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The light off the water cut across the cabin, sharp and pale. Jess sat at the galley table with her knees pulled up under the shirt she’d slept in. Her hair hung damp against her face, the ends stuck to her collarbone. She pushed the handle of her mug back and forth, not drinking.
Madison stood barefoot at the stove in one of my old T-shirts, the hem barely brushing her thighs. She flipped a piece of bacon with her fingers and popped it straight into her mouth, chewing slow. “She’s sulking,” she said without looking back.
Jess glared at her over the rim of the mug. “I’m not.”
“You are,” Madison answered, grinning at the pan.
Hannah stretched out on the bench, tank top cut low, shorts undone at the waist. Her legs dangled loose, toes tapping the cabinet. She pulled Jess’s mug out of her hands and sipped it herself. “Cold,” she said, wrinkling her nose, then licking the edge of the cup anyway.
Jess yanked it back. “Get your own.”
Hannah leaned in close, her hair falling across Jess’s shoulder, eyes locked on her. “I like yours.”
Jess shoved her lightly, but her cheeks flushed. She ducked behind the mug again.
I leaned against the rail, arms crossed. My shirt was still on the floor where I’d left it the night before and hadn’t picked it up. Madison noticed, glanced at me, then at Jess, then smirked.
“Are we going to talk about last night, or keep pretending it didn’t happen?” Madison asked, sliding the bacon onto a plate.
Jess’s head shot up. “Don’t.”
“Why not?” Madison carried the plate to the table, setting it in front of Jess. She bent low enough that her hair brushed Jess’s hand. “We all know what you sounded like.”
Jess pushed the plate away, eyes flashing. “Shut up.”
Hannah laughed, low and rough. “She can’t shut up. She loves reminding you.”
Jess’s jaw tightened. She dropped her feet to the floor and stood, tugging the hem of the shirt lower over her thighs. “I’m going outside.”
She brushed past me, the scent of sex sharp as she moved. I caught her wrist before she reached the hatch. “Eat first,” I said.
She froze, eyes up at mine. Her pulse thumped fast under my fingers. “I’m not hungry.”
“You are,” I said, not letting go.
Madison leaned against the table, watching us with her arms folded under her chest. “Don’t let her run off. She’ll hide out there all day.”
Jess tugged once, weak, then gave up. I let her go anyway. She slipped through the hatch, bare feet quick on the deck.
Hannah blew out a breath, laughing under it. “She’s a mess.”
Madison picked up a strip of bacon, biting the end slow. “She’ll come back. She always does.”
I pulled my shirt off the floor and dragged it over my shoulders. The air still smelled of them, sweat, perfume, skin. I looked at Madison. “Don’t push her.”
She licked the grease from her finger, eyes steady on me. “She needs pushing.”
The deck boards were still damp from the night, cool under my feet. Jess sat at the bow with her knees pulled to her chest, arms wrapped around them, the shirt clinging against her back. Her hair lifted in the breeze off the river.
“You didn’t have to follow me,” she said without turning.
I sat beside her anyway, close enough that our legs touched. “You didn’t eat.”
She rested her chin on her knees, eyes fixed on the current. “I can’t even think about food right now.”
“You need to,” I said.
She snorted, soft. “What I need is a time machine.”
I watched her profile, the line of her jaw tight. “Regret?”
Her eyes cut to mine, sharp. “Don’t.”
“Then what?”
Her mouth worked, but she didn’t answer. She tucked her hair behind her ear, the skin of her neck still marked from Madison’s mouth.
I reached out and touched the back of her hand where it rested on her knee. She flinched, but she didn’t pull away.
“Jess,” I said, low.
Her lips parted, then shut again. She shook her head quick, like clearing it. “They don’t stop. You know that, right? They won’t let this go.”
“And you?”
Her shoulders rose and fell. She didn’t look at me. “I don’t even know anymore.”
The hatch creaked behind us. Hannah’s voice carried out before she appeared. “Knew I’d find you up here.”
Jess stiffened, arms tightening around her knees.
Hannah padded barefoot across the deck, coffee in her hand from the galley. She dropped onto the boards on Jess’s other side, stretching her legs out long. “You hide, we chase. Same game every time.”
Jess’s voice was sharp now. “It’s not a game.”
Hannah leaned back on her elbows, tank slipping low, eyes locked on Jess. “But it kind of is.”
Jess’s jaw clenched. She turned her face toward the water.
Madison’s laugh floated up from the hatch before she climbed through, a plate in her hand, bacon piled high. “Knew you’d leave this behind.” She set it between us, crouching low. “Eat before it’s gone.”
Jess didn’t move.
Madison pinched a strip with her fingers and held it up to her mouth. “Open.”
Jess shook her head. “Stop.”
Madison grinned and leaned closer. “Then take it yourself.” She brushed the edge of the bacon against Jess’s lips. Jess’s breath hitched, her hands gripping her knees tighter.
I caught Madison’s wrist before she pressed further. “Enough.”
Madison’s eyes flicked to me, sharp, but she let go of the bacon. She leaned back on her heels, watching Jess. “See? You don’t stop it either.”
Jess finally turned, glaring at both of them. “You’re insane. Both of you.”
Hannah sipped her coffee, eyes steady on her. “Maybe. But you’re still here.”
Jess’s face flushed hot. She shoved up to her feet, the shirt sliding high against her thighs, and headed for the stern.
Madison called after her, voice sing-song. “You can’t outrun it, Jess.”
Jess didn’t answer.
Jess gripped the rail at the stern, staring down at the water like she could dive in and escape. Her shoulders were tight, shirt hanging low off one side. I stayed at the bow, watching.
Madison came up behind her, quiet at first. Then her hand slid onto Jess’s hip. “Running won’t help.”
Jess stiffened, knuckles white on the rail. “Leave me alone.”
Madison’s voice dropped, low. “You don’t mean that.”
Jess turned, quick, eyes flashing. “Yes, I do.”
