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The dock lights glowed yellow against the water as I tied off the stern line and shut the motor off. The river was quiet, only the slap of waves against the pilings. Madison jumped down first, her legs bare under a short skirt that swung when she landed. She spun once on the boards, her grin wide.
“Finally off the boat,” she said. “I need a drink that isn’t warm beer.”
Hannah followed, her tank tucked tight into cutoffs, straps sliding off her shoulders. She tossed her hair back and looked up at the row of neon signs over the marina bar. “Looks open.”
Jess came last, slower, her sundress brushing her knees, the straps thin against her skin. She tugged the hem down when a breeze lifted it, eyes darting between the three of us. I caught her hand before she could retreat.
“You’ll be fine,” I told her.
Her pulse beat quick under my fingers, but she didn’t pull away.
The bar was crowded, music thumping low, bodies pressed close. Madison cut straight to the counter, leaning over it, her skirt rising high up the back of her legs as she waved down the bartender. Hannah slid onto a stool, legs crossing, her eyes roaming the room like she was already picking her next game.
Jess stuck close at my side. I felt the heat of her arm through the thin cotton of her dress. She whispered, “I don’t go to places like this.”
I bent close, my lips brushing her ear. “You’ll be fine.”
Her breath hitched, but she didn’t argue.
Madison came back with shots balanced in both hands, the liquid sloshing close to the rim. She shoved one at Jess first. “Drink up. We’ll need it.” They glanced knowingly at each other.
Jess shook her head. “No, ”
Madison tipped the glass anyway, catching her chin with two fingers. The liquor splashed against Jess’s lips before she could turn away. Jess coughed, swallowing half, glaring at her.
“See?” Madison laughed. “You’ll live.”
Hannah leaned across the table, brushing Jess’s knee with hers. “You look good in that dress.”
Jess flushed, tugging at the hem again. “It’s too short.”
“But that’s perfect,” Hannah said.
I slid my hand onto Jess’s thigh under the table, just above her knee. Her body jerked at the touch, but she didn’t push me off. I pressed higher, feeling her tense, then loosen as my thumb brushed small circles on her skin.
She leaned closer, her voice barely audible over the music. “They’re watching.”
“I know,” I said. My fingers slipped further, sliding the fabric higher on her leg.
Her eyes darted to Madison, who smirked into her drink, and to Hannah, who was already leaning in, eyes fixed on my hand. Jess shivered, her breath uneven, her legs pressing tighter together even as she shifted just enough for me to move higher.
“You want me to stop?” I asked.
Her lips parted, a soft sound escaping, but no word followed.
Madison set her glass down hard on the table, the noise sharp. “Pretty sure she doesn’t.”
Jess’s eyes flew to mine, pleading. I pressed my palm higher between her thighs, feeling the heat of her through the thin cotton.
Her whisper broke. “Ross”
I kissed her ear, my voice steady. “I’ll stop,” I said.
Jess’s legs tightened around my hand, but she didn’t move it away. Hannah tipped her glass back, swallowing slow, then set it down with a clink. “This music is terrible,” she said, glancing toward the speakers in the corner. “Feels like someone’s uncle made the playlist.”
Madison laughed, her hair brushing her cheek as she leaned forward. “It’s a dive bar on a dock. What did you expect? Jazz?”
Jess tried to focus on them, her voice small. “It sounds fine to me.”
I slid my hand further up her thigh, fingers brushing the edge of her panties under the dress. She sucked in a breath, her words stalling.
Madison grinned. “See? Even she agrees with me. Worst playlist on the river.”
Jess blinked hard, shaking her head, trying to catch the thread of the talk. “No, I just,  I wasn’t listening.”
“Because of him,” Hannah teased, nodding at my hand under the table. Her foot brushed against Jess’s calf, deliberate. “You’re distracted.”
Jess shifted, her chair scraping faint against the wood floor. “Stop saying everything out loud.”
Madison twirled the empty shot glass between her fingers. “Fine. Let’s talk about something else. You ever been to this place before, Ross?”
“Couple of times,” I said, my thumb stroking across the damp fabric where Jess was already hot against me. “Usually quieter earlier in the evening.”
Hannah leaned her chin on her hand. “So you bring girls like Jess here often?”
Jess’s eyes cut to me fast, sharp.
I pressed my mouth to her ear, my voice low. “Not like Jess.”
Her body shivered against my fingers, her breath catching.
Madison stretched, her skirt riding high as she reached for another napkin. All four of us talked about doing this when we got there. Jess never did say not to.“They’ve got good fries. Greasy, but the kind you want after a few beers.”
Jess’s lips trembled as she tried to follow. “Fries?”
“Yeah,” Madison said, smirking. “You should order some. Something in your stomach might help with that shot I forced down you.”
“I’m not hungry,” Jess whispered, though her thighs parted the smallest bit, letting my hand slide higher.
Hannah drummed her nails against the wood, then pointed at the chalkboard menu hanging over the bar. “They’ve got onion rings too. Those look decent.”
Jess gripped the edge of the table, her knuckles white. She forced her eyes toward the board. “I don’t even like onions.”
“Blasphemy,” Hannah said, grinning.
Madison leaned closer, her voice playful. “Then just eat the batter and give us the onion.”
Jess’s laugh broke loose, shaky but real, before she clamped her lips shut again when my fingers slid under her panties. She turned into my shoulder, her breath sharp.
“You’re okay,” I whispered, pressing steady against her heat.
She shook her head, voice trembling. “You’re insane, all of you.”
“Maybe,” Madison said, sipping from her glass again. “But at least we’re fun.”
Jess let out another shaky breath, caught between their banter and my touch, her nails dragging faint lines across my arm under the table as if she didn’t know whether to push me away or pull me deeper.
The waitress leaned across with a pad, hair tied back, apron stained. Madison didn’t even ask the table, she rattled off, “Fries, onion rings, wings. Extra napkins.” She slid the menu back with a flick of her wrist.
