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It was already late when I killed the lights in the shop. The place smelled of grease and warm metal, every surface coated in a layer of grit. I shoved the big steel door closed, dragged the bolt across, and stepped out into the cool night air. My boots scraped against the cracked asphalt, the sound sharp across the empty lot. I pulled my jacket tight and fished for my keys. My old Ford was the only vehicle left out front, parked under the half-dead streetlamp just like me, half-dead.
That’s when I heard the faint laughter.
Not the far-off kind that drifts from a bar, but close, sharper, and light. Fun.
I turned and saw three figures leaning against the hood of a dark blue SUV. The glow from their phones lit their faces.
“Hey,” one of them called over to me, her voice quick and uncertain. “Are you a mechanic?”
I paused halfway to my truck, thought about pretending I didn’t hear, thought about pretending I was busy. “I am,” I said, stopping and planting my feet.
The tallest of them stepped forward, dark hair tied back in a high pony tail, leather jacket cropped above her waist. She moved with purpose, her high boots clipping the pavement. She held out a key fob that jingled against her rings. “It’s dead. Won’t start. We already tried jumping it. Think you can help?”
Behind her, the other two snorted, whispering to each other. One had short platinum hair, the ends spiking out under a beanie. The other had a cascade of long brown hair that caught in the wind when she tilted her head back to laugh, her face getting covered with it.
I came closer, wiping my hands on my jacket out of habit. “Pop the hood,” I said.
The tall one arched a brow. “Name first.”
“Ethan.”
“Vanessa.” She smirked back like she’d just won something. She flicked the hood release and stepped aside with a slow roll of her shoulders, making room for me at the front, but barely.
The platinum-haired girl leaned off the SUV and crossed her arms. “Don’t touch everything. You’ve just been working.”
I glanced up. She grinned wide, teeth catching the streetlight. “I’m Mia,” she added. “Don’t mind me.” Her smile was deadly, her eyes half lidded, bedroom like.
The brunette pushed her long swimming hair over one shoulder, voice softer. “Ignore her. She never shuts up.” She extended her hand lazily toward me. “Sophie.” Her nails were short, painted the deep red of old wine.
I lifted the hood. Heat rolled out, the engine still ticking from when they’d tried it last. I leaned in, tracing cables with my fingers. They shifted closer in behind me. I could feel the heat of their presence at my back, the faint drag of perfume mixing with the burning engine oil.
“Smells sexy,” Mia said. “In a dirty kind of way.”
Vanessa shoved her shoulder. “Shut up!” But her laugh was low, throaty.
Sophie circled around to the passenger side, her hip brushing the fender as she leaned close enough for her hair to graze my arm. “Think you can fix it?” she asked, all quiet and private.
I tested the connections, found the fuel line loose. “Yeah,” I said. “Just hold on.”
Mia’s voice snapped sharp: “He said he can. That’s so hot.” She laughed with a snort, but the others didn’t.
They were all watching me now, too close, their breath hanging aro0und me in the cold night. I tightened the line, wiped my fingers clean, and turned. The three of them were lined up in the dim glow, eyes fixed on me, waiting.
“Try it now,” I said.
Vanessa slid into the driver’s seat, her skirt riding up her thigh as she lifted in. She didn’t bother pulling it down even when she glanced at my eyes as though to check where they were. The door stayed open, one boot-heel planted on the cracked asphalt, the other hovering on the gas. She twisted the key, the starter groaned, then the engine caught with a steady rumble.
She threw her head back and laughed, sharp and loud. “You’re good!”
Mia slapped the hood with her palm. “Look at him. All proud like he just saved the world.”
I closed the hood with a snap. “Loose line. No big deal.”
Sophie tilted her head, studying me with narrowed eyes. “You downplay yourself.” Her voice was even, but the corner of her mouth twitched like she was holding something back.
Vanessa cut the engine and leaned out the open door, her jacket falling open to show a low-cut top, black satin catching the weak light. “We owe you,” she said. “And don’t you argue.”
“I’m not arguing,” I said, but I did look over at my truck.
“Good.” She got out and stepped closer, toe of her boot brushing mine. “There’s a bar two blocks over. You’re coming with us.”
Mia whooped. “Already?”
Sophie gave the faintest shrug. “Why not.”
“I’ve got an early shift,” I said.
Vanessa’s smile sharpened. “So? One drink. Unless you’re scared.”
Mia gasped, hand to her chest. “Don’t be scared.” She stuck her tongue out at me.
I shook my head, but my pulse jumped. “I’ll follow in my truck.”
“No.” Vanessa jabbed a finger at my chest, nails painted black. “You have to ride with us. We’ll get you back, don’t worry.”
The three of them piled into the SUV like it was decided. Vanessa behind the wheel, Mia hopping into the passenger seat and kicking her feet up on the dash, Sophie sliding into the back and leaving the space beside her empty, eyes never leaving me even as she gathered her long hair in a twisted rope to pull it around her shoulder.
I hesitated just long enough to feel trapped, then got in. The seat was warm from Sophie’s body heat. She tucked one leg under herself, leaning closer, her hair brushing my arm.
Vanessa started the engine again and pulled out, tires crunching over the lot. “So, Ethan,” she said, glancing at me in the rearview, her pony tail hanging over her setback. “You always hanging around parking lots waiting for damsels in distress?”
“Just locking up. Right place, right time.”
“Lucky us,” Mia said, stretching her arms high until her sweatshirt lifted enough to show a strip of toned stomach. She grinned sideways at me. “You’re not married, right?”
“No.”
“Girlfriend?”
“No.”
“Figures,” Mia said, and she giggled like she’d just won a bet.
Sophie’s knee pressed lightly against mine, just enough to notice. “Quiet type,” she murmured, eyes on the window. “That’s always dangerous.” She stroked out her long mane thoughtfully.
Vanessa snorted. “Dangerous can be good.”
