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The call came on a Thursday night.
I was in the shop, tightening the last bolts on a customer’s outboard when my phone buzzed against the workbench. Madison. No text, just calling.
“Hey,” I said, wiping my hands.
“You at the boat this weekend?” Her voice was light, but underneath it, something careful.
“Hadn’t planned on it.”
“Well,” she said, “you might want to. Jess is driving in tomorrow. I’m driving her up.”
I leaned against the bench. “Since when?”
“Since five minutes ago.” A pause. “She says she left something in the cabin. Needs to get it before classes start.”
“She could’ve told me herself.”
“She’s shy around you all of a sudden,” Madison said. “Anyway, I told her I’d go too. Make it less awkward.”
I didn’t answer right away. “And Hannah?”
Madison hesitated. “Not coming.”
The words sat there a second too long.
“Look,” Madison said, “this isn’t some reunion. Just a quick trip. In and out.”
I knew she didn’t believe that any more than I did.
By Friday afternoon, the three of us were back on the dock. Jess in cutoff shorts and a tank top, hair up, sunglasses hiding her eyes. Madison hauling two small bags like she was moving in. The river smelled the same, warm, green, slow, but the air felt still.
Jess stepped onto the deck first, toes curling on the sun-hot boards. “Feels weird being back,” she said, half-smiling.
Madison dropped her bags by the rail. “We’ll live.”
Inside, it was exactly as we’d left it. Sheets folded. Counters clear. The hammock swaying slightly from the open hatch. Jess went straight to the loft without taking her sunglasses off.
Madison glanced at me. “You okay?”
I shrugged. “Are you?”
She didn’t answer. Just followed Jess up.
By sunset, we’d fallen into something almost like the old rhythm. Madison chopping vegetables in the galley. Jess leaning against the counter, close enough to bump my arm when she reached for the salt. Their voices overlapped in that easy way I’d missed, even when they were pretending it was all casual.
It didn’t stay casual, though.
Madison was the first to crack it. After dinner, she wandered out to the swim deck, bare feet on the damp planks, and sat on the edge. “Water’s perfect,” she called over her shoulder.
Jess came out behind me. “You going in?” she asked her.
Madison grinned. “If you are.”
They stripped down in the soft deck light, shirts, shorts, underwear tossed into a heap, and dove in without another word. When they surfaced, hair slicked back, they looked at me in unison.
“Your turn,” Jess said.
I peeled my shirt off and dropped it on the rail. The swim deck boards were still warm under my feet as I kicked out of my shorts. Both of them were treading water now, side by side, eyes up on me.
“Come on,” Madison said, flicking water at Jess’s shoulder.
I dove clean, the river closing over my head in a muffled rush before I surfaced between them. Madison was close first, her hands on my shoulders, legs brushing mine under the surface. Jess circled behind, her stomach sliding across my back, her fingers tracing the line of my ribs.
“You missed this,” Madison murmured.
I didn’t answer. She pressed her body to mine in the water, breasts flat against my chest, nipples hard. Her hand slid down, under, closing around me with a slow squeeze. The warmth of her palm contrasted with the cool river, each stroke sending a jolt up my spine.
Behind me, Jess’s hands worked lower, her fingers slipping around me like water snakes. She wrapped her arm around my waist, her hand finding me where Madison’s was, their fingers brushing over each other as they both stroked me, slow and deliberate.
Madison kissed me, wet lips, open, tongue sliding against mine. Jess’s mouth found the side of my neck, sucking hard enough to make me grunt into Madison’s mouth. My hands found hips, one each, pulling them tighter to me until I was caught between their bodies.
“Here,” Jess whispered, guiding me toward the swim ladder. I backed against it, sitting on the lowest rung while they pressed in. Madison straddled my lap in the water, guiding me into her with a slow push that made her bite down on my shoulder. Her hips rolled immediately, water sloshing between us, the heat of her wrapping me tight. Jess stayed at my side, one hand cupping my balls under the surface, the other on Madison’s breast, kneading in rhythm with her movements.
It all happened so fast, so easily. It’s the way we were now, I guess.
Madison’s breathing quickened, her nails digging into my shoulders as she rode me harder. Jess’s lips found mine now, her tongue sliding deep while her free hand reached down to stroke Madison’s clit, making her buck hard against me.
Madison broke the kiss with a gasp, head back, body tightening around me in sharp pulses. She came shaking in my lap, still grinding until she had to grab the ladder for balance.
Before I could catch my breath, Jess pulled her off me, straddled my lap herself, and sank down in one smooth motion.
Jess let out a low, throaty sound as she settled onto me, the river rocking around us. Her thighs gripped my hips under the water, holding me deep inside her from the first push. She didn’t move right away, just stayed there, tight and boiling hot, her chest pressed to mine, breath warm against my neck.
Madison floated beside us, one arm over the ladder rail, watching with a lazy grin. Her free hand disappeared under the water, and Jess shivered at the first touch.
“Fuck,” Jess whispered, starting to move now. Slow, grinding circles that made the water swirl against my skin. Her nipples brushed my chest with each pass forward. My hands slid down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her tighter every time she tried to rise.
