slipping into the night like she had somewhere better to be.
I stayed a while longer, then drifted down the block, through the lamplit streets. Bars buzzed with music and shouts. I didn’t go in. I kept walking, the sidewalks dappled with shadows from the maples, the air heavy with late summer.
Everywhere I looked, I saw them, Jess’s shy glance, Hannah’s grin, Madison’s knowing smirk, reflected in strangers passing, in windows glowing with student lives, in the echoes of laughter that followed me block to block.
By the time I turned back toward their building, night had swallowed the campus whole. Lights burned in a dozen windows, music pulsed faint through the walls. I climbed the stairs slow, my hand trailing along the rail, my pulse already hammering.
I knocked once.
The door opened fast. Jess stood there in shorts and a loose shirt, hair down now, eyes bright and wide. She laughed softly, breathless, like she’d been waiting even if she hadn’t admitted it to herself.
Behind her, Hannah sprawled on the couch with her phone, grinning when she saw me. Madison leaned against the table, arms folded, eyes glinting.
Jess stepped aside. “Come in,” she whispered.
The apartment was warmer now, the air heavier, smelling faintly of takeout and perfume. Jess shut the door behind me, her laugh still bubbling under her breath. Hannah dropped her phone onto the cushion beside her and stretched, grinning wide.
“Back already?” she teased. “Couldn’t stay away a whole day?”
Madison smirked, unfolding her arms. “Told you he’d come back tonight.”
Jess glanced at me, her lips tugging nervously, like she wanted to laugh but couldn’t quite hold it down. Her eyes caught mine, lingering too long, before she ducked her head.
I didn’t say anything. I didn’t need to.
Hannah sat up, patting the couch beside her. “Well, don’t just stand there like a ghost. Come on.”
Jess moved past me into the kitchen, pulling open a cabinet, then closing it again without taking anything out. Just moving, restless, her body tight with energy. Madison followed her, brushing her hand across Jess’s lower back as she passed, casual but claiming. Jess flinched faintly, then leaned into it, her blush bright.
Hannah’s voice cut through. “We were talking about who’s got class first tomorrow. Jess has the earliest. Poor thing.”
Jess rolled her eyes, her laugh soft, nervous. “Don’t remind me.”
Madison leaned against the counter, her eyes on me again. “Lucky for you, he doesn’t have class at all.”
Hannah giggled, hiding it in her hand.
The three of them laughed together then, easy, like the heaviness of the afternoon had never happened. But beneath it, the air was charged, their glances sharper, their bodies drifting too close.
Jess came back into the living room, standing behind the couch, her fingers gripping the edge. She looked at me once, long, then down at Hannah, who grinned up at her like she knew everything Jess was thinking.
I stepped forward.
The laughter faltered, the smiles lingering but their breaths quickening, the shift pulling us all tighter.
Madison’s voice dropped, low, certain. “Well,” she said, her lips curving slow, “we know why he came back.”
Jess’s cheeks flamed. Hannah’s grin widened.
Jess lingered behind the couch, her fingers white around the edge, her lips parted like she had something to say but couldn’t force it out. Hannah leaned back against the cushions, her grin bright, and tipped her head toward Jess.
“Don’t just hover there,” she teased. “You wanted him back as much as we did.”
Jess let out a small laugh, shaking her head too fast. “Shut up.”
Madison chuckled low, pushing off the counter. “She’s right, though.” She brushed past Jess on her way into the living room, her hand trailing over Jess’s hip as she went. Jess jerked slightly, her breath catching.
Hannah’s eyes cut to me, sharp with amusement. “So? What are you waiting for?”
That was all it took.
I moved around the couch, closing the space. Jess froze, her eyes locked on mine, her chest rising and falling quick. Her blush burned high, her lips trembling.
When I reached for her, she collapsed into me like she’d been waiting all day. Her mouth found mine hard, hungry, her fingers clawing at my shirt. Her laugh broke against my lips, half gasp, half surrender, before twisting into a moan.
Behind us, Hannah giggled, clapping her hands once like she’d won a bet. Madison just smirked, dropping into a chair, her eyes steady, satisfied.
Jess broke from the kiss only long enough to whisper, breathless: “Bedroom.”
I didn’t hesitate.
She grabbed my hand and pulled, nearly stumbling in her rush down the narrow hall. Her laugh rang out, shaky and desperate, before I slammed her against the first open door and kissed her again, harder this time, our bodies crashing together like we’d been holding back all day.
The door banged against the wall, rattling the frame, but Jess didn’t care. She pulled me into the room with both hands, her mouth crashing against mine again. Her laugh cracked through the kiss, nervous and wild, before breaking into a moan when I pressed her back against the door.