The SUV rolled through the lights, the three of them throwing little glances at me, their voices cutting in and out of each other, laughter sharp, perfume strong, legs shifting close in the dark space. My chest felt tight, like I’d been strapped into something I couldn’t climb out of.
The bar was narrow, brick walls close on either side, low lamps throwing pools of amber across scratched tables. Music thumped steady from speakers overhead, the bass carrying through the wood floor. Vanessa led the way in, hips swinging, her short black leather jacket sliding off one shoulder. She claimed a booth in the back waving her fingers at a server who hurried over.
Mia slid in first, stretching across the bench, her thigh grazing mine before she pulled her legs up and folded them under her. Sophie followed, settling close on my other side, her perfume drifting over me distinctive and attention-getting, her long smooth hair brushing my arm when she turned to flag the drink menu. Vanessa sat opposite, stretching out with her boots against the seat, arms draped wide, watching.
“Whiskey,” she told the server. “For all of us.”
Mia groaned. “Straight away?”
“You’ll drink it,” Vanessa said, her gaze steady on me.
The glasses landed quick, dark liquid catching the light. Vanessa lifted hers and held it toward me. “To the hero of the night.”
I raised mine. “It was nothing.”
Sophie tapped her glass against mine. “Don’t undersell yourself.” Her eyes stayed on me when she drank, slow, the line of her throat moving. “Not becoming of a capable man.”
Mia slammed her shot back and hissed through her teeth. “Burns good.” She leaned across the table toward me, her elbow pressing into my arm. “So, Ethan. What’s your deal? You just fix cars all day?”
“Mostly. Or anything with an engine.”
“Hands of steel,” Mia said, smirking. “Bet they’re rough.” She caught my hand without asking, turning it over, dragging her fingertips across my palm. Her nails scratched lightly, her grin widening when I tensed.
Vanessa’s voice cut in, low. “Don’t scare him off, Mia.”
“I’m not scared,” I said meekly.
“Good,” Vanessa said, and she tipped back her drink in one pull. Her eyes stayed locked on mine even as she set the empty glass down.
Sophie’s hand settled on my thigh under the table, soft and deliberate. She didn’t move it, either, just rested it there, the weight unmistakable. Her head turned away slightly, her hair falling forward as she studied the rim of her glass, pretending nothing was going on.
Mia caught it, though, her eyes flashing with mischief. “Well, well. Sophie’s not scaring him off.”
Sophie didn’t flinch.
Vanessa leaned forward, elbows on the table, her top falling low enough to show the swell of her breasts, if I cared to look. “Question is, does anything scare him?”
My mouth went dry. Their faces were too close, their voices crowding me, their bodies pressing in on every side. I swallowed the rest of my whiskey, heat spreading down my chest, and set the glass down hard enough to make them all grin wider. Everything was scaring me. I was out of my depth the moment I looked up across the pavement outside the shop. I should be home.
Mia’s hand slid higher, fingers testing the edge of my jeans. She grinned when I stiffened. Her breath hit my ear when she leaned in. “You’re warm.”
Sophie pressed her thigh harder into mine on the other side, her palm remaining steady on my leg, her nails tracing slow lines through the denim. She didn’t smile, didn’t say anything, just kept her eyes down, her focus deliberate.
Vanessa drummed her nails against the empty glass. The sound cut through the bass from the speakers. “You two having fun?”
Mia laughed. “Jealous?”
“Hardly,” Vanessa said, but her eyes never left me.
The server dropped another round. Vanessa shoved hers across the table at me. “Drink.”
I knocked it back, throat burning. Sophie’s fingers crept higher, pressing against me closer up. I exhaled sharp through my nose. Mia watched, biting her lip, her eyes shining now.
“See?” she said to Vanessa. “He likes it, all the attention.”
Vanessa leaned over the table, close enough her hair brushed the wood. “Stand up.”
The order came flat, no room for argument. My legs moved before I thought. Vanessa slid out, tugging me by the wrist into the narrow aisle beside the booth. She pushed her body into mine, chest to chest, her leather jacket cool against my arms. Her lips hovered at the corner of my mouth, not touching, but close.
Behind me, Mia laughed low. “She always thinks she wins.”
Sophie slid out too, now, and stood at my side. Her hand landed on my back, light, then firm, holding me in place.
Vanessa pressed her mouth to mine in the hidden dark shadows there. It was quick like a test, then harder the second time, her tongue pushing in, her hand gripping my jaw. She pulled away just far enough to speak, her breath hot. “You should come with us tonight.”
Mia squealed, clapping once. “No, are we really?.”
Sophie’s hand climbed my back to my neck, her fingers tightening there. She turned my head, caught my mouth with hers, slower, deeper, her tongue circling mine until I couldn’t breathe. Her body pressed full against me, soft curves firm under her light blouse. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” she said to me privately.
Vanessa smirked, watching, her hand sliding down my chest to the front of my jeans. “But he’s aready hard,” she murmured.
Mia shoved herself between us, grabbing the waistband and tugging at my belt. “Right out here?” she teased. Her hand worked the buckle free.
“Not here,” Vanessa said, her voice sharp. “Finish our drinks. We’re going to go.”
Sophie pulled back, her lips wet, her eyes steady on me. “You don’t have to,” she said, but she tugged at my wrist to follow.
Mia laughed, breathless, pushing me back toward the booth. “I can’t believe we’re going to try this.”
I sat, heart pounding, belt loose, their hands and eyes all over me, Vanessa’s smirk, Sophie’s steady heat, Mia’s reckless energy. The bar around us blurred into just noise and shadow.
Vanessa raised her fresh glass. “To bad decisions.”
All three drank. Sophie peered at me through the curtains of her hair. I swallowed hard, knowing I was already in too deep.
Mia leaned across the table, her shoulder bumping mine. “You look so nervous,” she whispered, though the grin spreading across her face said she liked it. She drummed her fingers against my thigh and let them stay there. “It’s just a fun experiment.”