Madison’s hand stayed busy between us, her fingers stroking Jess in quick, firm passes that made her hips jerk. Jess’s breathing turned ragged, her mouth opening against my jaw, teeth grazing skin. I thrust up into her now, meeting every grind, the slap of water marking each connection.
“Don’t stop,” she gasped, nails digging into my shoulders. Her rhythm broke, faster now, thighs trembling against me. Madison’s grin widened, she knew exactly where Jess was.
Jess’s body tightened hard around me, her forehead pressing to mine as she came. The water rocked from the movement, little waves smacking the ladder and echoing under the swim deck. She stayed in my lap, pulsing around me, until she finally let out a shaky laugh and leaned back.
Madison moved in, kissing her, their tongues sliding together over my shoulder. Jess’s hands went to my chest, holding herself there, still wrapped around me. Madison broke the kiss, met my eyes, and hooked a finger at me.
“Your turn to come,” she said sweetly.
Madison climbed over me in the water, her body sliding against Jess’s until all three of us were tangled together. She kissed me hard, wet hair dripping on my face, while Jess stayed seated on my cock, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. Madison’s hand went under the water, gripping me where Jess was wrapped around me, the squeeze making Jess gasp into my neck.
“Don’t move,” Madison told her, and Jess obeyed, biting her lip.
Madison shifted lower, kissing down my chest until she disappeared beneath the surface. I felt her mouth wrap around me under Jess, the heat of her tongue and the tightness of Jess at the same time making me groan. Jess’s hands clutched at my shoulders, her head falling back.
“Fuck, Mads,” she breathed, thighs quivering as Madison’s tongue moved against us both. I gripped Jess’s hips, holding her down while Madison worked me, the suction deep and wet under the cool water.
Madison came back up, licking her lips. “My turn,” she said, pushing Jess up and sliding into her place. She sank onto me in one slow push, her eyes locked on mine. Jess stayed close, one hand on my chest, the other between Madison’s legs, stroking her as she started to ride me.
The rhythm built fast, Madison bouncing in the water, Jess’s fingers working her clit, my hands guiding her hips. Madison’s moans turned into sharp gasps, her pace breaking until she froze and came hard, grinding down into me. Jess kissed her through it, their bodies pressed together above me.
When Madison eased off, Jess slid back on without hesitation. Madison’s hand wrapped around the base of my cock, stroking me into Jess with every thrust. The double sensation pushed me right to the edge.
“Come for us,” Madison said in my ear, her voice low and certain.
I gripped Jess hard, thrusting up into her until the heat broke and I spilled into her in long, deep pulses. Jess held me there, hips locked, while Madison’s hand milked every last drop out of me.
We stayed tangled in the water, catching our breath, the river rocking us gently against the ladder.
We pulled ourselves out and made our way to the bedroom. Jess’s towel was already slipping when I crawled onto the mattress. Madison tugged it the rest of the way off, letting it fall behind her, and ran both hands down Jess’s sides to her hips. Jess leaned back into her, arching just enough for Madison’s mouth to close over her nipple. The wet pull made Jess’s breath hitch, her hand gripping Madison’s thigh.
I knelt in front of them, sliding my palms up the insides of Jess’s knees, pushing her legs wider until she was open for me. Madison met my eyes over Jess’s shoulder and held the look while her hand moved down between Jess’s thighs. Jess shivered when Madison’s fingers parted her, the wet heat catching the light from the small loft window.
I leaned in, dragging my tongue slowly up over Madison’s fingers until I reached her clit. Jess’s hips twitched forward, pressing into my mouth. Madison kept her hand there, holding her open for me while I worked her, long, slow strokes of my tongue, then quick flicks that made her gasp and dig her nails into Madison’s leg.
Madison’s other hand slid around Jess’s chest, squeezing her breast, thumb brushing over her nipple. I could hear Jess’s breath breaking into little whimpers, feel the tremor starting in her thighs. I slid two fingers into her, curling them up while my tongue stayed on her clit, and her whole body jerked.
“Fuck, ” Jess’s voice cracked, hips grinding against my face. Madison bent to kiss her neck, murmuring something I couldn’t hear, and Jess’s thighs clamped around my head. She came hard, heat pulsing against my mouth, her hands tangling in my hair.
I didn’t stop until she pushed at my shoulder, panting. Madison eased her back against the pillows and pulled me up to kiss her, Jess’s taste still fresh between us. Madison’s tongue pushed into my mouth, hungry, her hands already unbuttoning my shorts.
She shoved them down, freeing me, and slid straight onto my cock in one smooth, wet push. Her head fell back, mouth open, as she settled her hips against mine. I gripped her ass and started thrusting up into her, hard enough to rock the mattress. Jess reached out, cupping Madison’s breasts, pinching her nipples until she moaned.
Madison leaned forward, bracing on my chest, riding me faster. Jess kissed her, their tongues tangling while I fucked up into her, the slap of our bodies sharp in the small space. Madison’s pussy clenched hard around me, her rhythm breaking as she came, grinding down with a shudder.