Hannah lifted her glass toward Jess. “Water for her too.”
Jess shot her a look. “I can order for myself.”
“Then order,” Hannah said, amused.
Jess hesitated, then muttered, “Just water.”
The waitress scribbled and walked off. I shifted my chair closer, my thigh pressed against Jess’s, my hand still hidden under the table. Her body tightened, but she didn’t shove me away.
Madison leaned her elbows onto the wood. “So, Ross, you still thinking about selling the boat? Or are you finally admitting you love it too much?”
“Depends on the day,” I said, sliding my fingers higher, brushing the soft edge of Jess’s panties aside. Her breath caught, sharp. “Maintenance is a bitch.”
“Don’t talk about him like that,” Hannah said with a grin, sipping her drink.
Jess nearly choked on a laugh, then pressed her lips together quick.
“You should keep it,” Madison said. “We need weekends on the water. Dock bars like this. Late nights.”
Jess leaned in, her whisper shaking. “You can’t just, touch me like this in public.”
I kissed her temple, my voice low enough only she heard. “No one’s looking.”
Her thighs pressed together, trapping my hand there, but she didn’t push me out.
The waitress returned with drinks, the thud of a pitcher of water, clatter of glasses. Madison poured quick, sliding one toward Jess. “Here. Drink.”
Jess grabbed it with both hands, swallowing like she’d been parched, eyes squeezed shut.
“You’ll thank me when the food comes,” Madison said, grinning.
Hannah tilted her head, watching Jess drink. “She’s flushed already.”
Jess slammed the empty glass down harder than she meant, water dripping down the side. “Because it’s hot in here.”
“It’s not,” Madison said, licking salt off her finger from the rim of her own glass.
Jess tugged the hem of her dress lower, her face burning, her thighs trembling against my hand. I pressed deeper, two fingers sliding against her, slow and deliberate. She gripped the edge of the table, her nails digging into the wood.
Madison smirked. “So, Hannah, what’s the verdict on the onion rings? You think they’ll be greasy enough?”
“They better be,” Hannah said. She leaned forward, her hair spilling across the table, voice light. “Last time I had decent ones was that fair in Bozeman.”
Jess’s voice broke out, too loud. “I don’t even like fairs.”
All three of us looked at her. She froze, eyes wide, lips trembling.
Madison’s grin widened. “Nobody asked you, sweetheart.”
Jess shook her head fast, her voice dropping back down. “Then don’t.”
I stroked her again, firmer, and her whole body jolted against me, her breath spilling quick through her parted lips. The chatter at the table rolled on, but she was barely holding herself together.
The plates landed with a thud, the smell of fried oil cutting through the haze of beer and perfume. Wings stacked high, fries spilling over, onion rings dripping grease. Madison pulled the basket close, tearing one open with her fingers, the steam curling up.
“Perfect,” she said, blowing on it before biting.
Hannah dragged the plate of fries toward her, shaking salt over the pile. “Finally. I thought we were going to starve.” She popped one in her mouth, chewing slow, then glanced at Jess with a grin. “Hungry yet?”
Jess shook her head, clutching her glass of water like a lifeline. “Not really.”
My fingers slid deeper, parting her folds under the thin cotton. Her thighs clenched hard, but she couldn’t stop the low sound that caught in her throat. She ducked her head, hair falling forward to hide her face.
Madison licked her fingers clean, watching her. Then she looked across at Hannah, the two of them trading a smile like they’d both just scored a point.
Jess caught it, her voice sharper now. “Stop looking at each other like that.”
“Like what?” Hannah asked, innocent.
“You know what,” Jess muttered.
Madison smirked, reaching for another onion ring. “Maybe we just like the food.”
Jess squeezed my arm under the table, her nails digging in, a desperate warning. I pressed my fingers firmer inside her, steady and slow. She bit down on her lip, her whole body shivering against me.
Hannah dipped a fry into ranch, chewing thoughtfully before speaking. “You ever think about leaving the river and heading west? California maybe?”
“Too crowded,” I said. My hand curled deeper, Jess jerking at the motion. “But maybe someday.”
Jess gripped the edge of the table, trying to keep steady. “You, sound like you’ve already thought about it.”
“I have,” I admitted, kissing her shoulder quick. “But I like the water better than freeways.”
Madison leaned in, grease on her chin as she chewed. “He’s right. You’d hate California traffic, Jess. You’d lose your mind.”
Jess let out a broken laugh, shaking her head. “You don’t know me.”
“Oh, we do,” Hannah said, her eyes sliding to me before flicking back to Jess. That grin again, shared, slow, certain.
Jess saw it, her face burning hot. “You’re awful.”
“Maybe,” Madison said, sucking salt off her thumb. “But look at you.”
Jess’s breath came quick, shallow, her thighs trembling against my hand. She tried to drink more water, but it spilled down her chin, sliding over the front of her dress.
Hannah leaned across with a napkin, brushing it against Jess’s chest, her touch deliberate, lingering longer than it needed to. “Messy,” she murmured.
Jess froze, her eyes darting between them. Both girls were grinning now, wide, satisfied, like they’d rehearsed this.
I pressed harder inside her, and her head dropped back, her breath tearing out in one sharp gasp.
Jess shifted in her chair, her thigh pressed tight to mine, her body taut under my hand. She tried to steady herself by reaching for a fry, but her fingers trembled so hard it slipped back onto the plate.
Madison caught it, grinning as she scooped it up instead. “Wasting food now? Tragic.” She bit into it slow, licking salt off her lips.
Hannah leaned back, stretching, her tank riding up to show a strip of stomach. “So, Ross, what’s the furthest you’ve ever sailed her downstream? Past St. Louis?”
I curled my fingers inside Jess, my voice even. “Made it almost to Memphis once. Week-long trip.”
Jess jerked beside me, her nails digging into the table edge. She forced her voice steady. “That’s that’s a long way.”
Madison raised a brow. “You wouldn’t last. No cell service half the time.”
