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The van rattled away down the gravel road and left me standing with my bag in hand, the resort quiet except for cicadas and the distant cry of some exotic bird. Three hatched-roof cabins circled a worn-down deck, a bar cowered under a patchy palm roof, and beyond that, the jungle pressed in. Not much else. I’d booked it on a whim, cheap, remote, and anonymous. Exactly what I figured I needed.
The laughter hit me first. High, unguarded, spilling out from across the pool. I turned and saw them: three young women, bikinis and damp hair, half sprawled on loungers. They noticed me at the same time and bolted up like kids caught sneaking into a movie.
One of them nodded at the others, tall, bronze skin, her bikini three skimpy red triangles that seemed superfluous, stood and waved. “You must be the guy!” she called, hopping down barefoot onto the deck.
I tightened my grip on the duffel. “The guy?”
“The guest,” she said, bouncing toward me, water still dripping off her legs. She offered her hand, strong shake for someone grinning like that. “I’m Kendra. We’re sort of running this place for the week.”
“Sort of?”
Another girl slid off her chair, wrapping a towel around herself even though she wasn’t wet. Blonde, slim, pale in a way that said she burned easy, wasn’t from around there. She came slower, her smile nervous but steady. “I’m Tessa. Kendra exaggerates. We’re just keeping an eye on things while the owner’s away.”
The third one didn’t move at first. She sat up cross-legged on the lounger, dark hair in a loose braid, picking at the hem of her blue bikini bottom like she wasn’t sure she should get up at all. When the other two looked back at her, she sighed, pushed to her feet, and came over with her eyes mostly on the deck boards. “Maya,” she said softly. Her voice was barely above the insects.
Kendra laughed and leaned into me like this was all a game. “It’s dead season, so no one comes here in July. Except you, I guess.”
I glanced around at the empty cabins, the still pool. “No other guests booked?”
Tessa shook her head. “Not a single one. Owners figured we couldn’t screw up too bad if it was quiet, I guess.”
“We’re doing a great job so0 far,” Kendra added, mock serious. “You got here, didn’t you?”
I couldn’t help a short laugh, though part of me grimaced at the thought of being the only paying passenger on this particular flight. Three girls barely out of college playing at being staff, no supervision, and me, mid-forties, just off a divorce, thinking I’d booked peace and ended up walking into this. Well, I thought, it could still work. Maybe they’d just leave me alone, like what I came for.
Maya glanced at me, quick, then back at her feet. Kendra clapped her hands once. “Okay, important question. Drink first, or do you want to see your cabin?”
Kendra said “cabin” like she knew which one for me, but the way she shot a look at Tessa gave her away. Tessa’s eyes widened and she gave a tiny shake of her head before tugging at the towel knotted under her arms. Maya bit her lip like she wanted to disappear.
“Right this way,” Kendra said anyway, snatching my duffel before I could object. She swung it over her shoulder, stumbled a step with the weight, then laughed at herself. “Wow, you pack heavy.”
I followed her across the deck, past the pool that smelled faintly of chlorine. Tessa trailed close, whispering something that made Kendra snort. Maya stayed behind, half-heartedly rearranging the chairs like she was pretending to have a job.
The cabins were all lined the same, doors painted different shades of fading blue. Kendra stopped in front of one, looked at Tessa, and then back at me. “This one,” she announced.
“You sure?” Tessa asked under her breath.
“Positive,” Kendra shot back, though her grin said otherwise.
I couldn’t help noticing. The whole act was paper-thin, and part of me found it funny. Part of me found it unsettling. I’d spent months drowning in paperwork and lawyers in the quiet of an echoing empty house, half the furniture gone, exactly. I thought I’d booked into solitude. Instead I’d walked into three girls trying and failing to play innkeepers, and I think I was the first guest they’d ever seen.
Kendra shoved the door open with her hip. The cabin smelled of cedar and dust. The bed was made, at least, sheets crisp and white, though there was a damp coolness in the air from it being shut up too long. She dropped my bag at the foot of the bed and spun back to me. “See? Perfect. Resort-quality service.”
Tessa gave a low laugh, muffled behind her hand. “Do you want to show him the . . .  ”
“The minibar?” Kendra cut in, eyes darting around like she wasn’t sure there was one.
“There isn’t a minibar,” Tessa said, cheeks pink.
Maya had drifted into the doorway now, still tugging at her braid. “We’re supposed to, um, leave towels?” she offered.
Kendra rolled her eyes. “Towels are on the bed, see? Done. Easy.”
I leaned on the frame, watching them squirm. They were trying so hard to look official, but I was sure they were college kids on summer break, making it up as they went. And me, some middle-aged guy in the middle of a life reset, caught in the middle of their game.
“Looks fine,” I said finally. “I’m not picky.”
Kendra exhaled loud, as if that settled it. Tessa nudged her in the ribs, grinning. Maya just watched me, her face unreadable, before looking down again.
Kendra clapped her hands like she was back in charge. “Alright, official tour. Very exclusive.”
Tessa groaned. “You’re ridiculous.”
Maya hovered in the doorway, fingers still wound in her braid, eyes flicking between me and the bed like she wasn’t sure if she should leave or not.
Kendra hooked my elbow without asking and tugged me back onto the deck. “First, the pool. Obviously. It’s clean. We run the filter every couple of days.”
“Every couple of days?” I asked.
She gave me a look that was half dare, half joke. “Crystal clear, see?” She bent down, scooped up a handful of water, and let it spill through her fingers. “Perfect.” It was, I had to give them that.
Tessa leaned against the railing, shaking her head. “We’re not supposed to admit that, you know.”
“You’re not supposed to admit it,” Kendra shot back.
They bickered like sisters while I stood there, the heat pressing down, the place so quiet I could hear the breeze rustle in the trees. No voices. No shuffle of luggage wheels, no vans pulling up with other couples. Just the three of them and me.
Tessa caught my glance toward the empty road. “It’s just you this week. Nobody else booked. Mid-summer is always dead, they said.”
“They said?”
She shrugged, biting her lip. “The owners. They left us here to cover in case anyone came. Which you did.”
Kendra grinned wide, unbothered. “So congratulations. You’re our only VIP.”
Maya’s voice was so soft I almost missed it. “Our only guest.”
I let out a short breath, somewhere between amusement and unease. Only guest. No one else coming. Just me in this shuttered little place with three girls who barely knew how to run it.