Madison stepped closer, chest brushing her arm, the plate of bacon still in her other hand. She bit off a strip slow, chewing while her eyes stayed locked on Jess’s. “Then tell me to go.”
Jess’s lips parted, but no sound came. Her throat worked as she swallowed.
Madison leaned in until her breath brushed Jess’s cheek. “Say it.”
Jess shoved at her shoulder, weak. “You don’t stop.”
Madison smiled, pressing in harder, her hip pinning Jess to the rail. “Because you don’t want me to.” She held the bacon to Jess’s mouth again. “Open.”
Jess shook her head. Her eyes darted toward me at the bow, like she wanted me to step in.
I didn’t move.
Madison pushed the bacon gently against her lips. “You’ll take it. You always do.”
Jess’s breath came sharp through her nose. Then her mouth opened, just enough. Madison slid it in slow, watching every twitch of her lips as she chewed.
“Good girl,” Madison whispered.
Jess’s eyes shut tight, face turning away. “Stop calling me that.”
Madison caught her chin, forcing her back. “Why? It’s true.”
Jess’s hands dropped from the rail. One pressed flat against Madison’s chest, the other gripping her wrist. Her voice was tight, low. “You’re making me crazy.”
Madison’s smile widened. “Good. Then you’ll stop pretending.”
Jess’s cheeks burned red, eyes shining. She twisted, trying to slip past, but Madison blocked her with her hip, the plate clattering to the deck. She grabbed Jess’s wrists and pinned them back against the rail.
Jess gasped, eyes wide. “Madison, ”
Madison leaned in until their noses almost touched. “Tell me to stop.”
Jess’s chest heaved against hers, breath short, lips trembling. She didn’t say it.
Hannah’s voice carried from the bow. “Knew you’d corner her.”
Jess jolted, but Madison didn’t move. She grinned over her shoulder. “She’s not running anymore.”
Hannah strolled closer, coffee dangling from her fingers, eyes on Jess. “She never really does.”
Jess shook her head fast, wrists straining in Madison’s grip. “You’re both insane.”
Madison pressed her lips to Jess’s ear, voice low enough only I could hear from where I stood. “Then be insane with us.”
Jess’s whole body shivered against her hold.
Hannah came up slow, the river light catching the wet shine on her bare legs. She set her coffee on the deck rail, then leaned a hip against it beside Jess.
“Thought you wanted space,” Hannah said, eyes locked on Jess.
Jess tried to turn, but Madison held her pinned. “I did.”
Hannah reached up and tucked Jess’s hair behind her ear, fingers brushing her cheek. “Then why are you shaking?”
Jess’s jaw tightened. “Because you won’t stop.”
Hannah smiled, small and sharp. “You don’t really want us to.”
Jess’s breath hitched. Her wrists twisted in Madison’s grip, but she wasn’t pulling hard enough to get free.
Madison kissed her jaw, slow. “Look at her. She’s already giving in.”
Jess’s head snapped toward me. “Tell them to let me go.”
I didn’t move.
Madison laughed against her skin. “He won’t. He knows you like it.”
Jess’s voice cracked. “I don’t.”
Hannah’s hand slid lower, fingers brushing the hem of Jess’s shirt. “Then prove it. Walk away.”
Jess froze.
Madison leaned in closer, her lips at Jess’s ear. “You can’t.”
Jess shook her head, quick, desperate. “You’re both insane.”
Hannah’s hand slipped under the shirt, flat against Jess’s stomach. Jess gasped, back arching against the rail.
“Say stop,” Hannah whispered.
Jess’s lips parted, her breath catching. She didn’t.
Madison shifted her grip, one hand locking both of Jess’s wrists, the other sliding along her thigh. “She won’t.”
Jess whimpered, knees bending, her body pressed tight between them. “This isn’t fair.”
“Nothing about this is fair,” Hannah said, mouth close enough to brush her cheek. “That’s why you love it.”
Jess’s eyes squeezed shut. Her voice was a whisper. “I hate you.”
Madison smiled against her neck. “You don’t.”
Hannah’s hand slipped higher under the shirt, fingertips grazing the bottom curve of her breast. Jess’s body jolted hard, her knees giving way for a second before Madison caught her weight.
“Careful,” Madison murmured. “Don’t fall.”
Jess’s eyes opened, wide and wet, staring straight at me again. Her chest rose fast against their hold. She shook her head once, weak. “I can’t.”
Hannah kissed her cheek, soft. “Yes, you can.”
Madison’s grip tightened on her wrists. She lowered her voice, steady and certain. “She’s already ours.”
Jess’s mouth trembled. Her knees pressed together, thighs tight, but she didn’t fight the hands holding her open.
Jess’s wrists twisted again, harder this time, but Madison held firm. “Let me go,” Jess said, her voice thin, almost shaking.
Hannah brushed her lips against Jess’s ear. “Say it like you mean it.”
Jess turned her face away. “I mean it.”
Madison laughed low. “No, you don’t.” She slid her hand higher on Jess’s thigh, nails grazing her skin. “If you did, you’d be screaming.”
Jess sucked in a sharp breath. Her thighs clamped together tight, but Madison’s hand stayed wedged between them.
“You can’t even close me out,” Madison whispered.
Jess jerked, eyes flashing at her. “Stop twisting everything.”
Hannah tilted her chin with two fingers, forcing Jess to meet her eyes. “Then tell us the truth.”
Jess’s lips parted, but nothing came. Her chest rose quick, her whole body trembling between them.
I shifted on the deck, the air heavy. Jess’s eyes darted to me, desperate, pleading. “Ross,”
Madison grinned. “Don’t bother. He’s watching.”
Hannah’s hand slid higher under the shirt, cupping Jess’s breast. Jess gasped, arching against the rail.
“Stop, ” she said, but her voice cracked halfway through.
Hannah squeezed, her thumb brushing Jess’s nipple through the thin fabric. “Say it again. Louder.”