Sophie traced the rim of her glass with one nail. “He doesn’t have to,” she said softly, almost to herself, though her knee stayed pressing against me. She glanced up, her eyes catching mine, steady and unblinking.
Vanessa swirled what was left of her whiskey, her lips curving in a slow smile. “You don’t talk much,” she said. “That’s probably good.” She leaned back, one boot tapping against the floor in rhythm with the music. “Quiet guys can keep girls’ secrets.”
Mia laughed, tipping her head back. “Or he’s just too overwhelmed to speak.” Her hand slid a little higher up my leg. “Which is it, Ethan?”
“Neither,” I said, my voice rougher than I wanted. I had no better answer. I was torn between fleeing with my life and letting the mystery play out. I’d heard of Greek myths that start like this.
Sophie smirked at her glass. “Probably both,” she murmured.
Their bodies kept edging closer, their eyes hold on me too long. Every shift of a knee or brush of a hand made my chest tighten more.
Vanessa set her glass down, the sound sharp against the wood. “It’s crowded in here.” She turned her head, her pony tail sliding over her shoulder. “Why don’t we go somewhere else?”
Mia perked up instantly. “My place is close,” she said, too fast, then added with a sly grin, “unless Ethan is too scared of three helpless ladies.”
Sophie leaned back, her hand sliding from my thigh but leaving a ghost of warmth. “He’s not saying no,” she said, quiet but certain.
I didn’t move. The three of them watched me, waiting, not pushing, just letting the choice sit there. Vanessa cocked her head. “One more drink, then we’ll go. No rush.”
The server dropped another round. I knocked mine back first this time, the whiskey burning down clean. The three of them followed, each in their own way, Mia with a playful hiss, Sophie calm and measured, Vanessa with her eyes still fixed on me, sparkling.
Mia slid out of the booth and tugged on my arm. “Come on then,” she said, her voice bouncing with energy. “Let’s not waste any more time.”
Sophie rose more slowly, smoothing her skirt with both hands before brushing against me as she stood close. “You should come,” she said, not as a command, but as if she knew my reticence.
Vanessa was last, stretching before stepping out, her jacket sliding off one shoulder. “We’re not dragging you,” she said. “But we want you to come.”
I found myself following them, belt still loose, pulse running fast. The bar noise faded when we stepped toward the door, the cool air outside cutting into us sharp. The three of them clustered close, Vanessa walking just ahead, Mia looping her arm through mine, Sophie brushing my hand with hers, then holding it.
My breath came out in quick clouds as we stepped off the curb. “It’s not far,” Mia said, glancing at Vanessa and Sophie as if checking whether they agreed.
Sophie nodded, her hair falling over her cheek until she pushed it back with a small flick. She walked close holding my hand almost casually. She looked ahead at the street, her lips pressed tight like she was holding in something she didn’t want to say out loud.
Vanessa walked a step ahead, but even she seemed quieter now. She tugged at the sleeve of her jacket, her eyes darting between us and the ground. “We don’t usually do this,” she muttered. Her voice was steady, but her shoulders gave her away, tense under the streetlights. “In case you were wondering.”
“Do what?” I wanted so badly to ask.
Mia gave a quick laugh, but it cracked in the middle. “Well, no one’s complaining.” Her hand squeezed my arm before letting go. She shoved both hands into the pocket of her sweatshirt, her steps picking up like she wanted to burn off the nerves.
We reached her building, a squat brick place with a narrow stairwell that smelled faintly of old paint and heat radiators. Mia fumbled the key at the door, missing the lock twice before it slid in. She made a face, cheeks pink. “Guess I had more to drink than I thought.”
Inside, the hall was quiet, the hum of pipes behind the walls the only sound. Sophie’s hand brushed mine again, softer this time. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear and whispered, “Almost there.”
The apartment door opened onto a small living room. A couch crowded one wall, a low table in front of it stacked with magazines, and a pair of shoes left scattered near the door. The air smelled faintly of candles and soap.
Mia kicked her sneakers off and tugged at my sleeve. “Shoes here,” she said, her voice rushing. She pulled her hoodie over her head and tossed it onto the couch, revealing a fitted tank top that clung to her curves. She crossed her arms quickly over her chest, then dropped them again, biting her lip.
Sophie slipped her flats off neatly and placed them side by side by the wall. She unbuttoned her coat with careful fingers, hanging it slowly on the hook by the door. She glanced at me, then away, then back again, her cheeks coloring.
Vanessa dropped her jacket on a chair, running her hand through her dark hair. “We should sit down,” she said, not sounding as sure of herself as before. She perched on the edge of the couch, her knees pressed together, her hands resting on them.
I sat at the far end of the couch, the springs groaning under me. Vanessa stayed in the middle, her knees still pressed tight together, her hands smoothing her skirt again and again. She looked at me, then away, then back, her lips parting like she meant to say something but losing it before it came out.
Mia flopped down beside her, the bounce carrying over to me. She tucked one leg up under herself, twisting toward me. “This feels, weird, right?” She laughed quick and breathy, scratching the back of her neck. “In a good way, though.” She put music on.
Sophie lowered herself carefully onto the other side of me. She sat close, but not touching, her palms flat on her knees. She stared at the floor a second before lifting her eyes. “We don’t really do things like this,” she said quietly. Her voice had a tremble to it, but her gaze stayed locked on mine. “We just thought it might be fun to try.”
I nodded slowly, taking in the three of them, each showing cracks in the confidence they’d shown earlier, now we were somewhere private. Their cheeks were flushed, their hands restless. For all the teasing in the bar, they seemed just as unsure as me now.
Mia broke the silence first. She leaned closer, her tank top pulling low. “So you’re not going to just sit there, are you?” she asked, her grin wobbly at the edges. Her hand hovered over my leg, hesitated, then finally landed, light and testing.
