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BLURB


I came to Santorini for silence. Instead, I got three women, one villa, and zero idea what I was doing.

The villa was supposed to be mine. Two weeks of solitude to figure out what comes after selling my startup and losing myself in the process.

But when I arrived, I found Lena—the PR consultant who flirts like breathing, Eva—the photographer who sees through every wall I've built, and Sofia—the kindergarten teacher whose quiet strength undoes me completely.

A double-booking. A storm. One night that was supposed to fix everything… and changed it all instead.

Now we're sharing more than space. We're tangled in something I can't define and don't want to end. Something that feels like possibility. Like risk. Like the kind of choice that could either break me or finally make me whole.

The ferry keeps leaving. We keep staying.

And I'm starting to realize that maybe what I needed wasn't silence at all.

Maybe it was them.

—

Three Nights in Santorini is a sensual harem romance about letting go, showing up, and discovering that the messiest things in life are often the most worth keeping.

A quick, sweet standalone read. Approx. 10,000 words.
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The heat hit me the second I stepped off the plane. Dry. Bright. Aggressive. Not the muggy choke of New York in August, but something cleaner, sharper. I squinted against the glare that bounced off white stone and chrome. Earbuds in, playlist on shuffle, I navigated through Santorini's tiny airport. My mind was still half-wired to deadlines I no longer had to meet.

No meetings loaded on my phone. No calendar alerts. Just two weeks of white space.

No pitch meetings. No investor dinners. No co-founder texting me at midnight because he'd pivoted the roadmap again. Just two weeks of silence, salt air, and a rental villa perched somewhere above the Aegean where nobody knew my name or cared what I'd built.

The ferry smelled like diesel and fried dough. I wedged myself into a corner seat near the rail, backpack between my knees, and watched the island grow larger—white cubes stacked like sugar cubes against volcanic rock, blue domes catching the afternoon sun. Tourists clustered near the bow, phones out, selfie sticks extended. A couple next to me argued in German about which beach to hit first.

I pulled my ball cap lower and closed my eyes.

Silence. That's all I wanted.

The villa was exactly where the listing said it would be—end of a narrow cobblestone path in Oia, clinging to the cliffside like it had grown there. Whitewashed walls, terracotta steps, bougainvillea that spilled over the gate. Through the gap in the stone archway, I caught a slice of infinity pool and open sky.

I exhaled for what felt like the first time in weeks.

The gate creaked when I pushed it open. The courtyard was small, shaded by a pergola wrapped in grapevines. Terracotta pots lined the steps. A wooden table sat near the edge, two chairs angled toward the caldera. The view opened up—blue water, white buildings, sun starting its slow drop toward the horizon.

Perfect.

I shouldered my bag and crossed toward the front door, keys already in hand.

Music. Something upbeat, electronic, muffled but unmistakable. And laughter—high, bright, layered.

I stopped.

The door was ajar. Just a crack, but enough.

I nudged it open with my foot.

Inside, the villa was chaos.

Luggage everywhere—sleek hard-shell cases, a canvas duffel with scarves scattered on the tile, a leather tote. A pair of sandals kicked off near the couch. Sunglasses on the kitchen counter. A bottle of white wine sweating beside three glasses, two of them half-empty.

And voices. Coming from deeper in the house.

"...told you we should've checked the address again."

"We did check. Twice."

"Then why does this feel like a sitcom setup?"

I dropped my bag.

Footsteps. Quick, bare feet on stone.

A woman appeared in the hallway—mid-twenties, dark hair pulled into a messy knot, wearing denim cutoffs and a loose linen top that hung off one shoulder. She froze when she saw me, eyes going wide.

"Oh," she said.

"Yeah," I said. "Oh."

So did I.

Then two more appeared behind her.

The first was taller, late twenties, honey-blonde hair in a braid, camera strap across her chest. She had paint-splattered cargo pants on and a look that said she wasn't easily rattled. The second was older—early thirties, maybe—curls pinned back, loose white dress, the kind of posture that made you sit up straighter without realizing it.

The blonde crossed her arms. "You're not the landlord."

"No," I said. "I'm the guy who rented this place."

The one in the doorway blinked. "We rented this place."