Before she could catch her breath, Jess pulled her off me and climbed into her place, lowering herself onto my cock, still slick from Madison. Her hips rolled slow, deliberate, her eyes on mine the whole time. Madison moved in beside us, rubbing Jess’s clit while I thrust up into her, the three of us tangled in sweat and heat.
Jess’s moans turned high and desperate. Madison’s fingers worked faster, my pace matched hers, and Jess broke, body clenching, mouth open in a silent cry, pulsing hard around me until I spilled into her, every thrust deep and tight until there was nothing left.
We collapsed together, limbs tangled, skin slick, the air in the loft thick with sex.
We stayed tangled for a long time. The air in the loft was thick with heat and skin, every breath heavy. Jess lay draped over my chest, her hair damp with sweat, her cheek pressed to my collarbone. Madison was curled at my side, one leg thrown across mine, her fingers tracing lazy lines over Jess’s hip.
Eventually, Jess pushed herself up, reaching for the towel at the foot of the bed. She wrapped it loosely around herself and climbed down the ladder without looking back. Madison watched her go, then leaned over to kiss me once, slow, before pulling on her shirt.
“She’s quiet,” Madison said, not as a question.
“She’s thinking,” I said.
“About what?”
I shook my head. “You’d know better than me.”
Madison gave a small, unreadable smile and went down after her. I stayed in the loft a minute longer, pulling on shorts, letting the cooler air drift in through the open hatch. From below came the faint clink of bottles, the low hum of their voices, no laughter, but no edge either.
When I came down, Jess was on the swim deck, sitting cross-legged with a beer in one hand, her gaze on the far bend of the river. Madison was inside, cutting up the last of the peaches, the knife moving in clean, practiced strokes.
“You good?” I asked her.
“Peach?” she said, offering me a wedge.
I took it, leaning against the counter. “That’s not an answer.”
Madison’s knife kept moving. “We’re here, aren’t we?”
Out on the deck, Jess called for another beer. Madison handed me one from the fridge. “Go be nice,” she said.
Jess glanced up when I stepped outside, squinting in the low light. “Thanks.” She took the bottle, twisting it open and taking a long pull.
The river was glassy now, reflecting the first few stars. We sat in silence, the sound of Madison moving inside filling the background.
“You thought I’d be different this time,” Jess said suddenly.
I looked at her. “Did I?”
She smirked faintly. “You always do.”
Madison came out a minute later, barefoot, with a plate of peaches and the half-empty wine bottle. She set them down between us, then sat with one leg dangling over the edge, close enough that her knee brushed mine every time she shifted.
The three of us stayed like that, passing the bottle back and forth, the light fading until the river was black.
Madison was the first to stand. “Swim,” she said, already stripping her shirt again. “Just cool off.”
Jess rolled her eyes but got up, set her bottle on the rail, and tied her hair. I killed the deck lights. The dark came in fast, the river a black sheet with a thin silver track from the moon.
We moved quiet. Towels on the rail. Toes over the edge. Madison slipped in with barely a splash. Jess followed, arms cutting clean through the surface. I climbed down the ladder and slid off the last rung, the water closing around my shoulders.
“Out to the buoy,” Madison said, voice low. “Touch and back.”
She pushed off first. Jess went after her, steady strokes, feet flicking past me. I followed. Breath, pull, glide. The hum of insects over the trees. The soft slap of water on aluminum.
At the buoy, Madison reached up and tapped it with the flat of her palm. Jess touched next. I came in third. We floated there a moment, chests rising and falling, river drifting under us.
“Race back?” Jess asked.
“No,” Madison said. “Stay.”
We drifted in a loose triangle, close enough that our knees brushed every so often. No one talked. The quiet sat on our shoulders. Madison’s eyes were on me. Jess’s were on the boat.
A set of ripples rolled under us from upstream. Madison rode over them, then turned and started back without a word. Jess and I followed, slower now. The swim deck ladder showed as a darker shape in the dark.
On the platform, Madison pulled herself up and lay flat on the planks, arms out, water running off her in thin streams. Jess climbed beside her and rolled onto her side, face toward the river. I stayed in, elbows on the lower rung, chest against the rail, watching them breathe.
Madison reached blindly and found Jess’s hand. Jess didn’t pull away. Their fingers laced and stayed that way. No one said anything about it.
“Storm tomorrow afternoon,” Madison said after a while. “I checked the weather before we left.”
I nodded against my arm. “We’ll need to double the lines.”
“We should be here for it,” Jess said, voice small but firm. “Not driving.”
Madison turned her head. “So we’re staying.”
Jess didn’t answer, which was an answer.
I climbed up and sat with my feet in the water. Madison propped herself on an elbow and looked at me. “You still have it?” she asked.
I knew what she meant. I nodded toward the cabin. “In a drawer.”
Jess’s eyes flicked to mine. “You brought the sketchbook?”
“I didn’t want to,” I said. “I did.”
Jess swallowed once. “Show me in the morning.”
Madison let out a slow breath. “Good.”
We toweled off without hurry. Inside, the cabin had cooled. I cracked two windows and checked the mooring lines through the screens. Jess lit a single tea candle on the table. The little flame threw a small circle on the wood.