Sophie exhaled, her shoulder brushing mine as if she’d run out of reasons to hold back. “It’s fine,” she murmured, almost to herself. Her fingers grazed my wrist, a quick touch that lingered with hesitation.
Vanessa pressed her hands against her knees and let out a shaky laugh. “God, we’re acting stupid.” She looked at me again, her eyes wide, her body leaning in almost despite herself. “We just thought . . . . ” She trailed off, then reached for my hand, squeezing it tightly, her knuckles whitening with the force of it.
Their touches built on each other, Mia stroking my thigh more boldly now, Sophie’s fingers curling against my arm, Vanessa gripping my hand like she might never let go. The nervousness didn’t go away, it sharpened everything, made their breaths shorter, their movements sharper. Whatever they had earlier planned, I had the distinct impressions they didn’t fill in this part.
Mia finally leaned in, pressing her lips to my cheek in a quick rush, then pulling back with a gasp. She laughed nervously. “Sorry, I just,” she said but stopped.
I turned, catching her eyes. She looked at me like she’d just jumped off a ledge. Then she kissed me again, harder this time, her mouth hot and eager, rushed and sloppy.
Sophie shifted closer, her thigh sliding against mine fully now, her breath shivering when she saw Mia kissing me. She whispered, almost pleading, “Me now.”
Vanessa squeezed my hand tighter, her forehead against my shoulder. “This is crazy,” she said, but her other hand crept higher on my leg, trembling as it moved.
Their nerves were real, their inexperience obvious, but arousal was already taking over, pushing past hesitation, dragging us forward. The more nervous they grew in the uncharted territory, the more at ease I found myself.
Mia kissed me again, harder, her fingers gripping my shirt so tight the fabric twisted in her hand. She made a soft sound in her throat, half laugh, half moan, and pulled away with her eyes wide. “I didn’t mean,” she started, but then she leaned back in, unable to stop herself.
Sophie pressed closer into my side, her hand sliding up my arm to my shoulder. Her breathing quickened, chest rising fast under her blouse. “It’s just going to happen,” she whispered, almost like she was trying to explain it to herself. Her lips brushed my ear, then pulled back, then returned, her body shaking with nerves and heat.
Vanessa had been holding back too, her grip on my hand rigid, but her face was flushed deep now, her mouth opening, her chest lifting sharply with every breath. She let go of my hand only to place it against her thigh, her own palm covering mine, forcing it there. Her voice cracked when she spoke. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”
Mia broke away from my mouth, gasping, her cheeks red, her eyes wild. She pressed her forehead against mine, laughing nervously. “This is so insane.” But her hand was already tugging at my belt again, this time without hesitation. Her fingers trembled.
Sophie slid her palm across my chest, fingers curling but firm, feeling her way over me as though she was memorizing me. “I can’t believe we’re going to do this,” she murmured. Her lips hovered over my jaw, then she kissed down my neck in quick, hot bursts.
Vanessa leaned forward, her shoulder pushing against Mia’s as though she couldn’t wait anymore. Her mouth pressed to mine with sudden urgency, her tongue sliding past my lips, her breath ragged. She pulled back just enough to whisper, “We should stop, but I can’t.”
Mia’s laugh came sharp and needy. “Then don’t.” She shoved her hand under my shirt, her palm dragging across my stomach, her nails scraping lightly. She looked down, saw how hard I was, and her mouth parted.
Sophie’s hand slipped lower, pressing against me through my jeans. Her touch was hesitant at first, but the heat in her breath betrayed her. She let out a shaky moan when she felt me, her knees squeezing together involuntarily.
Vanessa slid one arm around my neck, kissing me again, harder than before, her body pressing into mine fully now. She whispered against my lips, “If this is too much . . . ” But she didn’t pull back, and her hips ground against me instead.
All three of them were moving on instinct, nerves swallowed in the tug of war. Their laughter broke off into gasps, their hands losing all hesitation now. Whatever lines they thought they wouldn’t cross were gone.
Mia’s hand worked at my belt with a clumsy rush, her breath catching in little bursts against my cheek. She laughed under her breath when the buckle finally came free, her face flushed, her eyes wide. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered, almost to herself.
Sophie’s fingers were still on my chest, sliding lower now, hesitant but driven. Her lips pressed against my neck, soft at first, then more urgent. I felt the heat of her breath spill across my skin, her hand hovering just above my waistband. She looked up at me through her hair, her eyes nervous but hungry.
Vanessa’s mouth pressed to mine again, deeper this time, her tongue insistent. Her body leaned harder into me, her thigh pressing across mine. She broke away, her forehead resting against mine, panting. “What’s happening?” she asked, her voice raw.
I didn’t know how to answer. My head swam with the sight of them, three women, each trembling, each letting go of something. For a second I wondered if they were all testing me, if this was some kind of game they played. But the way their hands shook, the way their voices cracked, it was no game. They were in over their heads, just like me.
Mia tugged my shirt up, baring my stomach. She ran her palm flat over my skin, her mouth falling open at the touch. “God, you’re warm,” she said, her voice uneven. Her hand slid lower until her fingers brushed the bulge in my jeans, and she let out a shaky laugh. “Oh, fuck.”
Sophie flinched like she’d been caught doing something wrong, but then she moved too, her hand joining Mia’s, her touch lighter, testing. She pressed against me through the fabric, and her lips parted with a small moan. She jerked her hand back for a second, then put it back, firmer. Her breath caught and her eyes flared at me.
Vanessa stared, watching them, her face flushed darker than before. She swallowed hard, her breath shivering when she reached down and grabbed the hem of her own top. She pulled it up and over her head in one quick motion, tossing it aside, her bra thin and black. Her chest rose and fell in frantic rhythm. “We’re really doing this then,” she said.
