
        
            
                
            
        

    















The sun was sinking low behind the trees, the river catching every last scrap of gold light. The four of us lounged lazy across the top deck of the boat, plates pushed aside, half-drunk glasses sweating into the wood, a warm, drowsy silence heavy around us. Madison broke it first. She flopped backward, legs kicked over Jess’s thighs, and let out a groan. “God, we were such animals last time.” Jess snorted into her drink.
“No kidding. I still can’t believe we did that to poor Ross.” She didn't look at me. None of them did. It made it worse. Hannah sat cross-legged by my knee, picking at a frayed thread on the edge of her sweatshirt.
“It wasn’t right,” she said, quiet but firm. “We said we were just gonna chill. We couldn’t even do that.” Madison kicked Jess’s shin lightly. “You started it.” Jess shrugged, grinning into her glass. “You didn’t exactly say no.” They all laughed quick, shaking, but it tasted tinged being nervous and guilty too.
Hannah leaned back on her hands, squinting at the dusky sky. “We need to be better this time. Seriously.”
“You mean. . . practice makes perfect?” Jess teased, half-laughing, half not. Hannah straightened up, determined now.
“Yeah. Practice. We need to prove we can control ourselves around Ross. We owe it to him. And to ourselves.” There was a weird, charged pause. Minds were turning.
Madison flicked her eyes at me, grinning mischievous but shy. “He’s not complaining.” I smiled but stayed silent. My heart was already picking up speed. I wasn’t sure if they were joking. I wasn’t sure if they were either.
Jess stretched, her dress riding dangerously high up her thighs. “Okay then," she said, smirking. “A test of self-control. All of us. No excuses this time."
"Practice makes perfect, like you said,” Hannah said.
The game had already begun. Hannah pushed herself up onto her knees and clapped her hands together once, like a coach calling a timeout. “Alright. Rules.”
Jess groaned and flopped onto her back, covering her eyes with her arm. “Ugh, Hannah’s making it official.” Madison laughed, curling onto her side and propping her head on her hand.
“No way you’re getting away with anything this time, Jess.” Hannah grinned, deadly serious underneath it. “We each take turns. Sit on Ross’s lap. Fully clothed. No touching him.”
“No grinding. No making it weird.” Madison’s eyes gleamed. “And the others have to watch, make sure it’s fair.”
Jess lifted her arm just enough to peek at Hannah. “So we’re, like, the morality police now?”
“Exactly,” Hannah said, pleased with herself.
“You move too much, you squirm too much, you lose.”
Madison bit her lip, already fidgeting with the hem of her tank top. “What happens if we lose?”
Jess snorted. “Walk of shame down the dock?”
“No, better,” Madison said, her grin spreading wide.
“Loser has to get drinks for everybody else.”
They all laughed, the tension loosening just enough to breathe, but not enough to cool down the air between us. Not enough to settle the look Madison and Jess exchanged over Hannah’s head. Or the way Hannah’s cheeks flushed, stubborn and bright. Hannah nodded sharply. “It’s about trust. It’s about discipline and growth.”
Jess rolled her eyes, but smiled, too. “It’s about trying not to hump poor Ross into the deck again.”
Madison turned toward me, kneeling up, hair falling over one shoulder, and she tapped her finger against my chest. “You’re part of this too, big guy. You have to promise not to help.”
“Not a finger,” Hannah agreed, lifting a stern brow.
I swallowed. “Just lying there?”
“Exactly,” Hannah said, her voice low and dangerous. “It’s a trust exercise. Good for team building.”
Madison popped up first, tossing her hair over her shoulder like it was to be a grand performance. “I volunteer as tribute,” she said, trying to sound brave, but there was a reckless shimmer in her eyes. Hannah and Jess clapped mockingly as Madison sauntered over to me.
She moved slow, swinging her hips a little too much, her loose shorts swishing against her thighs, her pink bra straps slipping down her tank top. I stayed where I was, hands laced behind my head, legs stretched out, like they made me swear. Madison straddled my lap in one smooth motion, dropping her weight onto my hips with a little bounce that made all three girls snicker.
“Easy there, cowgirl,” Jess said, laughing into her fist.
Hannah leaned in like a referee ready to throw a flag. “Remember, no funny business.”
Madison rolled her eyes dramatically, but her mouth tugged into a grin. She wiggled her hips to settle into place, and even through the fabric, I could feel the heat of her body pulsing into me. “Comfort adjustment,” she said, mock-serious, but the way her hips circled ever so faintly gave her away.
Jess and Hannah locked eyes immediately. “She’s cheating already,” Jess accused.
“She’s leaking already,” Hannah added, holding back laughter. Madison sat up straighter, feigning innocence, but her chest heaved a little when she breathed. Her nipples pressed visibly against the thin tank top stretched over her tight pink bra.
I kept my hands glued behind my head, staring up at the darkening sky, pretending I didn’t notice the way she flexed her thighs against my hips, the way her soaked panties must already be sliding against her skin beneath those flimsy shorts. The girls whispered and giggled on either side, plotting her downfall.