"Funny," I said. "Because I've got a confirmation email that says otherwise."

She pulled her phone from her back pocket, swiped, turned it toward me. Booking confirmation. Same villa. Same dates.

I pulled mine out. Same.

Nobody moved. The music kept playing.

Then the blonde laughed—short, sharp, disbelieving. "You've got to be kidding me."

Her name was Eva. The photographer. She paced the living room while the other two sat on the couch, scrolling through booking apps and email threads like we could logic our way out of this.

The one in the doorway was Lena. PR consultant, she'd said, and I believed it—she had that rapid-fire energy, the kind that filled a room whether you wanted it to or not. She kept glancing at me, half-smile tugging at her mouth like this was all some elaborate prank she was in on.

The third was Sofia. Kindergarten teacher from Barcelona. Calm voice, steady hands, the kind of person you'd want around in a crisis. She was the one who suggested we call the landlord.

No answer.

Eva tried next. Straight to voicemail.

"Great," she muttered, tossing her phone onto the couch. "Perfect. This is perfect."

"Maybe there's another villa," Lena offered. "Like, next door. Same name, wrong gate."

Sofia shook her head. "I checked the listing three times. Same photos. Same address."

I leaned against the kitchen counter, arms crossed, jaw tight. My perfect two weeks of solitude were evaporating in real time, replaced by the exact kind of noise I'd flown four thousand miles to escape.

Lena looked up at me. "So what do we do?"

"We figure it out," Sofia said before I could answer. "There's a ferry back to the mainland in—" She checked her phone. "Three hours."

"Sold out," Eva said flatly, still scrolling. "Next one's tomorrow morning. And every hotel in Oia is booked through the weekend."

Nobody spoke.

I rubbed my face—stubble, sweat, the dull ache behind my eyes. Fourteen hours in transit and all I wanted was sleep, food, and zero human interaction.

"Okay," I said. "Here's what's happening. I'm staying. You three figure out your Plan B, but I'm not the one leaving."

Lena's eyebrows went up. "Wow. Chivalry is not dead."

"Chivalry has nothing to do with it," I shot back. "I paid. I'm here. That's the deal."

Eva snorted. "So did we, genius."

Sofia stood, hands up, voice level. "Everyone paid. Everyone's tired. Nobody's leaving tonight." She looked at me, then at the others. "This villa has three bedrooms. We're all adults. We share for tonight, we sort it out in the morning."

"You're joking," I said.

"Do I look like I'm joking?"

She didn't.

Lena grinned. "I mean... it's kind of a great story."

"It's a nightmare," Eva muttered.

I stared at the three of them. At the luggage. At the half-drunk wine. At the villa I'd booked for silence and solitude, now swarming with strangers who seemed perfectly comfortable making themselves at home.

I should've fought harder. Should've called the credit card company, demanded a refund, found a hostel somewhere.

But my brain was fried. My legs were heavy. And the idea of dragging my bag back down that hill, onto another ferry, into another argument⁠—

"Fine," I said. "One night."

Lena's smile widened. "Knew you'd see reason."

"Don't push it."

By the time the sun dipped below the horizon, we'd divided the villa like diplomats carving up territory. I took the smallest bedroom—window facing the caldera, bed barely big enough for one. Lena and Eva claimed the master. Sofia took the guest room.

I dropped my bag, peeled off my shirt, and collapsed onto the bed.

Silence. Finally.

Then music drifted in through the wall. Something jazzy. Laughter followed—Lena's, I thought. Then Eva's voice, muffled but sharp, saying something that made Sofia laugh too.

I closed my eyes.

I came for quiet.

Instead I got noise, perfume, and trouble.


[ 2 ]


I woke to the smell of coffee and the sound of cabinet doors banging.

For half a second, I forgot where I was. Then it all came back—the villa, the double-booking, the three women who'd colonized my vacation like a hostile takeover.

I checked my phone. 7:18 a.m.

Who the hell made coffee at seven on vacation?

I pulled on a T-shirt and shorts, ran a hand through my hair, and padded barefoot into the kitchen.