I couldn’t look away. Every detail stuck sharp, the shine of Mia’s lips, the way Sophie’s fingers hesitated and then pressed, the rise and fall of Vanessa’s bared chest. I felt myself drowning in it, caught between disbelief and the raw pull of it. My body throbbed, but my head spun with the strangeness of it, with the sense that something had tipped over a line, that a new world had been entered.
And still, their hands kept moving, their bodies crowding closer, their arousal swallowing the nerves that had held them back just minutes ago.
Mia tugged at my shirt harder now, her laugh nervous and breathless when I lifted my arms to let her peel it off. She tossed it onto the floor without looking, her hands coming back immediately, running over my chest as though she couldn’t believe what she was touching. Her face flushed deeper, her mouth open but no words coming out.
Sophie’s hand slipped under the waistband of my jeans, her fingers brushing against bare skin there. She gasped softly, her head jerking up to meet my eyes. For a second she froze, almost pulling away. But then she pushed lower, bolder this time, the back of her hand grazing me down there. Her lips trembled with a half-formed smile.
Vanessa’s bra straps slid off her shoulders when she reached up to pull her hair back. She dropped her hands again and stared at me, her chest rising in heavy, quick breaths. She pulled the straps the rest of the way down, then unclasped the back with both hands. The bra fell forward into her lap, her breasts bare and firm, her nipples already tight. She bit her lip, almost uncertain, then sat straighter, letting me see her fully.
I couldn’t stop staring. My body burned from every angle, Mia’s frantic hands, Sophie’s trembling touch, Vanessa’s bare chest in front of me. It was overwhelming. I wanted to move, to take control, but I was rooted, caught between disbelief and wild hunger.
Mia slid lower against me, her mouth pressing to my chest, kissing across my skin with quick, hot bursts. “I’ve never,” she whispered, breaking off in a shaky laugh, then kissing again, harder. Her tongue darted once over my skin and she moaned at her own boldness.
Sophie’s hand gripped me firmly through the last layer of fabric, her body tensing when she felt me hard under her palm. She made a small sound in her throat, a mix of fear and wonder. Her other hand dug into my arm, clinging like she needed to hold.
Vanessa leaned forward across the small gap, her breasts brushing my chest as she kissed me again, deeper, slower. Her tongue slid into my mouth with a hunger that made my head spin. She pulled back just enough to breathe, her forehead pressed to mine. “I can’t stop,” she whispered. Her hand slid down to my jeans and helped Sophie tug at the button.
I watched them, Mia’s frantic energy, Sophie’s trembling insistence, Vanessa’s controlled unraveling. None of them knew what they were doing. Their touches were messy, unpracticed, desperate. But it was exactly that, raw and real, that had me harder than I’d ever been. How could this be happening?
Mia’s hand slipped inside first, her fingers wrapping around me bare. She gasped and jerked back, her eyes huge. “Oh my god,” she said, laughing nervously. But her hand came right back, gripping me tighter. Sophie’s hand joined hers, and the two of them stroked me together, their breaths ragged, their faces full of disbelief at each other at what they were doing.
Vanessa watched, her lips parted, her chest heaving. “We’re gone,” she whispered, almost in awe. “We’ve gone too far to stop.”
Mia’s hand worked over me with growing confidence, her breath coming faster as though every stroke pulled her deeper in. Her face was red, her mouth open, her eyes darting between my chest and my cock like she couldn’t believe she was the one touching me. She laughed once under her breath, nervous and quick, but she didn’t stop.
Sophie’s fingers tightened around me too, more cautious, but the way her lips parted showed she was being pulled along. Her eyes stayed on her own hand, her brows drawn tight, as if concentrating on what she felt instead of what she was doing. She murmured something I couldn’t catch, a sound almost swallowed by the thud of my pulse in my ears.
Vanessa leaned closer, her bare breasts brushing my chest as she kissed me again, harder, hungrier, less measured than before. She pressed her body into mine, her hands fumbling at the waistband of my jeans until she pushed them down. Her movements were sharp, urgent, not graceful. She broke the kiss only to look at me, her pupils wide, her breathing shallow. “We need more,” she whispered, as though that was all that mattered now.
My jeans slid down, tangled around my ankles. I shifted, and suddenly I was bare in front of them, the three of them frozen for a heartbeat, staring. Their expressions were a mix of awe, nerves, and heat. I felt exposed, pinned under their eyes, but I couldn’t move away.
Mia’s hand returned first, stroking me again, quicker this time, her face alight with something new. “God,” she whispered, her voice cracking. She pressed her lips against my shoulder, sucking hard, her body trembling against mine.
Sophie swallowed, her cheeks flushed deep. She moved slower, steadier, her fingertips exploring the length of me with growing boldness. Each touch pulled a little gasp from her, as though the shock kept repeating. She shook her head slightly, her lips brushing my ear when she whispered, “I didn’t think I’d do this.”
Vanessa pushed herself back just enough to strip off her skirt, leaving only her panties. She stood there for a moment, her chest rising fast, her body trembling with the effort of keeping control. Then she crawled back onto me, straddling my lap, pressing her heat down against me through the thin fabric of her panties. She closed her eyes and moaned, grinding slow and steady. “This is really happening girls,” she breathed, almost in disbelief, though her hips didn’t stop moving.
I sat still, my hands half-raised, watching them unravel in front of me. Their touches weren’t calculated. Their movements weren’t planned. They didn’t even seem aware how far they were going. Each gesture built on the last, carried forward by something stronger than them.
I realized then, I wasn’t steering any of it. I was just caught in the pull, as fascinated as I was consumed. Nobody was steering it.
Vanessa rocked on my lap, her panties damp against me. She pressed down harder, her breath coming in sharp gasps. She opened her eyes only for a second, meeting mine with a look that was half-surprised at herself, half-lost in the heat. “I can’t slow down,” she whispered, her voice breaking.