The real test had begun. Madison shifted again, making a big show of it, tugging down the hem of her shorts like she was trying to be modest, even as it hiked her tank top higher over her stomach. She folded her hands neatly in her lap, tilted her head, and batted her lashes at Jess and Hannah like she was the very picture of good behavior. “See?” she said, all mock-sweetness. “I’m being a perfect angel.” Jess snorted.
“You’re sitting right on his . . . ” she cut herself off, catching Hannah’s warning look.
“No comments from the peanut gallery,” Madison said primly, but her grin was wicked. She settled deeper into me, and I could feel her heat through two thin layers of fabric, hers and mine, like a secret shared in plain sight. She started rocking just slightly, just enough to call it breathing. A tiny shifting of her weight side to side, her inner thighs squeezing and releasing, as if she didn’t even know she was doing it.
Hannah crossed her arms suspiciously. “Why’s your face getting red?”
“I’m concentrating,” Madison said, and she pressed her lips together like a kid taking a test. Jess leaned in closer, scrutinizing her like a coach at a tryout. “Concentrating on what, exactly?” Madison smiled too wide.
“On not moving too much. Obviously.” But every breath she took, every tiny adjustment of her hips, every slow roll of her thighs, it was all movement. It was all temptation. And she knew it. She knew exactly what she was doing. My cock throbbed painfully against the confines of my shorts.
Madison's weight and heat shifted over it with every barely-there twitch, every fake innocent bounce. The girls were watching her closely, but none of them were watching me. They didn’t need to. It was already written across my body. Madison pretended to adjust herself again, rocking forward just an inch, and her hips settled tighter against me.
I clenched my jaw, trying to stay still, but the pressure of her soaked panties grinding along my cock through two thin layers made my muscles twitch against her thighs. She looked down at me with those wide, innocent eyes, but her mouth betrayed her, curled up into a tiny, private smile. Jess caught it. “She’s doing it,” she said in a low, accusing voice. “Look at her.” Hannah leaned forward, eyes narrowing like a detective hunting a confession.
“That’s not breathing, Maddie. That’s rubbing.” Madison laughed lightly, bouncing once in my lap as if the whole thing was hilarious. But when she settled back down, she rocked again, barely, but enough that I felt her damp heat drag across the full length of my cock under the strained fabric. "Am not," Madison said, all wounded pride, but she was already moving in slow, almost imperceptible circles, her hips tracing tiny lazy figure-eights. The cotton of her shorts was damp enough now to cling to her folds.
Every tiny shift rubbed the fabric tighter against my cock, dragging wet friction across my lap. Every tiny adjustment sent lightning up my spine. Jess shook her head. "Look at his face," she whispered to Hannah. Hannah smirked wickedly.
"I think Ross is about to lose before she does." Madison leaned down a little, letting her pink bra swell into view through the gaping neckline of her tank. Her voice dropped low, secretive, right against my ear. “You’re doing so good,” she whispered. “Just a little longer, okay?” I swallowed hard. I could smell her skin.
I could feel her heartbeat through the heat in her thighs. One little more shift, and I'd lose everything. Jess couldn’t take it anymore. She burst out laughing, pointing shamelessly at Madison. “You’re soaked! Look at your shorts!”
Madison sat up straighter, mock-offended. “Am not!” she squeaked, but the dark patch between her legs gave her away instantly, spread wide across the crotch of her flimsy cotton shorts. Hannah snorted and clapped her hands once. “Guilty! Disqualified!” Madison tried to twist to hide it, but only managed to grind harder against me in the process.
I bit down on the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning out loud. Jess leaned over and slapped Madison lightly on the thigh. “You didn’t even last five minutes.”
“Lies and slander!” Madison shouted, but she was laughing too hard to defend herself. Hannah stood up and crossed her arms, looking down at us like a judge handing down a sentence. “Penalty: two barefoot trips down the dock for drinks.” Jess nodded solemnly. “In your wet little shorts, too.”
Madison flopped off my lap dramatically, landing sprawled across the deck. “You monsters,” she groaned, covering her face with both hands. The weight of her heat was gone, but my cock still throbbed hard against my shorts, leaking into the fabric. Hannah caught my eye and gave a tiny, wicked grin. She knew.
They all knew. Jess was already bouncing lightly on her toes, stretching her arms overhead, her tight lace bra peeking from under her sundress. "Guess it's my turn," she said, smirking down at me. She reached for the hem of her dress and lifted it just slightly, just enough to flash the tops of her thighs, the thin lace of her panties underneath, before dropping it back down and laughing. "We’ll see if I can do better," Jess said.
I didn’t have the heart, or the strength, to tell her she already hadn't. Madison lay sprawled on her back, laughing helplessly as Jess and Hannah pounced, pelting her with mock accusations. “Shameless,” Jess said, jabbing a finger at her. “Degenerate,” Hannah added, poking her in the ribs until Madison shrieked and rolled over. “You barely lasted two minutes!” Jess said, grinning wide.
Madison propped herself up on one elbow, hair wild around her face. “Please,” she said, shaking and soaked. “You’re all just jealous I got to sit on him first.”
Hannah shook her head. “Jealous you're leaking like a faucet?”
Jess gagged theatrically. "We’re gonna have to disinfect the deck."
Madison just grinned wider and waggled her hips at them, her damp shorts clinging obscenely to her ass.“Better get used to it.”