Jess bit down on her lip, head shaking, hair falling across her face.
Madison kissed her neck, slow, her lips dragging against flushed skin. “She won’t. She’s already gone.”
Jess twisted hard, finally breaking one wrist free. She shoved at Madison’s shoulder, but it was weak, shaky. “I said stop.”
Madison caught her hand again, forcing it back. “Then why are you wet?”
Jess’s whole body jolted. “I’m not.”
Hannah’s laugh was low, steady. “You are.”
Jess’s breath came rough now, chest heaving. She turned her face into the rail, hiding. “I can’t do this.”
Madison leaned in, her voice against Jess’s hair. “You already are.”
Jess shuddered, every muscle tight. For a second she froze, caught silent, her pulse hammering under Hannah’s fingers. Then she shook her head, hard. “You’re both impossible.”
Hannah kissed the side of her throat. “And you still haven’t walked away.”
Jess’s knees bent again, her weight sagging into Madison’s hold. Madison steadied her, grinning over Jess’s shoulder at me. “She’s not holding out much longer.”
Jess’s eyes met mine again, wide, trembling, pleading, but she didn’t pull free.
Jess’s breath came sharp and uneven, her eyes still locked on mine. “Ross,”
I didn’t move.
Madison’s hand slid higher, her palm flat against Jess’s thigh, fingers pressing closer. “Say it. Say you want us.”
Jess shook her head fast. “I can’t.”
Hannah cupped her face and forced her to look straight at her. “Then stop shaking.”
Jess’s lips trembled. Her eyes darted from Hannah to Madison, then back to me. Her voice broke. “Please,”
Madison kissed her neck, soft but unrelenting. “Please what?”
Jess gasped, her chest rising hard against Hannah’s hand under the shirt. “Please stop,”
Hannah smirked. “That’s not what your body’s saying.”
Jess whimpered, twisting weakly. “I can’t,”
Madison’s hand slid under the hem, two fingers slipping past the edge of her panties. Jess jerked like she’d been shocked, knees buckling. Madison caught her weight, pinning her against the rail.
Her head fell back, a cry spilling from her throat. “Madison, ”
“Good girl,” Madison whispered, her fingers moving slow, testing. “Knew you’d break.”
Jess’s hands clutched at the rail behind her, knuckles white. Her body pressed forward into Madison’s touch even as her head shook no.
“Don’t,” she whispered.
Hannah kissed her full on the mouth, swallowing the sound. Jess whimpered into it, her lips trembling, then opened, letting Hannah take her.
Madison’s grin widened against her neck. “There she is.”
Jess’s thighs parted just enough for Madison’s hand to slide deeper. Jess moaned into Hannah’s mouth, her whole body jerking against the rail.
I stepped closer, the heat of it rising sharp in my chest. Jess’s eyes flew open when she felt me near, glassy and wide, her voice breaking between Hannah’s lips.
“Ross,”
Hannah pulled back just enough to whisper against her mouth. “He’s watching. He sees what you are.”
Jess cried out, her hips rocking helplessly into Madison’s fingers. Her legs shook, her chest heaving, every muscle tight.
“Say it,” Madison demanded, curling inside her.
Jess gasped, her voice raw. “I, can’t, ”
Hannah kissed her hard again, her hand locking in Jess’s hair. Madison’s fingers moved faster, relentless. Jess’s body jolted, her nails scraping the rail, her cry muffled under Hannah’s mouth.
Her whole frame convulsed, thighs clamping down around Madison’s hand. She came hard against the rail, whimpering broken sounds into Hannah’s lips.
Madison’s fingers stayed inside her, stroking slow. “Knew it,” she whispered. “Knew you couldn’t resist.”
Jess sagged between them, chest heaving, sweat damp on her temples. Her eyes stayed on me, wet and wide, pleading for something she couldn’t even say.
Jess’s body sagged against the rail, her breath ragged, but Madison didn’t let up. Her fingers slid out slow, glistening, then pressed right back in, deeper. Jess gasped, jerking forward.
“Stop, ” she said, but her voice cracked, breaking into a moan.
Hannah kissed her again, harder, pulling her head back by the hair. Jess whimpered into it, her wrists trapped against the rail.
“She doesn’t want to stop,” Madison said, curling her fingers until Jess buckled. “She just wants us to make her admit it.”
Jess’s thighs trembled. “I can’t, I can’t,”
Hannah bit her lip, her teeth tugging until Jess groaned. “Yes, you can.”
Madison shoved her shirt higher, baring her stomach. She pressed her wet fingers flat against Jess’s skin, leaving a wet trail as she dragged them up to her breast. Jess’s nipple peaked instantly under the thin fabric.
“See?” Madison said, smirking at me over Jess’s shoulder. “Her body’s begging.”
Jess’s eyes snapped open at that, locking on me again. They were wide, desperate, shining. “Ross,”
I stayed where I was, heat coiling hard in my chest.
Hannah’s hand slid lower, tugging Jess’s shirt up until her breast spilled free. Jess yelped, twisting, but Hannah caught her nipple between two fingers, rolling it until her knees buckled.
“Jesus,” Jess gasped.
Madison pressed her mouth to Jess’s throat, sucking hard enough to leave red marks. Jess’s head fell back against the rail, her lips parting, a choked sound spilling out.
“Tell us to stop,” Hannah whispered against her ear.
Jess’s breath came sharp, chest heaving. She didn’t.
Madison’s hand slid back down, fingers pushing under her panties again. Jess cried out, her body jolting, her thighs clamping down too late. Madison grinned. “That’s it. Take it.”
Jess shook her head, frantic. “I, no, I can’t, ”
Hannah kissed her mouth again, cutting her off. Madison’s fingers moved faster, stroking her rough, deep. Jess whimpered into Hannah’s lips, her whole body thrashing against the rail.
Her eyes flicked to me one more time, wide, glassy, pleading, but she never said the word.