Kendra was already moving again, dragging me toward the bar. “Next stop. Drinks. Open bar, technically. I mean, we don’t really track anything.” She ducked behind the counter, rummaging bottles. “Rum? Tequila? We’ve been practicing margaritas. Some are even drinkable.” She burst out laughing but briefly.
Tessa rolled her eyes, sliding onto a stool and gesturing for me to sit. “You don’t have to drink with her. She’ll keep you here all night.”
Maya sat a few stools down, arms folded tight, just watching.
I sat, the wood warm under my palms, and felt that pulse of awareness again. I’d come here looking for quiet. Instead, I was center stage. Three girls, each in their own way, trying to play hosts. Kendra daring me to play along, Tessa nervous but laughing through it, innocent Maya barely speaking at all.
Kendra slid a bottle of rum onto the bar with a flourish, as if she were unveiling something rare. “Welcome drink,” she declared, grabbing a plastic shaker. “Resort policy.”
Tessa frowned. “That’s not resort policy.”
“It is now,” Kendra said, already filling it with ice.
She measured the rum like she’d done it before, then hesitated, looking sideways at Tessa. “Uh juice, right?”
“Pineapple,” Tessa said quickly, hopping behind the bar to help. She was careful, almost precise, like she’d rehearsed it in her head a dozen times. She poured with both hands, tongue peeking between her teeth in concentration. “See? Proper.”
Kendra laughed, but I caught the way her eyes flicked toward me, checking if I was buying it. Like she wanted me to believe this was all under control.
Maya rested her chin on her hand, watching them fuss with the shaker. She muttered, barely audible, “You’re supposed to garnish it.”
“With what?” Kendra asked, shaking harder than she needed to.
“Limes,” Maya said. “There’s supposed to be limes.”
Kendra blinked at her, then at me, and let out a sharp laugh. “We forgot limes. Who forgets limes at a resort?”
Tessa winced. “Don’t tell him that.”
They both looked at me like I might grade them on it.
I leaned back on the stool, arms crossed, letting them scramble. Part of me wanted to let them off the hook, but another part of me liked watching them push so hard to be taken seriously. I’d spent the last year with lawyers and ex-in-laws poking holes in everything I did. Here were three kids pretending to be professionals, and I was the only audience.
Kendra finally slid a sweating glass toward me. “There. House special.”
I took a sip. Sweet, rough, too much rum, but not bad. “Not terrible,” I said.
“Not terrible?” Tessa echoed, horrified. “We tried.”
“That’s pretty good for us,” Kendra cut in, chin high like she wasn’t going to let it rattle her.
Maya, quiet as ever, asked, “Do you want a menu?”
Kendra shot her a look. “We don’t have a menu.”
“But resorts are supposed to have menus,” Maya whispered.
They bickered again, and I sat there with the glass in my hand, letting the scene settle around me. It wasn’t just that they didn’t know what they were doing. It was how badly they wanted me to think they did. Every glance, every nervous giggle, every correction, they were acting the parts, hoping I’d play along.
And I found myself doing exactly that.
Kendra perched on the counter now, long legs swinging, drink in hand like she was off the clock even though she was the only one pretending to be on it. Tessa stayed behind the bar, arranging bottles into neat rows, chewing her lip as if order would make the place look legitimate. Maya sat a few stools away, quiet, fingers tracing circles in the damp ring left by her glass.
“So,” Kendra said, pointing at me with her drink, “what do you do when you’re not vacationing?”
The question had an edge, testing me.
I shrugged. “Mostly work. A lot of years behind a desk. Contracts. Numbers.”
Tessa’s eyebrows rose. “Somebody actually reads those things? The contracts?”
“Someone has to.”
Kendra smirked, but I saw the flicker of something else in her eyes. Respect, maybe. Or just the idea that I was someone who had handled things beyond making a rum drink.
“Good,” Tessa said suddenly, fussing with a bottle of gin. “Because we don’t have any paperwork here. Not even a check-in sheet. Should there be one? We couldn’t find anything.”
I chuckled low. “Usually.”
She looked down fast, embarrassed, but then gave a small nod, like she was filing it away.
Kendra leaned closer, shoulder brushing mine. “See? He knows. We’ll just keep you around to tell us how it’s supposed to work.” She said it like a joke, but she didn’t quite pull it off.
Maya’s voice slipped in, soft and careful. “We should probably write down what he drinks.”
Tessa blinked at her, then at me, then grabbed a napkin and scribbled rum, pineapple, no lime. She slid it across the counter as though it were official record.
Kendra laughed, but even she didn’t tell Tessa to stop.
The air thickened with it, this small, unspoken shift. I wasn’t just the guest anymore. They wanted me to see them as hosts, but their eyes kept darting to me for cues, waiting for me to nod or correct or approve.
I did nothing more than sip my drink. I was starting to enjoy their flailing act.
Kendra tilted her head, watching me like she was trying to size me up. “You look like someone who’s not easy to fool.”
I let the silence hang a second before I said, “Not anymore.”
Tessa stopped fussing with the bottles. Maya’s fingers stilled on the counter. Kendra’s smile slipped, then came back sharper, covering the moment.
“Well then,” she said, lifting her glass, “good thing we’re not trying to fool you.”
Kendra poured herself another splash of rum without asking, slid the bottle toward me, then tapped her glass against mine. “To guest number one.”
Tessa groaned. “Don’t make it sound like he’s some experiment.”
Kendra grinned at her. “He kind of is.” She turned back to me. “Don’t worry, we’re going to treat you right.”
I raised the glass but didn’t drink yet. “So far so good.”
That earned me a snicker from Tessa, though she tried to cover it with a cough. She was still arranging bottles that didn’t need arranging, but her eyes kept sliding toward me. Checking if I was smiling. Checking if I noticed.
Maya hadn’t touched her second drink. She sat with her knees pulled up on the stool, chin resting on them, watching. When I caught her, she looked away fast, tugging her braid tighter.
Kendra kicked her heels against the counter. “So. No wife, right?”
Tessa’s head snapped toward her. “Kendra!”
“What?” she said, feigning innocence, though her grin gave her away. “It’s a fair question.”
I set my glass down. “Not anymore.”
The words landed heavier than I meant. Kendra raised her brows, curious, but didn’t push. Tessa’s smile faded into something smaller, more careful. Maya’s eyes lifted just once, then dropped again.
