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I heard the music before I even reached the cabin, something poppy and high-energy that didn’t match the cold wind blowing off the lake. I knocked once, out of habit more than anything.
I pushed the door open a few inches. “It’s just me. Don’t freak out.”
Three heads whipped toward me.
“Mr. Hale!” Rowan cried out, grinning like she’d just won something. She was perched on the arm of the couch in a cropped tank that barely hung on one shoulder. “Get in here. You’re letting all the heat out!”
I stepped inside, shutting the door behind me. The room was warm, glowing, and cluttered with blankets, drinks, snacks, exactly the kind of mess a group of young women makes when nobody is there to judge them.
“Oh my god, look at you,” Jade said, hopping up from the floor where she’d been sitting cross-legged. “You still do the knock-and-open thing. So formal.”
“I didn’t want to scare anybody,” I said.
“You wouldn’t scare us,” Lila called from the kitchenette, opening another cider. “You’re like, pre-approved safe.”
“Pre-approved,” I repeated.
She walked over and handed me the cold bottle she’d just opened. “Safe. Verified. Background-checked by life.” She laughed.
Rowan snorted. “He doesn’t need your pity, Lila.”
I set the bottle on the counter. “I’m actually just checking the heater Storm’s rolling in.”
“You’re always checking something,” Jade said, stepping in close and looking up at me like she was appraising a suspicious piece of furniture. “Do you ever just sit down and relax?”
“Sure.”
“Liar,” she said, poking my arm once, quick.
I ignored the poking and crouched at the heater panel. “Thought this was supposed to be six people,” I said. I was told it was going to be three couples.
“It was,” Rowan said. “But plans changed.”
“Boys bailed,” Lila added. “Their loss, right?” She twirled around as though modeling her satin cami and shorts.
“You don’t have to fuss,” Rowan said, sliding off the arm of the couch and walking toward me. Her top slipped further, but she remained unaware of it. “It’s warm. We’re good.”
“I like to make sure,” I said.
“We know,” Jade said, dropping onto a pillow on the floor and leaning back on her hands, legs stretched out in front of her. “You’re very thorough.”
“That’s one word,” Lila said. “Another is ‘uptight.’”
“I’m not uptight.”
They all laughed.
“You totally are,” Jade said. “But it’s cute.”
Cute. Jesus. I stood up too fast, nearly bumping into Rowan.  She looked up at me with that playful expression young women get when they know a man won’t push back.
“You’re not leaving so soon, are you?” Rowan asked.
“Yes,” I said.
“No,” Jade countered. “Stay. Hang out. We’re bored.”
“You have a whole cabin,” I said.
“Exactly,” Lila said. “And a very limited selection of entertainment. Stay with us!”
I shook my head because it was the right thing to do.
But Jade reached up, grabbed the sleeve of my jacket, and tugged.
“Come on,” she said. “One drink. One story. Then you can go and fix whatever you want.”
Her grip was light. Their laughter was warm. Their confidence was reckless.
And my pulse, god help me, was already doing things I didn’t want to admit.
Jade didn’t let go of my sleeve right away. She tugged enough to make the point, not enough to actually move me. It was the kind of teasing that only works on a man who won’t take it the wrong way, and they knew that about me. That was the danger in it, for them and for me.
“Sit,” she said, nodding toward the couch like she was offering me a chair at a diner.
“I shouldn’t,” I said.
“You should,” Lila countered, already clearing a space by tossing two blankets to the floor. “You walked all the way down here in the cold. It’s rude if we don’t offer you a drink.”
“I don’t need a drink.”
“You do,” Rowan said, handing me the bottle I’d set down earlier. “Drink. Then go back to your world.”
“My world is fine,” I said.
“Your world is ancient,” she said, laughing softly. “You follow more rules than my grandmother.”
I took the bottle just to stop the commentary. The three of them exchanged triumphant looks, as if they’d just won a bet about whether they could get me to.
“This is ridiculous,” I muttered.
“Yep,” Jade said. “That’s why it’s fun.”
I lowered myself onto the couch, keeping a careful distance from the pillows they’d been sprawled on. Jade dropped to sit on the floor beside my knee like it was the most natural place in the world. Rowan took the other end of the couch, tucking her legs under her, and Lila slumped against the armrest, feet up, nails painted some shiny pale color.
They were relaxed and my presence didn’t change that at all. All three of them watched me with the kind of interest young people reserve for something they don’t quite understand.
“So,” Rowan said, her voice warm, “tell us a story.”
“No.”
“Yes,” Jade said immediately. “Something from when you were young and chaotic. Like us now”
“I wasn’t chaotic.”
“Lila,” Jade said, “does he look like he was chaotic?”
Lila studied me with an exaggerated squint. “Mm, no. He looks like he was born responsible.”
“Exactly,” Jade said, nudging my leg lightly with her shoulder. “But tell us anyway and we want details.”
“There are none,” I said.
“Liar,” Rowan said. “Everyone has something.”
“And you want to hear mine why?”
“Because it’s fun,” Jade said. “Because you never tell us anything. Because you’re . . .  ”
She cut herself off, but the smile on her face finished the sentence.
I shook my head. “Nothing worth sharing.”
“That just makes us more curious, you know that,” Lila said, lifting her bottle for a sip. “The quieter the man, the more interesting the story.”
“I doubt that.”
Rowan leaned forward a little. “You know what you’re doing, right?”
“What am I doing?”
She grinned. “Not reacting.”
“I’m reacting,” I said.
“No,” Jade said, poking my knee now. “You sit there all calm and unbothered, and it makes us only need to poke at you more. It’s a game.”
“I’m not playing a game.”
“We are,” Lila said. “And so far you’re losing.”
I exhaled, careful, steady, trying not to look at any of them too long. Their skin. Their legs. Their hair falling out of messy holds. Their laughter. Their casual touches. Their total comfort with my presence.
They had no idea what they were stirring up.
“So,” Rowan said softly, “we’re going to keep pushing.”
Jade shifted closer, sliding up from the floor to sit on the low ottoman right in front of me. Her knees brushed mine. Rowan slid down the couch until her thigh pressed lightly against my hip. Lila crossed the small space between us and sat on the armrest beside my shoulder, her bare foot touching the cushion near my leg.
It wasn’t deliberate. It wasn’t calculated. They were just young, warm, loose from the drinks, and comfortable with themselves in a way that made my pulse jump.
Jade poured another round into mismatched glasses. Cider for them, something stronger she handed to me like it was a test.
“Come on,” she said. “You can handle one.”
“I shouldn’t,” I said.
“You should,” Rowan whispered, leaning into my side just enough that her shoulder grazed mine. “It’s just a social thing. You like social things don’t you?”
I took the glass because refusing it would’ve drawn more attention than accepting it. Jade lit up, proud of herself, and passed the bottle to Lila to refill the others.
“So,” Lila said, settling into the tiniest bit of space she had left beside me. “Tell us something real. Something you don’t usually tell.”
“I don’t have anything interesting.”
Jade scoffed. “You’re forty-three. You have entire lifetimes of interesting stuff.”
“Like what?” I asked.
She grinned and leaned forward, her knees nudging mine again. “I don’t know. First job? First crush? First time you actually felt like an adult.”
Rowan shifted closer against my side, lifting her legs up so they draped across my thigh. “We want experience,” she said. “We’re collecting more adult knowledge.”
“Is that what this is?”
“Yep,” Lila said, brushing a strand of hair off her face. “And you’re our source.”
I took a slow drink, stared at the floor, tried to keep the room steady in my mind. I could feel them, their legs, their warmth, their breath when they laughed too close. I could feel Jade’s eyes on me, waiting for my answer. I could feel Rowan’s calf against my thigh, soft, warm, careless. Lila’s knee rested against the cushion near my hip, just barely touching me.
It was getting harder to act unaffected. Harder to pretend this was just nothing. Harder to sit still while they laughed and crowded in and treated me like I was some kind of puzzle they were determined to take apart.
“So?” Jade said, bumping my knee again. “Come on. Give us something.”
I cleared my throat. “My first job was on a construction crew. That’s about it.”
“That’s not all of it,” Rowan said, poking my side. “Did you like it?”
“It was work.”
“Boring answer,” Jade said. “Try again.”
They laughed, the kind of bright, reckless laughter that wrapped around the whole room. Jade leaned even closer, pushing her hair behind her ear as she looked up at me.
“You know what’s funny?” she said.
“What.”
“You act calm, but you’re not. I can tell.”
“And how would you know that?”
Rowan tilted her head, studying me. “Because you keep breathing like you’re trying to steady yourself.”
I stopped for half a second. Just long enough for all three of them to see it.
Their smiles changed, not sexual, not manipulative, but  sharper, like they’d discovered something new and exciting to test.