Her cry broke loose, raw and high, her thighs shaking around Madison’s hand as she came again, body convulsing helpless against both of them.
Hannah pulled back, licking Jess’s bottom lip. “Good girl.”
Madison’s grin widened, her fingers still inside her, stroking slow. “She’s ours now.”
Jess sagged, sweat damp on her chest, her hair stuck to her cheeks. She was trembling, her lips trembling with it, still staring at me over their shoulders.
Jess slumped between them, her body still twitching from aftershocks, sweat on her chest. Madison slid her fingers free, glistening, then shoved them into Jess’s mouth. Jess whimpered, sucking weakly, eyes never leaving mine.
That was enough.
I crossed the deck in three strides. Madison smirked as I came up behind her, but she didn’t move. Hannah held Jess pinned to the rail, her shirt twisted high, nipple bare, her chest rising hard against Hannah’s grip.
I caught Madison’s wrist and yanked it from Jess’s mouth. Jess gasped, lips wet, breath shuddering out.
“Ross, ” she whispered.
I spun Madison against the rail, pressing my chest into her back, forcing her to pin Jess even tighter. Jess’s wide eyes met mine, glassy, trembling.
“You’ve had your fun,” I said, low. My hand slid down Jess’s stomach, past Madison’s trapped fingers, pressing into the heat between her thighs. She jolted, a sharp cry breaking out.
“Jesus,” she gasped, her nails clawing at the rail.
Hannah laughed, her mouth at Jess’s ear. “Told you he’d come.”
Jess shook her head, frantic, but her hips snapped forward into my hand.
“You wanted me,” I said, pushing her panties aside.
Her voice cracked. “I didn’t, ”
“Say it,” I demanded, pressing two fingers into her, filling her slow.
Her head dropped back against the rail, a moan tearing loose before she could stop it. Her eyes squeezed shut, lips trembling.
“Say it,” I growled.
Her breath came ragged, chest heaving against Hannah’s grip. She shook her head once, weak, then gasped, “I, wanted you.”
Madison’s grin spread wide. Hannah’s laugh vibrated against her throat. “There it is.”
I shoved deeper, curling hard. Jess screamed, her body convulsing against my hand.
“Good girl,” I said, watching her break.
Hannah’s hand kept her breast pinched tight, Madison grinding her hips against Jess’s thigh, but Jess’s eyes stayed locked on me as she shattered again, her legs buckling, her whole body jerking against the rail.
I pulled my fingers out, sticky, and shoved them into her mouth. She sucked desperate, her tongue wrapping around them like she’d been starving for it.
“Mine,” I said.
Her eyes filled, wide and glassy, but she didn’t look away. She nodded, weak, lips closing tighter around my fingers.
Madison licked her lips, breath sharp. “Finally.”
Hannah smirked, her hand sliding lower on Jess’s stomach. “Now show her what that means.”
Jess’s back arched against the rail, her breath ragged, my fingers still wet from her mouth. Madison stepped aside just enough for me to press in close, my hips against hers.
“Ross, ” she gasped, her voice breaking.
I shoved her panties down to her thighs in one rough pull. She tried to twist, but Hannah held her wrists tight above the rail, her chest crushed against Jess’s shoulder.
“You wanted this,” I said, lining myself up.
Jess shook her head weak, eyes wide. “Not here, ”
I pushed anyway, slow at first, stretching her open around me. Her cry broke loud into the open air, her knees buckling as I sank deeper.
“Jesus, ” she gasped, head thrown back.
Madison laughed, crouching low to watch where I filled her. “Look at her take it.”
Jess’s nails clawed uselessly at the rail, her chest heaving against Hannah’s grip. “Please, ”
Hannah kissed her mouth hard, swallowing the sound. “Don’t fight it.”
I drove deeper, the rail rattling against the deck with each thrust. Jess moaned into Hannah’s lips, her whole body jerking against me. Her thighs clamped tight around my hips, but she didn’t push me out. She pulled me in.
“Good girl,” I muttered, my hand gripping her hip hard.
Madison slid her hand between us, rubbing her clit in fast circles. Jess screamed into Hannah’s mouth, her body snapping forward against me.
Her eyes flew open, locking on mine over Hannah’s shoulder. Wet, glassy, desperate. “Ross, ”
I slammed harder, her body convulsing, her moans breaking into sobs. Madison’s fingers moved faster, her grin sharp. “She’s going already.”
Jess shook in my arms, her legs trembling, her pussy clenching so tight it dragged me deeper. Her scream cut the morning air, raw and sharp, her climax spilling over Madison’s hand, soaking my cock.
“Fuck,” I groaned, holding her hips tight, grinding through her convulsions.
Hannah pulled back just long enough to murmur against her ear, “Told you you couldn’t resist.”
Jess sagged, limp, chest heaving, sweat shining down her stomach. I didn’t stop. I kept driving into her, relentless, the slap of our bodies echoing off the river.
“Say it again,” I demanded.
Her voice cracked, hoarse. “I, wanted you.”
Madison licked her fingers, eyes locked on Jess. “She’s ours now.”
Jess whimpered, her body still shaking, but her lips parted and she nodded weak. “Yours.”
I groaned, thrusting deeper, pounding the rail into the deck with every stroke.
Jess’s cries echoed off the water, her body jolting against each thrust. The rail rattled hard, her legs spread wide, panties tangled at her knees. I gripped her hips, driving deeper, her chest bouncing against Hannah’s hold.
“Ross, oh God, ” she gasped, voice breaking.
Hannah kissed her mouth, tongue pushing in, muffling the sound. Her free hand pinched Jess’s nipple until she arched hard against both of us.
Madison crouched low, watching my cock slam into her. Her grin was sharp, eyes bright. “She’s dripping down her legs.”
Jess whimpered, twisting weakly, but her hips kept snapping forward into me. Her thighs shook, her breath ragged.