“Cards?” Madison said, pulling a dog-eared deck from the drawer.
Jess took a seat. I sat across from them. Madison dealt fast, the slap of paper loud in the quiet. We played rummy, then speed. Nobody kept score. We just laid cards down, hands crossing, shoulders brushing when we reached.
At some point, Jess’s foot found mine under the table and stayed there. Madison saw it and didn’t comment. She dealt again, slow this time.
When the candle burned low, Jess stood and stretched, arms high, ribs lifting. “I’m showering,” she said, grabbing a towel from the hook. “Save me a spot.”
Madison gathered the cards into a neat stack. “Top deck after?”
“Yeah,” Jess said from the doorway. Water started a moment later, a steady hiss behind the thin door.
Madison watched the closed bathroom, then looked at me. “We’re not breaking it again,” she said. Not a threat. Not a promise. Just a line laid down.
I nodded. “So we take care of the boat. We eat. We sleep. We wait out the storm.”
“And we look at the drawings,” she added.
I reached into the drawer, took the sketchbook out, and set it in the center of the table. Neither of them touched it.
The bathroom door opened. Steam rolled into the cabin. Jess stepped out wrapped in a towel, skin flushed from the heat, hair wet down her back. She saw the sketchbook, stopped, and came to the table. Her fingers hovered over the cover, then rested there.
“Morning,” she said again, quieter.
“Morning,” I agreed.
Madison stood and headed for the ladder. “Hammock,” she said. “Ten minutes.”
Jess watched her go, then looked back at me. “We’re really staying,” she said.
“Yeah.”
She nodded once, the towel tightening at her chest as she breathed in. “Good.”
We blew out the candle. The cabin fell into dark and river sound. The storm line on the horizon pulsed faintly, far off, moving our way.
The morning came heavy and slow, a gray light bleeding through the windows. The air felt thicker, storm pressing down from somewhere upriver. Madison was already on the top deck when I came up, one leg hooked over the hammock edge, mug of coffee balanced on her stomach.
Jess was still below, I could hear her moving around the galley, cupboard doors opening and shutting.
“You slept?” Madison asked.
“Some.” I took the seat across from her. The deck boards were cool under my feet.
“She didn’t,” Madison said. “Up half the night. Kept coming up to look at the water.”
I didn’t answer. Jess stepped out with three mugs, set two down, kept one for herself. She sat between us on the edge of the hammock, her knees brushing mine.
“Show me,” she said.
The sketchbook was inside, but I’d already brought it up. I handed it over. She held it flat on her knees, flipping through slowly. Madison watched her, silent.
Jess stopped halfway, fingers resting on a page. “She was good,” she said. Not a question.
“Yeah,” I said.
Another page turned. Jess’s breathing had changed, slower now, eyes catching on small details. The drawings of her made her pause longest. Madison leaned over, looking at them too.
“You see what she saw,” Madison murmured.
Jess nodded. “It’s not just… us.” She flipped another page. “It’s how we were.”
She closed the book but kept a hand on it. “We shouldn’t keep this on the boat.”
Madison tilted her head. “Why?”
“It’s hers,” Jess said. “She didn’t leave it by accident.”
I took a sip of coffee. “We can talk about it after the storm.”
Jess looked out at the river. The current had quickened overnight, surface broken with tiny whirlpools where it bent past the dock.
Madison shifted upright. “Let’s get the tie-lines doubled before it hits. Then we can hole up inside.”
We worked without talking much, lines pulled tight, knots checked twice, fenders adjusted. The wind had a bite now, bringing a scent of rain.
By mid-morning the clouds had lowered, and the light went green. Jess stood at the stern, hair whipping, watching upriver. Madison came up beside her, sliding an arm casually around her waist. Jess didn’t pull away.
“We’ve got time for lunch before it gets here,” Madison said.
Jess glanced at me. “You cooking?”
I shook my head. “Both of you are.”
Madison smirked. “Fine. But you’re cleaning.”
Inside, the galley filled with the smell of eggs, onions, peppers. They moved around each other easily, passing utensils, brushing hips. Not deliberate, not avoiding it either. I leaned on the counter, watching them work, the hum building between them without a word about it.
When we sat down to eat, the first low rumble rolled through the cabin. Jess glanced toward the window. Madison just smiled faintly and took a slow sip of coffee.
“We’ve got hours,” she said.
Jess looked at me over her mug. “Good.”
The first sheets of rain came in sideways, rattling the windows and drumming the deck above us. The river turned a flat, churning gray. The boat swayed on its lines, the moan of stretched rope cutting under the constant patter.
Madison stood at the forward window, watching the water push harder against the bow. Jess was behind her on the bench seat, knees pulled up, wrapped in one of the old wool blankets. I sat at the galley table, a mug of coffee cooling in my hand.
Lightning flashed over the ridge, and the thunder landed a breath later, close enough to make the glass tremble. Jess flinched. Madison glanced back, one corner of her mouth lifting.
“Storm nerves?” she asked.
Jess shook her head, but she didn’t meet Madison’s eyes.