The silence that followed was thin, fragile, the kind that could tip either way.
Tessa finally broke it, fiddling with a corkscrew. “You probably know more about all this than we do. Running a place, I mean.”
Kendra scoffed. “He’s here to relax, not tell us our jobs.” But she glanced at me anyway, quick, like she wanted to hear what I’d say.
“I’ve managed things before,” I said simply. “It’s mostly keeping track. Paying attention.”
Tessa nodded like I’d just confirmed a lesson. Maya whispered, “We’re trying.”
That cracked something open in me. They wanted so badly to be believed, to be taken seriously, even while the whole setup wobbled around them. Three young women dropped into a role they didn’t understand, and me, the only person here to watch it.
Kendra leaned closer, her bare shoulder brushing my arm, the smell of rum on her breath. “So what do you think so far, guest number one? Passing grade?”
Her eyes stayed locked on mine. Tessa stopped shuffling bottles. Even Maya lifted her head.
I let the moment last, then said, “Not terrible.”
Kendra burst out laughing, but I caught the way Tessa exhaled and smiled, relieved. Maya’s lips curved, barely, like she’d been waiting for that answer too.
The night crept in around the edges of the lost resort. The pool lights flickered on, casting ripples across the deck. The bar had gone quiet except for the three of them, circling closer, watching me like I was the only thing happening in the world. Which, here, I was.
The sun dropped behind the trees fast, the sky turning heavy and violet. The deck lights blinked on one by one, buzzing faintly, drawing moths. The pool glowed pale green in the dark, the surface rippling under the filter’s hum. Beyond that, only jungle sounds, crickets, frogs, the occasional distant screech. The place felt sealed off from the rest of the world.
Kendra stayed closest, still on the counter, bare legs stretched long, the red straps of her bikini slipping a little lower every time she leaned forward. She didn’t fix them. Her skin shone in the low light, damp with humidity. Every time she laughed she tipped back far enough that I caught the flat stretch of her stomach, the sway of her chest.
Jesus, I thought.
Tessa had pulled the towel tight around her waist, but it kept sliding open as she moved behind the bar, showing the clean line of her hip. She pushed it closed, then forgot about it, then did it again. She was trying so hard to look professional, asking me if I needed more ice or another drink, but the nervously excited tremor in her voice gave her away.
Maya still sat a stool away, knees hugged to her chest, toes flexing against the wood, her braid half unraveled now. The blue of her bikini straps cut across her shoulders, pale and slight. She barely spoke, but her eyes came to me more often, sticking longer each time before darting away.
The air smelled of rum, salt, and faint chlorine. I could hear the uneven rhythm of Kendra’s heels tapping against the counter, the squeak of Tessa’s towel sliding as she shifted, the tiny creak of the stool when Maya leaned. They pretended to be staff, but the act was falling away, and was fast becoming just three girls and me in a pool of light while the jungle pressed in dark around us.
Kendra tilted her head, glanced around at the encroaching blackness, then grinned at me sharp but curious. “You don’t look like you scare easy.”
“Not much left to scare me,” I said, chuckling.
Tessa’s voice softened at that. “Divorce?”
I nodded once.
The word hung there. Kendra didn’t flinch, just sipped from her glass. Tessa looked at me like she wanted to ask more but didn’t know how. Maya tucked her chin against her knees, eyes lowered, though I saw her listening.
They were circling me, each in their own way, Kendra bold, Tessa careful, Maya silent. And as the night deepened, I caught myself leaning in too, watching the way Kendra’s skin caught the light, the way Tessa’s towel kept slipping, the small, restless movements of Maya’s hands against her legs.
The idea kept circling me: no one else here, just me and these three. No one else coming up, either.
Tessa was the first to speak again, her towel slipping a little more as she leaned forward over the bar. “That must’ve been hard. Starting over like that.”
Her voice wasn’t teasing now. It was soft, almost tentative, like she wasn’t sure she should be asking.
Kendra rolled her glass between her palms, looking at me sideways. “People don’t usually come here alone. Couples, groups, yeah. Not just one guy.”
I let the pause stay there. The truth wasn’t something I usually unpack for strangers, but they weren’t exactly strangers anymore, not with how they’d been orbiting me all evening. “It wasn’t working. Too many years trying to patch things up. Eventually it’s nothing but patches.”
Tessa bit her lip, nodding slowly like she knew more than she should for her age. Maya lifted her head at that, her braid sliding off her shoulder, and looked at me openly for the first time. Her eyes were wide, searching, before she dropped them again.
“That’s rough,” Kendra said. She said it bluntly, but then she reached out, fingers brushing my forearm like it was casual. “You don’t look damaged by it, though.”
I gave a dry laugh. “Had time to get used to it.”
“Still,” Tessa murmured, her hand smoothing the edge of her towel again. “It must feel strange. Coming here by yourself.”
Her eyes lingered on mine. For a second too long.
Maya’s voice, small but steady, slipped in. “You don’t seem lonely.”
That sank in deeper than I expected. I turned to her, but she was staring down at her hands, twisting the end of her braid. She meant it, though. I could hear it.
The deck lights hummed. The jungle throbbed with night sounds. The pool glowed brighter now, casting shifting reflections across their skin. I saw the way Kendra’s shoulder pressed firmer against me, the way Tessa’s chest rose and fell faster, the way Maya sneaked another glance before turning her face away.
They wanted me to believe they were staff at first. But now they were three young women, half-drunk, leaning into me not out of duty but out of curiosity. Out of sympathy.
I took another sip and set the glass down slow. “It’s quieter here than I expected,” I said.
“No,” Kendra said, tapping her glass against mine again, her grin tilting. “It’s just right.”
Kendra slid off the counter in one quick move, bare feet hitting the deck. “Enough sitting. Pool’s open twenty-four seven. House rule.” She grabbed my empty glass and set it aside like she was officially closing the bar.
Tessa laughed nervously. “We don’t really have house rules.”
“Now we do,” Kendra shot back, already walking toward the glowing water.
Tessa hesitated, then looked at me, towel clutched tight. “You don’t have to. It’s late.”
Maya slipped off her stool quietly, following behind Kendra. She didn’t say a word, but she glanced over her shoulder at me, almost like she was checking if I would come.