“You can’t hide it,” Madison said, sliding her fingers across Jess’s clit again. “You love it.”
Jess’s scream tore free, raw and high. Her body convulsed, pussy clenching around me so tight I nearly lost it.
“Fuck, ” I growled, holding her steady as she shook apart.
Hannah laughed against her mouth, sucking her lower lip. “Good girl. Give it to us.”
Jess sagged, limp, her hair sticking damp to her cheeks. But Madison didn’t let up, her fingers rubbing faster, circling hard. Jess thrashed, her voice cracked. “Stop, please, I can’t, ”
Madison grinned, eyes on me. “She’s not done.”
Jess sobbed, her nails raking the rail, but her hips kept jerking into my cock. Her body betrayed every word.
“See?” Hannah murmured into her ear. “You want more.”
I slammed harder, the rail creaking under the force. Jess screamed again, her climax ripping through her, wetter this time, soaking us both.
Her knees buckled. Madison caught one thigh and pulled it wide, holding her open. “Don’t you dare close.”
Jess shook her head frantically, gasping. “I can’t, oh God, ”
Hannah kissed her again, messy and deep, while Madison slid two fingers inside her alongside me. Jess shrieked, body jolting, eyes flying wide.
“Too much, ” she sobbed, but her pussy clenched even harder, squeezing both of us.
“Take it,” Madison ordered, grinding her fingers deeper. “Take all of it.”
Jess wailed, her voice muffled under Hannah’s mouth, her body thrashing helplessly against the rail. Her climax exploded again, squirting across Madison’s hand, dripping down my thighs.
“Jesus,” I groaned, pounding through it, her body milking me hard.
Hannah pulled back just enough to bite Jess’s neck, her words sharp. “You’re ours now.”
Jess sobbed, her lips trembling, her voice hoarse. “Yours.”
Jess sagged against the rail, her chest heaving, sweat dripping down her stomach. I kept driving into her, but Hannah and Madison weren’t done.
Hannah dropped to her knees beside us, grabbing Jess’s other thigh and spreading her wide. “Don’t close,” she warned.
Jess whimpered, head shaking weakly. “Please, no more, ”
Madison kissed her hard, swallowing the words. Her tongue pushed deep, her hand holding Jess’s jaw tight.
Hannah leaned in low, her mouth closing over Jess’s clit. Jess screamed into Madison’s lips, her whole body jolting so hard the rail shook under us.
“Jesus,” I groaned, slamming deeper, her pussy clamping around me.
Jess thrashed, nails scraping the wood, but Hannah’s mouth was relentless, tongue flicking fast. Madison broke the kiss only to press her forehead against Jess’s, whispering, “Take it. You’re ours.”
Jess sobbed, her hips bucking helplessly between us. “I can’t, I can’t, ”
“Shut up and come,” Hannah muttered against her, sucking harder.
Jess’s scream ripped out, raw, her climax exploding again, squirting across Hannah’s face, drenching my cock. Hannah groaned, lapping it up, her tongue greedy.
“Fuck, she’s perfect,” Hannah gasped, licking her chin clean.
Madison shoved Jess’s shirt higher, baring both breasts, and bit down on one hard enough to make Jess cry out again. “Good girl. Keep breaking.”
Jess’s body convulsed, her moans breaking into ragged sobs, but her hips never stopped grinding into me. Her thighs clamped on Hannah’s head, holding her there.
I gripped her waist and pounded harder, the rail rattling against the deck. “Say it again.”
Her voice cracked, hoarse. “Yours, ”
Madison smirked, licking her nipple. “Louder.”
Jess screamed it this time, her voice echoing across the water. “YOURS!”
Hannah’s tongue worked faster, Madison’s teeth grazed her breast, and I slammed deeper until I felt her shatter again, soaking all of us.
Her legs gave out completely. Hannah and Madison held her upright against the rail as I fucked her through it, her head rolling, mouth open, breath torn into broken cries.
I couldn’t hold it anymore. With one last thrust I spilled inside her, grinding deep as her pussy clamped down around me, milking every drop.
Jess sobbed, trembling, her body collapsing forward against Hannah’s shoulder.
Hannah licked the wet shine off her own chin, grinning up at me. “Messy little thing.”
Madison kissed Jess’s slack mouth, sucking her lower lip until she moaned weakly. “She’s ruined for anyone else.”
Jess whimpered, too spent to answer, her body still twitching around me.
Jess’s legs buckled again, her weight slumping hard against the rail. I pulled out slow, cum spilling down her thighs. She whimpered, trembling, lips parted, too weak to stand.
Madison caught her under one arm. “She’s done.”
Hannah wiped her chin with the back of her hand, still grinning. “Not close.”
Jess shook her head, voice raw. “Please, no more.”
Madison kissed her temple, quick, rough. “You don’t get to decide.”
I tugged Jess’s panties back up just enough to cover her before lifting her off the rail. She sagged against my chest, her breath hot against my neck.
“Inside,” I said.
Madison smirked, holding the hatch open as I carried her in. Hannah followed, licking her fingers clean, beer bottle dangling from her other hand.
The cabin smelled of coffee and bacon still on the stove. Jess stirred weakly, her legs squeezing around me once, automatic, before falling slack again.
I set her on the bench at the galley table. She curled forward, arms around her stomach, hair hanging damp in her face.
Madison straddled the table edge in front of her, tugging Jess’s chin up. “Don’t hide. We want to see you.”
Jess’s eyes blinked open, glassy and red. She whispered, “I can’t keep up with you.”
Hannah slid onto the bench beside her, pressing their thighs together. “Then stop trying. Just let it happen.”
Jess shook her head, weak, but she didn’t pull away when Hannah’s hand slid onto her bare thigh.
Madison leaned forward, brushing Jess’s hair back from her face. “Look at me.”
Jess’s lips trembled. She lifted her eyes, slow.
“You’re ours now,” Madison said, steady.