I stayed where I was, flat on my back, hands behind my head, letting them bicker and laugh it out, pretending like I wasn’t still achingly hard. Pretending like this was still under control. Because one look at Jess’s flushed face and nervous hands smoothing down her sundress told me:
It wasn’t. Not even close. Jess stayed sitting cross-legged for a second, running her hands down the sides of her dress like she needed to smooth herself back into place.
“You scared yet?” Madison teased, kicking her lightly with her bare foot.
Jess shook her head, but the way she tucked her hair behind her ear gave her away. “I’m fine,” she said, a little too fast. “You guys just have no self-control.”
Hannah smirked, arms crossed. “We’ll see about that.”
Jess huffed and pushed herself up to her knees. She gave me a tight, determined smile, but her cheeks were already flushed, and she kept shifting her weight side to side like she couldn’t get comfortable. “Besides,” she said, voice light, almost singing, “Ross is the one who should be worried.”
Madison cackled. “Why, Jess? Planning on taking advantage of him?”
Jess wrinkled her nose and stuck out her tongue. “I’m not a savage.” But when she stood and brushed invisible dust off her thighs, her hands lingered a second too long at the hem of her sundress, fingers fidgeting, toying with the edge like she couldn’t decide whether to lift it higher.
She was nervous. And that made it worse. Way, way worse. Jess took a slow, steadying breath and stepped over me, careful, deliberate, almost like she was afraid to spook something between us. She gathered the sides of her sundress and lifted it just enough to clear her knees as she lowered herself down, the hem slipping higher up her thighs with every inch.
I kept my arms behind my head, forcing myself to breathe normal, to stay still, but the second she straddled me, it all went tight. Her body was lighter than Madison’s, but the heat pouring off her felt hotter, sharper. She settled onto my lap with careful precision, planting her hands lightly on my ribs for balance, the thin lace of her panties barely a barrier between her and the hard ridge pressing up from my shorts. Jess smiled nervously, like she knew exactly what she was doing, and hated how much she loved it. Hannah and Madison leaned in like hawks.
“Hands up, Jess,” Hannah ordered. Jess rolled her eyes and raised her hands like a criminal under arrest, but her hips stayed planted squarely on top of my cock, the pressure making my teeth clench. "See? No touching," Jess said, laughing breathily. But she shifted her weight without meaning to, her soaked panties dragging slow and heavy across the length of me.
The air caught in her throat, just a tiny hitch, but it was enough to send Madison and Hannah into gleeful snickers. Jess bit her lip hard and sat taller, thighs trembling faintly as she  to keep herself perfectly still. The hem of her sundress had ridden so high that only the barest strip of yellow fabric covered her now. I could see the outline of her white lace panties stretched taut across her dripping sex, a soft damp patch blooming darker at the center. And the test had barely even started.
Jess shifted her knees wider, trying to find a position that didn't press her quite so hard against me, but all it did was spread the heat of her thighs against my hips, opening her up right over the full strain of my cock. Her thin panties barely contained the slick heat dragging along me now, and even though her hands were held stiffly away, her body betrayed her, rocking, tilting, her hips searching for friction without meaning to. Hannah was the first to notice. She snickered and pointed. "Look at her hips. She’s starting to ride."
"I'm not," Jess snapped, cheeks flaming pink, but she shifted again and this time her lace bra brushed the side of my face. She gasped and jerked back a little, but not before the soft swell of her breast dragged across my jaw, the warm shape of it perfectly molded under the thin lace. "That's a foul," Madison said immediately, laughing as she pretended to mark something invisible in the air. "Body contact." Jess, flustered, tried to sit up straighter, but it only made the hem of her sundress slide higher, the fabric bunching uselessly around her hips. Her panties strained and pulled between her legs, and the dark wet spot was unmistakable now.
She squeezed her thighs tighter around me instinctively, trapping my cock harder against her heat. "You are so losing," Hannah said, grinning. Jess shook her head fiercely, biting down on her lip again, breathing faster now, but her hips kept shifting, tiny, desperate movements she couldn’t fully stop. I stared straight up at the purple sky overhead, my heart hammering against my ribs. One more shift and she'd break.
One more breath and I'd break. And we all knew it. Jess  tried to play it off, but the tremor in her body gave her away. She locked her arms behind her back like she could force herself upright, force herself still, but her hips kept betraying her in tiny, helpless movements. I felt the heat of her slickness through the damp lace, every slow drag over my cock making my vision strain.
Her breathing turned shallow, little sharp inhales she couldn't disguise. Madison leaned over, pretending to whisper to Hannah, but loud enough for everyone to hear. “She’s already panting.” “She’s dripping,” Hannah said back, giggling, eyes gleaming. Jess turned bright red but didn't get up. Instead, she tipped forward slightly, the soft underside of her breasts brushing down my chest, her lace-covered nipples hard as pebbles through the thin bra.
I heard it, the first gasp. Quick and sharp, escaping her throat before she could catch it. Hannah grinned wider. “Sounded like a moan to me.” Jess shook her head fiercely, but another tiny gasp broke free when my cock twitched beneath her, throbbing up against her aching center. She tried to lift herself off me, to hover, but she barely managed an inch before her thighs quivered and she dropped back down with a soft whimper.