Mia slid off the couch to her knees, tugging at my jeans until she pulled them clear away. She tossed them aside, her hands coming back instantly. She gripped me again, this time with both hands, pumping faster. Her face hovered close, her mouth parted, her eyes wide in disbelief at what she was doing. “Oh my god,” she murmured. “Oh my god.” She bit her lip and leaned closer, kissing the tip quick, as though testing a dare, then doing it again, longer.
Sophie shifted beside me, her blouse hanging open now, her bra straps slipping down her arms. She didn’t even seem aware she’d undone the buttons. Her skin flushed pink, her chest rising and falling with each shaky breath. She slid one hand under her skirt and gasped softly, her other hand gripping my arm tight. She turned her face against my shoulder, her hair covering her cheek, her body trembling as she touched herself right there beside me. Her lips parted as though to speak, but she said nothing, not even breathing.
Vanessa hooked her thumbs under her panties and pushed them down, her voice a low groan as she peeled them over her thighs. She tossed them aside and straddled me bare, her wetness sliding across me as she ground down harder, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth hanging open. “I need it,” she whispered, almost pleading, though she wasn’t speaking to anyone.
Mia glanced up and saw her, her eyes widening, her lips wet. She moaned softly, her hands pumping me faster, her tongue darting out to taste me again. She pressed her lips around the head and drew me in, her cheeks hollowing. She pulled off with a gasp, her face flushed and desperate. “I can’t stop either,” she said, before taking me back into her mouth, deeper this time.
Sophie finally lifted her head, her face twisted with arousal she couldn’t hold back. Her skirt was bunched high around her hips now, her panties shoved to the side by her own hand. Her fingers moved fast, wet sounds faint but clear under the thrum of their breathing. She turned her head to watch me, her eyes glassy, her mouth trembling open.
I felt them all at once, Vanessa grinding down on me, bare and slick, Mia’s mouth hot and frantic, Sophie touching herself against my arm. Their nerves had vanished, swallowed whole by something none of them had planned.
Clothes were gone. In seconds they hadn’t even noticed it happening. I watched them, stunned, the weight of it pressing into me: three women, unraveling on me and around me, not aware how far they’d gone, only that they couldn’t stop.
Vanessa shifted on my lap, her knees pushing into the couch cushions, her body trembling with each breath. She gripped my shoulders hard, her nails digging into my skin through what was left of my shirt sleeve. Her hips rolled forward, her wetness spreading across me as she slid against my cock. She groaned, low and desperate, her forehead pressing into mine. “I can’t hold back anymore,” she whispered, her voice breaking.
Mia pulled her mouth off me, gasping for air, her lips wet and swollen. She looked up at Vanessa, then at me, her eyes wide and unsteady. “Do it,” she urged, almost pleading, as though she needed it as much as Vanessa did. Her hands pumped me once more, wet with her spit, then she let go, sitting back on her knees, her chest heaving.
Sophie clung to my arm, her other hand still working between her thighs. Her body shuddered with every stroke, her face twisted in disbelief at her own arousal. She turned toward us, her lips trembling as she whispered, “Please,” It wasn’t clear if she was asking Vanessa to stop or to keep going, but her fingers never slowed, curling deep into her, and rubbing frantically.
Vanessa lifted her hips, positioned herself above me. Her thighs trembled against mine, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts. She looked down at me with wide eyes, her lips parted, her voice shaking. “I don’t even know how this is happening.” But her body lowered all the same.
The head of my cock pressed against her, hot and ripe. She moaned, her nails clawing deeper into my shoulders as she pushed down, her walls stretching around me. Her cry came out sharp, startled, her body clenching tight. She paused, panting hard, her whole frame shivering. “Oh god,” she gasped, then sank further, taking me inside inch by inch until she was seated fully on my lap.
Her face twisted in shock and heat, her body rocking without thought. She groaned into my mouth when I kissed her, her hips grinding against me, wetness spilling down between us. “I can’t stop,” she moaned, her voice breaking again.
Mia crawled up beside us, her hands running over Vanessa’s back, down to her hips, helping to guide her. She pressed her mouth against my chest, kissing frantically, her tongue darting over my skin. “You feel so hard inside her,” she whispered against me, her voice desperate and shaky.
Sophie shifted closer, her skirt bunched around her waist, her hand still between her thighs. She leaned in, kissing Vanessa’s shoulder, then my neck, her breath trembling against me. “It’s too much,” she whispered, though her body pressed harder into mine.
Vanessa rode me faster, each thrust pulling cries from her throat she didn’t seem able to hold back. Mia’s hands gripped me again, stroking where I slid in and out of Vanessa, her face twisted in awe. Sophie’s moans blended with Vanessa’s as she touched herself harder, her nails digging into my arm.
The three of them tangled around me, their bodies hot, their voices broken, carried forward by something none of them could resist.
Vanessa’s hips began to slam down against mine, her cries tearing out of her throat raw and frantic. Sweat beaded across her chest, dripping down between her breasts as she rode me harder. Her hands clutched my shoulders, then my chest, then slid up to my neck, her nails biting, her body shaking under the force of each thrust. “God, yes, ” she moaned, her voice desperate, almost breaking.
Mia pressed herself against us, one hand stroking me where I disappeared into Vanessa, her other hand slipping under her own tank top. She pinched her nipple hard, her breath ragged, her eyes locked on the spot where I was buried inside. “It’s so hot,” she whispered, her voice breaking into a whimper. She leaned down suddenly, sucking my cock as it slid out, her tongue catching me before Vanessa drove back down. Vanessa screamed, the sensation overwhelming her, her whole body convulsing.
Sophie trembled against my side, her hand moving furiously between her thighs. Her moans grew louder, her head pressed into my shoulder, her hair damp against my cheek. She whispered broken words, fragments I could barely catch, “can’t stop,” “feels too good,” “oh god”, as her hips bucked helplessly against her own fingers.