Jess shot her a look, but her cheeks were flaming. “I could.”
“You’d fold by day two,” Hannah teased, dipping an onion ring in sauce. She leaned across Jess to hand it to me, her breast brushing Jess’s arm. I took it, biting slow, my hand never easing under the table.
Jess let out a shaky breath, turning her face toward her glass. “You’re ridiculous.”
Madison popped a wing bone into her mouth, pulling it clean. She leaned back, wiping her fingers on a napkin, then glanced at Hannah. Another grin passed between them, quick, sharp.
Jess saw it. “Stop doing that.”
“Doing what?” Madison asked, all mock-innocence.
“You know,” Jess whispered.
Hannah smirked. “We’re just enjoying dinner.”
Jess pressed her thighs tighter together, trapping my hand but not pushing it out. Her breath caught again when I curled deeper, her knuckles white on the table edge.
The waitress swung by, dropping more napkins and asking if we needed another round. Madison ordered another pitcher without looking at us. Hannah slid a fry across the plate toward Jess. “Eat. You’ll feel better.”
Jess shook her head fast, her voice thin. “I can’t.”
Madison leaned her chin on her hand, studying her. “She’s flushed. Look at her cheeks.”
Jess glared, but her face was red, sweat shining faint at her temple. She reached for her water again, spilling some on her dress when my fingers pressed harder. Her gasp was sharp, too quick, and she covered it with a cough.
Hannah handed her another napkin, brushing it across her chest slow. “Messy again.”
Jess shoved it away, eyes darting between them. “You’re both impossible.”
Madison smirked, licking grease from her thumb. “And you’re still here.”
Jess froze at that, her lips parting. Her legs trembled against mine, but she didn’t move away.
Jess tried again to eat, grabbing at a wing with both hands. Grease smeared her fingers, the meat slipping. She set it back down untouched, her breath shallow.
Madison watched, smirking. “You’re terrible at this.” She reached across, tore the wing apart, and held a piece out. “Open.”
Jess shook her head hard. “I said I’m not hungry.”
“You’re starving,” Madison said, brushing it against her lips. Jess turned away, cheeks blazing.
Hannah laughed, low, sipping her beer. “She’ll give in when she’s ready.” She shot Madison that quick grin again, both of them chewing slow like they had all the time in the world.
Jess slammed her glass down, too loud. A couple at the next table glanced over. She shrank back quick, whispering, “Don’t make a scene.”
“You’re the one making it,” Madison teased, popping the wing in her own mouth instead.
I slid my thumb harder against her clit under the table. Jess’s body jerked, her breath spilling out sharp. She covered it by coughing again, grabbing a napkin with shaky fingers.
Hannah leaned her chin on her hand, eyes steady on Jess. “So what’d you study in school again? English?”
Jess blinked fast, trying to find her voice. “Yes.”
“Figures,” Hannah said. “You’ve got that bookish thing going.”
Madison snorted. “She’s not bookish. She’s, ” she broke off, biting into a fry, her grin wide. “Never mind.”
Jess glared, flustered. “Say it.”
“Nope,” Madison said, licking salt from her lips. She and Hannah exchanged another look, both laughing quiet.
Jess groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “You’re awful.”
I pressed deeper, steady and slow. Her shoulders stiffened, her breath breaking through her fingers.
Hannah reached across the table, pulling Jess’s hands down. “Don’t hide. We like seeing you.”
Jess yanked free, but her arms trembled. “You’re enjoying this too much.”
“Exactly,” Madison said, grinning at Hannah again.
The plates were half-empty now, crumbs and bones scattered, but Jess hadn’t eaten a bite. She sat rigid, her thighs trembling under my hand, her chest rising sharp with each breath.
I leaned close to her ear. “You want to go?”
She shook her head quick, whispering, “I can’t stand up right now.”
Madison caught that, her smirk widening. Hannah tilted her head, eyes bright. They didn’t say a word, just that same silent grin between them, like they’d been waiting all night for this moment.
Jess’s breath hitched hard. “Stop looking at each other like that.”
Neither of them did.
The check landed on the table with a slap. Madison snatched it up before I could reach, sliding her card across. “My treat. You’ll owe me later.”
Jess shot her a look. “I didn’t even eat.”
“Doesn’t matter,” Madison said, smirking as she signed the slip.
Hannah leaned over, gathering her hair into a loose knot. “Let’s walk the pier before heading back. Cool air will help.” She glanced at Jess, eyes lingering. “You look flushed.”
Jess stood too quick, her chair scraping. She grabbed her bag and clutched it like a shield. “I’m fine.”
I slid an arm around her waist as we moved toward the door. Her body leaned into me without meaning to, her thighs trembling against mine, dress clinging where she was still wet under it.
The night air hit us, cooler, carrying the smell of the river and fried oil from the bar’s vent. Neon flickered across the wet boards. Madison walked ahead, her skirt swaying, Hannah close behind her. Both glanced back, catching the sight of Jess pressed into me. They grinned at each other again, silent and certain.
Jess noticed. “Stop that.”
“Stop what?” Hannah asked, her grin never fading.
“You know,” Jess muttered, cheeks burning in the glow of the dock lights.
Madison slowed, waiting for us to catch up. She slipped an arm through Jess’s free one, tugging her from my side. “You walk with me.”
Jess stiffened. “I don’t want to.”
“Too bad,” Madison said lightly, steering her down the pier. Jess stumbled, her legs shaky, the boards clattering under her bare sandals.
Hannah moved to my other side, her voice low, meant only for me. “She’s buzzing, isn’t she?”
“Barely holding it,” I said.
Jess heard, twisting to glare at both of us. “Don’t talk about me like I’m not here.”
Madison gave her arm a squeeze. “Then prove you’re fine.”
Jess’s lips parted, but no sound came. She walked faster instead, pulling us all down the pier.
At the far end, the water slapped against the pilings, black and shiny under the lights. Jess broke free, gripping the rail with both hands, leaning out like she needed the air. Her shoulders rose and fell sharp, her hair falling forward in a curtain.