Jess’s breath hitched, her shoulders shaking. “I don’t know if I can,”
“You already have,” Hannah cut in, her fingers squeezing Jess’s thigh.
I leaned against the rail, watching. Jess’s eyes darted to me, desperate again, as if waiting for rescue. I didn’t move.
Madison slid closer, her knees brushing Jess’s. “One more round. That’s all.”
Jess’s head shook fast. “I can’t.”
Madison smiled, soft but sharp. “Yes, you can. We’ll help you.”
Jess’s chest rose hard, a shaky exhale spilling from her lips. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, pleading. “Ross,”
I pushed off the rail, closing the space. Her gaze followed me, wide and trembling, until I stood right in front of her.
Jess pressed back into the bench, her knees tight together, arms still hugging herself. Her lips trembled as I stepped in close, my thighs brushing hers.
“Ross,” she whispered, shaking her head weak.
Madison spread Jess’s knees apart with one push, firm and steady. “Open.”
Jess gasped, grabbing at Madison’s wrists. “No, I can’t, ”
Hannah leaned in from the side, kissing Jess’s shoulder through the thin shirt. “You don’t have to think. Just feel.”
Jess whimpered, but her knees parted under Madison’s grip. Her panties were still damp, clinging to her skin.
I hooked my fingers in the waistband and tugged them down. Jess jolted, hands snapping to cover herself, but Madison caught her wrists again and pinned them flat to the table.
“Stop, please, ” Jess’s voice cracked.
Madison smirked. “Say stop like you mean it.”
Jess bit down on her lip, her eyes flying to mine. Her chest rose sharp, quick. “I, can’t.”
Hannah slid a hand up under Jess’s shirt, cupping her breast. Jess moaned, her head falling back against the wall.
“Good girl,” Hannah murmured, rolling her nipple between two fingers until it stiffened against her palm.
I shoved her panties the rest of the way off, spreading her thighs wide. Jess gasped, twisting against Madison’s hold, but her hips lifted into me when my cock pressed against her.
“Ross, ” she pleaded, voice broken.
I shoved in slow, stretching her again. Her cry tore out raw, her nails clawing at the table edge under Madison’s grip.
“Jesus, ” she gasped, her head snapping forward.
Madison kissed her mouth, hard, tongue pushing deep. Jess whimpered into it, hips rocking forward, taking me deeper.
Hannah’s hand rubbed hard circles on her clit. Jess screamed into Madison’s mouth, her body convulsing under both of us.
Her thighs clamped tight on my hips, her chest heaving against Hannah’s palm. “I can’t, oh God, I can’t, ”
Madison broke the kiss just long enough to whisper against her lips, “Yes you can. You’re ours.”
I drove harder, the table rattling against the floor. Jess’s cries rose higher, ragged, desperate. Her body convulsed again, soaking my cock, squirting across Hannah’s hand.
“Fuck,” Hannah groaned, licking her palm. “She’s dripping everywhere.”
Jess collapsed forward, hair falling in her face, breath tearing out in broken sobs. But she kept grinding against me, her body begging even as her voice begged the opposite.
“Say it again,” I demanded, gripping her hips.
Her voice cracked, hoarse. “Yours.”
Madison grinned, her tongue sliding against Jess’s lips. “Good girl.”
I slammed deeper, relentless, until she shattered again, her climax soaking the bench, her screams shaking the cabin walls.
Jess slumped against me, her body trembling, sweat dampening the shirt clinging to her chest. I pulled back slow, my cock sliding wet out of her. She whimpered, eyes wide and glassy.
“Up,” Madison ordered. She grabbed Jess under the arms and hauled her onto the table.
Jess gasped, hands scrambling for balance as Madison laid her flat on her back. Her hair spilled across the wood, her shirt bunched high under her chest, her thighs spread wide with no panties to cover her.
“Please,” Jess whispered, breath ragged. “No more, I can’t, ”
Hannah climbed onto the bench, leaning over her. She kissed Jess’s mouth, slow and deep, muffling the protest. Her hand slid under Jess’s shirt, tugging it higher until both breasts spilled free.
“Beautiful,” Hannah murmured, squeezing one hard. Jess moaned into her mouth, her back arching.
I dragged her closer to the edge of the table, lining up again. Her hips jolted, a desperate sound breaking free. “Ross. ”
I shoved in deep, one thrust burying myself inside her. Jess screamed, her nails clawing at the wood under her.
Madison leaned over her stomach, biting the soft skin just above her navel, her tongue dragging low. Jess bucked under her mouth, whimpering broken sounds.
Hannah pinched both nipples at once, twisting until Jess sobbed. “She’s perfect like this,” Hannah said, kissing her jaw, her lips wet with Jess’s breath.
I pounded harder, the table creaking with each thrust. Jess’s body shook under the assault, her thighs spread wide, pussy clenching hard around me.
“Jesus, ” she gasped, her voice breaking.
Madison slid lower, her mouth closing over Jess’s clit. Jess shrieked, her hips jerking off the table. Madison sucked hard, tongue flicking fast, timed with my thrusts.
Her cries ripped out, raw and high, echoing through the cabin. Her thighs clamped on my hips, but I shoved them wider, holding her open for Madison’s mouth.
“Fuck, ” Jess sobbed, her body convulsing. She came hard, squirting across Madison’s chin, soaking us both.
Madison pulled back just enough to grin, licking her lips. “Messy little thing.” She dove back down, relentless.
Jess thrashed, her head snapping side to side. “Stop, please, I can’t, ”
Hannah kissed her hard again, silencing the plea. “Yes you can,” she whispered against her lips.
I slammed deeper, pounding her through it, her pussy milking me tight. Her scream muffled into Hannah’s mouth, her body jerking helplessly as Madison worked her clit raw.
Her climax ripped through her again, squirting harder, drenching the table. Madison moaned into it, licking her clean.