Jade nudged my knee again. “See? You do feel things.”
I swallowed once, slow. “It’s getting a little warm in here,” I said.
Lila laughed softly, leaning in so her shoulder brushed mine. “It’s not the heater.”
Jade slid off the ottoman and sat on the floor between my knees, leaning back on her hands, her head brushing my leg. Her tank top dipped when she shifted. She let it fall like she knew exactly what she was doing, but not in a calculated way, more like the room had tipped her into boldness and she was merely following it.
Rowan caught the move and smirked like she couldn’t let Jade have the advantage. She stretched out more across the couch, lifting her legs off my thigh only to place them back down deliberately, her calf crossing higher this time, resting against me.
Lila watched both of them, then slid from the armrest to sit beside me, hip to hip, her thigh pressing into mine. She tucked her hair behind her ear and let it fall forward again, brushing my shoulder. She was breathing differently. Deeper. Slower.
“Okay,” Jade said, tipping her head back so she was looking right up at me, her hair almost brushing my stomach. “New rule. You have to answer the next question honestly. No dodge.”
“I’m not agreeing to anything.”
“You already did,” Rowan said, tapping my knee with her toes. “By sitting down.”
“That’s not how consent works.”
They all burst into laughter, sharp, loud, thrilled by how steady I stayed.
Lila leaned closer, her voice lower, playful but trembling at the edges. “Relax. We’re asking nice things. Nothing bad.”
“Define nice.”
Jade turned around to face me, sitting on her knees between my legs now, closer than before, eyes bright, cheeks flushed. “Okay. We’ll start simple.” She leaned in a fraction more. “Do you think any of us are cute?”
I inhaled sharply.
Rowan’s eyes lit up. Lila’s lips parted. Jade smiled like she’d scored a point.
“That’s inappropriate,” I said.
“That’s not an answer,” Jade whispered.
“Don’t bully him,” Rowan said, though she was grinning. “He’s trying hard to be good.”
“He’s trying way too hard,” Lila murmured, brushing her knee against mine again. “It’s kind of intense.”
Their energy shifted. I felt it before I saw it. The teasing wasn’t just at me anymore. It was bouncing between them, crackling.
Jade glanced at Rowan’s legs on me, then at how close Lila was, and a spark flickered across her face, competitive, curious.
They were playing off each other, feeding off what the others were doing, off what they were all doing to me. A kind of girl-on-girl electricity that wasn’t planned but absolutely real.
“I’m not answering that question,” I said finally.
“Because the answer is yes,” Jade said softly.
I set my jaw. “Because the answer doesn’t matter.”
Rowan shifted, sliding her leg higher, her calf crossing my thigh so her ankle rested behind me on the cushion. “It matters to us.”
“It shouldn’t.”
“That’s the fun part,” Lila whispered, her lips close to my ear now. “It shouldn’t. And yet here we are.”
Jade placed her hand on my knee, light, warm, nothing more than fingertips. “You’re shaking a little.”
“I’m not.”
“You are,” Rowan murmured.
Jade leaned back on her heels, cheeks flushed, eyes bright in that warm, tipsy way where everything feels harmless, but isn’t. “Okay,” she said, pointing at me like she was giving a quiz. “Life questions. Real ones. We’re doing this.”
“Oh god,” Rowan groaned, laughing. She still hadn’t moved her legs off my lap. If anything, she stretched them straighter, her foot brushing my hip. “Your teacher voice just came out.”
“I don’t have a teacher voice,” Jade said.
“You totally do,” Lila said, pressing her shoulder into mine again. “She gets bossy when she drinks.”
“I get organized,” Jade corrected. Then she turned back to me. “So. First question. What’s the biggest difference between being our age and being yours?”
“That’s too broad,” I said. I let out a slow breath. “You know more about yourself at my age.”
“Boring,” Rowan said immediately.
“It’s true,” I said.
“Still boring,” she said, grinning at me over her shoulder.
Lila tilted her head. “Okay, then, what do you wish you’d known at twenty-one, like we are now?”
“That things stop feeling like the end of the world.”
“Mm,” Jade said, nodding seriously for half a second before her face split into a grin. “Okay. Good. Next.”
“Next?” I repeated.
“Yeah, next,” Rowan said, poking my thigh lightly with her toes. “You’re in it now. Too late to back out.”
Lila took a long sip and set her bottle on the nearest table. “When did you feel old for the first time?”
I thought about that. They watched me like it was a movie. “When I stopped caring if people liked me,” I said.
“Oh damn,” Rowan murmured, impressed. “That’s actually deep.”
“And hot,” Jade whispered, almost to herself.
I ignored that. I had to.
“Okay, okay,” Lila said, shifting position so she was facing me fully, her knee brushing mine each time she moved. “Next category. Relationships.”
“No.”
“Yes,” all three said at once.
Rowan nudged me again. “Relax. We’re just asking normal things.”
Lila started, soft and curious. “Were you in love with your ex-wife?”
“Yes.”
“Were you happy?” Jade asked.
“For a while.”
Rowan’s voice dropped. “Why didn’t it last?”
I exhaled slowly. “We wanted different things.”
“What things?” Jade asked, leaning closer, eyes narrowed in playful concentration.
“That’s private.”
Rowan smirked. “Translation: you don’t trust us with the juicy stuff yet.”
“There’s no ‘juicy stuff,’” I said.
Jade laughed. “There’s always juicy stuff.”
Lila crossed her legs and the edge of her foot grazed my calf. “Did you want kids?”
“I already have one,” I said. “A grown one, as you know.”
“But did you want more?” she asked.
“That’s not really, ”
“Okay,” Rowan cut in, sitting up straighter. “New category sex,” she said.
Jade gasped dramatically. “Rowan!”
“What? It was going there,” Rowan said, shrugging. “We’re all adults.”
Lila looked at me, eyes wide, playful but hesitant in that tipsy, turned-on way she probably didn’t even realize she was showing. “We can skip it if you’re uncomfortable.”
“I’m not uncomfortable,” I lied.
Jade smiled like she’d caught the lie instantly. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes were hungry with curiosity.
“Okay,” she said softly, sitting up on her knees directly between my legs again. “Then tell us something true.”
“About what?”
“About sex of course.”
My throat tightened. “That’s not an appropriate topic.”
“So you mean it’s perfect,” Rowan murmured, her legs still draped over mine, her toes curling slightly as she watched me.
Lila leaned closer, her lips nearly brushing my shoulder. “We want to hear what older men know.”
Jade shifted even closer between my knees, and I felt her thigh brush mine again as she straightened up like she was about to make an announcement.
“Okay,” she said, eyes bright. “I have the question.”
“No,” I said immediately, pushing myself up from the couch.
Rowan swung her legs down and planted her feet on the floor right in front of me, effectively blocking my way. She didn’t even mean to trap me, she just moved without thinking, caught up in the buzz of the moment.
“Where are you going?” Lila laughed, grabbing the sleeve of my hoodie before I got more than a step. “We’re your entertainment tonight.”
“I need air,” I said.
“Why?” Rowan asked, leaning forward, her face inches from mine. “We’re fun, aren’t we?”
“You’re drunk.”
“Tipsy,” Jade corrected. “There’s a difference.”
“You’re crowding me,” I said.
“You love it,” Jade grinned.
She rose up on her knees brushing against me again, the heat of her body too close, too real. That teasing, lighthearted look on her face told me she thought this was the safest thing in the world.
“No,” I said again, firmer this time. “I’m not playing this game.”
Rowan stepped closer. “We’re not playing.”
“You absolutely are.”
“And so are you,” Lila murmured, her grip gentler now but still there, her body warm at my side. “If you really wanted out, you’d be halfway out the door by now.”
I exhaled, slow, steady. “I’m trying.”
Jade looked up at me with a hot little smile that wasn’t fully intentional. “Try harder.”
Their laughter hit me in a wave, tipsy, messy, thrilled with themselves. They weren’t trying to seduce a forty-three-year-old man. They were trying to outdo each other, to see who could rattle me the most. To see who could get the biggest reaction.
Lila tugged me back toward the couch, settling me down whether I wanted to or not. “Okay, the question,” she said, sitting flush against me again. “Do men your age like younger women?”
“No,” I said immediately.
Rowan arched a brow. “Lie.”
“It’s not a lie.”
“It is,” Jade sang, leaning forward until her face was inches from mine again. “Men our age are dumb. Men your age notice things.”
“I notice when people get reckless.”
“Are we reckless?” Rowan asked, stepping between my knees like Jade had been moments earlier. “Really?”
“Yes.”
“Good,” she whispered.
Lila snorted, nearly spitting out her drink. “Oh my god, you should see your face.”