Another gasp. Madison clapped her hands. “Game over!” Jess covered her face with her hands, laughing and groaning all at once, too shaking and soaked to argue. Her hips rocked once more, subtle, instinctive, before she caught herself. She peeled herself off me slowly, her sundress riding high enough now that her soaked panties flashed plain as day to everyone on deck.
Jess stumbled backward onto the deck cushions, still laughing, still blushing, hair falling wild across her face. She hadn't lasted much longer than Madison. And next, it was Hannah’s turn. Jess threw herself onto the cushions beside Madison, covering her face with her hands, squealing with laughter. Her sundress bunched up around her waist, her pale thighs bare, the tiny scrap of her wet lace panties practically glowing in the dusky light.
Madison leaned over and slapped Jess’s hip, cackling. “Loser!”
Hannah sat back on her heels, shaking her head like a disappointed coach. “You didn’t even try to resist.” Jess peeled her hands away from her face, her cheeks blazing red but her grin wide. “You try sitting on that,” she said, flicking her fingers toward my lap, “and see how long you last.” Madison cackled louder. "Oh, she’s blaming the equipment now."
“Penalty time!” Hannah declared, standing up and stretching her arms overhead.
Her sweatshirt slipped off one shoulder, flashing the pale gleam of her bra strap, and she smirked down at Jess. "Two barefoot trips down the dock for drinks, and no fixing your dress." Jess groaned theatrically, dragging a hand down her face.
“I hate you all.” Madison patted her affectionately. “Get moving, sweetheart. You're making it easier for the rest of us.” I stayed where I was, still flat, still pretending to be calm, even as the damp patch at the front of my shorts grew painfully obvious, a silent, throbbing confession that no one was pretending not to see anymore.
Hannah turned to me next, cracking her knuckles like she was getting ready for a fight. “Well, cowboy,” she said, a wicked smile tugging at her mouth. “Guess it’s my turn to break you.” She stepped forward, slow and deliberate, hands slipping down to the waistband of her tiny shorts. She was going to make me pay for surviving the first two. And she knew it.
Madison and Jess sprawled across the deck, giggling like drunk cheerleaders as they roasted each other. “You lasted, what, three minutes?” Madison said, nudging Jess with her foot. “Longer than you, swamp shorts,” Jess shot back, tugging Madison’s damp fabric teasingly. They both howled with laughter, rolling onto their backs, their legs kicking into the air. "You’re lucky," Madison said, wiping tears from her eyes.
"Ross is too nice to call us out." Jess nodded, smirking wickedly. "He’s way too calm.” Hannah watched them both, arms crossed under her chest, one hip cocked. The late light caught her, the gleam of her bra strap slipping off her shoulder again as she sized up the situation. “You two are pathetic,” Hannah said, shaking her head with mock disappointment. “Absolute embarrassment.” Madison grinned up at her.
“Big talk. Let’s see you sit on that lap without creaming yourself.” Jess covered her mouth, giggling uncontrollably. Hannah just cracked her knuckles again, eyes glinting. "I'll show you how it’s done." But I caught it, the flicker in her throat when she swallowed, the twitch of her hand brushing at the waistband of her shorts. She was already more wound up than she wanted to admit.
And she was next. Hannah rolled her shoulders back, stretching like she was about to run a marathon. The casual cockiness on her face didn’t quite reach her hands, which kept tugging at the hem of her sweatshirt, fidgeting. “I’m telling you,” she said, casting a smug look down at Jess and Madison, “I can sit on him and not even flinch.” Jess raised an eyebrow. “You really think you’re made of stone?” Madison snickered.
“Wait till you feel him under you, Han. See how long you last.” Hannah just laughed, a low, dangerous sound, and kicked off her shorts without ceremony, leaving herself in nothing but those tiny sky-blue panties and the loose crop sweatshirt hanging off one shoulder. Jess and Madison whistled and clapped like drunken spectators at a strip show. “Show-off,” Jess muttered. "At least I don’t leak through my panties like you two," Hannah shot back, grinning wide.
She turned to me then, all fake seriousness, tossing her hair over her shoulder. “Hope you’re ready, Ross. I’m about to show you what actual self-control looks like.” I didn’t say a word. I just let my hands stay locked behind my head and braced myself. Because no one was leaving this round intact.
Not even her. Hannah approached slow, deliberate, like a cat stalking prey it already knew it had cornered. She straddled me in one fluid motion, her bare thighs sliding over my hips, the thin fabric of her panties brushing over the bulge straining painfully up from my shorts. Unlike the others, she didn’t try to pretend she wasn’t pressing against me. She planted herself firmly on my lap, knees spread wide, settling her weight low and solid, claiming the space between my hips like it belonged to her.
Madison and Jess whooped and hollered from the sidelines, but Hannah didn’t flinch. She just smiled down at me, calm, confident, almost serene, and adjusted her position by rocking her hips once, dragging herself tighter against the thick line of my cock through my shorts. "Comfort adjustment," she said sweetly, mimicking Madison's earlier excuse. Her sweatshirt slipped even further down her shoulder, flashing the full gleam of her satin bra strap and the soft curve of one breast threatening to spill free. She didn't fix it.