Lena stood at the counter in an oversized white button-down that barely hit mid-thigh, pouring coffee into a ceramic mug. Her hair was down now, dark and wavy, still damp at the ends. She looked up when I walked in.

"Morning, roomie."

"Morning," I muttered, heading straight for the pot.

She stepped aside, leaning back against the counter, mug in both hands. "Sleep okay?"

"Fine."

"Liar. You look like you fought your pillow and lost."

I poured, took a sip. Black, strong, decent. "I slept fine."

"Mm-hmm." She smiled into her mug. "Eva snores, by the way. Thought you should know. In case you were wondering about the rhythmic chainsaw sounds at three a.m."

Despite myself, I almost smiled. Almost.

The sliding door to the terrace opened, and Sofia stepped inside, barefoot, loose cotton dress the color of sand. She had a book under one arm, reading glasses perched on her head. She saw us, offered a small smile.

"Good morning."

"Morning," I said.

"There's coffee," Lena added. "Noah's already claimed his territorial cup, but there's more."

Sofia moved to the counter, poured her own, added a splash of milk from the fridge. She moved quietly, economically. No wasted motion.

"Where's Eva?" I asked.

"Still asleep," Sofia said. "She doesn't do mornings."

"Smart woman."

Lena grinned. "You're such a ray of sunshine."

I took another sip, said nothing.

The three of us stood there. The quiet wasn't uncomfortable yet. Just new. Sunlight spilled through the linen curtains, warm and gold. Outside, the sea was a flat stretch of blue under a sky so clear it hurt to look at.

Just me, the view, and silence—that was the plan.

Instead, I had a peanut gallery.

By mid-morning, the terrace had turned into a tanning deck.

Lena stretched out on one of the loungers in a black bikini, oversized sunglasses pushed up into her hair, a bottle of sunscreen on the small table beside her. One leg bent, the other extended. She scrolled through her phone with her thumb.

I sat at the table under the pergola, laptop open. I pretended to answer emails. Mostly I was deleting promotional garbage and watching her out of the corner of my eye.

She shifted, arching her back slightly, adjusting the strap on her shoulder. Her skin had that faint sheen already—oil or lotion or sweat, I couldn't tell. The air smelled like coconut and salt.

She looked over, caught me staring.

"Need something?"

"Nope."

"You're staring."

"I'm thinking."

"About?"

"How much quieter this place would be without a PR person in it."

She laughed—short, bright, unguarded. "You're really bad at this whole sharing thing, aren't you?"

"I'm great at sharing. When I agree to it."

"Which you did. Last night."

"Under duress."

"Poor baby." She sat up, swung her legs off the lounger, and reached for the sunscreen. She squeezed a palmful, started smoothing it down her arm. "You want to help with my back, or are you too busy brooding?"

I looked at her. She held my gaze, eyebrow raised, mouth curved.

"I'm good," I said.

"Your loss." She twisted, reaching behind herself, fingers just barely brushing her shoulder blade. She made a small noise of frustration, then gave up and turned toward the house. "Sofia! You decent?"

"Don't drag her into this," I said.

"Into what? Sunscreen? It's a public service."

I closed the laptop. Stood. Walked over.

She looked up, surprised. "Oh. Chivalry makes a comeback."

"Turn around."

She did. Slowly. Handed me the bottle over her shoulder without a word.

I squeezed some into my palm. Coconut and something floral—jasmine, maybe. I pressed my hand to her upper back, just below her neck, and started spreading it in smooth, even strokes.

Her skin was warm. Smooth. I felt her breathe in, hold it, let it out.

"Cold?" I asked.

"No."

I worked lower, between her shoulder blades, out toward her sides. My thumb brushed the edge of her bikini strap.

"You do this for all your roommates?" she asked, voice lighter than it had been a second ago.

"Only the ones who guilt-trip me."

"I didn't guilt-trip. I asked."

"Same thing."

She huffed a laugh. I finished, wiped my hands on my shorts, stepped back.

She turned, eyes bright behind the sunglasses she'd pulled down. "Thanks."

"Don't mention it."

"I will, though. Frequently."

I shook my head and went back to the table.