Hannah leaned on the rail beside her, casual, her elbow brushing Jess’s arm. “Told you the night air would help.”
Madison stayed behind her, eyes on me, that same knowing grin playing at the corner of her mouth. She didn’t have to say anything, the look was enough.
Jess clutched the rail tighter, whispering, “You’re both enjoying this too much.”
Madison stepped close, her voice low. “So are you.”
Jess shook her head, but her body trembled hard against the rail.
Jess leaned over the rail, knuckles white against the damp wood. Her breath came quick, chest rising sharp under the thin dress. The water slapped dark below, the neon bar sign bleeding red across her skin.
Madison came up behind her, close enough that her skirt brushed Jess’s thigh. “You’re shaking.”
Jess snapped, voice rough. “Because I’m cold.”
“You’re not,” Madison said, her hand slipping onto Jess’s hip. “You’re burning.”
Jess shoved at her wrist, but weak, no force behind it. “Leave me alone.”
Hannah stepped to Jess’s other side, resting her chin in her hand against the rail like she was just watching the river. Her elbow brushed Jess’s arm. “You hate being touched in public, don’t you?”
Jess turned her head fast, glaring. “Yes.”
“Funny,” Hannah said, her lips curving, “because you’re not moving away.”
Jess froze at that, her throat working.
I came up close, sliding behind Jess, my chest against her back. My hand caught the rail beside hers, trapping her between us. She stiffened hard.
“Ross,” she whispered, almost broken.
“Breathe,” I told her, pressing steady into her hip. “You’re fine.”
Madison leaned in close enough to kiss her shoulder, voice soft. “She looks perfect like this.”
Jess twisted her face away, hair whipping across her cheek. “Stop saying things about me like I’m not here.”
“Then talk back,” Madison teased.
Jess gripped the rail harder, her whole body trembling against me. “You’re impossible.”
Hannah’s fingers slid lightly down Jess’s arm, just a brush. “And you’re still standing here.” She met Madison’s eyes over Jess’s shoulder. Another grin.
Jess saw it, her breath hitching. “Stop that. Both of you.”
Madison only laughed, low. “Can’t help it.”
I kissed Jess’s neck quick, tasting the salt of her skin. Her body jolted, her lips parting in a sharp breath she couldn’t hold back.
She whispered, desperate, “We should go back.”
Hannah leaned on the rail again, her voice casual. “The boat’s not far. You’ll make it.”
Jess turned her head to glare at her, cheeks burning. “I don’t need your permission.”
Madison’s hand slid lower on her hip, fingers brushing the hem of her dress. “Then show us.”
Jess shoved off the rail fast, twisting away from all three of us. Her chest heaved, her eyes glassy in the glow of the dock lights. “I said we should go.”
She strode down the pier toward the boat, sandals slapping the boards.
Madison and Hannah exchanged another grin behind her back.
I followed, my pulse pounding.
Jess’s pace was quick at first, sandals slapping the boards. But halfway down the pier she slowed, glancing back at me over her shoulder. Her lips parted, breath sharp, then she smiled, small at first, then wider, almost wild.
I caught up, sliding my hand to the small of her back. She leaned into it instantly, her body hot under the thin dress.
“You’re grinning,” I said.
“Shut up,” she whispered, though the curve of her mouth only deepened. Her hand caught mine, dragging it lower to her hip, holding it there.
Madison and Hannah trailed behind, laughing low between themselves. Jess ignored them now, her eyes locked on me. She tugged at my wrist again, pressing my palm flat against her stomach through the fabric.
“You can’t stop, can you?” I asked.
Her voice broke, raw. “I don’t want to.”
Her fingers slipped into mine, guiding me lower. She gasped when I brushed between her thighs, but she didn’t let go. She was pulling me with her, desperate, her dress clinging damp where she’d soaked through.
“Jesus, Jess,” I muttered.
She nearly doubled over, clutching my arm with both hands now, her forehead pressing into my shoulder as she walked. “I need it,” she whispered, frantic. “Please.”
Behind us, Hannah’s voice carried, playful. “Knew she’d crack.”
Madison chuckled. “Took long enough.”
Jess groaned, shaking her head against me, but she never loosened her grip. She pressed my hand harder between her legs, nearly stumbling as we kept moving. Her breath came fast, her thighs trembling, her nails biting into my skin.
The boat came into view, rocking soft at the dock. Jess clung tighter, her words spilling quick and broken. “Hurry. I can’t wait.”
Madison jogged ahead, skipping down onto the stern, tossing the line free. Hannah climbed after her, laughing, already pulling the hatch open.
Jess yanked me forward, almost dragging me. Her grin was fevered now, her eyes glassy with need. She pressed herself against me, grinding her hips into my hand, nearly begging.
“I’m dying,” she whispered. “Please, Ross, now.”
Her lips crashed into mine before I could answer, wet and hard, her tongue pushing in like she couldn’t hold back another second.
Madison’s laugh echoed across the deck. “About time.”
Jess didn’t care anymore. She clung to me, pulling, grinding, desperate, her grin breaking into gasps against my mouth.
The cabin lights were dim when we stepped down the hatch, the air thick with leftover heat from the day. Madison dropped onto the bench, legs spread, watching with a lazy grin. Hannah leaned against the table, arms crossed under her chest, her eyes bright.
Jess didn’t even look at them. She clung to me, fingers knotted in my shirt, pulling me down the narrow steps. Her breath came ragged, chest heaving against me.
“Please,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Please, Ross, I can’t hold it.”
I pinned her against the galley wall, my hand sliding up under her dress. She gasped, her head falling back, her nails scraping down my arms.
“You sure?” I asked, pressing steady against her heat.
She nodded frantically, eyes wet, mouth trembling. “I need it. I need you.”
Madison laughed low, licking grease from her thumb. “She’s begging now.”