“God, ” she gasped, fingers fisting my shirt.
I caught her wrists, pinning them above her head, my mouth moving down her neck. She arched under me, her breath shaking, her chest pressed hard into mine.
“You wanted this,” I said against her skin.
Her laugh trembled, desperate, her voice high. “Yes, ”
I ground into her, hard, making her cry out. Her shorts rode high up her thighs, her tank twisted under my hands. She bucked against me, frantic, as if she’d been waiting all day for this.
I dragged her to the bed, tossing her back onto the sheets. She sprawled there, breathless, her hair a mess across the pillow, her eyes wide and hungry.
I yanked her shorts down, stripping them off, her panties with them. She lifted her hips, helping, gasping when I spread her legs wide.
“Ross, ” she whimpered, biting her lip, her chest heaving.
I shoved my jeans down, my cock aching, and climbed over her. She grabbed for me, wrapping her legs tight around my hips, pulling me in.
The first push tore a cry out of her throat, sharp and raw. Her nails raked down my back as I buried myself deep, her body clenching hard around me.
“Fuck,” she gasped, her eyes squeezing shut, her head rolling back.
I drove into her, hard, relentless, her cries breaking with every thrust. The bed creaked, the headboard knocking the wall, her laughter slipping through her moans like she couldn’t believe it was happening again.
“Yes, yes, ” she choked out, her hips grinding up to meet mine.
I pinned her wrists again, pounding her deeper, her body arching and jerking under me. Sweat ran from our skin, the sheets twisting beneath us, her voice sharp and ragged in my ear.
Her laugh came again, delirious, tumbling into a scream as she shattered, her whole body seizing tight around me. She sobbed through it, gasping my name, her thighs crushing my hips.
I didn’t stop. I fucked her through it, harder, her body convulsing, her cries turning frantic, broken. She begged, breathless, shaking her head even as she pulled me deeper.
Her second climax ripped through her harder, her scream muffled into my shoulder. She clung to me, nails digging deep, legs locked around me as if she’d never let me go.
I groaned, thrusting harder, my own release tearing through me sudden and violent. I emptied into her with a roar, my body shaking, collapsing over her as she trembled beneath me.
We lay there tangled, both gasping, sweat soaking the sheets. Jess laughed again, soft, delirious, pressing her face into my neck.
Her voice came muffled, shaky. “You shouldn’t have come back.”
But her arms tightened around me as she said it.
Jess lay sprawled across the bed, chest heaving, her body trembling, hair plastered to her temples. I pulled free of her slowly, her moan breaking at the loss, her fingers clawing for me even as her eyes fluttered shut.
The hallway outside was dim, the carpet rough under my bare feet. The air carried laughter, low and muffled, and the faint creak of another door opening.
Hannah leaned against her doorway, her grin wide, her eyes gleaming in the glow of the desk lamp behind her. She wore a loose t-shirt that slipped off one shoulder, her bare legs crossed at the ankle, her hair tumbling in messy waves.
“Took you long enough,” she teased, her voice warm, mocking but eager.
I didn’t answer. I grabbed her wrist, pulling her into the room, slamming the door behind us. Her laugh burst out, bright, before my mouth crushed hers.
She kissed back hard, teeth clashing, her tongue pushing against mine, her giggle vibrating between us. Her fingers tangled in my hair, tugging, playful even as her body pressed tight against mine.
“God, yes,” she laughed against my mouth, her breath hot, frantic.
I pushed her back onto the bed, her legs spreading easily, welcoming. She pulled the t-shirt off in one smooth motion, tossing it aside, baring her breasts, her nipples hard already. She cupped them in her hands, grinning up at me.
“Like what you see?” she taunted, biting her lip.
I growled, ripping my jeans down again, my cock still hard, aching from Jess. Hannah licked her lips, her eyes lighting up as she watched me stroke it once before shoving her panties aside.
“Come on,” she urged, wiggling her hips, laughing again when I grabbed her thighs and dragged her closer to the edge of the bed.
I pushed into her fast, hard, her gasp sharp before turning into another burst of laughter. She clawed at my shoulders, wrapping her legs tight around me, her nails dragging lines down my back.
“Harder,” she moaned, then giggled, her head tossing back against the pillow. “God, Ross, don’t hold back.”
I didn’t. I slammed into her, my hips snapping fast, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the room. Her laughter turned ragged, broken by moans, her grin wide even as she cried out.
“Yes, fuck yes,” she gasped, her hands grabbing fistfuls of the sheets, her back arching.
I flipped her onto her stomach, dragging her hips up, thrusting into her from behind. She shrieked with laughter, wild and breathless, her hair falling into her face as she pushed back against me.