I pushed back from the bar and stood. The night air clung damp against my skin, the pool lights rippling across the deck. They wanted me there. No denying it.
By the time I reached the edge, Kendra was already waist-deep, flicking water up at Tessa. “Come on. Don’t be boring.”
Tessa rolled her eyes, tugged her towel off, and eased in carefully, pale skin glowing under the water. Maya sat on the edge, dipping just her legs, her braid trailing down her back.
Kendra swam over to me, slick hair plastered against her shoulders. “Bet you haven’t had three women running around for you in a while.”
Tessa splashed her. “Don’t say it like that.”
But she was smiling, and when her eyes came back to me, there was no mistaking the flush in her cheeks.
Maya’s voice floated soft over the water. “We tried to fix the pump last week.” She said it like a confession.
Kendra barked a laugh. “Yeah. Don’t ever let us near tools again.”
Tessa covered her mouth, laughing too.
“We thought it would be simple. But some things are just harder without . . . ” She caught herself, eyes darting toward me, then away, embarrassed.
Kendra grinned, seizing it. “Without a man,” she finished for her, winking.
Tessa splashed her again, face burning. Maya hugged her knees tighter on the edge, but I saw her mouth curve into the smallest smile.
I stepped down into the pool slowly, the water warm against my legs, their laughter echoing off the empty cabins. Three girls, alone here all week, admitting in small slips that they’d been fumbling their way through, waiting for someone to find them.
They all turned toward me then, Kendra bold, Tessa flustered, Maya quiet but watching, and the shift was unmistakable.
Kendra floated onto her back, arms spread wide, hair fanning out, eyes on me. “You don’t look half-bad for a guy who was worried about coming alone.” She kicked water at my chest, daring me to react.
Tessa swam up quick, voice flustered. “Don’t be rude, Kendra.” She turned to me, cheeks pink, lowering her voice. “She doesn’t mean it like that.”
“I do,” Kendra said, flipping upright, grin sharp. She swam closer, stopping just short of brushing against me. “You surprised us. That’s all.”
Tessa ducked her head, shoulders curling, but her eyes stayed on me, soft, almost apologetic. She wanted me to see she wasn’t like Kendra, even though her staying near said something else entirely.
Maya slipped in from the edge, slow, almost reluctant. She kept one arm wrapped over her middle as if she wasn’t used to being bare in front of anyone. The water reached her collarbone before she stopped, hovering a few feet away, eyes darting between the three of us.
Kendra noticed. “Relax, Maya. He’s not going to bite.”
Maya whispered, “I know.” But her voice wavered, and her fingers gripped the strap of her bikini top like it might fall if she didn’t.
Tessa swam toward her, brushing her arm. “You don’t have to, ”
“I want to,” Maya cut in softly, almost surprising herself. She looked at me, eyes wide, then glanced down again, cheeks coloring.
Kendra laughed and turned back to me. “See? We’re not completely hopeless.” She flicked water against my shoulder, closer now, her body brushing past as if by accident.
Tessa bit her lip, hovering in the middle, torn between scolding and staying near. She kept sneaking looks at me, tucking wet hair behind her ear, her chest rising and falling too fast for someone just floating.
And Maya, still half-hidden, still clutching herself, looked at me with something unformed but real. Unsure, hesitant, but wanting to be there.
The pool glowed around us, moths tapped at the lights, the jungle buzzing on every side.
“No one else in the world, just us three girls,” Kendra said, and she laughed.”Imagine that.”
She was the first to close the gap. She drifted into me chest-first, hands skimming the surface, her grin wide and daring. “You’re taller than I thought,” she said, eyes locked on mine as the water rippled between us. Her thigh brushed mine under the surface, light but deliberate.
Tessa gasped softly, half laughing. “Kendra, ”
“What?” Kendra tilted her head, playful, bold. “It’s a pool. People bump into each other.”
Her eyes said otherwise.
Tessa swam closer anyway, her hand skimming across my arm as if to balance herself. She pretended it was nothing, but her touch lingered too long, her cheeks flushed hotter than the water could explain. “Don’t let her bother you,” she whispered, though her fingers tightened briefly before she let go.
Maya edged nearer last, hesitant, still holding her arms crossed. She came within a foot, close enough that I could see the droplets clinging to her lashes. Her voice was so quiet I almost missed it. “Sorry. We don’t usually act like this.”
I didn’t answer right away. The pool hummed around us, light dancing across their skin. Three young women, each in their own way pressing closer, Kendra fearless, Tessa nervous but unable to pull back, Maya trembling with the effort of staying near.
Kendra flicked water at Tessa, laughing, and the splash hit my chest too. Tessa yelped, half covering her face, then lunged at Kendra. For a moment it was just noise and splashing, until Tessa shoved Kendra into me.
Our bodies collided, wet skin sliding against mine. Kendra laughed into my ear, low and sharp, while Tessa froze, mortified, lips parted as she realized what she’d done.
“I told you,” Kendra murmured, her hand pressing briefly against my chest before she pulled back a little, still grinning.
Tessa shook her head, words tumbling out. “I didn’t, sorry, I didn’t mean . . . ”
But she didn’t swim away either. She stayed right there, inches from me, her breath unsteady, eyes caught between mine and the water.
Maya’s hand surfaced, small and tentative, brushing my forearm under the water before retreating just as quickly. Her cheeks flamed, her eyes dropped, but she hadn’t imagined it. Neither had I.
The night wrapped more tightly around us. The pool glowed, the air pressed close, and their laughter faded into something quieter, heavier. No act of staff anymore. Just three girls edging into my space, their bodies betraying things their words couldn’t.
The water went still again, only faint ripples where our bodies had brushed. Kendra floated close, eyes shining in the pool light. “Funny thing,” she said, her voice quieter now, “you’re the only one who gets to see this place like this.”
Tessa shot her a look. “Kendra, ”
“What?” She flicked water at Tessa, then leaned toward me. “It’s true. Nobody else here. His own private resort. Owners said it’s dead till fall.”
Tessa sighed, adjusting her towel that had floated away, her pale skin glowing under the water. “She’s right. Mid-summer’s too hot, too far out of the way.”
Maya hugged her arms across her chest, but her eyes stayed fixed on me, hesitant but steady. “Just you,” she whispered. “And us.”
The cicadas buzzed louder in the dark, the pool lights hummed, the water pressed warm around us. Alone, sealed in, no one else expected, no one else watching.