Vanessa threw her head back, her throat bared, her cries echoing through the small room. Her hips rolled in frantic circles now, her body riding me with no rhythm, just raw need. She clenched around me so hard I saw stars, her heat soaking me, running down my thighs. She gasped, her voice torn apart. “I’m gonna.” Her body seized, her nails carving into my chest as she convulsed, her orgasm ripping through her like she’d been struck.
Mia moaned at the sight, her face buried against us, her hand pumping me faster, her tongue darting out to taste where Vanessa’s juices spilled. She was shaking all over, frantic, her thighs pressed together. She gasped once, twice, then her whole body bowed, her orgasm tearing through her, her mouth open in a silent scream.
Sophie’s hand clutched my arm, her nails carving crescent moons into my skin as her other hand worked harder. She cried out against my shoulder, her body shuddering violently, her hips jerking until she nearly fell against me. Her orgasm hit hardest of all, her cries muffled against my neck, her body curling in tight.
I held them all, Vanessa shaking on my lap, Mia collapsed against my chest, Sophie trembling against my side. Their breaths came in ragged, uneven gasps, their bodies twitching with the aftershocks. My cock still pulsed inside Vanessa, wet and throbbing, Mia’s hand stroking it gently, Sophie’s nails gripping me.
The room smelled of sweat and sex, hot and heavy. My own release built fast under the crush of their bodies, their voices, their heat. I groaned, lifting my hips, burying myself deeper into Vanessa until I erupted, spilling inside her in heavy bursts. She screamed again, clutching me tighter, her body milking me as though she couldn’t get enough.
Everything blurred, heat, sound, the sharp taste of sweat on my tongue. Three women tangled around me, lost in the same wave, none of us in control anymore.
Vanessa slumped forward first, her body collapsing against mine, her breasts slick with sweat pressing into my chest. She panted hard, her lips dragging across my shoulder as though she couldn’t find enough air. Her thighs still twitched around me, every pulse of my cock inside her making her whimper softly.
Mia peeled herself up from where she’d half-fallen against my chest, her hair a mess, her cheeks blotched red. She laughed once, shaky, pressing her hand against her mouth as though to hold it in. “Oh god,” she whispered through her fingers. She leaned into me again, hiding her face against my neck, her body trembling.
Sophie curled into my other side, her blouse half-off her shoulders, her skirt bunched high around her waist. She was still touching me, absent, her fingers clutching weakly at my arm. Her breaths came in sharp pulls, her eyes half-closed. When she finally looked up, her lashes wet, her lips moved as though to speak, but she only shook her head and pressed her face back against me.
Vanessa stirred, lifting her head slowly. Her hair clung damp across her face. She brushed it back with unsteady fingers and gave me a faint, broken smile. “I can’t believe I did that,” she started, but trailed off. She kissed me softly, barely a brush, then laid her head back on my shoulder.
Mia reached down suddenly, her hand brushing over my stomach, then my cock, sticky and wet between Vanessa’s thighs. She gasped, wide-eyed, almost startled by the touch. “It’s still . . . ” She didn’t finish. She bit her lip, her hand resting there a moment longer before she pulled it back quickly, cheeks burning.
Sophie clung tighter to my arm, her voice muffled against my shoulder. “We’re so crazy,” she whispered, though the way her body pressed into me didn’t suggest regret. Her hand slipped around my waist, holding me, her breathing finally slowing.
I sat there, surrounded, my chest heaving, my head buzzing. I couldn’t sort through the flood of what had just happened. Three women, nervous, trembling, undone, and all of it crashing down on me at once. Their bodies were still wrapped around me, their heat still sinking into my skin.
Vanessa finally pulled herself off me, slow, wincing at the sensitivity, her thighs quivering as she settled onto the cushion beside me. She curled up against my arm, tucking her head beneath my chin. Mia followed, stretching out against my other side, one hand flat on my chest, her thumb brushing over my skin as though she needed the contact. Sophie pressed herself tighter into my lap, head on my stomach, her fingers still fisted in my shirt.
Mia was the first to break the silence. Her head rested on my chest, her hair damp against my skin. She let out a shaky laugh, soft and uncertain. “We’re never going to be able to look at each other the same again.” Her voice cracked in the middle, like she half-regretted saying it.
Vanessa snorted faintly, her cheek pressed to my shoulder. “You say that now, but you don’t sound too upset about it.”
Mia covered her face with one hand, groaning. “I’m not. That’s the problem.” She peeked up at me through her fingers, her eyes wide and embarrassed. “We’ve never done anything this crazy.”
Sophie shifted against me, her head lifting from my stomach. Her lips were swollen, her blouse hanging open. She blinked slowly, her voice barely above a whisper.  She met my eyes for a moment, then looked down quickly, fiddling with the hem of her skirt. “I don’t even know what came over us.”
I brushed her hair back from her face with a trembling hand. She closed her eyes when I touched her, leaning into it with a quiet sigh. “It wasn’t supposed to go like that,” she added, softer still, but she didn’t pull away.
Vanessa lifted her head enough to look at the two of them. Her hair clung to her forehead, her mouth swollen, her chest still rising heavy. She gave a tired grin. “You think we planned this? I thought I was in control. Turns out I was the first one to lose it.” She laughed, low and rough, and shook her head. “I didn’t even care what it looked like. I just needed it.”
Mia perked up, her laugh nervous but bright. “You? Lose control?” She nudged Vanessa’s side. “That’s the surprise of the century.”
Sophie smiled faintly at that, though her eyes stayed down. “Another surprise? I actually . . . ” She hesitated, swallowing hard. “I liked watching. I couldn’t stop looking. Even when I told myself not to.”
That quiet confession stilled all of us for a second. Vanessa turned her head, studying her. Mia sat up straighter, blinking, her cheeks reddening.