Jess’s eyes flicked to her, panic flashing. She turned back to me fast, clutching harder. “Don’t let them, just you. Please.”
I kissed her hard, swallowing the plea. She moaned into my mouth, tears spilling at the corners of her eyes, her body grinding against my hand.
Hannah pushed off the table, circling closer. “She says just you, but look at her. She’s shaking for all of it.”
Jess whimpered, shaking her head fast. “No, no, just him.”
Madison stood, coming up slow, her smirk sharp. “She can’t even keep her story straight.”
Jess cried out, desperate, hiding her face in my chest. “Ross, please, I’m dying.”
I cupped her jaw, forcing her to look at me. Her eyes glistened, wet and wild.
“Say it,” I told her.
Her lips trembled, her breath catching. “I want you.”
Madison stepped closer, brushing Jess’s shoulder with her hand. “She wants everything.”
Jess twisted, pressing tighter against me, sobbing once, the sound breaking raw. “Please, Ross. Don’t let them take me again. Please.”
I shoved my hand under her panties, two fingers sinking deep. Her cry tore out sharp, her whole body convulsing against the wall.
Madison laughed, heat in her voice. “And there it is.”
Hannah’s hand slid across Jess’s thigh, stroking light. “She can’t fight it.”
Jess sobbed, her nails biting into me. “Don’t, don’t let go.”
I pressed harder inside her, my thumb circling until her knees buckled. She gasped, voice hoarse, nearly broken. “I can’t, oh God, I can’t, ”
I kissed her ear, steady. “Then give in.”
Her cry ripped out, raw and wet, her body clenching around my hand, her tears streaking hot against my cheek.
Jess sagged against the galley wall, her breath ragged, sweat streaking down her temples. My hand slid free, wet, and she whimpered at the loss, clutching at my shirt like she couldn’t stand the space.
“Not yet,” I whispered, kissing her jaw.
She shook her head fast, tears shining. “Please don’t stop. I need it.”
Madison leaned against the table, arms folded, her grin sharp. “Listen to her beg.”
Hannah came up behind me, close enough that I felt her breath on my shoulder. “She’s trembling all over.”
Jess buried her face in my chest, sobbing once. “Please, Ross, don’t make me wait.”
I hooked her panties down with one hand, tugging them to her knees. The fabric clung damp to her thighs before sliding loose. She gasped when the air hit her bare, her body jerking against me.
I pressed my cock against her, heavy and hard, just the head nudging between her folds. She moaned, the sound breaking sharp, her knees buckling.
“Jesus,” she whispered.
I didn’t push in. I dragged slow along her slit, up and down, spreading her open. Wet heat coated me instantly, the sound faint and obscene. She clutched me tighter, her nails biting my back through my shirt.
“Please,” she begged, her voice hoarse. “Ross, I can’t take it.”
I teased her again, rubbing the head right against her clit until her whole body convulsed. She cried out, a sob catching in her throat.
Hannah’s laugh was low, satisfied. “Look at her. She’s losing it already.”
Jess shook her head frantically, pressing harder against me, trying to force me inside. I held her pinned.
“Not yet,” I said.
Her voice broke into a cry. “Please don’t do this to me. I need you inside. Please.”
I circled again, sliding down, pressing the head just at her entrance. She gasped, her whole body shuddering, thighs clamping tight.
Madison stepped closer, licking her lips as she watched. “She’s soaking him. She’s ready.”
Jess sobbed, her lips trembling. “I’m ready, I swear I am.”
I rocked the head against her, shallow, just barely stretching her open. Her cry was sharp, her hips snapping forward, trying to take more.
“Say it,” I told her, holding still.
Her eyes flew to mine, wet and wide. “I want you.”
“Say it again.”
She trembled, clutching me so tight her knuckles whitened. “I want you. I need you. Please, Ross. Please.”
Her tears spilled as I pushed just the tip inside, holding her there, stretching her slow. Her whole body jolted, a moan tearing out raw. She shook in my arms, sobbing with the pressure.
“Good girl,” I whispered, keeping her right on the edge, not giving her more.
Madison slipped in close first, her hand catching my wrist. “Not so fast,” she murmured, guiding me back out of Jess with just the head wet at her entrance. Jess gasped, her hips snapping forward to chase me, a cry tearing out of her throat.
“Stop,” Jess whimpered, her voice breaking. “Don’t pull him away.”
Hannah moved to the other side of the berth, climbing onto the mattress beside Jess. She pressed down on Jess’s thigh, spreading her wider. “We’ll give him to you when you’re ready.”
Jess groaned, shaking her head, her hair sticking damp across her face. “I’m ready now!”
Madison only grinned, sliding my cock up through her folds, slow, rubbing the tip over her clit. Jess’s body jolted, her back arching off the bed.
“Jesus,” she gasped, clapping both hands over her face. She peeked through her fingers, her grin wild and desperate.
Hannah laughed low, her nails dragging along Jess’s thigh. “Look at her. She can’t stop smiling.”
Jess moaned behind her hands, hips bouncing up into me, crashing against my cock each time Madison steered it just out of reach. “Please, please, I can’t, ”
Madison pressed the head against her entrance again, teasing her open, then pulled it back up to circle her clit. Jess screamed into her palms, her hips bucking so hard the mattress thudded against the frame.
“God, please, Ross,” she cried. “I need you inside.”
Hannah bent close, her lips brushing Jess’s ear. “But it’s better like this. You’re shaking out of your skin.”
Jess shook her head, her laugh breaking through sobs, her face still covered. “You’re cruel, oh God, don’t stop, please don’t stop.”
I let Madison steer me lower again, pressing hard between Jess’s thighs but never pushing deep. She writhed under me, her body hot, thighs trembling as she tried to grind down for more.
“Beg harder,” Madison whispered, dragging me back up, sliding the head across her clit in slow strokes.
Jess peeled her hands from her face, her grin flushed and wet, her eyes shining. “I’m begging! Please, I’m begging!”