“I’m not reacting,” I said.
“That’s the problem,” Jade murmured. “You’re too calm. It makes us want to rip you apart. ”
She caught herself. Rowan looked between the two of them. Her cheeks flushed deeper.
“Ask the next question,” Lila urged, needing the momentum, needing the thrill.
Rowan swallowed once. Then: “Okay,” she said, voice lower, breathier. “At what age did you figure out what you like in bed?”
“Rowan,” I warned.
“What?” she laughed softly. “We’re curious.”
“Too curious.”
Jade touched my knee again, light and warm. “Come on. We’re asking because you’re older. You know things.”
“You’re looking for trouble,” I said.
Lila leaned her lips close to my ear, too close. “Maybe that too.”
Rowan shifted until she was standing directly between my knees, her body inches from mine. She wasn’t touching me quite. Her eyes were sharp and amused, but underneath that? A glow she couldn’t hide anymore.
“Come on,” she said. “You said you’ve lived. So, when did you start knowing what you wanted in bed?”
“This is inappropriate,” I said, voice low.
Jade smirked. “That’s not a no.”
“It’s not a yes,” I shot back.
Lila laughed softly, sliding her thigh fully against mine now, like it was accidental but absolutely wasn’t. “You’re sweating.”
“I’m not.”
“You are,” Jade murmured. “And it’s very cute.”
I pushed up from the couch again, but Rowan stepped forward with perfect, unthinking confidence, her inner thighs brushing mine as she blocked me. It wasn’t sexual intention, it was pure instinct. She was caught in the energy, in the taboo of it, in the thrill of pushing a man who wasn’t supposed to react.
“You should sit,” she whispered.
“I should go.”
“You won’t,” Jade said from the floor, leaning back on her hands, her body stretched long between my feet. “Because you’re having too much fun.”
I clenched my jaw, breathing in through my nose, trying to get air that didn’t smell like them, warm skin,, faint cider sweetness.
“You girls have no idea what you’re doing,” I said.
“Maybe we do, though,” Lila murmured, brushing her lips against my shoulder, not a kiss, just a tipsy, bold millimeter-long drag of warmth. “Maybe we really do.”
Rowan’s eyes flicked to Lila’s mouth. Jade saw it. Something electric passed between the three of them. Not jealousy, hunger. The same hunger they were directing at me, and now at each other.
“Next question,” Jade said, voice lower now, bolder. “What’s the best sex you ever had?”
“Jade,” I said sharply.
“What?” She shrugged, but her chest was rising a little faster. “We’re very curious.”
“Too curious,” I repeated.
“That’s not your problem,” Rowan whispered, leaning closer until her breath warmed my cheek. “Our curiosity is hardly dangerous.”
“It is.”
She smiled. “That makes us want it more.”
Lila slid her hand along the couch cushion, stopping just beside my thigh, fingers curled as if she were fighting the instinct to close the distance. “What do older men want?” she asked. “For real. Not the polite answer. The real one.”
“You don’t want to know.”
“Yes,” Jade said, her voice dropping into a deeper registere. “We do.”
I exhaled. “You want the truth?” I said quietly.
All three froze. Their eyes locked on me. Breaths caught. Bodies tense.
They thought they were ready. They weren’t.
“The truth,” I said, “is that if I answer honestly, I cross a line I’m not crossing.”
Their reactions were instant, a sharp inhale from Rowan, a soft moan from Lila, and Jade biting her lip.
“This is getting dangerous,” I said, voice tight.
“That’s why we’re asking,” Rowan whispered.
“This is a bad idea,” I said.
Jade lifted her chin defiantly. “Then tell us anyway.”
“No.”
“Please?” Lila said, her voice sweet, open, trembling with curiosity and something hotter.
“I said no.”
Rowan leaned in, close enough that her nose almost brushed mine. “But we’re going to keep asking,” she whispered.
Rowan swung her legs off me and stood up abruptly, like she’d snapped out of it. “Okay, I’m gonna go get some, ” she started, but her voice cracked halfway through the sentence. She cleared her throat and tried again. “I’m gonna, I don’t know. Air.”
She took one step toward the door.
Then the cabin lights flickered as the wind hit the power lines outside. They dropped to half-strength, bathing the room in a warm, dim glow. The music softened, the shadows stretched, and Rowan froze like someone had taken hold of her spine.
Jade let out a surprised laugh. “Oh my god, check the vibe now.”
Lila’s eyes darkened instantly. “This feels different.”
Rowan turned back slowly, her expression changed, not playful now, not ironic. Her chest rose in a deep, steady breath. She hugged her own arms for a moment, not from cold, just aware of her skin.
She came back. Not rushed, not stumbling, just drawn like gravity was stronger near the couch. She sat beside me closer this time, her bare thigh touching mine. Lila mirrored her on the other side, her hand resting lightly on the cushion next to me, one finger grazing my jeans, her finger curling, her nail scratching.
Jade eased herself up onto the couch right in front of us, tucking her legs underneath her and sitting so close her knees brushed mine. Her hair spilled over her shoulder. Her chest rose and fell just a little faster now.
They were aroused, visibly, undeniably aroused, in a way they probably didn’t even know. Rowan swallowed hard. “Okay,” she said, voice soft. “New subject.”
“No,” I said.
“Yes,” she whispered.
Jade leaned in slightly. “We want to ask about us.”
“Us as in…?” I asked, trying to keep my voice level.
“Girls,” Lila said, flushing as she spoke. “Women. Our age.”
Rowan nodded. “We want to know if what we feel is normal.”
“What do you feel?” I asked before I could stop myself.
Jade looked down at her hands, then up at me through her lashes. “Stuff. Heat. Wanting things. Getting turned on too fast.”
Lila let out the smallest laugh, breathy and shaken. “I feel everything too fast. I touch someone’s hand and my stomach flips. I hear a voice and I get warm. I get it’s embarrassing.”
“It’s not embarrassing,” Rowan said, though her voice was trembling. “It’s just, nobody tells you how to deal with it. Or what’s normal.”
Jade shifted a little closer, her knee pressing firmly into mine now. “Do men know? What girls our age feel? How intense it is?”
“Yes,” I said quietly. “We know.”
Lila sucked in a tiny breath and her hand brushed my arm, a soft, involuntary touch, like she needed to feel something solid to anchor herself.
Rowan moved her hand to my leg, just above my knee. Not seductive. Not planned. Just, drawn. “If you knew a girl felt that,” she asked, “what would you do?”
“Nothing,” I said. “I would do nothing.”
Jade’s breathing changed, a slow, heavy exhale that made her chest rise more noticeably. She leaned forward until her face was only inches from mine. “What if she didn’t want nothing?” she asked. “What if she just wanted someone older to explain it? To tell her what she’s feeling, and why it hurts.”
Lila closed her eyes for a moment, her lips parting. When she opened them again, they were darker, wet with heat. “Yeah,” she whispered. “Why does it hurt?”
My heart hammered. “You girls are getting carried away.”
Rowan shook her head slowly. “No, we’re just finally saying it out loud.” Her hand slid an inch higher on my leg. “We’re not stupid. We know what we’re doing to you.”
Jade’s voice dropped into a low, real tremor. “And it’s turning us on.”
Lila’s breath hit my neck. “So tell us why.”
I swallowed hard enough that they all heard it.
Rowan was the first one to say it out loud. She lifted her head from my shoulder and looked right at me, eyes glazed with heat and honesty. “We want to ask you something,” she said. “Sex stuff. Real sex stuff. About, us. And you.”
My pulse kicked hard. “That’s not a good idea.”
Jade shook her head, cheeks flushed deeper than before. “It is a good idea. It’s the safest idea we’ve ever had. We don’t get to ask anyone else this. Boys our age are idiots. They lie. They brag. They don’t know anything.”
Lila nodded slowly, her breath warm against my neck. “But you do.”
I forced myself to sit straighter, hoping the space might cool the air around us. It didn’t. They just closed the gap again.
“You’re older,” Lila whispered. “You’ve done things. You know things. And we, we don’t.”
“You know plenty,” I said.
Rowan shook her head once, firm. “We don’t know anything about what men actually like. What makes them lose control. What guys want a girl to do.” Her voice dipped lower. “What you would want.”
Jade bit the inside of her lip, watching my eyes for even the smallest flicker. “Yeah. What would you want. If you could pick.”
“That’s a boundary,” I said.
“So?” Rowan pressed.
“So I’m not crossing it.”
“You don’t have to cross it,” Jade said softly. “We’re crossing it. We’re asking. We want answers. We want to know what would . . . what would feel good for you.”