Sophie pressed her palms to her thighs, her shoulders curling forward. “I didn’t know it was something I liked. But I couldn’t stop.” She bit her lip, her eyes darting to me and away.
Mia gave a nervous laugh, shaking her head. “Okay, now I feel even more insane, because I kept thinking the same thing. Seeing him inside you.” She clapped her hand over her mouth too late, her eyes wide. She pulled it away slowly, cheeks blazing. “I can’t believe I said that out loud.”
Vanessa chuckled hoarsely, leaning back into me. “Guess we’re all finding things out tonight.”
The three of them sat pressed against me still, their bodies warm and heavy, their laughter quiet and nervous, their honesty spilling in bursts they didn’t seem able to hold back anymore.
My chest rose and fell under the three of them, their warmth still pressed against me. I was trying to process it all when Mia suddenly snorted into my shoulder, her body shaking.
“What?” Vanessa muttered, too tired to lift her head.
Mia pulled back, her face red, her eyes wide with embarrassment. “It’s stupid,” she said. “We weren’t even supposed to.” She cut herself off, biting her lip.
Sophie frowned. “You’re not going to say it, are you?”
Mia groaned, covering her face with both hands. “It was a dare. In the parking lot. We were messing around. I said, ‘Bet I could get him to come with us.’ And then, we all just went with it.”
The room went dead quiet. My chest tightened, not sure if I should be angry, or laugh, or both.
Vanessa finally pushed herself up, her hair hanging wild, her eyes meeting mine carefully. “It started that way,” she admitted, her voice low. “But it stopped being a game the second you touched me under that hood.” She swallowed, her throat working hard. “I didn’t think it would go this far. None of us did.”
Sophie nodded slowly, her cheeks pink. “I thought it would just be drinks. A little teasing. Then Mia got carried away. Then Vanessa got carried away. Then I . . . “ She cut herself off, shaking her head as though she couldn’t believe herself. “I can’t explain what came over me.”
Mia peeked through her fingers, then dragged her hands down her face with a groan. “God, this is so humiliating.” She looked at me, her expression caught between shame and excitement. “But I don’t regret it. Not even a little.”
I sat there stunned, my arms still wrapped around them, their bodies still pressed close. A dare. That’s what started it. Three women laughing in a parking lot, making a bet. And now here we were, half-naked, sweating, tangled together.
Vanessa gave a weak laugh, shaking her head. “We were idiots. You probably think we’re insane.”
I looked at her, then Sophie, then Mia, all of them flushed and trembling, their honesty spilling out in fragments. “I think you didn’t expect it to feel this good,” I said.
Sophie’s lips parted, her eyes locking on mine. She gave the smallest nod, almost ashamed to admit it.
Mia broke into another nervous laugh, throwing herself back against the couch cushion. “Well, the dare’s over. We lost.” She covered her face again, her voice muffled. “Like completely lost.”
Vanessa leaned into me, her bare skin warm against mine. She exhaled slowly, almost in relief. “So maybe it wasn’t a dare at all.”
The three of them fell quiet again, their bodies still close, their breaths syncing with mine, the truth hanging in the room heavier than the sex itself: none of us had seen it coming, but none of us seemed too upset about it.
Mia stretched out on the couch, her bare leg draped over mine, her hair fanned across my chest. “I’m starving,” she muttered, her voice hoarse. She gave a weak laugh. “We should’ve ordered pizza instead of whiskey.”
Vanessa groaned, sliding down until her head rested against my shoulder. “Pizza delivery guy walking in right now would drop dead.” She smirked, eyes half-closed. “Who wouldn’t want to watch.”
Mia shoved her playfully, her laugh breaking. “Don’t even.”
Sophie sat curled against my side, still fiddling with the hem of her skirt even though it was already bunched at her waist. Her hair stuck to her cheek, damp with sweat. “I can’t go home like this,” she said. “My roommate would take one look at me and know everything.”
Vanessa rolled her head toward her. “Then stay here.”
Mia nodded too fast. “Yeah, stay. I don’t want this to just end.” Her hand slid across my stomach, resting there, her thumb brushing back and forth like she couldn’t stop touching me.
I looked at them, each of them clinging, their voices overlapping with these small confessions and nervous laughter. It felt messy, real, bodies still twitching with aftershocks.
Sophie tucked her chin down, then raised her eyes toward me. “Do you think we’re crazy?”
Before I could answer, Mia jumped in. “Of course we’re crazy.” She grinned, tired and giddy. “But fun-crazy, not asylum-crazy.”
Vanessa snorted and pulled the blanket from the back of the couch, draping it sloppily over the pile of us. “Speak for yourself,” she muttered, though her arm slid tighter around my chest, her fingers drawing light patterns across my skin.
Mia yawned, covering her mouth with one hand, then giggled. “We’re not going to tell anyone, right? Like, this stays here?” She tilted her head toward Sophie. “Especially you. You’re the worst at secrets.”
“I can keep this,” Sophie said quickly, her voice firmer than it had been all night. Her hand squeezed my arm as though to prove it. “I don’t want to lose the memory.”
That quiet honesty hung heavier than anything else. None of them had to answer it. They just pressed closer, Vanessa’s thigh sliding over mine, Mia curling her leg tighter against my hip, Sophie’s head tucking back into my chest.
My body ached, spent and warm under their weight, but I couldn’t stop thinking about how improbable it was, how a silly dare had turned into this. Three women tangled against me, breathing fast, hearts racing, still talking through every flicker of disbelief.
Vanessa yawned next, her words slurred with exhaustion. “You’re not leaving tonight,” she said, half command, half plea.
Mia hummed agreement, already curling deeper into the blanket. Sophie’s hand stayed locked in mine, her grip firm even as her body slackened with tiredness.
The three of them drifted, voices fading to soft hums, touches lingering, every bit of them still pressed against me. I closed my eyes last, the thought running through me clear: this wasn’t over. Something had just started.
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