The wind picked up, pushing rain under the deck overhang and against the window. The air in the cabin felt smaller, tighter. Madison stepped away from the glass and dropped onto the bench beside Jess, close enough that their thighs touched under the blanket.
“You warm enough?” Madison asked.
Jess nodded again, slower this time. Madison’s hand slid under the edge of the blanket, resting on Jess’s knee. Jess didn’t move, just looked down at Madison’s fingers. The quiet between them stretched, thick with the rain.
Another thunder roll passed over us. The boat rocked gently in its moorings, a shift that brought Jess’s shoulder into Madison’s. Madison didn’t shift away. She left her hand where it was, thumb stroking once along the inside of Jess’s leg before she stood.
“I’m grabbing another blanket,” Madison said, her voice even.
She came back with it folded over one arm and dropped it on my lap without a word. Then she sat again, pulling the first blanket higher over herself and Jess. Their heads bent together for a moment, something passed between them in a low murmur I couldn’t make out over the rain.
When Madison looked up, her gaze slid to mine, steady, unreadable. Jess followed it, just for a beat, before dropping her eyes back to her lap.
The wind gusted again, making the whole boat shudder. Jess leaned into Madison without seeming to notice. Madison’s arm wrapped around her automatically, and Jess’s hand stayed on Madison’s leg, light, resting.
I set my mug down and watched them, the storm outside tightening the walls, the air thick with something that felt like the first seconds before heat breaks.
The storm hit harder as the afternoon dragged on. Rain hammered the roof in steady sheets, loud enough that conversation had to lean close. The river was a roil of dark water and whitecaps now, spray lifting off the bow with each gust.
Madison had moved to the floor, back against the bench seat where Jess still sat curled up. The blanket covered both of them, pooling around Madison’s waist, her arm still slung casually across Jess’s shins.
I sat across from them at the table, shuffling the deck from last night without dealing. The air smelled of wet wood and coffee gone cold.
Lightning flashed, bleaching the cabin white for an instant, and Jess’s eyes flicked to mine. She looked away just as quick, but her mouth had tightened.
“You okay?” I asked.
She nodded, then added, “It’s loud.”
Madison’s hand shifted slightly under the blanket, just enough to make Jess glance down. “Better if you’re distracted,” Madison said.
Jess rolled her eyes, but there was a curve to her mouth now.
The boat rocked in a long, slow sway, ropes creaking outside. Madison reached up without looking and pushed a strand of Jess’s hair back from her face. Jess let her, even leaned forward a little into the touch before catching herself.
I watched the exchange. They knew I was watching, neither one looked away this time.
Jess slid her legs off the bench and onto the floor, knees almost touching Madison’s. The blanket shifted with her, exposing a bare calf, the smooth line of her ankle. Madison’s gaze dropped there, lingered, then came back up.
Another rumble passed overhead, long and low. The cabin seemed smaller for it.
Jess turned toward me. “You still have that bottle of rum?”
I got up, pulled it from the cabinet, and set it on the table with three glasses. Madison poured without asking.
The first drink was quiet, just the sound of the storm and the clink of glass. Madison topped hers off immediately. Jess took a longer sip, watching me over the rim.
“You’re quiet,” she said.
I shrugged. “I’m watching the lines.”
Madison smiled faintly. “And us.”
Jess didn’t deny it. She put her glass down, her foot finding mine under the table again, pressing lightly. Madison noticed, her eyes flicked down, then back up at me.
“Another?” Madison asked.
Jess nodded. “Why not.”
Outside, the wind howled through the trees along the bank. Inside, it was warm, close, and getting warmer.
Madison set her glass down, the bottom hitting the wood with a dull thud. She leaned back against the bench again, one knee bent under the blanket, the other stretched toward me. Jess stayed on the floor beside her, cross-legged, their hips almost touching.
The blanket had slipped low, showing the slope of Jess’s bare shoulder. Madison reached over, hooked a finger under the edge, and pulled it back up, slowly, deliberately, her knuckles brushing the top of Jess’s breast before covering her again.
Jess didn’t flinch. She took another drink instead, eyes on me.
The boat rocked gently, the motion carrying their bodies just enough that Madison’s thigh pressed against Jess’s with every sway. Madison’s hand was still on the blanket, fingers curling slightly as if deciding whether to move.
“You’re both making it hard to sit here,” I said.
Jess smiled faintly. “Then don’t sit there.”
I slid off the bench and onto the floor in front of them. Madison’s legs opened a little, her foot bracing on the wall. Jess shifted so I was between them. The heat from their bodies filled the space, the scent of skin and rum cutting through the damp air.
Madison’s hand left the blanket and settled on the back of my neck. Jess’s fingers traced along my jaw, down my throat. I didn’t move in closer, just stayed there, letting them decide.
Jess leaned forward first, her lips brushing mine in a short, testing kiss. Madison’s hand tightened on my neck, pulling me toward her mouth next, deeper, slower, her tongue sliding against mine until Jess made a small sound beside us.
I turned back to Jess, kissing her harder this time. Madison’s hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, resting just above my waistband. Jess’s knees shifted apart, her breathing quickening against my mouth.