She let it dangle there, casual, natural, like she forgot what she was doing. My cock jerked against her instinctively, the friction unbearable. Jess and Madison burst out laughing again. "Penalty shot!" Jess called. But Hannah didn't move.
She just breathed slowly, evenly, sitting like a queen on her throne, thighs squeezing ever so slightly tighter around my hips every time I  to exhale. "You doing okay there, Ross?" she whispered, low enough that only I could hear. I gritted my teeth, trying not to twitch, trying not to grab her and flip her onto the deck like every cell in my body was screaming for. Hannah just smiled wider, like she could hear it happening inside me. And she hadn't even really started yet.
Hannah shifted again, almost imperceptibly, just a slow roll of her hips like she was stretching her back, and the drag of her soaked panties against my cock was unmistakable. The thin blue fabric clung tight now, darker right at the center, wet enough that every slight shift of her weight pulled it tighter against the slick, swollen lips of her pussy underneath. She wasn’t just damp. She was dripping. Madison let out a low whistle.
“Somebody’s not as composed as she thought.” Jess cackled, half-hiding her mouth behind her hand. “That seat’s gonna be flooded if she stays much longer.” Hannah shot them both a withering look, but her thighs tensed around my hips like she was fighting to keep from grinding harder. Her breathing was shallow now too, nostrils flaring every few seconds like she was trying not to moan. She tilted her hips forward another fraction, and her panties dragged over the hard ridge of my cock, separating barely anything anymore, just thin soaked cotton and strained skin. I bit the inside of my cheek to stop myself from moving.
My hands stayed locked behind my head, but every nerve in my body screamed for her. Hannah pretended to adjust the hem of her sweatshirt, but in doing so, leaned forward slightly, pressing her chest into my face. I caught the clean, sweet smell of her skin, the faint scent of river water and heat rising off her body. My cock twitched again under her, leaking into my shorts, the fabric already soaked and sticking uncomfortably to me. She smiled, slow and wicked, and rolled her hips once, grinding deliberately slow and deep, just to make a point.
I felt the wet slickness of her panties smear along my shaft, and I knew:
She was slipping. And she knew it too. Hannah leaned lower, bracing her palms lightly on my chest like she was steadying herself, but really she was trapping me, caging me under her. Her sweatshirt hung open, the satin of her bra catching the low, dying light, the shadowed curves of her breasts brushing closer to my mouth every time she rocked forward. She dipped her face down close to mine, her hair falling around us like a curtain, shutting out the world.
“You’re doing so good,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “So much better than we thought you would.” I swallowed hard, feeling every twitch and jerk of her thighs against my hips, the slick heat leaking through her panties onto my cock. “You’re not even grabbing me,” she breathed. “Not even begging.” Her hips rolled again, lazy, languid, dragging her soaked panties over me in one smooth, unbearable stroke. I clenched my fists together behind my head so hard my knuckles popped.
She laughed softly, the sound shivering down my spine. “We made you promise,” she whispered, rocking again, her voice turning almost cruel. “You’re not allowed to touch us, remember?” Another slow grind. Her soaked pussy lips dragging the full ridge of my cock through the soaked thin layer of her panties and my shorts. No friction left.
Only heat and wetness and need. “You’re so good," she said, biting my ear lightly. "I’m the bad one." Another tiny rock of her hips. “I’m going to lose," she whispered finally, the words breaking free of her tight throat. "I’m going to fucking lose.” She shuddered above me, hands tightening on my chest.
Her breathing turned ragged, desperate, her body trembling with it. I didn’t move. I didn’t dare. But I didn’t have to. She was already unraveling right there on top of me.
It happened in a slow, helpless wave. Hannah’s thighs clenched tighter around my hips, her nails digging lightly into my chest through my shirt. Her breath hitched once, twice, and then a full, broken sound escaped her throat, low and guttural. She tried to smother it by biting her lip, but it was too late. Madison and Jess caught it instantly.
“Ohhh, there it is,” Madison sang, practically bouncing on the deck. Jess clapped her hands once in triumph. “We got her!” Hannah shook her head fiercely, strands of hair whipping across her flushed face. “No, no, I’m,” she started, but her hips betrayed her, rolling forward again, slow and desperate, dragging her soaking panties along the length of my cock with a wet, squelching sound no one could pretend not to hear. Another broken whimper slipped from her lips.
Jess pointed gleefully. “Moaning is automatic disqualification.” Hannah squeezed her eyes shut, like she could will herself out of it, but her hips kept rocking, slow little circles that pressed her clit harder against me every second. Her sweatshirt slipped further off her shoulder, her bra straps digging into her skin, and the trembling in her thighs grew stronger. "Penalty times two," Madison said, laughing so hard she had to hold her stomach. Hannah finally cracked a smile, shaking and soaked and red-faced.
“You guys are such bitches.” She pulled herself off me slowly, reluctantly, leaving a hot, wet patch across my shorts where she’d been grinding. She staggered back onto the deck cushions, her panties visibly soaked now, clinging obscenely between her legs. “Okay, okay, I lost," she gasped, tossing her hair out of her eyes. "Happy?" Jess and Madison cheered like they’d won a championship. But the worst part, the part none of them said, was that she didn’t lose because they caught her.
