
        
            
                
            
        

    















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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