Eva emerged two hours later, hair in a topknot, wearing a loose tank and board shorts, camera in hand. She didn't say good morning. Just poured herself coffee, grabbed an apple, and went straight to the terrace railing, framing shots of the caldera.

I watched her work—fast, deliberate, adjusting angles, checking light. Every few seconds she'd pause, squint, shift two inches left or right, then fire off three or four frames in quick succession.

"You always this intense?" I asked.

She didn't look up. "You always this nosy?"

"Just making conversation."

"Try silence. I hear it's underrated."

Lena snorted from the lounger. "She's not a morning person or a people person."

"Shocking," I said.

Eva lowered the camera, turned to face me. "You've been side-eyeing all of us since last night like we crashed your private island. Newsflash: we paid too."

"I'm aware."

"Are you? Because the vibe you're giving off is 'rich guy whose butler forgot to stock the yacht.'"

I blinked. "I don't have a yacht."

"Metaphorically."

"I don't have a metaphorical yacht either."

She tilted her head, studying me. "Tech bro?"

"Former."

"Let me guess. You sold your startup, made a pile of money, and now you're on some Eat Pray Love journey to find yourself."

"I'm not on a journey. I'm on vacation."

"Same thing."

"It's really not."

She smiled—sharp, quick, like she'd just won a point. "You're fun when you're defensive."

"Glad I could entertain you."

"Anytime." She raised the camera again, fired off a shot. Of me.

"Hey—"

"Relax. I'll delete it." She grinned. "Probably."

Sofia made lunch.

I didn't ask her to. Didn't even realize she was doing it until I walked inside and found her at the stove, wooden spoon in hand, a pot of something simmering in front of her. Tomatoes, garlic, olive oil. The smell filled the kitchen.

"You don't have to do that," I said.

She glanced over her shoulder. "I know. I wanted to."

"We could've ordered something."

"We could have." She stirred, tasted, added a pinch of salt. "But I like cooking. And it's better this way."

I leaned against the counter, watched her work. She moved the same way she talked—calm, unhurried, like she had all the time in the world and no reason to rush.

"Need help?" I asked.

"You can set the table."

I did. Plates, forks, napkins. Lena and Eva wandered in as I finished, drawn by the smell.

We ate on the terrace. Pasta with fresh tomatoes, basil, parmesan. Crusty bread. More wine than I'd planned on drinking this early.

The conversation came easier than I expected. Lena told a story about a client who'd hired her to rehab his image after a Twitter meltdown, only to melt down again mid-campaign. Eva talked about a shoot in Iceland where she'd nearly lost a finger to frostbite. Sofia described a five-year-old in her class who'd declared himself a wizard and refused to answer to his real name for an entire month.

I listened. Laughed a few times. For a minute, I forgot I was supposed to be annoyed.

"What about you?" Sofia asked, eyes on me. "What do you do when you're not scowling at innocent vacationers?"

"I don't scowl."

"You absolutely scowl," Lena said.

Eva nodded. "Constant scowl. Resting scowl face."

I shook my head, took a sip of wine. "I built a logistics platform. Sold it last year."

"And now?" Sofia asked.

"Now I'm figuring out what's next."

"That's exciting," she said.

"It's terrifying."

She smiled. Soft, understanding. "That too."

After lunch, they disappeared into their rooms—Lena to take a call, Eva to edit photos, Sofia to read on her bed.

I stayed on the terrace.

The sun had dropped below the horizon, leaving the sky streaked pink and orange. The air was cooling, the first real breeze of the day lifting off the water. Somewhere down the cliffside, music drifted up from a restaurant or bar—bouzouki, voices, laughter.

I sat at the table, elbows on my knees, staring out at the caldera.

I'd wanted silence so badly I'd flown halfway around the world for it.

Now I had it, and it felt too empty.
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The power went out just after midnight.

I'd been lying on top of the sheets, the window open, hoping for a breeze that wasn't coming. The ceiling fan had been doing next to nothing, but when it stopped I noticed. The blades slowed, clicked once, died.

The heat pressed in immediately.

I sat up, checked my phone. No alerts. Just dead air and moonlight bleeding through the curtain.

Down the hall, a door opened.

"You've got to be kidding me." Lena's voice, low and annoyed.