She lost because she wanted to. The laughter finally died down, leaving the deck full of heavy, sticky heat. Madison lay sprawled on her back, Jess curled up on one elbow grinning like a devil, and Hannah sat cross-legged, her cheeks still burning, her panties still visibly soaked and clinging to her like a confession. "Okay," Madison said, sitting up and brushing her hair out of her face. "New idea." Jess arched an eyebrow.
"Oh no."
"No, no, listen," Madison said, her grin wicked and wild. "Clearly none of us can do this alone."
Jess laughed. "No shit."
"So," Madison said, stretching her arms overhead and letting her tank ride up over her flat belly, "we go together." Hannah snorted.
"You want all three of us to fail at once?"
"I want to see if Ross can survive it," Madison said sweetly “He hasn’t been tested yet.” Jess and Hannah exchanged looks, silent, secret looks, full of heat and danger and things they weren't saying out loud anymore.
"I’m in," Jess said, almost too fast. Hannah hesitated half a second longer, but when she saw the way I was still lying there, fists clenched behind my head, my cock straining hard and angry against the front of my shorts, she smirked. "Fine," Hannah said. "But we up the stakes." Madison grinned wider. "Strip down." Jess whooped and yanked the hem of her sundress over her head in one smooth motion, leaving her in nothing but her lacy white bra and matching panties.
Her nipples pushed hard against the thin cups, the fabric sheer enough to leave almost nothing to the imagination. Madison whipped off her tank top, tossing it onto the deck rail, and peeled down her damp shorts, standing there in a tiny pink bra and panties so wet they were practically see-through. Hannah stood too, a little slower, stripping off her loose sweatshirt and shimmying her panties down her legs. She kicked them off to the side without ceremony, leaving her in only the gleaming white satin bra that barely covered the heavy swell of her breasts. Three girls.
Half-naked. Flushed. Breathing fast. All staring down at me like predators circling a wounded animal. Madison cracked her knuckles and climbed onto me first, straddling my waist.
Jess knelt beside me, fingers tracing teasing shapes over my ribs. Hannah dropped onto my thigh, grinding down with dangerous laziness. And for the first time all night, none of them pretended it was still just a game. Madison settled herself low on my waist, planting her bare thighs firmly against my hips, her soaked panties pressing directly against the aching hardness trapped inside my shorts. She rolled her hips once, slow and heavy, grinding herself down the full length of me with a shuddering sigh she didn’t even try to hide.
Jess leaned in next, her lacy bra brushing against my chest as she climbed up to straddle my ribs. She perched there lightly, hands braced on either side of my shoulders, but her body told the real story, pressing down, her soaked panties dragging over my skin with every tiny shift, leaving smears of wet heat in her wake. Hannah slid herself along my thigh, grinding lazily back and forth, her satin bra slipping lower with every rock of her hips, the undercurve of one breast peeking free with each movement. Her wet pussy rubbed shamelessly over the muscle of my leg, soaking me, leaving a slick trail against my skin. I tried to stay still, tried to stay good, but they weren’t giving me a chance.
Madison ground harder, her wet panties catching and sliding, her clit dragging over the thick ridge of my cock again and again, making her gasp into the fading light. Jess shifted, pressing her chest into my face, and I caught the sharp scent of her arousal, thick and sweet, pouring off her skin. Hannah rocked faster on my thigh, whimpering under her breath, her hands digging into my knee for leverage. Their laughter was gone now. Their teasing gone too.
All that was left was the ragged sound of breathing, the wet slap of skin against damp fabric, the desperate friction building between all of us like a tidal wave. Madison leaned down, hair falling into my face, her mouth brushing my ear. “Don’t move,” she whispered. “Just let us . . . ” Another slow, devastating roll of her hips. Jess whimpered softly, circling her hips against my ribs, dragging the soaked crotch of her panties over my skin.
Hannah let out a shaky breath and pressed harder, riding my thigh in longer, needier strokes. I clenched my fists behind my head and closed my eyes against the roar in my blood. There was no pretending anymore. This was happening. Madison rocked harder against me, her breath catching, and her hands slid down my sides, down, down, to the waistband of my shorts.
She grinned wickedly down at me, eyes flashing. "This isn't fair," she said, feigning innocence. "You’ve got too many clothes on." Jess giggled breathlessly, her hips still grinding over my ribs. “Agreed. Handicap advantage.” Hannah laughed low in her throat and leaned up on her knees, her hand sneaking over to join Madison’s at my waistband.
I opened my mouth to say something, anything, but they were already tugging. Madison yanked the button open; Hannah dragged the zipper down; Jess lifted herself just enough to let them work. They peeled my shorts down my thighs in messy, hurried tugs, stripping me bare. My cock sprang free, thick, flushed dark, slick with need, and slapped up against my stomach with a wet sound none of us could pretend we didn’t hear. Madison’s eyes widened slightly.
Jess made a low, desperate sound in the back of her throat. Hannah bit her bottom lip hard, her cheeks coloring deeper. For a second, no one moved. The air was thick with heat, with want, with danger. Then Madison grinned wider and slid herself back down, her soaked panties dragging along the underside of my shaft.