Lila shifted closer, and I could feel the tremble in her body where her thigh touched mine. “Tell us the truth,” she whispered. “If a girl wanted to go down on you, would you want her to take you in her mouth slow or fast? Would you want to guide her? Or let her figure it out?”
My breath hitched. They heard it. All three froze, watching me, pupils wide, lips parted, as if that tiny sound was the sexiest thing in the world.
Rowan swallowed. “We don’t mean it like, like we’re offering,” she said, though her voice wavered. “We mean, if a girl wanted to do that. What should she know?”
“What should she do?” Jade added, leaning in again, her voice shaking just slightly. “What feels good to men? What do they never say out loud?”
Lila’s hand lifted toward my chest, then stopped, fingers hovering a breath away from touching. “Would you want her to use her hand too?” she asked. “Would you want her to look up at you? Or close her eyes?”
I shut my eyes, because looking at them would have destroyed me. “Girls, stop.”
“Why?” Rowan whispered. “You’re the only man we trust enough to ask.”
“This isn’t innocent anymore.”
“It is to us,” Jade said quickly. “We’re not trying to do anything. We’re just trying to understand.”
Lila exhaled shakily. “We want to know what would make a man, lose control. What would make you lose control.”
I opened my eyes. All three were looking at me, cheeks flushed, chests rising, bodies leaning in, that dizzy, unfiltered sexual curiosity dripping off every word they said.
They weren’t joking. They weren’t teasing. They were aroused, confused, desperate to understand their own heat, using me as their anchor because they trusted me more than they trusted themselves.
“You should ask someone your age,” I said quietly.
“We don’t want boys,” Rowan whispered. “We want the truth.”
“And you’re the only one who’ll tell us.”
Jade slid her hand onto my knee. “So tell us,” she said, breath hitching. “If a girl wanted to make you feel good like right now, what would she do first?”
Jade climbed over Lila’s legs and sat right on my other side, half on the armrest, half on me. Her bare thigh pressed into mine, and I could feel the heat of her skin, the buzz in her body.
“I always wondered,” she said, almost to herself, “what it feels like for a guy when a girl kisses the . . .  you know. The tip.”
Rowan giggled, head falling against my shoulder again. “It’s not called the tip, babe.”
“It’s what I call it,” Jade grinned. “It’s cute. Like, is that part more sensitive than the rest?”
My jaw tightened. “Girl. I have to go.”
“What if she just uses her tongue?” Lila asked, ignoring me. “Just there? Does that drive a guy crazy or does he want more?”
Rowan hummed. “I bet it’s the lips. Like, slow, soft pressure with the lips.”
I stood up. Or tried to. They didn’t let me.
Rowan grabbed my wrist, still laughing. Jade pulled at my shirt. Lila reached up and wrapped both arms around my waist, looking up at me with flushed cheeks and parted lips.
“Don’t go,” she said, laughing a little too. “We’re just talking.”
“This is not just talking.”
“It is!” Jade said. “We’re just curious!”
“You’re pressed against me,” I said. “All of you.”
Rowan tipped her head. “You didn’t mind a minute ago.”
“I did.”
“No you didn’t,” she said, eyes narrowing, voice softer. “You’re just trying so hard to be good. But you didn’t move. Not when we leaned in. Not when I touched your chest.”
Jade dragged her finger across the hem of my shirt. “So what do you like more? Lips or tongue?”
I sat back down hard, forcing them to slide off me just enough that I could breathe. “You’re out of control.”
“We’re tipsy,” Lila said. “And it’s your fault.”
“My fault?”
“You’re so calm,” Rowan whispered. “So safe. It makes us want to say everything. Show everything.”
“Don’t say that.”
“But it’s true,” Jade said, leaning against my side again. “I want to ask, if a guy likes it when a girl uses her hands on his thighs at the same time. If that turns him on. Or if it’s too much.”
Lila whispered, “Do guys like watching? I mean, when a girl touches herself?”
Rowan laughed. “I think that depends what she touches.”
Jade blushed harder. “I meant the inside of the thighs. When I do that, I get like …” She stopped, eyes wide. “Oh my god.”
“What?” Rowan said.
Jade buried her face in my shoulder. “I just realized how wet I am right now.”
Rowan laughed, shocked and breathless. “No way.”
“I’m serious,” Jade said. “This is insane.”
Lila whispered, “Me too.”
“You’re doing it again,” I said.
Rowan blinked up at me. “What?”
“You’re trying to make me flinch.”
She smiled. “But you didn’t.”
Jade leaned forward, one elbow on her knee, her camisole strap sliding down her arm. “It’s fun. You’re like, solid. Like we can throw things at you and you don’t break.”
“I’m not made of stone.”
“But you act like it,” Lila said. Her voice had gone low and warm. She sat sideways on the couch now, knees curled toward me, hand braced behind her on the cushion. “And it’s unfair.”
“What is?”
“That you pretend this isn’t fun for you.”
I looked at her. “It’s not.”
All three of them burst out laughing. It wasn’t mean, it was delighted. Disbelieving. A little wild.
“Oh my god,” Jade said. “Such a liar.”
“I’m not, ”
“You’re rock hard.”
My face went hot. “Jesus, Jade.”
“Well, are you?”
I stood again. “I’m going home.”
Lila grabbed my shirt. Rowan stood too and put her hands on my chest, palms flat. “Okay, wait, don’t freak. You’re not in trouble.”
I looked down at her, at the way her cheeks were pink now, her eyes glassy but sharp.
“You’ve never been in a room like this, have you?” she asked.
I didn’t answer.
Jade stepped behind me. I felt her breath at the back of my neck. “A room where three girls are actually curious. Not performing. Not trying to seduce. Just, hungry for answers.”
Her hands slid up the back of my shirt. Fingertips tracing skin.
I stepped away. “I need to go.”
“No you don’t,” Rowan said, standing in my path. “You want to, but not for any good reason.”
“This is already too far.”
Lila stood now too. “You haven’t touched us once.”
“You haven’t even looked where our eyes go,” Jade said, circling to my side. “You don’t react when we lean close. Or when I let you feel me breathe against you.”
“That’s not strength,” Rowan said softly. “That’s self-denial.”
“I’m forty-three,” I said, my voice tight. “You’re out of control. You’re young. You’re not thinking straight.”
Rowan took my hand and pressed it against her waist. “I’m not drunk.”
She looked at me like she wanted me to say something. Or pull away. I didn’t do either.
“Is this so wrong?” she asked, voice quiet.
“Yes,” I whispered.
“But we’re not doing anything.”
Lila stepped closer too. Jade’s hip bumped mine. Rowan leaned in and said, “We want to know what our bodies make you think about.”
And Jade, almost into my ear: “And what your body wants to do to us.”
Lila looked at Rowan, eyes glinting, then leaned in and kissed the corner of her mouth. Just a brush. Delicate. But Rowan didn’t flinch. She turned her head and caught Lila’s lips fully, softly, and they kissed, tentative, close-mouthed, slow.
Jade gave a breathy laugh and dropped down to sit cross-legged on the floor in front of them, her head tilted up like she was watching something forbidden. “Wow,” she said. “You two just went for it.”
Lila pulled back, eyes wide. “I didn’t even think. I just wanted to see if she’d kiss me back.”
“I did,” Rowan said, smiling.
“You both liked that way too much,” Jade said, grinning. “That was like, not nothing.”
Lila ran a hand through her hair. “That felt weird. But kind of hot.”
“Yeah,” Rowan murmured, her voice low. “It did.”
Jade turned her eyes on me. “You okay over there?”
I didn’t speak.
“You’ve got that jaw bulging thing going again,” Rowan said, looking at me from the couch, lips still parted. “The one you get when you’re trying to look calm.”
I stayed where I was, planted just behind the armchair. Hands at my sides. Legs stiff. They were unraveling in front of me. Laughing, flushed, kissing, but also discovering something that was no longer a game.
Jade stood and walked over to Lila, brushed her shoulder. “You’ve kissed girls before?”
“Nope.”
“You want to try again?” she asked, smile crooked, cheeks red.
Lila nodded. They kissed. Longer this time. A little open-mouthed. Hands didn’t know where to go at first, Jade’s touched Lila’s arm, then slid up and curled behind her neck. Lila’s fingers gripped the side of Jade’s tank. When they finally pulled apart, they both looked stunned.
Rowan blinked. “Jesus. Okay.”
Jade giggled, a little breathless now. “It’s not just me, right? This is getting intense?”
“You think?” I muttered, my voice coming out rougher than I intended.
Rowan turned toward me again, sitting up straighter. “We’re not doing this to mess with you, Rowan.”
“You’re doing it in front of me.”
“I know,” she said. “But that’s the part I like.”