I pulled on shorts and stepped into the hallway. Eva stood in her doorway, phone flashlight pointed at the ceiling. Lena was in the main room, hands on her hips, in a thin tank top and sleep shorts, hair knotted on top of her head.

"Power's out," she said when she saw me.

"Yeah."

"How long do these usually last?"

"No idea. First time here."

Sofia appeared from the guest room in a loose cotton nightdress, hair down past her shoulders. She was scrolling her phone.

"Island-wide," she said. "There's a post. Could be an hour. Could be all night."

Eva groaned. "It's a hundred degrees in here."

"Closer to ninety," I said.

"Feels like a hundred."

She wasn't wrong. The air sat heavy, trapped. Breathing felt like swallowing cotton.

Lena walked to the terrace door and slid it open. Night air rolled in, barely cooler. She glanced back at us.

"Pool's right there."

"It's the middle of the night," Sofia said.

"Exactly. No one's around." Lena grinned. "Come on. We're all awake. What else are we doing?"

Eva glanced at me. "You in?"

I should've said no. Gone back to bed.

I shrugged. "Why not."

The pool glowed pale blue under the moon. The courtyard was quiet except for crickets and the faint hum of the sea below.

Lena went in first. Pulled off her tank, dropped her shorts, dove in wearing a black sports bra and boyshorts. When she came up she gasped, slicked her hair back, grinned wide.

"Oh my God. Perfect."

Eva stripped down to a cropped tee and boxer briefs. She didn't dive—just sat on the edge and slid in, dunked her head, stayed under for a few seconds.

Sofia stood at the edge, arms crossed. She'd tied her hair back. The nightdress clung to her.

"You don't have to," I said.

She looked at me. Then at the water. "I want to."

She pulled the dress over her head and walked down the steps into the shallow end.

I went last.

The water was cool and clean. I ducked under, held my breath, felt the pressure push against my ears. When I surfaced, Lena floated on her back, arms spread wide.

"This is what vacation's supposed to feel like," she said.

Eva swam a slow lap. Sofia stayed in the shallow end, leaning against the edge, looking up at the sky.

I floated near the middle. We breathed. Drifted. Let the heat drain off.

Nobody talked for a while.

Then Lena flipped upright and swam toward me. She stopped a few feet away, water up to her shoulders.

"You're quiet."

"Just enjoying it."

"No you're not. You're thinking."

I didn't answer.

She drifted closer. Close enough that I could see water beading on her collarbone. Close enough that her eyes caught the moonlight and held it.

"You think too much," she said.

"Maybe."

Her fingertips touched my shoulder. Light. Testing.

"Lena—"

"Relax." Her hand moved across my shoulder to the back of my neck. Her legs bumped mine under the water. "I'm not going to drown you."

Eva swam closer. The water rippled. Then I saw her. She stopped on my other side, arm draped over the pool edge.

"Dangerous game," she said. Not to me.

"Is it?" Lena asked.

"Might be."

Sofia had gone still in the shallow end. Watching now.

Lena's thumb traced my jaw. Slow.

"Tell me to stop," she said.

I didn't.

She kissed me.

Soft at first. Just lips, warm and wet. Then deeper. Her hand tightened at my neck. Her body pressed against mine under the water.

I kissed her back. Couldn't help it.

She tasted like salt and wine and something faintly sweet. Her other hand found my chest, fingers spreading, nails dragging light.

Then Eva's hand was on my shoulder, turning me. Lena pulled back and Eva stepped in—kissed me harder, no hesitation. Her teeth caught my lower lip. Her hand slid down my side, gripped my hip.

This was really happening.

Lena's laugh came soft and breathless. She kissed my shoulder, my neck. Eva's fingers threaded into my hair, tugged enough to tilt my head back.

I reached for her waist. Felt muscle and skin and the edge of her waistband. She made a low sound and pressed closer.

Then I saw Sofia.

She hadn't moved. Hadn't looked away.

Her lips were parted. Her chest rose and fell faster than before.

I froze.

I pulled back. Put space between us.

"Wait," I said. My voice came out rough. "Wait."

Lena blinked. "What's wrong?"

"This—" I gestured at the water, at them, at everything. "This is complicated."

