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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.
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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