The storm rattled the windows, wind howling. Madison’s fingers dipped under the edge of my shorts, her touch warm, confident. Jess’s hand moved to my thigh, squeezing once, before she slid her palm higher.
They didn’t look at each other, just at me.
“Upstairs,” Madison said. Not a suggestion.
Jess climbed first, her towel slipping at her hips with each rung. Madison’s hand was on the small of her back, guiding her up, a steady pressure that looked casual but wasn’t. I came last, my hands close enough to brush Madison’s calves as she stepped off into the loft.
The air up here was warmer, the rain a softer drum on the roof. Jess’s towel came loose the second she straightened, sliding down to the floor in a quiet heap. She didn’t bother to pick it up. Madison’s eyes went to the pale strip of skin along her hip before she crossed the space, catching Jess by the waist and pulling her in.
I kicked my shoes off, my shirt after, and stayed back a moment, watching the way Madison’s mouth claimed hers, slow at first, then deeper, Jess’s hands bracing on her shoulders. Madison’s thumbs stroked lazy arcs over Jess’s ribs, each pass higher until her palms were full of bare breast.
Jess’s breath hitched when Madison pinched her nipples between her fingers, holding the pressure while her mouth moved to Jess’s neck. Jess’s hands slid down, pulling at the hem of Madison’s shirt until she was bare too, the two of them pressed skin to skin.
I stepped closer. Jess felt me at her back, her head turning just enough for my mouth to find hers. Madison stayed on her neck, her hands sliding lower, over Jess’s stomach, pausing just above the shadow between her legs.
Jess parted her thighs without being asked. Madison’s fingers slipped down, stroking slow, deliberate lines that made her knees soften. My hand cupped her jaw, keeping her mouth on mine as Madison worked her from behind, each touch firmer than the last.
When Madison slid two fingers into her, Jess broke the kiss with a gasp, her forehead pressing to my chest. I stroked her hair, watching Madison’s face over her shoulder, the small, satisfied curve of her mouth as she fucked Jess slow and deep, her thumb circling until Jess’s hips started to roll against her hand.
“On the bed,” Madison murmured.
Jess let her guide her down, knees sinking into the mattress, arms braced. Madison stayed behind her, fingers never leaving, while I came around to the front. Jess’s eyes lifted to mine just as Madison pushed her face-down into the pillow and bent to kiss the small of her back.
I slid my shorts off and moved in, my hand wrapping around the back of Jess’s neck, holding her steady as Madison’s tongue replaced her fingers. Jess moaned into the pillow, hips pressing back into her. Madison’s eyes met mine once before closing again, her mouth working Jess’s clit in slow, hard passes that made her thighs shake.
I pulled her up by the hair, kissing her while Madison kept her mouth between her legs. Jess’s hands clutched at my chest, her breath breaking into short bursts. When Madison slid her fingers back inside, curling just right, Jess came with a sharp cry, her body jerking hard enough to pull from my grip.
Madison eased her down, kissed the inside of her thigh, then looked up at me. “Your turn.”
Jess was still catching her breath when I rolled her onto her back. I pushed her knees apart and slid into her in one steady thrust, the heat and slick from Madison’s mouth making it easy. Jess’s hands gripped the mattress, her eyes locked on mine as I started to fuck her slow.
Madison knelt beside us, kissing her forehead, her cheek, then leaning down to take a nipple into her mouth. Her hand moved to Jess’s clit again, working it in tight circles to match my thrusts. Jess’s hips rose to meet us both, her moans turning higher, sharper, until she clamped down around me and came again.
I kept moving through it, her nails digging into my arms, Madison’s mouth still on her breast. When the pulse in her body eased, Madison pushed me back, straddling me before I could pull out. She sank down onto my cock, her head rolling back at the stretch.
Jess lay sprawled beside us, watching with parted lips, one hand drifting between her own thighs. Madison set a fast rhythm, her hips smacking against mine, her breasts bouncing with each drop. I gripped her ass, driving up into her, the wet sounds between us loud under the rain.
She came hard, hips grinding, then slid off to let Jess take her place again. Jess climbed onto me slow, her body trembling but hungry, lowering herself until I was buried in her again. Madison lay beside us, one hand on Jess’s clit, the other rubbing her own between parted thighs.
The three of us moved together, Jess riding me, Madison’s fingers working her toward another release, my hands holding her hips and pulling her down harder each time. When Jess broke again, shaking and gasping, I let go, thrusting deep until I spilled inside her.
She collapsed onto me, Madison curling in against her back, our bodies tangled in heat and sweat while the storm pounded the roof above.
Jess was still draped over me when Madison’s hand slid between us again. She didn’t bother being gentle, her fingers pressed into the wet heat between Jess’s thighs, scooping the mix of me and her, smearing it higher until Jess shivered and tried to close her legs.
“Not done,” Madison murmured, her voice right against Jess’s ear.
Jess made a soft noise, half-protest, half-need. Madison’s fingers moved in slow, firm circles, her other hand on Jess’s hip to keep her open. I stayed inside her, already starting to swell again, feeling every pass of Madison’s fingertips against my shaft through her.