Lila dropped onto the rug beside Jade, leaned back on her hands, camisole tight across her chest now. Her legs were stretched long, bare skin catching the light. “We’ve never had someone who felt this safe. Who we could ask anything. Or, just do things in front of.”
“And you haven’t left,” Rowan said. “You could’ve ten minutes ago.”
I exhaled through my nose. “You’re playing with fire.”
Rowan’s eyes lit up. “Then why are we getting hotter the more you try to put it out?”
Rowan didn’t answer right away. I was trying not to look. Not at their lips, still slick from kissing. Not at how Lila’s tank top had slid low enough to show the upper curve of her breast. Not at the way Rowan kept whispering things into Jade’s ear that made her squirm and giggle like a girl at a sleepover, except it was nothing like that anymore.
Rowan licked her lips, then looked at me straight on. “I want to describe something.”
“Don’t.”
She smiled like I’d just dared her. “I want to know what turns you on more. If you’re going down on someone, and they start pulling your hair because it’s too much, or if they say your name really soft and then beg for your mouth again.”
Jade made a low sound. “God.”
Rowan leaned into her and kissed her neck slowly. “I’ve never even said that kind of thing before. Not out loud.”
Jade was flushed now, visibly. “I’ve never pulled anyone’s hair.”
“You’ve never had someone do that to you?” Rowan asked.
She shook her head.
Lila chimed in, voice quieter but thick with something new. “I want to try that.”
“You can,” Rowan said. “If he stays.”
I shifted my weight. “You need to stop.”
Rowan smiled again. “Or what?”
Lila climbed up beside Jade and reached for her, brushing her fingers along Jade’s collarbone. “Can I? Just to see?”
Jade looked nervous, but nodded. “I think so.”
Lila slid her hand behind Jade’s neck and gently tugged her forward, watching her face. Jade's eyes fluttered closed as their foreheads touched.
“Holy shit,” Jade whispered.
Rowan was watching them like she wanted to be next.
“You’re messing with me,” I said, voice low, tense.
“Are we?” Rowan turned her gaze on me. “Then why are you still here?”
I couldn’t answer.
Jade and Lila kissed again, more sure of it now, mouths opening. Hands started to explore. Jade’s slid under Lila’s shirt, fingers trailing skin. They both gasped, caught in it. Rowan reached down and pulled her top tighter to her chest, like she was suddenly aware of how turned on she looked.
She stared at me. “You’re the only guy we’ve ever trusted enough to ask these things. You should be proud.”
“You’re using me.”
“No. We’re using each other.” Her voice dipped. “And the more you try to keep it together, the more I want to see what finally makes you lose it.”
Jade was in Lila’s lap now, straddling her. They were flushed, breathless, kissing deeply. Lila’s hands ran up under Jade’s shirt again, this time not stopping. Her fingers unhooked the clasp behind her back, and Jade gasped into her mouth.
I shifted again in my seat, jaw clenched. I was watching them undress each other. In my cabin. While the third girl sat beside me, one thigh touching mine, grinning like she’d been waiting for this moment all night.
Rowan leaned her head against my shoulder and whispered, “We’ve never done anything like this. Not even close.”
I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. Jade pulled her top off completely and Lila reached up to kiss her chest, light at first, then deeper, open-mouthed. Their hips pressed together as they moved.
“You’re shaking,” Rowan whispered. “Are you okay?”
I tried to breathe evenly. “You need to stop them.”
“Why? They’re not hurting anyone.”
“It’s not just them anymore.”
She turned to me, her mouth inches from mine. “We didn’t think it would go like this. We thought you’d laugh. Tell us to go to bed. But you didn’t. You stayed. You let us talk like that. You let us get closer.”
“I didn’t let anything.”
“You didn’t leave.” She reached up and touched the side of my face. “And I can feel how hard you’re trying not to look. That makes it worse for all of us.”
On the couch, Jade was grinding against Lila now, one hand behind her neck, the other pushing up Lila’s shirt. They were past teasing. This wasn’t a game anymore. It was raw and heated and new for both of them, and they were letting it happen because it was late, and no one was going to stop them.
I closed my eyes, just for a second. My heart was pounding. My pants were tight. I was painfully aware of the heat of Rowan’s leg against mine. Her hand resting casually on my thigh, just above the knee. Her lips so close I could smell her breath.
I opened my eyes again.
Jade’s head was back, eyes closed, moaning quietly. Lila’s hands were cupped around her, guiding her, hips rising to meet every roll of Jade’s hips. The air was thick now, warm and sharp. Their tops were half-off. Their skin was flushed.
I’d come down here to check on them. Make sure the propane was working. Drop off extra towels. Instead, I was now watching three college girls lose themselves in front of me. And I couldn’t move.
Rowan’s hand was no longer just resting on my thigh. It slid higher, slowly, fingertips light, trailing heat. I caught her wrist and held it, firm. Her eyes locked on mine, wide, playful, fully aware. She didn’t pull away.
“I shouldn’t be here,” I said, my voice low, tight.
“You keep saying that,” she whispered, leaning in until her lips were right at my ear. “But you’re still here.”
Lila was shirtless now, her bra dangling from her wrist like an afterthought. Jade was kissing down her chest, licking lightly, giggling as she lost control of her rhythm. They were tangled, breathless, flushed, like this wasn’t for show anymore. It was real. Jade’s moan had weight behind it. Lila’s fingers were inside her waistband, tugging. They were too far gone to care about what it looked like. Too caught up.
I could see everything. My body knew it, even if I wouldn’t let myself move.
Then Jade looked at me.
Her eyes were glassy. Lila followed her gaze, and both of them paused, still breathing hard, still half-undressed, just staring at me now. Silent, charged.
Rowan turned my face back toward her. “They want to know if you like it.”
“I shouldn’t be seeing this.”
“But you are.”
Her hand slipped out of my grip and pressed firmly between my legs. Through my jeans. Bold. Measured. She didn’t even blink.
I stood up fast, heart hammering, breath stuck in my throat. But Lila was already moving. She slid off the couch and came up behind me, arms looping around my waist like it was nothing.
“You’re safe with us,” she said, pressing her chest into my back, bare skin to cotton. “Don’t worry. We’re not gonna make you do anything. We just want to know things.”
Jade was in front of me now. She reached up and undid the top button of my shirt. Just one. Then looked up at me, eyes warm and flushed.
“You said you’ve had a lot of experience,” she said. “More than any guy we know.”
I didn’t answer.
Rowan stayed on the couch, legs curled under her, eyes gleaming. “We want to understand what men like. Grown men. Real ones.”
Jade’s hands moved to the next button. Lila’s lips brushed my neck. Rowan leaned forward, watching it all, voice soft but clear. “If a girl kisses here,” she said, tapping her own collarbone, “does that do something to a man? Or is it better lower?”
Jade kissed my chest. “Or here?” Lila ran her hands up under my shirt. “Or here?”
I backed up, but there was nowhere to go. The couch was behind me. Jade pressed forward. Lila didn’t let go. Rowan slid to the floor, crawling now, slow and amused, until she was kneeling between us, her face close to mine.
All three of them were touching me now.
Rowan’s breath hit my neck. Lila’s fingers dragged slowly up my stomach under my shirt. Jade’s mouth brushed my ribs, soft and wet. Everything was happening at once, and nothing made sense, except the warmth, the motion, the need. They weren’t acting anymore. They weren’t playing. They were swept into something, pulled deeper with every second. So was I.
Rowan's hands moved up my chest, slow and reverent, like she was handling something sacred. She looked up, lips parted, eyes glazed. “You’re so warm,” she whispered.
Lila laughed quietly behind me, her breath shaky. “I’ve never touched anyone like this before. It’s, I can’t stop.”
Jade’s lips found my nipple and she sucked gently. My body jerked. She looked up, startled, then grinned. “Did you feel that?” she said to the others, voice trembling with awe.
They all leaned closer like they were studying me, like I was something they had only read about. I should have stopped them. Should have pulled away.
But I didn’t. I couldn’t.
Rowan’s hand moved down again, palm flat, pressing me through my jeans. She was shaking now. Her confidence cracked, just for a second, revealing something deeper, need, maybe. Or terror at how far this was going. Then her mouth kissed the base of my throat and she moaned against my skin.
“I didn’t mean for it to go this far,” she whispered. “But I love how this feels.”
Lila’s hands gripped my sides. Jade was on her knees now too. Rowan leaned in and kissed her, right in front of me, mouths open, hungry, unsure, slow and exploratory, two girls crossing a line neither had planned. It was unsteady and wet and real.
I stood there, arms at my sides, caught. Not a participant. Not a voyeur. Just, theirs.
Jade broke the kiss and turned back to me. “I want to try something,” she said, eyes low, voice thick.
She took my hand and brought it to her chest, placed it over her heart. It was pounding.