“God, you’re, fucking, insane,” she gasped between cries, her body jerking with each thrust.
Her climax hit sudden, loud, her laugh twisting into a scream, her body convulsing around me. She collapsed forward onto the bed, shaking, still giggling through ragged breaths as I drove into her harder.
“Don’t stop, don’t you dare, ” she cried, her voice breaking.
I grabbed her hips, pulling her back into me, fucking her through another orgasm, her laughter muffled in the sheets, her cries spilling out louder each time.
When I finally came, it ripped out of me hard, spilling deep into her, my groan muffled into her back. She shrieked, laughing even as she trembled around me, her body quaking until we both collapsed onto the bed in a heap.
Hannah rolled onto her side, sweat-soaked and smiling, her eyes half-shut. “Worth the wait,” she murmured, her giggle soft and satisfied.
Hannah lay sprawled across the sheets, her giggles tapering into soft, breathless hums as her chest rose and fell. I pulled free of her, aching, my cock still hard, my body shaking with the need that hadn’t burned out yet.
The hallway air was cooler, but it did nothing to settle me. Another door was open down the hall, the light dim, warm, waiting.
Madison stood there in the frame, leaning one shoulder against it, her hair loose around her face, her arms folded under her breasts. She wore nothing but black panties, her skin glowing in the lamp’s light, her eyes steady, sharp.
Her smirk was gone.
I stepped toward her, my body still humming, wet with Jess, with Hannah, with need. Madison didn’t move until I was right in front of her. Then she reached up, sliding her fingers into my hair, tugging my head down to hers.
Her kiss wasn’t frantic, not playful, it was slow, deliberate, claiming. She breathed me in, her mouth firm, her tongue pushing deep, setting the rhythm herself.
I grabbed her hips, trying to drag her close, but she resisted, holding me just shy, making me work for it.
“You’re our’ now,” she whispered against my mouth, her breath hot. “Not the other way around.”
I growled, pushing her back into the room, slamming the door shut with my heel. She laughed softly, not Hannah’s bright giggle, not Jess’s nervous laugh, but something darker, lower, vibrating with control.
She let me shove her onto the bed, but when I climbed over her, she flipped fast, pinning me to the mattress. Her nails dug into my chest, her hair falling over her face as she straddled me, her panties sliding against my cock.
“Madison, ” I groaned, grabbing her hips.
She ground down hard, slow circles, her eyes locked on mine. “Say it,” she demanded.
My chest heaved, my hands clawing at her hips. “Yours.”
Her smirk returned, sharp and dangerous. “Good boy.”
She rose, pulling her panties aside, and sank down on me in one smooth, brutal motion. My cry tore out of me, her name tangled in it, as her body swallowed me whole.
Madison rode me steady, hard, each thrust calculated, relentless. She didn’t laugh, didn’t cry out, her breaths came sharp, controlled, her eyes burning into mine. She was in control even as I thrust up into her, even as my hands dug into her ass, even as my groans filled the room.
“Harder,” she hissed, leaning down to bite my neck, her teeth sharp, her nails raking my chest.
I obeyed, slamming into her from below, the bedframe rattling. Her breath finally broke into a ragged moan, her control slipping as her hips bucked harder, faster.
“Fuck, yes,” she gasped, her head tossing back, her hair spilling down her back. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare, ”
I gripped her waist, driving into her with everything left in me. She cried out, her composure shattering, her body jerking as her orgasm ripped through her. She screamed my name, raw and broken, her walls clenching tight around me.
I roared with her, thrusting harder, my climax tearing out of me, spilling deep inside her. She collapsed onto my chest, trembling, her breath hot against my skin.
For a long moment, neither of us moved. Just the sound of our gasps, the creak of the bed, the hum of the building around us.
Then Madison laughed low, breathless, her lips brushing my ear. “Told you,” she whispered. “You’re such a pushover.”
The room was hot, the sheets damp with sweat. Madison’s breath still warmed my chest where she lay slumped, but I eased her off me, sliding out from under her. She murmured something, not words, and rolled onto her side.
I pulled my jeans halfway up and stepped into the hall. Jess’s door was shut tight, no sound behind it. Hannah’s too, the faint glow of her lamp visible through the gap under the door. Madison’s door clicked softly shut as I pulled it closed behind me.
The apartment was quiet except for the fan in the kitchen, pushing stale air around. I opened the fridge, grabbed a bottle of water, and leaned against the counter. The cool plastic dripped condensation onto my palm.
The place looked ordinary again, laptops stacked neatly on the table, notebooks fanned out with highlighters scattered, a calendar pinned crooked on the wall with deadlines circled in red. Their mugs from earlier still sat by the sink.