Madison caught my eye over Jess’s shoulder. “You too.”
I shifted my hips, shallow thrusts at first, just enough to push against her clit each time Madison’s fingers pressed down. Jess’s breath went ragged, her nails scratching along my ribs.
“Roll her,” Madison said.
We moved together, me pulling out, Madison guiding Jess onto her back. She slid down between her legs without hesitation, her mouth covering Jess’s pussy in a hot, wet pull that made Jess arch off the mattress. I knelt beside her head, my cock brushing her cheek. She turned to take me in her mouth, her lips wrapping slow and deliberate around me while Madison worked her below.
The angle had me watching Madison’s tongue glide over Jess’s clit, the way her fingers curled inside, her jaw moving with a steady rhythm. Jess moaned around me, the vibration making me grip her hair tighter.
Madison sped up, her free hand spreading Jess wider, her tongue flicking in short, fast passes now. Jess’s hips bucked, her mouth tightening on me, and then she broke, legs clamping around Madison’s head, a sharp cry swallowed against my cock.
Madison didn’t let up, drawing it out until Jess was twitching under her hands. She finally sat back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning up at me. “Now you.”
I slid down, lifting Jess’s hips, pushing back into her while she was still shivering from the last wave. She was limp but open, her arms above her head, fingers curled in the sheets. Madison lay beside her, kissing her neck, her breast, her stomach, her tongue tracing lazy circles on any skin she could reach.
I kept the pace slow at first, savoring the deep, wet slide, my hands gripping her hips to keep her right where I wanted her. Madison’s hand moved down between us again, stroking her clit in time with each thrust. Jess’s legs tightened around my waist, pulling me in deeper every time I tried to ease out.
She started shaking her head, breathless. “I can’t, ”
“You can,” Madison cut in, her voice low, fingers moving faster.
Jess’s back arched, her mouth falling open without sound as the third orgasm took her. She clenched around me so hard it dragged mine up with it, and I drove into her until I was spilling again, every muscle locked until it passed.
We stayed tangled, my chest to hers, Madison pressed along her side, the three of us slick with sweat, breathing hard in the heat of the loft. Outside, the storm had eased to a steady rain, the river’s slap against the hull soft and slow again.
Nobody moved to clean up. Madison’s fingers traced the inside of Jess’s thigh lazily, not pushing for more this time. Jess’s hand found the back of my neck, holding me there against her shoulder.
The only sound was the rain, the creak of the lines, and the three of us breathing in the same small space.
The rain had softened to a low hiss on the roof, steady and even, like it could go all night. The heat in the loft clung to us, thick with skin and sweat. Jess lay between us, her breathing slowed, eyes half-closed. Madison’s arm was draped across her waist, fingers idly tracing the curve of her hip.
I eased back onto the pillow, one arm behind my head, letting the air from the small open window spill over my chest. The river smell came in with it, green, damp, clean in a way that made the loft feel even more closed in.
Jess turned her head toward me. Her hair was damp against her cheek, her lips parted just enough to see the shine of her breath. She didn’t say anything, just watched me like she was deciding something. Madison’s hand slid lower, brushing the top of Jess’s thigh before settling again.
“You hear that?” Madison murmured.
It took me a second to know what she meant. Not the rain. The rope, stretching on the cleat with each slow rock of the hull. A soft, deep creak that matched the sway under us.
Jess’s eyes flicked to the ceiling, listening. “It’s louder in here.”
Madison smiled against her shoulder. “Everything is in here.”
For a long moment, none of us moved. The rhythm of the boat against the lines felt like another heartbeat, slow and constant. Madison shifted onto her back, stretching her arms above her head, her body arching. Jess followed the motion with her eyes.
“You two going to sleep?” Jess asked, but it didn’t sound like a complaint.
I reached for the rum bottle still near the pillows, the glass cool in my hand. “Not yet.”
Jess pushed herself up onto one elbow, taking the bottle from me. She drank straight from it, the corner of her mouth catching a bead that rolled down to her chin. Madison watched her wipe it away with the back of her hand, her gaze fixed a little too long.
A flash lit the window, the thunder still far off but moving back toward us. Jess leaned on the sill, looking out over the river. The reflection of the cabin lights wavered in the black water. “It’s calmer,” she said quietly.
I got up, pulled my shorts on, and crossed to the ladder. “Come on. Top deck.”
Madison sat up, hair falling forward over her shoulders. “Now?”
“Now,” I said.
Jess glanced at Madison before climbing down. Madison followed, tugging her shirt over her head as she went. I stayed behind them, catching the faint scent of their skin in the damp air.
When I stepped out onto the top deck, the storm had left a slick shine over everything. The air was warmer here, heavy but fresh. Jess walked barefoot to the rail, hands on the wet metal, her towel still somewhere in the loft. Madison joined her, their shoulders brushing.
Neither of them turned when I came up behind them.