I groaned, gripping Jess’s hips and slamming until I spilled deep inside her, grinding through her spasms.
Jess collapsed, limp, tears streaking her cheeks, her chest heaving.
Hannah kissed her wet lips, whispering, “Good girl. Ours.”
Jess lay sprawled on the table, chest heaving, sweat streaking down her stomach. Her eyes were glassy, half-closed, lips trembling with each shaky breath.
Madison licked her chin clean, then swung herself up onto the table. She straddled Jess’s chest, grinding down until Jess’s face was buried between her thighs.
Jess whimpered, shaking her head weakly. “No, please, ”
Madison grabbed her hair, forcing her still. “Open,” she demanded.
Jess gasped, mouth parting, and Madison ground down harder. A moan tore out of Madison’s throat. “Fuck, yes.”
Hannah caught Jess’s wrists and pinned them wide against the table. “No running now.”
Jess sobbed into Madison’s pussy, muffled, her body jerking under me as I shoved back inside her. Her cry vibrated straight into Madison, who gasped and rode harder.
“Good girl,” Madison groaned, rocking on her mouth.
Jess’s eyes squeezed shut, her chest heaving, but her hips rose to meet me with every thrust.
“See?” Hannah whispered in her ear, twisting her nipples rough. “You can’t stop even if you want to.”
Jess moaned into Madison, her body clenching around me. Her thighs trembled, her pussy soaking me with every thrust.
“Jesus,” I groaned, pounding harder, the table shaking under us.
Madison threw her head back, hair sticking to her sweaty shoulders. “She’s perfect, ” she gasped, grinding harder into Jess’s face.
Jess’s muffled scream vibrated against Madison, her body convulsing again. She squirted across the table, soaking my thighs, her climax ripping through her raw and hard.
“Fuck!” I shouted, gripping her hips as she spasmed around me.
Madison groaned, shuddering above her, riding Jess’s mouth until she broke too, her cries sharp and high. She ground down one last time before slumping forward, breath tearing out ragged.
Jess lay pinned under her, sobbing into Madison’s pussy, still trembling as I drove into her.
Hannah leaned down, kissing Jess’s wet lips through Madison’s juice. “Messy little thing,” she whispered. “You love it.”
Jess whimpered, her head shaking weakly, but her body clamped tight around me, dragging me deeper.
I slammed hard, the wood rattling, until I spilled again inside her, grinding through her spasms.
Jess convulsed, another climax ripping out of her, soaking Madison’s thighs.
Madison slid off slowly, her legs shaking, cum streaking down her skin. She kissed Jess’s mouth hard, smearing herself across her lips. “Ours,” she whispered.
Jess sobbed, weak, her chest heaving, but she didn’t deny it.
Jess lay flat on the table, hair plastered to her cheeks, her chest rising hard. Madison slid down beside her, kissing her neck, licking sweat from her collarbone.
“Don’t stop now,” Madison murmured. “She’s still shaking.”
Hannah climbed onto the table too, straddling Jess’s thighs. She leaned forward, pressing their breasts together, kissing her deep. Jess whimpered into it, muffled, her hands twitching weakly where Madison still pinned them.
“Open her wider,” Hannah said without looking.
Madison shoved Jess’s knees apart. I stepped between them, lining myself up again. Jess’s eyes flew open, wide and desperate, but she didn’t speak.
I shoved back inside her, one hard thrust. Her scream broke against Hannah’s mouth, her whole body jerking under the weight of all three of us.
“Jesus,” I groaned, gripping her hips, pounding into her.
Hannah ground her clit against Jess’s, the wet slap loud as she rocked with me, pinning Jess beneath both of us. Jess thrashed, her cry muffled by Hannah’s lips, her pussy clamping around me in sharp pulses.
“She’s losing it,” Madison gasped, sucking Jess’s nipple hard, her teeth grazing until Jess cried out again.
Jess’s body convulsed, her climax ripping through her, squirting across the table, soaking Hannah’s thighs. Hannah moaned into her mouth, grinding harder.
“Fuck, yes,” Hannah groaned, riding her rough, rubbing wetness against wetness.
Jess screamed, shaking, her body clenching me so tight I could barely move. I slammed deeper, grinding through it, spilling into her again.
Her whole body arched, back bowing off the table, every muscle straining. Then she collapsed, limp, sweat and cum dripping down her thighs, her breath tearing out ragged.
Hannah slumped onto her chest, kissing her jaw, whispering against her ear. “Ours.”
Madison pressed her mouth to Jess’s other ear. “Forever.”
Jess sobbed, eyes glassy, her lips trembling. She didn’t say no.
The cabin was quiet except for Jess’s ragged breaths and the soft creak of the table under her weight. Her body glistened with sweat, her thighs streaked with cum. She lay flat, eyes half-closed, chest heaving like she couldn’t catch enough air.
Hannah slid off slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, then kissed Jess’s damp forehead. “Breathe. You did good.”
Jess whimpered, turning her face away. Her lips trembled, her hair plastered to her cheek.
Madison smoothed a hand down Jess’s stomach, over the rise and fall of her ribs. “Look at her. She’s ruined.” She bent and kissed her nipple, light this time, no bite. Jess flinched, a soft sound escaping, but she didn’t push her away.
I stepped back, pulling myself out, watching my cum drip down her swollen lips. Jess groaned, closing her thighs tight, but Madison pried them apart again.
“Let her close,” Hannah said softly.
Madison’s eyes flicked up at her, then back at Jess. She finally let go, sliding her hand up to stroke Jess’s cheek instead. “Fine. For now.”
Jess blinked slowly, eyes glassy. Her voice was barely a whisper. “I can’t take more.”
Hannah stroked her hair back, gentle. “You don’t have to. Not yet.”
Jess’s gaze drifted to me, desperate, pleading. I brushed a thumb across her jaw, wiping the sweat from her skin. She leaned into it weakly, like she couldn’t stop herself.