Hannah pressed her palm flat against Jess’s stomach, holding her down as her hips snapped again and again. “She’s losing her mind.”
Jess’s breath came ragged, her nails clawing at the sheets. “Ross, I swear, if you don’t, ” Her voice broke into another moan when Madison rubbed harder, rolling the head against her clit until her whole body convulsed.
She slapped both hands back over her face, laughing through the sobs, her voice muffled. “I can’t take it, I can’t, please just give it to me!”
Madison looked at me, her grin sharp. “Not yet.”
Jess screamed into her palms, her hips crashing up into me again, her body desperate, her grin still trembling across her lips even as tears streaked down her cheeks.
Jess thrashed under me, her thighs clamping, her back bowing so hard the mattress creaked. Madison held my cock in a tight grip, dragging the head slow from Jess’s clit to her entrance, back and forth in long strokes that left Jess gasping.
Her eyes rolled back, lips parted, a cry spilling each time the tip pressed just enough to stretch her before slipping away again. “No, don’t, please, I can’t, ”
Hannah pinned Jess’s hips flat with both hands, laughing low. “She’s trying to fuck the air.”
Jess groaned, slapping at the sheets with open palms, then covered her face again, her grin trembling behind her fingers. “Stop making fun of me,” she wailed, her voice breaking.
Madison ignored her, pressing me harder against her clit, grinding the swollen head against it until Jess’s whole body shook. She screamed into her hands, her legs thrashing. “Oh God, I’m going insane!”
Hannah leaned in, her mouth close to Jess’s ear. “That’s the point.” She slipped one hand down, spreading Jess’s folds wider for Madison. Jess bucked so hard she almost threw us off, her body jerking, her cry sharp and ragged.
“Please, Ross, please, I’m dying,” Jess sobbed. Her eyes flew open, glassy and wild, rolling back again when Madison circled me across her clit in tiny, relentless motions. Her chest heaved, nipples peaked under the thin fabric still bunched up around her ribs.
“Watch her,” Madison said, her voice steady, controlled, her hand wrapped around me. She angled me just to Jess’s entrance again, pushing the head inside barely an inch, stretching her. Jess’s scream tore the air, her whole body locking tight, then Madison slid me back out, rubbing up over her clit again.
Jess’s head snapped side to side, hair sticking to her wet cheeks. “No, no, no, don’t take it out, I need it, I swear I need it!”
Hannah held her wrists above her head now, pinning them against the mattress. “Beg harder. Let him hear it.”
Jess sobbed, her body jerking in helpless arcs, her grin split wide even through tears. “I’m begging! I can’t stop begging! Please, please just let him, ”
Madison cut her off with another slow rub along her clit, pressing me down until Jess’s eyes rolled back white, her thighs slamming shut around my hips. “Look at her,” Madison said, grinning at Hannah. “She’s breaking.”
Jess clawed at the sheets, her voice hoarse. “You’re killing me, oh God, I’m shaking, I can’t, ” Her legs trembled so hard the bed rattled, her hips thrusting up again and again, chasing me with blind desperation.
Hannah kissed her temple, murmuring against her skin. “You’ll get it when we say. Not a second before.”
Jess screamed into her palms again, her grin manic, her tears soaking her fingers. Her body arched and snapped, every muscle straining, while Madison dragged me over her puffy folds one more time, slow as torture.
Jess was shaking so hard her whole body bounced on the mattress. Madison pressed me against her again, grinding the swollen head along her clit, keeping me just shy of sliding inside. Hannah held Jess’s wrists above her head, pinning her down, whispering in her ear.
Jess cried out, wild, her voice hoarse. “I can’t take it anymore!”
Madison smirked, rubbing slower. “One more minute.”
That broke her. Jess tore her hands free with a sudden jerk, surprising Hannah. She lunged forward, both hands catching my cock. Her grip was hard, desperate, pulling me straight down against her entrance.
“Jess, ” I started, but she cut me off with a sobbing laugh, her grin twisted with tears.
“No more teasing!” she cried, and slammed her hips up, forcing herself down on me in one hard plunge.
Her scream ripped through the cabin, raw and sharp as she stretched around me, taking me deep in one brutal thrust. Her nails clawed my chest through my shirt, her body arching off the bed as she impaled herself.
“Jesus, ” I groaned, grabbing her hips to steady her.
She sobbed, half-laughing, half-crying, grinding down hard, burying me inside her to the hilt. “God,” she gasped, shaking all over. “Oh my god.”
Madison’s grin spread wide as she let go of my cock, watching Jess buck against me. “Told you she’d snap.”
Hannah’s eyes were bright, her tongue sliding over her lip. “Look at her go.”
Jess kept moving, frantic, her hips slamming down again and again, her body convulsing with each thrust she forced herself on. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth open in broken cries, sweat dripping down her chest.
I held her hips, trying to slow her, but she shook her head violently, tears flying. “No! Don’t stop me! Don’t you dare stop me now!”
Her pussy clenched tight around me, dragging me deeper, squeezing hard with each snap of her hips. She moaned through gritted teeth, her nails raking my arms, her thighs trembling so hard she could barely keep her rhythm.
Madison slid a hand down Jess’s stomach, rubbing her clit fast, grinning up at me. “She wanted it this way.”
Jess screamed, throwing her head back, her whole body bowing. “Yes! Oh God yes!”
Her climax ripped through her, violent, her body milking me in hard spasms. She clutched at me with both arms, sobbing into my chest as she kept slamming herself down, riding me through it like she couldn’t stop even if she wanted to.
“Good girl,” I muttered, gripping her ass tight, letting her drive herself raw on me.
Hannah kissed the side of her face, catching her sobs against her lips. “Told you you couldn’t hold out.”
Jess sobbed harder, her grin breaking wild through the tears. “I couldn’t. I couldn’t, I had to.”
And she kept riding, desperate, breaking herself open on me, her cries filling the cabin.