“I’m scared,” she said. “But I don’t want to stop.”
Lila reached around and unfastened my belt. She wasn’t bold about it, she was breathing through her mouth, eyes flicking between mine and the others, not even sure she could go through with it. But her fingers were trembling with excitement.
“Tell us if you want us to stop,” Rowan said, pressing her forehead to my chest. “But please say it now if you do.”
Every second that passed was another I couldn’t take back. Their hands, their mouths, the heat of their skin, none of it should have been happening. Not here. Not like this. I wasn’t some kid who didn’t know what came next. I wasn’t drunk. I wasn’t confused.
I knew exactly what this was.
Three college girls, full of life and questions and energy, wrapped around a man twice their age who should’ve walked out the door an hour ago. Who should’ve smiled, said goodnight, gone back to his house and let them have their weekend.
But I didn’t.
And now they were touching me like I was some kind of answer to a question they didn’t even know they were asking. Laughing, gasping, pulling me in, trying things for the first time and using me to do it. It wasn’t just about the sex. It was about the freedom. About crossing lines. About seeing if they could. And somehow, in all of that, they’d made me the line.
They trusted me. That was the part that burned the deepest.
They trusted me to hold steady, even as they lost their grip non themselves. Trusted me not to take advantage, not to twist this into something ugly. They didn’t say it out loud, but it was there, in the way they looked at me, even now, flushed and wild and aroused out of their minds. They believed I would be good.
And I wanted to be.
But my body was betraying me. Everything they did, every breath, every curve pressed to mine, every accidental moan or fumbling touch, tore through my defenses. I was rock hard. I was barely breathing. I was thinking things I had no right to think.
If I touched one of them back, even a little, I knew what would happen. It would all slide forward fast, too fast, no way to rewind. And I’d spend the rest of my life wondering if they regretted it. Wondering if I broke something in them they couldn’t get back.
My hands were still at my sides. Still not moving.
But they didn’t need me to act. They were already in motion. Already feeding off each other, excited by the chaos of it, drunk on the look in my eyes. I could feel it. The shift. This wasn’t a game anymore. They weren’t teasing. They were unraveling.
Rowan was pressed against my chest, her forehead resting there like she needed to feel how hard my heart was pounding. Lila’s fingers hovered at my waistband, just below the undone belt, like she couldn’t believe she’d gone that far. Jade was crouched low now, her hand warm on my thigh, her breath hitting the front of my shirt.
Rowan was the first to speak. Her voice barely audible. “What’s the most sensitive part on a man’s body?” She didn’t lift her head.
Jade answered before I could. “I think it’s right below. Like underneath.”
Lila whispered, “The soft part that tightens when he’s close.”
Rowan stirred against me. “And do you think they like being touched there? Or just kissed?”
Jade’s hand shifted an inch higher. “Both. But slow. Gentle.”
“You think so?” Lila asked, still behind me, voice unsteady but wanting. “What if it’s too gentle? Doesn’t that just tickle?”
Jade looked up at me. “Does it?”
I still hadn’t said a word.
But she smiled like she knew I couldn’t talk.
Rowan lifted her face. “You’re hard as stone.”
“Don’t,” I rasped.
“Why not?” she asked. “You’re not doing anything. You’re letting us explore. You’re letting us learn.”
Jade licked her lips, then said, “Can we ask about our own bodies now?”
“No,” I said.
Lila whispered, “Please?”
Rowan leaned in again, her lips inches from mine. “We want to know what men really think about pussy.”
The word hung in the air like heat.
Jade giggled nervously. “No one says that to your face. I’ve never even heard a guy describe it like, with detail. What does it taste like when you go down on someone?”
I closed my eyes. “Stop.”
Rowan brushed her mouth along my cheek, not kissing, just dragging breath. “Does it change when she’s really close? Is it different right before she comes?”
Lila’s voice broke, higher now. “Does it make you want to keep going when you feel her legs start to shake?”
Jade whispered, “Does it ever make you come, just from going down on someone?”
My fists clenched.
Rowan was breathing harder. “Do you like it when she grabs your head? When she begs?”
Jade’s hand moved again. My zipper was already open.
“Tell us,” she said. “Please. Tell us what makes a man lose it when he’s inside a woman. Slow? Rough? Hands on her hips?”
Jade’s hand moved again. Not an accident. She was staring straight ahead, face flushed, breathing shallow. Her fingers slid under the waistband of my jeans just enough to feel heat. She didn’t go further. But she didn’t stop.
Lila’s arms tightened around me from behind. I could feel her chest on my back, skin hot, heartbeat thudding. She whispered into my ear, voice high and shaky, “Does it make a guy crazy when a girl talks during it? Like really talks?”
My mouth was dry. I couldn’t answer.
“Not dirty stuff,” she went on, breath hitting my jaw. “Just honest things. Like, ‘I want it deeper.’ Or ‘Don’t stop.’”
Rowan was on her knees in front of me again. Her hands slid up my thighs. She stopped at the crease of my hips, not crossing it, but she was trembling. “Or when she says she can’t take it anymore,” she said, her voice barely there. “Does that make you lose control?”
My throat worked. “You have to stop.”
Rowan looked up at me. Her face was so open. Pink cheeks, eyes heavy. Her lips parted. “Tell us what makes a man finish.”
Jade’s fingers twitched at the edge of my briefs.
I grabbed her wrist. Not hard, but definite. “Don’t,” I said, barely able to get the word out.
She looked up at me, startled, almost dazed. Then slowly nodded and pulled her hand back. She didn’t move away, though. She stayed kneeling, breathing hard.
Lila let go of me, but only to step around and press herself against my front instead. She reached for my face. Her fingers touched my jaw. “I want to ask something,” she whispered. “But I think it’s too far.”
“Then don’t,” I said.
She smiled, small, nervous, turned on. “What does a man feel the second he slides in? Like the first full second. What’s happening in your head?”
Rowan moaned softly, reacting to the words, not even trying to hide it anymore.
Jade sat back and looked at me like she was seeing me differently now, not as a friend of the family, not as the safe one, but as the one who wasn’t cracking, even now.
Rowan’s hands were on my thighs again. Her thumbs rubbed small circles, just above my knees. “Is it the heat?” she asked. “The tightness? Is it knowing you’re all the way in?”
Jade’s eyes were locked on my face. “Is it the sound she makes right then? The gasp? The one she can’t hold in?”
Lila pressed closer. “Or the way she grabs at you? Like she doesn’t want you to move but also needs you to?”
I gritted my teeth.
Rowan leaned forward and kissed my chest through my shirt. Just once. Right over my heart. Then she looked up and said, “I want to feel that moment. The one you just thought about.”
I shook my head.
Lila pressed closer. Her hand flattened against my stomach. “We’re not trying to make you do anything.”
“Yes, you are.”
Jade spoke softly from the floor, sitting on her heels, legs tucked under her, top still pushed up from earlier. “We’re trying to understand what it feels like for a man to want it so bad he can’t hide it anymore.”
Rowan’s voice was breathy now. “We can feel it on you. How close you are.”
“You don’t know what that means,” I said.
“I know it means your body’s telling the truth,” she whispered.
Lila’s hand crept up, slow. She stopped at my chest and laid her palm flat. “You’re burning up.”
Jade was still watching me from below. Her hands were on her thighs, but her fingers gripped tight. “Can I ask something worse?”
“No.”
She asked anyway. “What would it feel like, if one of us climbed on top of you right now?”
My eyes closed. My hands clenched.
Lila moaned under her breath. Just the idea of it. Just the tension.
Rowan’s lips brushed my neck. “Not even to do it. Just to feel what it would do to you.”
Jade’s voice dropped lower. “Would your hands grab her hips? Would you keep still or pull her down onto you?”
“Stop,” I said, through my teeth.
Lila’s face was close. “Do you like it when it’s slow? When she sinks onto you one inch at a time?”
Rowan’s hand slid up my back, fingers digging in. “Or when she can’t wait, and she just takes it all at once?”
My whole body was rigid.
Jade reached out and ran one fingertip over the bulge in my jeans. Just once. Light. Then pulled back like she wasn’t sure if she’d really done it.
I almost lost it.
Rowan whispered, “I want to know what it feels like for you the moment you feel her get wet against you. Before anything starts. When you just, know.”
My head dropped forward. I couldn’t hide it anymore.
Jade let out a quiet sound, a mix of awe and triumph.
“You’re close,” she said. “I can feel it.”
Rowan climbed into my lap without asking.
She did it slowly, carefully, knees straddling my thighs, her hands braced on my shoulders. Her tank top brushed my face as she settled. Her breath hitched as she sat fully down. I didn’t move. I didn’t speak. I couldn’t.