Kendra smirked, daring again. “Kinda wild, huh? Three of us. One of you.” She laughed.
Tessa splashed her with both hands, laughing nervously too. “Don’t say it like that!” Her laughter cracked, then softened when her gaze met mine. “But she’s not wrong.”
Maya shifted closer by inches, water lapping at her shoulders. Her braid had come loose, strands clinging wet to her cheek. She looked like she wanted to say more, but the words stuck, and instead her fingers trailed lightly against the surface near mine, stopping just short of touch.
I felt the weight of their eyes, the press of the night, the simple fact that there wasn’t another soul within miles. For the first time since I’d arrived, I let myself smile, slow. Something was being alluded to.
Kendra caught it and grinned wide. “See? He’s getting it.”
She drifted in close enough that I could feel the heat of her body through the water. Her grin softened, eyes narrowing with something deeper. She lifted her hand and laid it flat against my chest, just above the waterline, fingers spreading. “You’re real,” she said, almost to herself. “We certainly are.”
Tessa’s breath caught. “Kendra”
But she didn’t swim away either. Her hands fussed with the knot of her towel, now floating useless at her waist. She bit her lip, half-scolding, half-curious, her gaze darting from Kendra’s hand on me to my face.
Maya hovered a foot behind them, braid dripping down her shoulder, her arms crossed tight. She looked like she should have turned away, but she didn’t. Her eyes locked on Kendra’s hand, wide and unblinking, then flicked up to mine. She said nothing, but the flush creeping up her neck spoke for her.
Kendra’s thumb brushed against my skin, slow. “Guess that settles it. You’re not dreaming. Neither are we.” She tilted her head, daring me to stop her, her body so close now the water rippled against us.
I didn’t move. I couldn’t move. Things were shifting.
Tessa finally exhaled a shaky laugh, pushing wet hair back from her face. “We’re supposed to be staff, you know. Professional.” The word sounded ridiculous in her mouth. Her eyes held mine a beat too long, cheeks burning.
“Yeah,” Kendra said, smirk tugging at her lips. “And how’s that working out?”
Tessa’s laugh broke into a nervous little gasp, and she covered her mouth, embarrassed. But she didn’t swim away. She stayed right there, near enough that her knee brushed mine under the surface.
Maya’s voice came soft, almost broken. “We’ve never had our very own guest before. Like all to ourselves.”
That silenced the air around us more than anything Kendra had done. The jungle buzzed on, the pool hummed, but the three of them hung on her words like a revelation.
Kendra’s hand pressed firmer against me, testing. Tessa’s towel slipped loose, forgotten. Maya’s fingers toyed with the edge of her strap, eyes down, cheeks flushed.
And me, mid-forties, fresh from a life torn apart, standing in a pool with these three girls who didn’t know what they were doing, only that they wanted me here.
Maya’s words hung in the humid air. We’ve never had a guest before. She sank lower in the water, braid spreading out behind her like she wished she could disappear.
Kendra’s grin faltered. Her hand was still on my chest, but her fingers flexed as though she’d only just realized where they were. She let out a quick laugh that didn’t quite land. “Well at least you’re not a difficult guest.”
Tessa gave her a sharp look. “That’s not funny.” Her voice was too tight, and when she glanced at me, her cheeks went pinker. She ducked under the water to hide it, resurfacing with a shake of her head and a nervous laugh.
Kendra pulled her hand back finally, brushing it through her wet hair as though that had been the plan all along. “Relax, Tess. He knows we’re not trained or whatever.” She forced a shrug, but her eyes flicked to mine, measuring how I’d taken it.
Tessa bit her lip, hugging her arms across her chest. “We just don’t want you to think we’re stupid.”
That hit me deeper than she intended. Her voice cracked at the end, and she glanced down at the water, embarrassed.
Maya’s fingers traced circles against the pool’s surface. She whispered, “We just want to do it right.”
None of them looked at each other now. The bravado slipped, leaving three girls who’d been dropped in over their heads, trying to act like they belonged here.
I felt their eyes tug back to me, Kendra’s darting, restless, Tessa’s lingering but shy, Maya’s hesitant and full of something unformed. No sounds but the pool filter and the soft splash of their shifting bodies.
I finally said, “You’re doing just fine.”
Kendra let out a breath, shoulders loosening. Tessa smiled small, almost grateful. Maya looked straight at me for a heartbeat before hiding her face again.
But the nervousness didn’t leave. It wrapped tighter, made the space between us more fragile, more charged. Every glance, every laugh, every brush of skin was suddenly loaded, and none of them seemed to know what to do next
The water lapped quiet between us, none of them speaking. Kendra’s grin had softened, less sharp now, her eyes moving over me in open appraisal she didn’t bother to hide. She drifted closer again, not with the same boldness as before but slower, testing.
Tessa shifted too, arms crossed over her chest, then letting them fall. She let out a shaky breath. “We’ve only ever been here together. Just us.” Her eyes flicked at me, then away. “It feels different now. A man here with us, I mean.”
Kendra gave a low laugh. “That’s one way to say it.” But she didn’t sound sure of herself anymore.
Maya’s hand broke the surface, trailing toward mine. She stopped just short, fingers trembling in the space between. When I didn’t move, she closed the gap, the tips of her fingers brushing against the back of my hand. Her breath hitched, eyes dropping instantly, but she didn’t pull away.
Kendra saw it, smirk faltering into something else. She reached too, palm flat against my shoulder this time, holding there like she was weighing the feel of me. “Warm,” she muttered, almost to herself.
Tessa gave a nervous laugh, water rippling as she drifted nearer. “You’re both ridiculous.” But her hand came up anyway, cautious, skimming the side of my arm under the water. She swallowed hard, her eyes wide. “It’s just different. Very.”
None of them seemed to know what to say after that. Their touches lingered, though, tentative but deliberate, like they’d crossed a line. Kendra’s confidence softened into curiosity, Tessa’s shyness cracked into trembling interest, Maya’s innocence turned into boldness measured in inches.
The pool hummed, moths tapped at the lights, and their bodies pressed closer with each shift, every laugh thinning into something heavier. They weren’t pretending anymore. They were exploring.
And I was letting them.
Kendra’s hand slid from my shoulder down across my chest, lingering like she was memorizing it. “We’ve been practicing sort of,” she said, voice low, teasing but edged with truth.
