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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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