“We should let her rest,” Hannah said, kissing her temple again.
Madison leaned down, her lips close to Jess’s ear. “But not for long.”
Jess whimpered, eyes closing, her body trembling under their hands.
I tugged her shirt back down to cover her chest, then lifted her off the table. She curled against me, light as a bundle, her arms slipping around my neck.
The cabin smelled of sweat, sex, and river air, the galley a mess, the table smeared. I carried her toward the berth below.
Jess buried her face in my chest, whispering so soft I almost didn’t catch it. “Please don’t let them, ”
Madison’s voice cut in from behind, sharp and playful. “Don’t let us what?”
Jess stiffened in my arms, but I didn’t answer. I carried her down the steps, laying her gently on the berth. Her body curled tight, hands pulling the sheet up over her.
Hannah leaned against the doorframe, watching with a faint smile. Madison stood just behind her, eyes still hungry.
“Rest,” Hannah said. “We’ll be here when you wake up.”
Jess shut her eyes tight, her lips trembling.
Jess curled on her side, the sheet pulled up tight under her chin. Her shoulders still trembled with every breath. I sat on the edge of the berth, brushing damp hair back from her cheek.
“You’re safe now,” I said quietly.
Her eyes fluttered open, red-rimmed, glassy. “You should’ve stopped them.”
I stroked her jaw, my thumb tracing the line of her lips. “You didn’t really want me to.”
Her breath caught, a sharp hitch in her chest. She shook her head weakly. “I don’t know what I want anymore.”
“You want me,” I said, steady.
Her lips parted, no words coming out. Her eyes glistened, searching mine.
I bent down and kissed her softly, just a brush. She gasped, her body tensing, then melted against me, kissing back slow. A tear slipped down her cheek.
From the stairwell, whispers drifted down. Hannah’s voice first. “She’s breaking.”
Madison chuckled low. “She’s ours. Just needs time.”
Jess stiffened under me, hearing it too. She buried her face against my chest, muffling a sob.
“They’ll never let me go,” she whispered.
I held her tighter. “Do you want me to?”
Her nails dug into my arm, her voice shaking. “No.”
Above us, footsteps creaked. Madison laughed again, sharper this time. “Tomorrow, she won’t fight at all.”
Hannah murmured back, softer but certain. “We’ll make sure of it.”
Jess clutched me harder, trembling. I kissed her hair, the salt of sweat and tears strong against my lips.
“You don’t have to be afraid,” I said.
She pulled back just enough to look at me, her eyes wide, pleading. “Promise?”
I nodded once. “Promise.”
Her body finally loosened, just a little. She curled against me again, eyes fluttering shut, her breath slowing.
Above, the floor creaked again, the sound of the girls moving back toward the galley. Their voices faded, but Jess kept clinging to me like she knew they’d be back.
Jess’s breathing evened out against my chest, soft and shallow. Her fists were still knotted in my shirt, but her weight had gone slack. I brushed a thumb under her eye, wiping away the last wet trace of a tear.
She was asleep.
I stayed there a long moment, listening to the faint creak of footsteps above. Then Hannah’s voice carried through the thin ceiling.
“She’s slipping. You saw it.”
Madison’s laugh followed, low and certain. “She begged for it. And she’ll beg again.”
“Ross is the only thing slowing her down,” Hannah said.
Madison’s tone sharpened. “Then we use him.”
I stroked Jess’s hair, feeling her tense even in sleep, her breath hitching like she still heard them.
Upstairs, the girls moved around the galley, the clink of glasses, the scrape of the chair.
“She can’t hide behind him forever,” Madison said. “Next time, we pin them both.”
Hannah hummed, thoughtful. “She’ll pretend to resist, but her body won’t. She never does.”
“She’s ours,” Madison finished, voice steady, unshakable.
The sound of liquid pouring, the sharp fizz of a beer opening. Hannah’s laugh rang out, lighter now, but still edged.
“She’ll fight harder tomorrow,” Hannah said. “I like it when she fights.”
Madison clinked her bottle against Hannah’s. “And I like it when she loses.”
Their laughter filled the cabin.
I looked down at Jess, her face pressed into my chest, her lips parted, her breath slow. She stirred faintly, as if even in dreams she knew what was waiting.
I kissed the crown of her head, whispering so quiet only I could hear it. “Sleep while you can.”
I woke to the soft shift of weight beside me. Jess stirred against my chest, her arms tightening for a second before she blinked awake.
The berth was pale with morning light leaking through the porthole. She rubbed her eyes, then looked up at me, her voice rough. “You stayed.”
“I said I would.”
For the first time, she almost smiled. It was small, shaky, but it was there.
Then the floor creaked above. Laughter. Two voices.
Jess froze. Her body went rigid in my arms.
The hatch banged open, sunlight cutting across the berth as Hannah leaned down the steps, her hair loose, her tank top hanging off one shoulder. She grinned when her eyes found Jess curled against me.
“Rise and shine,” she said. “We’ve been waiting.”
Jess buried her face into my chest, whispering, “No,”
Madison pushed in behind Hannah, holding two mugs of coffee. She set them on the rail, her eyes never leaving Jess. “Thought you’d try to hide down here.”
“We weren’t hiding,” I said.
Madison smirked. “Call it what you want. She still belongs to us.”
Jess whimpered, her nails digging into me.
Hannah stepped down a rung, her smile widening. “Breakfast can wait. We’ve got something better in mind.”
Jess shook her head frantically, whispering, “Please, not again,”
Madison picked up one mug, sipping slow. “Oh, it’s not a question, sweetheart.”
Hannah’s eyes cut to me. “You coming, or are you going to watch again?”
The air was thick, Jess trembling hard against me, the girls framed in the hatch with sunlight at their backs.
I held Jess tighter, her pulse hammering under my hand. Madison and Hannah waited, grinning like they already knew the answer.
And that’s where it hung, Jess cornered, me caught between her and them, the next move inevitable.
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