Jade shifted to kneel beside us, her eyes locked on the way Rowan’s hips pressed into mine. She reached up and slid Rowan’s hair off her shoulder, exposing her throat. “Is this where he’d kiss first?” she asked. “Right here?”
Rowan turned her head, breathing through parted lips. “I’d want him to.”
Lila sat behind me again, arms slipping around my waist, her cheek against my back. “I don’t even know where I’d want to be touched. That’s why I need to hear it.”
“You want me to tell you how a man would touch you?” I said, voice rough.
“No,” she whispered. “I want you to tell us how you would.”
Rowan’s body shifted on top of mine. She wasn’t grinding, not yet, but her hips were trembling with restraint. Her chest pressed to mine. Her breath hit my cheek. “If I was wet,” she said, “and sitting on you like this, would you know just from the way I moved?”
I nodded, barely.
Jade’s hand moved to Rowan’s thigh. “If I touched her while she sat like this, would you feel it too?”
“You already are,” I said.
Jade’s breath caught. She didn’t pull away.
Lila pressed her mouth to my shoulder. “If I kissed down your stomach right now, just slow, would you lose it?”
I shut my eyes.
Rowan shifted again, slower now. Her body rolled against mine in one long, deliberate motion. Her breath hitched. “I can feel it through your jeans. I can feel how bad you want to. Why are you still holding back?”
“Because if I stop, this isn’t a game anymore.”
Rowan looked at me, eyes heavy. “It’s not a game now.”
Jade leaned in. Her hand slid over my jeans again, gentle but steady. “You’re bigger than I thought you’d be.”
“Jesus,” I whispered.
Rowan smiled. “Does that turn you on? When a girl says that?”
I didn’t answer.
Lila moved around and knelt beside Jade now. She was flushed, her skin hot, her top pushed halfway up. “Do men ever lose it from just that? Just rubbing? Just her pressed up against him?”
“Yes,” I said.
Jade kissed my stomach through my shirt. “You’re going to.”
Rowan rocked again. “I want to feel it. What happens to a man the second he can’t hold back.”
Lila reached for the waistband of my jeans again, slower this time. “We want to see it. We want to feel what we did to you.”
Rowan kissed my neck. “Please.”
Rowan kissed my neck again, slower this time, lips open, warm. Her hips pressed down harder in my lap. Not grinding, not yet, but close. Her hands slid into my hair and held there, not pulling, not guiding, just clutching.
Lila undid the button on my jeans.
I caught her wrist again, but she didn’t flinch. She looked me in the eye, wide pupils, mouth open. “I want to feel it,” she whispered. “Just once. I need to know what we did.”
“You know,” I said. My voice cracked.
Jade was on the floor again, hand sliding up Rowan’s thigh now. “Her panties are soaked,” she said softly, like she was narrating it for me. “I can feel it through the fabric.”
Rowan didn’t move. She was breathing too fast. “I can’t believe how much I want this,” she said, pressing her forehead to mine. “I’ve never wanted anything this bad.”
Lila’s hand slipped inside.
I jerked, not enough to stop her, but she paused anyway, eyes on mine, breath caught. “You’re shaking.”
Jade’s hand moved higher, under Rowan’s shorts. Rowan gasped. Her whole body twitched against me. She buried her face in my neck.
“I’m going to come if she keeps doing that,” Rowan whispered. “I’m not even moving. Just, her fingers, I’m already close.”
Lila’s hand slid further. She wasn’t teasing anymore.
My whole body locked up.
“Please,” Jade said, watching my face now. “We need to know. What does it feel like when you lose it?”
Rowan started to moan against me, quiet, desperate, stifled by my shoulder. Her hips rolled once, slowly, not on purpose. Jade didn’t stop touching her.
Lila’s hand gripped tighter around me.
I was right there.
Rowan’s voice cracked. “Tell us it’s okay.”
“It’s not,” I said.
“Say it anyway,” she begged.
“I can’t.”
Jade looked up. “Then show us.”
Rowan’s body tensed. She started to shake. She bit my neck, moaning into it as she came, hips stuttering, hands clutching my hair, thighs tight around me. Jade held her still, whispering something I couldn’t hear. Lila kept her hand moving until I grabbed her wrist, hard.
Rowan stayed slumped against me, chest rising fast, arms around my neck. Her breath was hot against my skin, shallow, almost trembling. My hands were still frozen at my sides. I hadn’t touched her. But her body had gone soft in my lap. Wet. Shaking. Finished.
Jade pulled her hand back slowly, her eyes still locked on Rowan’s face. “That just happened,” she said.
Rowan laughed once, broken and embarrassed. “I didn’t mean to.”
“Don’t say sorry,” Lila whispered. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”
Her hand was still down the front of my jeans.
I grabbed her wrist again and pulled it out, firm. But she didn’t pull away.
She slid onto my lap next, curling in tight against my side. My jeans were still open. My cock was hard, aching, wet at the tip. I hadn’t moved. But I was seconds from losing it. My pulse was hammering. My thighs were shaking.
Lila pressed her mouth to my jaw and whispered, “You’re not done.”
Jade moved in closer too. “You didn’t even touch her. That’s what did it.”
Rowan lifted her head. Her face was red. Her voice low. “We want to see what happens when you do.”
I stood, fast.
They followed.
Lila grabbed my belt. “Please,” she whispered. “Just let us finish it. Just once. You don’t even have to touch us.”
“I said no.”
“You didn’t mean it,” Jade said. “You just think you’re supposed to.”
Rowan stepped behind me, slid her arms around my chest, laid her head on my back. “I came from just being close to you. What do you think would happen if we actually let you do something?”
“I’m not letting any of you, ”
“You’re not,” Rowan said. “We are.”
Lila dropped to her knees in front of me.
I backed up. “Enough.”
Jade stepped between us, hand on my chest. “Just let go.”
“You have no idea what that means.”
“We want to,” she whispered. “We want to find out.”
Rowan’s hands slid down my stomach from behind. Her fingers hovered just over my waist. “You’ve seen all of us. You’ve felt us. Smelled us. We’ve kissed each other, moaned on you, begged you. And you still haven’t come.”
“I’m trying not to.”
“But you need to,” Lila said from below, looking up, mouth open.
She touched me again.
And I broke.
Lila’s fingers wrapped around me, warm and steady, skin against skin now. She held me firmly, like she didn’t want to risk doing it wrong. Her palm slid along my shaft with careful pressure, learning it as she went. Slow strokes. Not hesitant, but reverent. Her eyes stayed on mine the whole time, lips parted, her breath shallow and fast.
Rowan was still straddling me, body flush to mine, her chest pressed to my shirt. I could feel every little shift of her hips, every tiny reaction rippling through her thighs. Her forehead rested on mine, and her hands were buried in my hair, holding my head like she needed to anchor herself there.
Jade stayed low, kneeling beside Lila now, watching her hand move with a kind of focused, dazed intensity. Her cheeks were red, her eyes wide. She reached out and slid her hand across my stomach, slowly, dragging her fingers under the edge of my shirt. Her touch didn’t move lower. She just held me like that, flat hand against my skin, while Lila kept working.
I gritted my teeth. My hips started to tense. I was right there.
Lila adjusted her grip, twisted slightly on the upstroke. The head of my cock throbbed. I sucked in a breath.
She did it again.
My hands shot out and gripped the edge of the couch. My stomach tightened hard. Jade pressed her lips to my ribs, right through the fabric. “Let it happen,” she whispered. “Please. We want to see.”
Rowan pulled back just enough to look in my eyes. “You don’t have to hold it anymore.”
And that was it.
I came hard. It ripped through me without warning. My whole body jerked. Lila gasped at the first pulse, startled by the force of it, but she didn’t let go. She kept stroking, slow and sure, guiding every spasm out of me.
I growled low in my throat and grabbed her wrist, not to stop her, just to keep from falling apart.
The second pulse hit. Then the third. Hot. Intense. Everything I’d held back pouring out of me, wave after wave, thick in her hand, onto her fingers, dripping over my jeans. My thighs were shaking. My back arched once before I forced it down. I was barely breathing. They were all staring at me, silent now, still.
Lila’s lips parted. Her hand didn’t stop moving until I flinched.
Rowan’s fingers slid up the back of my neck, slow, soothing. “God,” she whispered. “You were shaking.”
Jade stared at the mess on my stomach, blinking like she couldn’t believe she’d helped cause it. “That was…”
Lila stayed kneeling in front of me, her hand still resting on my thigh, slick with the last of me. Her breathing was unsteady. Her lips were parted. Her cheeks were flushed deep now, not just from arousal, but something heavier. She looked up at me like she was waiting for something, confirmation, permission, maybe just a sign that I was still there, still with them.