Tessa’s eyes widened. “Don’t!”
“What?” Kendra smirked, turning to me. “You think we’ve just been sitting around knitting all summer?”
Maya’s cheeks flamed, but she didn’t look away. Her fingers were still on mine, tiny movements betraying her nerves. “She’s not lying,” she whispered.
Tessa splashed them both lightly, laughing too high, too forced. “We were just fooling around. Nothing serious.” But she didn’t back away. Her hand stayed brushing my arm under the water, trembling but unwilling to break the contact.
Kendra leaned in closer, water beading down her collarbone. “We didn’t think anyone would ever actually show up. So we had to try things.” Her grin widened, but it faltered just enough that I knew it wasn’t all bluster.
Maya bit her lip, shoulders sinking lower in the water. “We didn’t know what we’re doing.”
The silence that followed was heavy, the night pressing in tighter. Their bodies were closer now, Kendra daring, chest nearly brushing mine, Tessa hovering shy but unwilling to retreat, Maya clinging to the edge of contact like she couldn’t let go.
Kendra’s thumb rubbed against my skin. “Maybe you can tell us if we got things right.”
Tessa groaned, covering her face with her hands, but when she lowered them, she was smiling, cheeks red. “She makes it sound worse than it is.”
Maya’s voice came soft, a confession more than anything. “We just want to know.”
The three of them circled tighter, the pool warmer, the air heavier.
Kendra smirked like she was about to prove a point. She turned suddenly, catching Tessa by the wrist under the water. “Show him,” she said.
Tessa’s eyes went wide. “Kendra, no!”
But Kendra was already pulling her closer, their bodies colliding in the shallow glow. She kissed her, quick at first, then slower, holding it long enough for the water to ripple around them.
Tessa broke away, gasping, cheeks flushed hotter than the rum had managed. “You’re insane,” she whispered, but her laugh gave her away.
Kendra licked her lips, eyes flicking to me. “See? We weren’t lying.”
Maya had gone still, watching with her mouth parted, her braid sliding wet against her shoulder. She whispered, “You really showed him,” like she couldn’t believe they’d done it with me right there.
Kendra grinned, proud. “Why not? We tried it before. Why stop now?” She drifted back toward me, resting her hands against my chest again, daring me to react.
Tessa pressed her palms over her face, shaking her head, but she didn’t swim away. She peeked through her fingers, half-laughing, half-horrified. “You’re the worst, Kendra.”
Maya’s hand slipped against mine again, tighter this time. Her voice shook, but she managed, “We practiced other things too.”
The air thickened, their laughter shaky but real, their bodies circling me in the water. They’d opened the door now, and none of them seemed willing to close it again.
Kendra’s palms slid higher on my chest, fingers spreading. “We could only practice on each other,” she said, voice low, eyes locked on mine. “But we wondered what it would be like with someone else.”
Tessa groaned, covering her face again. “Stop saying everything out loud.” But she didn’t move away. She stayed right there, towel drifting free in the water, her body brushing mine in small, accidental touches she didn’t correct.
Maya clutched my hand tighter under the surface, her breath shaky. “We never thought anyone would really come.” Her eyes lifted to mine, wide, searching, almost pleading.
Kendra leaned closer until her lips hovered a breath from my ear. “Guess you’re the lucky man.”
Her body pressed into mine, warm and slick under the water. Tessa gasped softly, then laughed, nervous, cheeks pink, her hand floating up to skim across my shoulder like she couldn’t stop herself. “This is crazy,” she whispered, but she didn’t pull back.
Maya moved last, slow, uncertain. Her free hand came up, fingers trembling as they touched my arm. She startled at her own boldness, eyes dropping, but she didn’t let go.
The three of them were around me now, Kendra daring and unflinching, Tessa shy but drawn in, Maya innocent and unsure, testing herself with every inch she closed.
The pool glowed brighter, the jungle droned on, and their laughter had gone quiet, replaced with the sound of water shifting where their bodies pressed against mine.
Kendra didn’t wait any longer. She leaned in and kissed me, full and hungry, her tongue sliding against mine as her body pressed flush against me. The water rocked around us, her laugh muffled against my mouth before she pulled back just enough to grin. “Better than practicing,” she whispered.
Tessa’s face flamed. She shook her head quickly, hands covering her cheeks. “Kendra, God, ” But her voice cracked, and when she looked at me, her lips parted, trembling with something that wasn’t just embarrassment. She drifted closer, hesitating only a breath before brushing her mouth against mine in a quick, nervous kiss. Her body jerked back, eyes wide, but she was smiling despite herself.
“I can’t believe I just did that,” she whispered, half horrified, half thrilled.
Kendra laughed, wrapping an arm around her shoulder and pulling her back in. “See? Not so bad.”
Maya lingered behind them, eyes wide, braid plastered to her neck, her hand still gripping my arm. Her lips parted like she wanted to speak, but no words came. Instead, she leaned in slowly, eyes flicking between mine and my mouth, and pressed the lightest kiss against my jaw. A trembling, innocent touch, fleeting but real.
Her breath hitched, and she pulled back, cheeks burning. “I don’t know what I’m doing.”
Kendra smirked, brushing wet hair back from her face. “You’re doing fine.”
Tessa bit her lip, laughter bubbling nervously from her chest. “This is insane. We’re supposed to be staff.” But she didn’t move away. She leaned into my side, her bare thigh brushing against me under the water.
Maya clutched tighter at my arm, whispering, “We’ve never done this with anyone else.”
And then all three of them were around me, the daring press of Kendra, the shy flutter of Tessa, the innocent trembling of Maya, closing in with hands, mouths, bodies, their nervousness folding into something bolder with every second.
Kendra pressed harder against me, her mouth finding mine again, hungrier this time. Her hand slid under the water, bold, unhesitating, trailing down my stomach like she owned the moment. She broke the kiss only to laugh low. “Yeah this is what we were missing.”
Tessa let out a shaky sound, torn between covering her eyes and watching. She didn’t move away though. Instead, she floated closer, her hand creeping over my shoulder, tentative, as though needing permission. When I turned toward her, she froze, then kissed me fast, lips trembling, before breaking with a laugh that turned nervous halfway through. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered, cheeks red, but she didn’t let go of me.