She rocked forward once, slow, deliberate, the head of my cock bumping against her drenched center through the thin cotton barrier. Jess followed, wriggling down over my chest, her lacy panties catching and dragging along the line of my body, her wetness smearing over my skin. Hannah ground her hips harder into my thigh, her hand slipping between her legs now, openly rubbing herself through the glossy wet fabric of her panties as she stared at where Madison was grinding against me. Madison leaned down, hair spilling over my face. “You’re not allowed to move,” she whispered again, a command this time.
She rocked her hips again, and the shaft of my cock slid along the soaked groove of her pussy, so hot, so wet, so close. I stayed frozen beneath them, fists clenched, chest heaving, every muscle locked tight. If I moved, if I even twitched, it would all shatter. But the cracks were already showing. And none of us wanted to stop.
Madison rocked forward again, slower this time, the shaft of my cock sliding right between her slick folds, separated by nothing but the soaked cotton clinging to her. She gasped softly, biting down on her lip, her hands braced on my stomach as she ground herself up and down the thick length of me. Jess shifted above me, sliding down until she straddled my hips just behind Madison, her panties grazing over the base of my cock. The pressure of both of them, wet, slippery, desperate, pinned me down, the heat of their bodies searing through every inch of my skin. Hannah dragged herself up onto my other thigh, facing the opposite way now, grinding her soaked panties into the hard muscle there, her head tipping back, her chest heaving against the strained satin cups of her bra.
Madison whimpered softly, rocking faster, and I felt it, the moment the thin barrier of her panties slipped sideways. The bare, dripping heat of her pussy dragged directly along the length of my cock, no fabric, no pretense left. Her breath hitched. She froze for half a second. Jess felt it too, she tensed, and a wild, dangerous smile broke across her face.
“Oh my God,” Jess whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “She slipped.” Madison didn’t deny it. She just rocked again, bare, slick, open, and let the head of my cock catch against the swollen entrance of her pussy. Jess’s breathing quickened; she ground herself harder against my hip, her panties already half-twisted and clinging wetly to her. She reached out blindly, gripping Madison’s waist, pushing her lower without thinking.
Hannah leaned forward, one hand sliding over my chest, the other between her own legs, grinding harder, her breath sharp and broken now. Madison shifted again, the fat head of my cock dragging up between her folds, sliding through the slick mess of her arousal, and for a second, the thick crown caught right at her entrance, nudging deep enough that we both sucked in breath at the same time. She hovered there, trembling, soaking, frozen. Jess whimpered and clutched at Madison’s hip. Hannah whimpered too, her hand working faster under the thin strip of her panties, her thighs shaking around my leg.
Madison’s eyes fluttered closed. Her whole body begged for it. One slip. One push. And we’d all be finished.
Madison  to stay still, tried to keep herself hovering just barely above me, but her thighs trembled too hard, her muscles giving out inch by inch. She rocked again, slower this time, but her body was slick and needy, and the fat, swollen head of my cock caught right against her soaked entrance. Jess clutched Madison’s hips tighter, maybe to help her, maybe to push her. Hannah whimpered softly, her forehead dropping to my chest, her hand frantic between her legs now. Madison gasped, a short, sharp cry, and then it happened.
Her hips dropped the last inch. The tip of my cock slipped inside her. Just the head. Just enough. Enough to make both of us jerk in shock.
Enough to make Jess’s breath hitch into a desperate moan. Enough to make Hannah let out a broken, helpless whine against my chest. Madison froze, her eyes wide and glassy, her mouth open but silent. The thick head of my cock sat inside her, stretching her slick, tight heat just barely, just enough to know there was no going back. She trembled, her hands squeezing my sides, her panties pushed aside and useless now, hanging limp at her hip.
Jess leaned forward, her chest pressing into Madison’s back, her hands sliding up to cup Madison’s breasts through her damp bra. Her fingers kneaded softly, encouraging, teasing. Hannah shifted too, rising onto her knees beside me, her hand sliding down to wrap around the base of my cock where it disappeared inside Madison’s soaked pussy. Madison moaned then, quiet, broken, raw, and rolled her hips forward instinctively, taking another half-inch of me into her. Jess kissed the side of her neck, whispering something too low to hear.
Hannah stroked the exposed base of my cock, slick and messy with both our wetness. I stayed frozen under them, fists clenched so hard my knuckles ached, my hips straining not to thrust up into the burning heat clenching around me. But Madison rocked forward again, whimpering softly. Another inch. Another surrender.
There was no pretending anymore. There was no control. Only heat, and breath, and the slow, inevitable collapse of all of us together. For a second, everything stopped. Madison held herself there, straddling my hips, the thick head of my cock stretching her open, just barely inside her.
Jess froze behind her, hands cupping Madison’s trembling breasts, her chest pressed tight against Madison’s back. Hannah knelt beside me, her hand wrapped around the base of my cock, slick with both our heat, frozen mid-stroke. No one breathed. No one dared. The sun had fully dipped below the trees now, leaving us in soft, heavy twilight, the river lapping softly against the boat, the thick, humid air wrapping around us like a second skin.
Madison shivered above me, hips twitching faintly, her pussy clenching around the tip of my cock in tiny, desperate pulses. Her soaked panties clung uselessly to one thigh, forgotten. Jess's fingers flexed against Madison’s tits, thumbs brushing lightly over the swollen peaks straining through the damp lace. Hannah’s hand squeezed me instinctively, her palm slick and warm, her breath shallow and sharp against my stomach. I stared up at the darkening sky, fists still locked behind my head, every muscle screaming for release, every nerve ending burning.