I drank, the cold biting down my throat, and looked around at the clutter of their lives. It wasn’t my world. It was theirs, school, friends, classes, routines. They were in the middle of it, grounded, busy, moving forward.
And me? I was just the man who had come back from the river, chasing something I couldn’t own.
The water went down in gulps, but it didn’t ease the dry hollow in my chest.
I left the half-empty bottle on the counter. No one came out. No one stirred.
My bag sat by the door where I’d dropped it earlier. I bent, zipped it shut as quietly as I could, and slung it over my shoulder. The keys in my pocket felt heavier than they should.
I eased the door open, careful not to let it click too loud behind me. The hallway was empty, the carpet muffling my steps. No music now, no voices, just the faint hum of fluorescent lights overhead.
Outside, the campus was still. The lamps along the paths threw pale pools of light, but everything else was shadows, dorm windows dark, trees whispering faint in the night breeze. My footsteps echoed sharper than I wanted on the cracked pavement.
I crossed the quad, past the empty benches and silent buildings, the weight of it pressing down. It wasn’t the river’s silence. This was different, static, heavy, not alive.
My car sat alone at the far edge of the lot, shadowed by overhanging branches. I slid inside, shut the door without turning on the dome light, and started the engine low. The headlights cut across the asphalt, sweeping empty rows.
I rolled out slow, under cover of darkness, the campus shrinking in my mirrors until it was gone.
The road out of town was empty, only the occasional streetlight sweeping across the windshield. I kept the headlights low, the hum of the tires steady beneath me, the dark fields slipping past in silence.
The night gave me room to think, and it all came rushing in.
I saw them as they’d first arrived, bright and laughing, all careless energy spilling onto the dock. Jess shy but curious, Hannah bold from the start, Madison steady with that knowing edge. I remembered how they’d looked at me that first day, how quickly they’d made the boat their own.
The river had wrapped around us, isolating everything. Out there, the world shrank to water and trees and heat. They’d stripped off the layers of themselves, books and classes, campus chatter, all of it, until it was just skin, sweat, mouths, laughter. And me, pulling them in, one after another, like I’d found a new current and let it drag me.
It had felt endless, a season suspended, where the rules bent and the only thing that mattered was the pull between us. Their legs dangling over the side of the boat, their clothes drying on the rail, the heat of their bodies under the stars.
But it hadn’t been endless. I knew that now.
In their apartment, it was different. Solid ground. Their territory. They weren’t the same girls who had shown up at the river wide-eyed and reckless. They were anchored again, steady, moving forward with lives I couldn’t touch. Tonight had been wild, yes, but even in the middle of it, I’d felt the drift. They weren’t mine. Maybe they never had been.
The headlights cut a long stretch of empty highway. I gripped the wheel tighter, the hum of the engine filling the silence where their laughter used to be.
I’d thought solitude was my strength. The river, the boat, the quiet. But the truth was sharper now: I’d been changed. The stillness no longer filled me. Without them, it only echoed.
By the time the first glint of water showed through the trees, I already knew. The river would always be there, steady and patient. But the girls? They were gone in a way that mattered.
I turned down the gravel road to the wharf, the tires crunching, the night air cooler through the cracked window. The boat waited in the dark, rocking faintly in its berth, the same as it had been before they came. The same, but I wasn’t.
The gravel crunched under my boots as I swung the trunk out of the back seat. It felt heavier than when I’d packed it, the straps cutting into my palm as I dragged it across the wharf. The night smelled of river water and pine, cool and moist.
The boat rocked gently at its mooring, the lines creaking against the cleats. I stood there a moment, the trunk at my feet, staring at the deck in the dark. Empty. Waiting. The same as before they’d ever stepped onto it.
I bent to lift the bag, to haul it aboard, when the low rumble of an engine rolled down the road behind me. I froze, turning.
A car pulled up, tires crunching, engine idling. Inside, three silhouettes shifted, heads close together. The windows rolled down, laughter spilling out, sharp and bright against the quiet night.
“Hey, sorry,” a voice called, young, unsure. “We’re lost. Map says there’s a camping ground out here somewhere?”
I stood by the trunk, the boat behind me, the car in front, the headlights flooding the wharf in pale gold.
Three girls in the seats, wide-eyed and waiting for me to tell them something. I turned to look again behind me. The light flooded over me, over the boat, over the dark river stretching away behind it into nothing.
I turned back to the three girls waiting with expectation on all their faces.
“Campground closed already for the season,” I said.
Their faces sank. “What are we going to do?” the blonde one in the passenger seat said up to me with the most plaintive, yearning eyes.
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