The river was glass again, only the slowest drift carrying us downstream. The dock ropes groaned every few seconds, a quiet counterpoint to the hiss of rain over the trees on the far bank. Jess leaned forward on the rail, forearms resting there, the light from the cabin below catching along the curve of her back.
Madison stayed close, one hip against the metal, watching her in that way she had, like she was reading something Jess didn’t know she’d written. I stayed a few steps back, the wet boards cool under my bare feet, letting the two of them keep whatever it was between them for a minute.
“You can smell it,” Jess said finally.
“What?” I asked.
“The storm. It’s still here. Just quieter.”
Madison nodded once, eyes still on her. “It’s not gone until the air changes.”
Jess turned her head then, meeting Madison’s gaze. “You think it will tomorrow?”
Madison’s mouth curved faintly. “Tomorrow always changes something.”
She pushed off the rail and walked to the far side, glancing down over the mooring lines. Jess stayed put, looking out over the dark water. I moved up beside her, close enough to feel the warmth of her skin against the damp air.
“You tired?” I asked.
She shook her head. “No.” Her voice was quiet, almost lost in the river.
Down below, Madison’s footsteps creaked on the ladder as she came back up. She carried three enamel mugs, steam curling up from each. “Couldn’t find clean glasses,” she said, handing one to Jess, one to me. The coffee was hot and strong, cutting through the damp.
Jess took a sip, then set her mug on the rail. Her fingers stayed curled around it, eyes drifting toward the dark bend upstream. “What’s up there?” she asked.
“Nothing,” I said. “Just water and trees until you hit the bridge.”
Madison leaned on the rail next to her. “We should take the boat up sometime. Past the bridge. See what’s really there.”
Jess glanced at her. “You’ve never been?”
Madison shook her head. “Some places you leave alone until the right company comes along.”
They held each other’s look a beat too long. I drank from my mug, the heat settling in my chest. The rain eased to a fine mist, the air almost still now.
Jess broke the silence. “If it’s still calm in the morning, let’s do it.”
Madison looked over at me, waiting.
“Past the bridge?” I said.
Jess nodded. “Yeah.”
I set my mug beside hers. “Then we’ll need an early start.”
Madison smiled, the kind that wasn’t all in her mouth. “Good. I like early starts.”
The three of us stood there until the coffee cooled, the mist soaking into our hair, the river holding us in its slow pull. When Jess finally turned toward the ladder, Madison let her go first again, following close.
I stayed up a little longer, watching the bend, thinking about tomorrow.
By the time I went back down, the loft lights were off and the cabin was lit only by the dim glow from the galley. Jess was at the table with a towel around her shoulders, rubbing the damp out of her hair. Madison was barefoot in the galley, leaning on one hip while the kettle hissed low behind her.
“You staying up?” I asked.
Jess shook her head. “Just warming up before bed.” She twisted the towel once more and draped it over the back of the chair. Her skin was still flushed from the air outside, a faint shine along her collarbone.
Madison poured three mugs, setting them on the table. Chamomile, from the smell. “Better than coffee this late,” she said, sliding one toward me.
We drank without talking much, the rain now just a soft patter on the deck above. The cabin swayed gently, the ropes creaking in long, even pulls. Jess’s eyes had gone half-lidded, her hands cupped around the mug like she was holding onto the last bit of heat.
When she stood, she didn’t say goodnight, just brushed my arm with her fingers as she passed, climbing the ladder to the loft. Madison watched her go, her mouth unreadable.
“She’s thinking again,” Madison said quietly.
“About?”
“You,” she said, and then after a beat, “and me.”
We finished the tea in silence. Madison rinsed the mugs, set them upside down on the counter, and followed Jess up without looking back.
When I climbed up a few minutes later, the air in the loft was warm with their breathing. Jess was already curled on her side under the blanket. Madison lay behind her, one arm draped loosely over her waist.
There was room on the other side, so I slid in, my back to the wall. Jess shifted just enough that her knee touched mine through the blanket. Madison’s eyes were open, watching me over her shoulder.
“Tomorrow,” she said, voice barely above a whisper.
I nodded.
The boat rocked once, slowly, the sound of the river steady against the hull. Jess’s breathing evened out, and Madison closed her eyes, her hand still resting low on Jess’s stomach.
The storm had passed, but the air still held its weight, like it hadn’t decided to leave yet. I lay there listening to the ropes creak, the faint slap of water under the swim deck, the small movements of the two bodies between me and the dark.
Somewhere upriver, beyond the bend, the bridge waited.
The storm had passed, but the air still held its weight, like it hadn’t decided to leave yet. Jess’s breathing had slowed, almost asleep. Madison’s eyes were still open, watching me over her shoulder.
Without a word, she slid her hand lower over Jess’s stomach, fingers slipping beneath the blanket. Jess stirred but didn’t push her away, her thigh shifted instead, opening just enough.
Madison’s gaze locked on mine as her hand moved under the covers, slow and deliberate. I heard the faint hitch in Jess’s breath.
“Tomorrow,” Madison whispered again, but her fingers kept moving. Jess made a soft sound, her hips barely rocking under the blanket, the heat rising again between all three of us.
Madison’s mouth curved in the dark. “We have to stop then.”
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