If I moved, even an inch, it would be over. But Madison was already breaking apart above me. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably, her body clenching tighter around me, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. She whimpered once, low and broken, her head dropping forward onto Jess’s shoulder. Jess gasped something filthy soft and filthy against Madison’s ear and ground herself harder into my side, her lacy panties dragging wet and sticky across my ribs.
Hannah whimpered again, her hand sliding up and down the base of my cock, smearing the mess slicker, wetter, dragging a moan from deep in her chest. We all hovered there, trembling, right at the edge of something that could never be undone. It wasn’t a game anymore. It wasn’t a test. It was the moment before the fall, the second before the dam broke, the shaking and soaked, trembling heartbeat when everyone knew: There was no pulling back.
Not anymore. Madison was the first to break. With a trembling whimper, she rocked her hips forward, sinking lower onto my cock. Inch by inch, the thick length of me stretched into her, sliding past the tight, soaked heat of her pussy until she was fully seated, her ass pressed flush against my thighs. She gasped, sharp and wild, and dropped her forehead onto my chest, her fingers digging into my sides like she needed to hold on or drown.
The second she bottomed out, Jess moaned too, grinding harder against my ribs, her soaked lace panties smearing wet heat across my skin. She pressed her tits down into Madison’s back, her arms wrapping around Madison’s waist, clutching her like she needed to anchor herself too. Hannah whimpered at the sight, dragging her panties down her thighs and tossing them somewhere behind her. She climbed higher onto my leg, bare now, her slick pussy grinding down against the hard muscle of my thigh with frantic, desperate movements. Madison rocked again, slow, messy, helpless, and my cock dragged through her slick heat, the thick friction making both of us moan, making Jess clutch at her harder, making Hannah sob into her hand as she rubbed herself faster and faster against my leg.
Jess shifted, twisting herself lower, until her mouth found Madison’s throat. She kissed her there, open-mouthed and hungry, her fingers sneaking down between Madison’s thighs to rub where my cock stretched her open. Madison cried out, the sound wild and broken, and rocked faster, fucking herself on me now in desperate, sloppy thrusts, every move grinding Jess’s hand tighter against her clit. Hannah slid closer too, one hand reaching out blindly, clutching at my hip for balance as she ground her dripping pussy harder against my thigh, her breaths coming fast, high, panicked. Madison started to lose rhythm, hips jerking erratically, her thighs quivering so hard she could barely keep herself upright.
Jess kissed her deeper, rougher, her hand working faster between Madison’s legs, helping her ride me harder, deeper. Hannah moaned into my ear, her body spasming against my leg, slick pouring down onto my skin as she shook. Madison slammed down one final time, hard enough to drive me fully into her, hard enough that the tight walls of her pussy clamped down around my cock and dragged my own orgasm ripping out of me. I exploded inside her, thick hot pulses filling her in heavy, endless waves. Jess moaned too, grinding herself desperately against my hip until she shuddered and collapsed, clinging to both of us.
Hannah sobbed out loud, her orgasm ripping through her, and she collapsed onto my other side, her whole body shaking. For a long time, none of us moved. Just a heap of bare skin, sweaty limbs, soft gasps and broken breaths tangled together on the warm deck, the river lapping gently against the hull like it was applauding us. We hadn’t just slipped. We had fallen.
All the way. The air was thick with heat and the sharp scent of sex, heavy and humid against our bare skin. No one spoke. No one moved. Madison lay slumped across my chest, her body limp, her breath slowing in deep, shaky pulls.
Her soaked panties hung uselessly at one thigh, forgotten. My cock was still buried inside her, softening slowly, but neither of us made any move to separate. Jess draped herself over both of us, her face buried against Madison’s neck, her body still twitching every few seconds with aftershocks. One of her arms stretched across my ribs, a lazy, possessive touch. Hannah curled against my other side, one leg thrown over mine, her hair tangled across my stomach.
Her hand rested low on my hip, her fingertips brushing lightly against the slick, sensitive skin there in unconscious, soothing strokes. The boat rocked gently beneath us, the only sound besides our breathing the soft slap of river water against the hull. No one dared to say what we had just done. No one dared to name it, or laugh it off, or pretend it hadn’t happened. We had promised.
We had vowed. We had sworn we wouldn’t let this happen again. But the truth was in the way Madison’s body clung to mine, refusing to lift off. It was in the way Jess’s fingers curled tighter into my side when I shifted slightly. It was in the way Hannah sighed, low and broken, and pressed her face against my hip like she could burrow herself deeper into me.
We hadn’t just given in. We had surrendered completely. Not with shouts. Not with declarations. But with silence.
With the way we stayed tangled up, still clinging to each other, still pretending there was no blame, no fault, no decision made. It was easier that way. Easier to pretend it was the heat. The river. The helplessness of bodies too close for too long.
Easier to pretend none of us had wanted it. When the truth was, we all had. And now there was no going back. Only forward. Deeper.
Wherever this beautiful, terrible, irreversible fall would take us next.
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