Maya hovered at my other side, still clutching my arm. Her braid stuck wet against her chest, her lips parted as she breathed fast. She shifted closer inch by inch, her body brushing mine under the water, until finally she pressed the softest kiss to my shoulder. Her fingers lingered on my skin, hesitant, trembling. “It feels different,” she murmured, almost in awe.
Kendra’s laugh cut through again, sharp, daring. “Of course it does.” She tangled a hand in my hair, kissing me hard while her other hand slid lower.
Tessa gasped at the sight, covering her mouth, but then her hand slipped against my chest, tracing the line of muscle, her fingers skimming nervously down before pulling back like she’d burned herself. She laughed, embarrassed, shaking her head, but her eyes never left me.
Maya’s innocence showed in every tiny movement, her touch so light it barely registered, her kiss shy and fleeting, her voice barely audible as she admitted, “I’ve never, not like this.”
The three of them pressed in around me, the bold hunger of Kendra, the hesitant need of Tessa, the fragile curiosity of Maya, each different, each trembling in their own way, all of them circling tighter, until the night itself felt thick with heat.
Kendra’s hand slid lower under the water, bold and deliberate, gripping me through the heat of it. Her grin broke into a hungry laugh against my mouth. “Yeah that’s what we wanted to know.”
Tessa gasped, her whole face going red. “Kendra!” Her voice cracked, but she didn’t back away. She was pressed against my side now, her hand flat against my chest, feeling every breath I took. She whispered, half to herself, “I can’t believe this is happening.”
Kendra smirked, eyes flashing. “Believe it.” She kissed me hard, tongue deep, while her hand worked faster, daring me not to react.
Tessa stared, frozen, then her hand slid lower too, hesitant, trembling. She brushed against me once, pulled back in shock, then returned, lingering longer. A nervous laugh bubbled out of her, but her eyes stayed locked on mine. “God it’s real.”
Maya clung to my other arm, silent, her face burning. She pressed closer, her body trembling against me. Her lips grazed my shoulder again, then my neck, soft, unsure. Her small hand drifted under the water, touching me with the lightest brush, like testing something she’d only imagined.
Her breath caught. “I’ve never touched anyone like this.”
Kendra bit my lip and pulled back, smirking at the other two. “See? Not so scary.” She stroked harder, daring them to match her.
Tessa groaned, hiding her face against my shoulder for a second before sliding her hand back down, this time more certain. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered again, but her hand stayed.
Maya’s touch trembled, soft and cautious, her lips still ghosting against my skin. Every movement of hers carried the innocence of someone stepping blindly into something new, but she didn’t let go.
The three of them moved around me in the glowing water, Kendra bold, Tessa shy but giving in, Maya innocent and trembling, hands and mouths on me, the pool rocking, the night closing in.
Kendra pushed me back against the pool wall, her mouth hot on mine, her hand working me under the water with no hesitation. “This is what we were missing,” she murmured, her grin sharp even as her tongue slid against mine.
Tessa floated close on the other side, covering her mouth like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. “Kendra, ” Her voice cracked, but she didn’t swim away. She pressed herself into me instead, her hand tracing my stomach, then sliding lower with a trembling certainty. When her fingers wrapped around me, she gasped into a nervous laugh. “Oh my god it’s real.”
Kendra smirked, not letting up. “Told you.”
Maya’s breath came fast against my shoulder, her small body pressed lightly to mine. Her lips brushed my neck, shaky, as her hand slipped lower, joining theirs. She froze when she felt me hard against her palm, eyes wide, cheeks burning. “I I don’t know what to do.”
Kendra caught her wrist, guiding her with a steady rhythm. “Just like that. You’re fine.”
Maya whimpered, burying her face against me, but she didn’t stop. Her hand moved with the others, hesitant at first, then bolder as she felt me respond.
Tessa leaned in suddenly, kissing me quick, desperate, her lips soft and trembling. She pulled back, eyes wide, whispering, “I shouldn’t but I can’t stop.”
Kendra laughed low, biting at my jaw. “Don’t stop then.” She shifted closer, straddling my thigh under the water, grinding against me while her hand pumped faster.
The pool rocked with our movements, water slapping softly against the sides, lights rippling across their skin. Kendra bold and hungry, Tessa blushing but clutching tighter, Maya innocent and shaking with every touch, three different currents pulling at me, all colliding in the warm, glowing water.
Kendra hooked a leg around me under the water, pulling herself against me hard. “Here,” she whispered, guiding me into her with no hesitation. Her head tipped back, a sharp gasp breaking from her throat, then she laughed low, daring me to stop.
Tessa covered her mouth with both hands, eyes wide. “You’re actually . . . ” She broke off, her voice rising into a nervous laugh, half shock, half arousal. Her towel drifted away, forgotten. She edged closer, her hand trailing across my chest like she needed to feel it too.
Maya clung to my arm, face buried against my shoulder. Her body trembled, but she didn’t back away. She whispered, almost inaudible, “I want to see.” When she finally lifted her head, her lips parted in awe at what Kendra was doing, her cheeks burning hotter by the second.
Kendra grinned at both of them, breath catching as she moved harder against me. “Don’t just watch,” she teased, her voice breaking between gasps. “Come closer.”
Tessa shook her head like she couldn’t believe it, but she did, pressing her body against my side, her hand sliding lower under the water to feel us moving together. A shudder went through her, her lips trembling as she whispered, “God it’s so much.” They kissed long and deeply before staring into each other’s eyes with excited smirks.
Maya’s fingers tightened on me, her innocent curiosity plain in every touch. She leaned in, kissing my chest with soft, shaky lips, her voice a whisper. “I’ve never seen, never felt”
Kendra pulled me deeper, her laugh ragged, turning into a moan. “Now you have,” she breathed, daring and wild, her body grinding in the glowing water.
The pool rocked with us, their laughter and gasps tangled in the night air. Three girls, one bold, one shy, one innocent, pressing in around me, all of them crossing lines they hadn’t dared before, and none of them pulling back.
Kendra rode me hard against the pool wall, her nails biting into my shoulders, her voice breaking into raw gasps. “This is what we needed,” she whispered, then laughed breathlessly. She pulled me deeper, shameless, daring the others with her eyes.
Tessa had stopped hiding her face. Her hands were on me now, stroking my chest, sliding lower with trembling curiosity until her fingers brushed where Kendra and I were joined. She gasped, jerking back for a second, then returned, her lips parting in shock and fascination. “I can’t believe we’re actually . . . ” Her words dissolved into a nervous laugh. She pressed closer, her body tight against my side, her hand never leaving me again.