Jess clung to me, hips slamming down with a fury I hadn’t seen in her before. Each thrust was hard, desperate, her thighs clapping against mine, her body writhing with need. She wasn’t the trembling girl from minutes ago, she was feral now, taking everything.
Her nails dug deep into my shoulders, dragging down my back through my shirt. “I want you,” she panted, her voice hoarse but steady. “All of you. Every inch.”
I groaned as she ground down, twisting her hips, wringing me with every motion. She laughed through tears, her hair wild, her cheeks streaked. “God, I love this, I love how it feels.”
Madison leaned against the wall, licking sauce from her fingers, her grin wide. “Look at her. Finally.”
Hannah’s eyes followed every snap of Jess’s hips, her lips parted. “She’s unstoppable now.”
Jess ignored them, her focus locked only on me. She bounced harder, her breasts straining against the thin dress bunched at her ribs, nipples peaked and damp. Each rise and plunge forced a cry from her throat, but she never slowed.
“I don’t care anymore,” she gasped, grinding down so deep she shook. “I don’t care if they watch. I want this, I want you inside me forever.”
Her pussy clenched around me in rapid pulses, dragging me deeper each time. She shook her head violently, her hair whipping, her eyes rolling back white. “Oh God, I can’t stop, I don’t want to stop!”
I gripped her waist, trying to guide her, but she shoved my hands away, taking control. “No,” she cried, riding faster, her ass slapping against my thighs. “So good,” she groaned.
Her voice broke into a scream as another climax ripped through her. She collapsed forward, sobbing into my neck, but her hips kept moving, grinding in circles, milking me through every spasm.
Madison laughed low, clapping her hands once. “There she is. That’s the woman we’ve been waiting for.”
Hannah slid closer, brushing Jess’s damp hair back from her wet face. “She’s gorgeous like this.”
Jess turned her face into me, laughing through the tears, her grin shining. “I feel alive, I feel like I’ve never before.” She slammed down again, shuddering, nearly collapsing, then lifted herself back up, relentless.
I groaned, clutching her ass tight now, feeling her squeeze and release with every thrust. “Jess, ”
“Don’t talk,” she moaned, her lips crushing mine. “Just let me take it. Let me be everything I want right now.”
Her body shook violently, every muscle tense, her skin sweating against mine. She was wild, free, grinning even through sobs, her hips crashing down with a rhythm that felt unstoppable.
Jess rode me harder, her thighs slapping against mine with sharp cracks, sweat flying from her hair as she threw her head back. Her cries filled the cabin, hoarse and ragged, but her grin never broke.
“I can’t stop,” she gasped, slamming down until my hips jolted against the mattress. “I don’t want to stop. Not ever.”
Her pussy clenched like a fist around me, dragging me deeper with every grind. She twisted her hips in circles, sobbing and laughing all at once, tears streaking her flushed cheeks.
Madison leaned against the wall, her eyes bright, her smile slow and satisfied. “She’s tearing herself apart on you.”
Hannah sat at the edge of the berth, fingers curling into the sheets, biting her lip as she watched Jess buck and convulse. “She’s gone. She’s completely gone.”
Jess clawed at my chest, nails scoring down my skin through my shirt. “Yes, yes, God, I feel like I’m burning alive!” She lifted herself almost all the way off me, then dropped back down hard, her scream tearing from her throat as she buried me inside again.
I groaned, gripping her waist to steady her, but she batted my hands away, her voice sharp. “No! Don’t slow me! I want it my way!”
Her hips snapped again, grinding down so deep her whole body shook. She cried out, eyes rolling back, her pussy convulsing in violent spasms around me. Another orgasm ripped through her, raw and brutal, but she didn’t stop.
She collapsed against me for only a second, sobbing into my shoulder. Then she lifted herself again, her breath tearing, her grin crazed. “Again, I want it again!”
She rode faster, harder, her breasts bouncing against my chest, her body dripping sweat. Her cries turned into broken laughter, manic and desperate, her tears soaking into my shirt.
Madison’s tongue slid across her lip as she watched. “She’s unstoppable.”
Hannah brushed Jess’s hair back, her voice soft but awed. “She’s never letting go now.”
Jess arched her back, her nails digging into the mattress as she slammed down over and over, her moans ragged and sharp. “Oh God, I can’t, oh God, I’m coming again!”
Her entire body convulsed, her pussy locking tight, milking me in hard waves. She screamed, her voice cracking, her hips grinding through every spasm until she collapsed forward again, trembling violently.
Her face pressed against my neck, hot and wet, her laugh breaking through sobs. “I’m not done. I’m never done.”
She pulled herself back up, her body wet with sweat, her grin shining wild through her tears. She started bouncing again, slower now but just as fierce, each thrust a raw claim of everything she’d held back.
Jess’s body was shaking, but she refused to stop. She kept bouncing, her thighs slapping, her voice ragged from screams and laughter. Each plunge pulled another moan out of her throat, each grind wrung her tighter.
“I can’t, God, I can’t stop,” she gasped, her hair sticking to her face. Her nails raked my chest, her eyes rolling back again. “I love it, I love how it feels, ”
Her pussy clamped around me, another climax tearing through her. She shrieked, collapsing against me, but her hips still moved, jerking and grinding in raw spasms.
I gripped her waist, trying to steady her, but she shoved my hands away again. “No! Don’t hold me, I need it all!” She rode faster, manic, her grin wild through tears.
Madison’s breath caught from across the cabin, her hand between her thighs now, but she didn’t touch Jess. She just watched, eyes locked.
Hannah sat frozen, lips parted, whispering, “She’s destroying herself on him.”
Jess bucked hard one last time, her scream shattering the small space. Her body convulsed in violent waves, her thighs trembling so bad she nearly collapsed. She sagged forward, sobbing into my neck, her whole body limp and spent.
Her breath tore from her chest in broken gasps. “I can’t anymore. I can’t oh God, I’m done.”
I stroked her back, but she shook her head, pulling herself off me with a cry. She slid down my chest, collapsing to her knees on the cabin floor, her hair falling wild around her face.