Jade sat beside her, quiet now, one hand on Lila’s back, fingers curling into the cotton of her shirt. Rowan leaned against the armrest, watching both of them, her knees pulled up to her chest, still bare beneath the oversized shirt she’d thrown on earlier. Nobody said anything. The room had gone quiet again, still charged, but hushed, almost reverent.
Lila looked down at her hand. Then up at me again. Her voice was soft. “Can I?”
I didn’t speak. I just nodded once.
She leaned in slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. Her tongue flicked out, just the tip, one light stroke across the head, gathering what had spilled there. Then another. Then she wrapped her lips around it, slow and careful, just enough to clean, just enough to take me into her mouth for the first time without making it a sex act, without changing the meaning of the moment. Not sucking. Not performing. Just cleaning me.
Her eyes fluttered closed. Her hand held me gently as she worked. Not stroking. Just holding me steady while her mouth did what her fingers couldn’t finish. She licked across the length of me, slow, soft, taking in every last trace. I groaned again, breath stuttering out of me. It wasn’t about stimulation anymore. It was about submission. About her choosing to do it because something in her needed to.
Jade exhaled like she was watching something sacred. Her hand rubbed slow circles on Lila’s back, grounding her. Rowan’s face had gone still, eyes locked on Lila’s mouth, lips parted, chest rising slow.
Lila pulled back once she’d finished. She wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand and looked up, blinking slowly.
“I didn’t know I’d want to do that,” she said.
Her voice wasn’t teasing.
Rowan slid off the couch and moved beside her, wrapping one arm around Lila’s shoulders. She didn’t say anything. She just kissed her cheek.
I leaned back against the couch, legs shaking. I stood, adjusted my clothes in silence, and walked out the front door. No one stopped me this time. I didn’t look back. The air outside hit like a slap, sharp and cold, sobering only for a second before the heat of my skin turned it to steam.
At the house, I didn’t bother undressing. I made it as far as the bedroom, fell onto the bed fully clothed, and passed out with every muscle in my body pulled tight like wire.
It wasn’t sleep. It was collapse.
The next morning, sunlight hit the wall and woke me like a kick to the gut.
I sat up slow. My shirt clung to me. My jaw was sore. My arms ached. My cock still throbbed faintly like it hadn’t fully come down.
I got up, walked to the bathroom, and splashed cold water on my face until I could look myself in the eye.
They had touched me. They had kissed each other. They had kissed me. I’d let it happen.
I paced the kitchen, half-dressed, trying to decide if I should walk back up there. Check on them. Say something. Apologize. Warn them. Pretend I dreamed it. Anything.
But before I could even finish pouring my coffee, I heard a knock.
Three short raps. Not timid.
I opened the door.
All three of them stood there in leggings and windbreakers, boots laced up, hair pulled back, cheeks fresh. They looked like a hiking group on a gap year. Like camp counselors. Like none of last night had ever happened.
“Morning!” Rowan chirped.
Jade grinned. “You’re up.”
Lila lifted a thermos. “We brought extra coffee.”
I blinked. “What, what are you doing here?”
“Hike day,” Rowan said, like I was the one being weird. “You said you’d show us that ridge trail.”
“I didn’t say that.”
“You implied it,” Jade said. “And you’re the only one who knows the way. Unless you want us to get eaten by a bear.”
Lila sipped from the thermos, smiling like a catalog photo. “You coming or what?”
I stared at them.\ They weren’t blushing. They weren’t awkward. They weren’t even pretending to avoid my eyes. They looked me over casually, my T-shirt, my half-zipped jeans, the bruise-colored shadows under my eyes, and said nothing.
Like I hadn’t come in front of all three of them last night. Like they hadn’t kissed each other, moaned into my neck, whispered questions into my skin.
Rowan pointed toward the woods. “Ten minutes to get dressed, Hale. We’ll wait.”
Then they turned and walked toward the edge of the trees. Laughing. Like nothing happened.
They waited by the edge of the trees, fully in shafts of  sun. I watched them from the porch, gripping the thermos they’d left in my hand.
Rowan had her hair braided back under a dark green beanie, a fitted thermal zipped halfway down her chest. Tight jeans hugged her hips like they’d been poured on. Her boots were scuffed and unlaced just enough to show striped socks bunched low.
Jade wore black leggings, but the top caught my eye, a snug gray fleece, sleeves pushed up, the collar wide open, neck bare. She had a canvas backpack over one shoulder and stood with one hand on her hip, squinting up at the light with that easy, half-cocked grin she always wore when she was about to do something reckless.
Lila was in worn jeans, a flannel shirt tied at her waist, long sleeves rolled around a thin white tee. Her beanie was pale yellow. Her hair was messy but deliberate. And she had dirt already on her knees, like she’d knelt down for something on the way over.
They looked incredible. Not dressed up. Not trying. Just twenty-one and glowing and careless, and after last night, every inch of them had a charge that made my spine ache.
I came down the path slowly, boots crunching in the gravel. Rowan spotted me first. “There he is.”
Jade gave a low, approving sound and tilted her head. “See? Told you he’d come.”
Lila smiled as I got closer, eyes skimming over my chest, my sleeves, my hands. “You good?”
“Sure,” I said.
Rowan turned and started walking first, straight into the trail. No hesitation. Jade followed, tossing me a grin over her shoulder. Lila waited half a beat, then slid in beside me.
Her hand brushed mine once. Then again. Then she took it. I looked over.
She didn’t look back. She just kept walking, lips pursed like she was trying not to smile.
Up ahead, Jade turned slightly, glanced back. Then she reached behind her without slowing down.
Rowan caught the signal, looked, and then slid her hand into Jade’s. They were all connected now.
And I was in the middle.
The trail narrowed as we climbed, roots curling across the dirt, brush thickening on either side. I led them around a washout near the ridge, pointing out where to step. They listened without question, boots crunching close behind me, voices dropping in volume the deeper we went.
When we paused at a clearing, Rowan came up beside me and took the water bottle out of my pack without asking. She drank, then wiped the rim and handed it back with a smile. Her hand stayed on my arm a second longer than necessary.
“Thanks,” she said, voice light.
We kept moving. Jade came up next, stepping around a tangle of fallen branches. She reached for my shoulder when she passed, fingers pressing gently into the fabric of my shirt. “I forgot how pretty it gets up here,” she said. “You always knew that?”
“I’ve been walking this trail a long time.”
“Show me the best part,” she said. “The secret spot.”
Lila caught up to me on the incline, breathing steady, her cheeks flushed. She brushed her hand against mine again. I thought she might take it, but instead she looped her arm through mine, like we were already used to it.
By the time we reached the overlook, the sun was higher. The lake was below us, glassy and endless. A breeze moved the pine needles above. The trail widened there, flat and shaded, a soft patch of moss between the rocks.
They dropped their packs and peeled off layers without ceremony. Rowan’s shirt came off over her head. She stood in a sports bra, chest heaving slightly, her jeans low on her hips. She stretched her arms overhead and smiled at me like we’d been doing this for years.
Lila sat beside me and leaned her head on my shoulder. She didn’t speak. She just rested there, quiet and warm, one knee bent, the other stretched across mine.
Jade lay back on the moss with her arms behind her head and looked up at the sky. “You’re not weirded out, right?” she asked. “Us being like this.” She looked over at me. “Because we’re not.”
Rowan sat in my lap. Just slid down onto me like it was hers. She tugged my arm around her waist, then tilted her head back against my shoulder and closed her eyes.
Lila’s hand found my knee. Jade turned her face toward us and grinned.
Rowan in my lap, her back warm against my chest. Lila beside me, one arm still looped through mine. Jade lying on her side now, facing us, head propped on her hand, watching.
The sun shifted behind the ridge, laying soft gold across their skin. Their hands moved occasionally, Lila’s brushing over my forearm, Rowan’s thumb circling my knuckle. Jade plucked a pine needle from my pant leg.
I could feel their weight around me, their steadiness, their comfort.
“You should stay with us tonight. In the cabin. Sleep over with us.”
Lila nodded. “Yeah. The cabin’s warmer with you there.”
Rowan tilted her head up to look at me. “We would sleep better with you around.”
Jade smiled. “Don’t overthink it. Just come back with us when we head down. No big deal.”
“You don’t have to do anything,” Lila said, brushing her fingers lightly down my wrist. “We just want you there.”
Rowan turned my face in her hands, sighed against me, put her mouth to my ear. “Don’t be silly. It’s just our weekend out in the wild. You’re just part of that, okay?”
I looked at her and squinted, trying to understand.
“We’re good girlfriends back down at college, I promise you,” she said, and she kissed my cheek to seal it. “We just don’t let our boyfriends do anything,” she whispered.
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