Kendra caught her wrist and pulled it firmer into place. “Feel it,” she breathed. “Don’t be scared.”
Tessa moaned, her forehead dropping to my shoulder. “I’m not scared,” she whispered, though her whole body shook. “I just, oh god, ”
Maya lingered, clinging to my arm, her eyes wide at what she was watching. Her lips trembled as she whispered, “I want to try.” She flushed at her own words, but she didn’t take them back.
Kendra grinned through a gasp, her voice rough. “Then do it.”
Maya’s small hand slid down, tentative at first, brushing where Tessa’s already was. She whimpered at the heat of it, pressing her face into my chest as her fingers explored. “It’s so real,” she whispered, her innocence raw in every word.
The three of them were on me now, Kendra taking me without fear, Tessa’s shy touches growing bolder by the second, Maya’s innocent curiosity trembling against my skin. Their voices overlapped in gasps, moans, nervous laughter.
The pool rocked with us, lights shimmering across their wet bodies, every sound of the night swallowed by the heat of what we were doing. There was no staff here anymore, no act of professionalism. Just three girls, all in, none of them pretending otherwise.
Kendra clung to me tighter, her legs locked around my waist under the water, grinding down hard with every thrust. Her nails dug into my shoulders as her moans turned ragged, filling the quiet night. “Yes, just like that, don’t stop,” she gasped, her head thrown back, water cascading off her hair. She laughed through the sound, wild and breathless, riding me harder until her whole body shuddered against mine. Her climax hit sharp, her cry echoing off the empty cabins, her body gripping me tight as she trembled and gasped for air.
Tessa whimpered at the sight, her hands still clutching me under the water. “Kendra, oh my god, ” Her body pressed into my side, thighs squeezing together as though she couldn’t hold back. Her breath came faster, her hand moving with mine where it stroked her under the water. She buried her face against my neck, muffling a cry as she shook apart in my arms. “I can’t believe, I can’t believe, ” Her words broke into a sobbing gasp as her climax tore through her, her body convulsing with every wave until she slumped weakly against me, trembling.
Maya’s small fingers dug into my chest, her lips parted in shock at what she was seeing and feeling. “It’s, oh, it’s too much, ” she whimpered, her thighs clenching tight around my arm as I guided her gently. Her innocence cracked into raw gasps as her first orgasm took her, sudden and sharp, her whole body trembling violently against me. She clutched me with both arms, crying out softly, her face pressed into my shoulder as her climax pulsed through her in frantic waves.
The three of them collapsed around me, clinging to me in the warm water, their gasps echoing under the humming lights. Kendra wild and laughing through her moans, Tessa shy and trembling against me, Maya stunned and speechless in my arms.
The pool stilled again, ripples fading. Their bodies floated close against mine, spent but unwilling to let go, the night wrapped tight around us with nothing else in the world but what had just happened.
The water had gone still except for the gentle ripple of our breathing. Kendra slid off me slowly, her legs unwinding, and leaned back against the pool wall with a grin that refused to fade. “Well,” she said between breaths, “I’d say that worked.” Her laugh was low and satisfied, her eyes daring me to disagree.
Tessa covered her face with both hands, groaning into her palms. “I can’t believe we just did that.” She peeked through her fingers, cheeks flaming red, but she was smiling too. “We’re supposed to be staff. We’re supposed to be professional.” The last word cracked into a laugh she couldn’t stop.
Maya clung to me still, trembling, her head resting against my shoulder. Her braid was soaked, strands sticking to her face, her breath hot against my skin. She whispered so softly I almost missed it. “It was my first.”
That quiet admission pulled Tessa’s hands away from her face, her mouth falling open. “Maya”
Maya lifted her eyes, wide and unashamed now, though her cheeks burned. “I wanted it.” Her voice shook, but the certainty in it was clear.
Kendra chuckled, pushing her hair back with both hands. “Guess we’re not staff anymore.”
Tessa laughed helplessly, shaking her head, water dripping down her chest. “God, if the owners ever found out”
“They won’t,” Kendra cut in, her grin wicked. “Nobody’s coming up here. Not all week. It’s just us.” She looked at me then, the humor in her voice softened by something more real. “And you.”
The silence that followed was warm, charged but no longer tense. Just three young women drifting close against me in the glowing water, their nervousness now softened into laughter and shy touches. The night pressed close, but for the first time it didn’t feel heavy. It felt like it belonged to us.
Kendra pushed off from the wall and stretched, water sliding down her bare skin. “Alright,” she said, voice husky, “pool’s closed.” Her grin widened. “For now.”
Tessa groaned, splashing her lightly. “You’re impossible.” She swam to the steps and climbed out, wrapping her towel around herself even though it did little to hide the flush across her chest. She looked back at me, cheeks still pink. “I can’t believe we actually . . . ” She broke into a nervous laugh, unable to finish.
Maya followed slower, her braid heavy with water, her small frame shivering as she stepped onto the deck. She glanced at me shyly, then down at her bare feet, whispering, “It feels different now.”
Kendra climbed out last, bold as ever, water dripping down her legs, her bikini clinging tight. She planted herself in front of the other two, hands on her hips, grinning. “Face it, we’re not just playing staff anymore.” Her eyes locked on mine, the daring look back. “Not with you here.”
I pulled myself out of the water, muscles taut from the weight of them still clinging to me in memory. The night air was thick, the cicadas loud. All three of them hovered close, towels slipping, laughter nervous and low, their glances toward me sharper than before.
Tessa tightened her towel and gave me a half-smile. “So what happens now?”
Kendra laughed, tossing her wet hair back. “Whatever we want.”
Maya’s voice trembled as she added, “It’s only us all week.”
The three of them nudged each other on the walk back toward the cabins, giggling like they couldn’t quite believe it, yet drifting closer to me with every step. The pool lights faded behind us, the dark swallowing the resort whole. And ahead, the empty cabins waited, doors unlocked, beds made, no one else coming.
Just me. Just them. And the whole week stretched wide open. I wrapped my arms around Maya’s and Tessa’s waist, and Kendra lead the way up a winding path to door number one. “Time to show you your private cabin,” she said. Maya inhaled a short, sharp suck of air and cut into my thigh with her fingernails.
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