Her hand wrapped around my cock, shaking. She pressed her lips to the head, moaning. “I want this. I need to taste it.”
I groaned as she took me in, her mouth hot and wet, sucking hard. She pushed deep, gagging, then pulled back, stroking me with both hands. Her eyes watered, her grin trembling through the mess. “Give it to me. Please.”
Madison leaned forward, her voice hushed. “She’s begging for the finish.”
Jess bobbed faster, her tongue lapping, her hands pumping me hard. My hips jerked, my groan spilling raw. “Jess, ”
She moaned around me, desperate, her tears streaking down as she sucked. My release broke, spilling across her mouth, her face, her chest. She gasped, laughing through it, smearing it with both hands across her tits, her grin crazed and wet.
Her chest rose and fell hard, her eyes wild, until the mania cracked. She froze, her breath stalling, her hands dropping.
Silence filled the cabin except for her ragged panting.
Jess blinked, awareness sliding back in. Her grin faltered, her face burning red beneath the streaks. She dropped her gaze, covering her chest with her arms.
“Don’t look at me,” she whispered, her voice small now.
But Madison and Hannah were staring, their eyes wide, their lips parted, watching every inch of her.
Jess knelt on the floor, her chest heaving, streaks shining across her skin. Her hair clung damp to her cheeks, her lips swollen and wet. She hugged her arms across her breasts, trying to cover herself, her eyes fixed on the floorboards.
“I don’t want you looking at me,” she whispered again, her voice shaking now instead of wild.
No one moved. Madison leaned back against the wall, her grin gone, her eyes sharp, studying Jess like she was something new. Hannah sat forward on the berth, elbows on her knees, lips parted. Neither spoke.
Jess shifted, curling smaller, hiding her face in her hair. “It wasn’t me. I don’t I don’t do that.”
I reached down, brushing her hair back. She flinched, but didn’t move away. Her cheeks burned under my touch, her lashes wet.
“You did,” I said quietly.
Her eyes flicked up to mine, wide and glassy. “Don’t say that.”
Madison’s voice was low, steady. “We all saw you. You wanted every second.”
Jess let out a broken laugh, covering her face with both hands. “God. I can’t believe what I just did.”
Hannah slid down from the berth, crouching beside her. She didn’t touch, just leaned close, her eyes roaming Jess’s face. “You were beautiful.”
“Don’t,” Jess whispered, shaking her head. Her hands trembled where they covered her mouth. “Don’t say things like that.”
Madison tilted her head, watching. “She doesn’t believe it yet.”
Jess dropped her hands, glaring at her through tears. “Stop talking about me like I’m not in the room.”
Madison only shrugged. “Then admit it. You loved it.”
Jess’s lips trembled. She turned back into me, pressing her forehead against my thigh. Her voice cracked, raw and hoarse. “I don’t know what I am right now.”
I stroked her hair, slow, steady. She shivered under the touch, her breath sharp.
Madison and Hannah stayed silent this time, both of them staring at Jess like she was something fragile, something changed. The heat of what she’d done still hung heavy in the air, but she curled against me now, small and shaking, trying to hide from all of it.
Madison pulled her skirt back down over her hips, sliding onto the bench at the galley table. She grabbed the half-empty pitcher, pouring herself water like nothing had happened. Hannah followed, tugging her tank straight, perching across from her. The two exchanged a look, this one softer, more curious than smug.
Jess stayed on the floor, knees tucked under her, until I helped her up. She kept her arms wrapped across her chest, her face red. I guided her to the table, settling her onto the bench beside me. She sat stiff, eyes down, her wet hair falling forward like a curtain.
Madison set her glass down. “Well. That was something.”
Jess flinched. “Don’t.”
“We’re not making fun,” Hannah said quickly. Her voice was calm, steady. “We’ve just never seen you like that.”
Jess hid her face in her hands, groaning. “Because I’m not like that.”
Madison leaned her elbows on the table. “You were tonight.”
Jess’s fingers curled tighter against her face. She mumbled through them. “God. I lost control.”
“You found something,” Hannah said, watching her.
Jess peeked through her fingers, her eyes glassy. “Don’t try to make it sound noble.”
“It doesn’t have to be noble,” Madison said with a shrug. “It was raw. It was real. That’s enough.”
Jess dropped her hands to the table, her nails clicking faintly against the wood. She looked at each of us in turn, her expression tight. “You were all staring at me. Every second.”
“Because we couldn’t look away,” Hannah admitted.
Jess swallowed hard, cheeks burning brighter. “That’s worse.”
Madison smirked faintly. “No. That’s the best part.”
Jess shook her head, groaning again, folding forward onto her arms. “I can’t believe I did that. In front of you. In front of both of you.”
I stroked her back, slow, her body trembling under my hand. She leaned into it despite herself, her breath catching.
The table fell quiet for a moment, just the hum of the cabin fan and the faint slap of water outside. Madison sipped her water. Hannah traced a circle on the table with her finger. Jess kept her head down, breathing hard, her hair spilling over her arms.
Finally, Madison said, “So what happens next?”
Jess lifted her head, her eyes wide and uncertain. “What do you mean?”
“You can pretend it never happened,” Madison said, tilting her glass. “Or you can admit you wanted it.”
Jess’s lips parted, but no sound came. She looked down fast, her blush rising again.
Hannah leaned in, her voice gentle. “It’s okay, Jess. No one’s judging you. We’re just here with you.”
Jess exhaled a shaky breath, her hands twisting together in her lap. “I don’t know if I can handle that.”
Jess stared at the table, her voice low. “I don’t even know who I was tonight.”
Madison smirked into her glass. “Maybe the real you finally showed up.”
Hannah reached across, brushing Jess’s knuckles with her fingers. “And she’s not going anywhere.”
Jess pulled her hand back quick, but not before her lips twitched into the faintest grin, a flash she tried to hide.
I caught it. So did they. And it was enough to know this wasn’t the end.
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