"It doesn't have to be," Eva said.

"It is."

I met Sofia's gaze. She held it. Didn't flinch.

"I can't do this," I said. "Not like this."

Lena's expression softened. "Okay."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. You're allowed to stop."

Eva stayed silent. Watching.

I climbed out. Grabbed a towel from the stack by the gate. Walked inside without looking back.

Morning came bright and too fast.

I made coffee in silence. My hands were steady when I poured. My head wasn't.

I kept replaying it. The kiss. The heat. Lena's easy confidence. Eva pulling me in. Sofia watching from the shallow end—curious, careful.

I'd wanted it.

That was the part that stuck.

I'd wanted all of it.

And that scared me more than being alone ever had.

Footsteps behind me. I turned.

Sofia walked in barefoot, wearing loose linen pants and a white tee. Her hair was still damp. She didn't speak. Just poured coffee, added milk, leaned against the counter.

"You okay?" she asked.

"Yeah."

"You don't look it."

I stared out at the caldera. Blue and brilliant under the morning sun.

"I'm fine."

She didn't push.

A minute later, Lena appeared. Oversized shirt, bare legs, messy hair. She poured coffee, didn't meet my eyes.

"Morning," she said.

"Morning."

Eva came last. Tank top, shorts, camera already around her neck. She poured, leaned against the far counter, drank in silence.

The quiet stretched.

Lena cleared her throat. "So. Last night⁠—"

"Yeah," I said.

"Cool. Just checking."

Eva smirked into her mug.

Sofia met my gaze. I held it.

Desire didn't scare me because it was wrong.

It scared me because it was real.

And I had no idea what to do with real.
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The rental car was a fifteen-year-old Fiat with a dented bumper and a rearview mirror held on with duct tape. Eva had insisted we needed wheels if we were going to see anything beyond the villa, and somehow I'd ended up behind the wheel.

Lena rode shotgun, feet on the dash, sunglasses on, playlist queued on her phone. Eva sat behind me, camera in her lap, window down. Sofia was behind Lena, quiet, watching the island scroll past.

The narrow, winding road hugged the cliffs. White buildings clung to the hillside like barnacles. The sea stretched out below, blue enough to hurt.

"Turn here," Lena said, pointing.

"That's not a road."

"It's a road."

"It's an alley."

"Same thing."

I turned. Barely. The Fiat scraped something on the way through. Stone, maybe. Metal.

Eva laughed from the back.

"You're doing great," she said.

"I'm doing fine."

"You've hit three curbs."

"Two."

"Three."

We spilled out into a small square near the center of Fira. Market stalls lined the edges—bright fabric canopies, tables piled with fruit, ceramics, jewelry, postcards. The air smelled like grilled lamb and fresh bread and something floral I couldn't place.

Lena was out of the car before I'd even cut the engine. Eva followed, camera ready.

Sofia stepped out last, stretching, squinting against the sun. She had a loose scarf tied around her hair, linen shirt unbuttoned over a tank top. She glanced at me over the roof of the car.

"You survived," she said.

"Barely."

"Lena's navigation is... optimistic."

"That's one word for it."

She smiled. Small, private. Then she turned and followed the others into the crowd.

Vendors called out in Greek and broken English. Tourists haggled over painted bowls and woven blankets. A street musician played something mournful on a bouzouki, his case open at his feet, a few coins glinting inside.

I trailed behind, hands in my pockets, watching.

Eva stopped every few feet to frame shots—close-ups of produce, an old woman selling herbs, a dog sleeping in the shade. She moved fast, instinctive.

Lena drifted from stall to stall, picking up scarves, earrings, bracelets, holding them up to the light, putting them down. She smiled at vendors, laughed too loud, moved like she owned the space.

Sofia walked slower, stopped at a table stacked with handmade pottery. She picked up a small cup, turned it over in her hands, ran her thumb along the rim.

I stepped up beside her. "You like it?"

"It's lovely."

"You should get it."

"I don't need it."

"That's not the point."

She glanced at me, eyebrow raised. "What is the point?"

"You liked it. That's enough."

She set it down carefully. "I'm not good at buying things for myself."

"Why not?"

She shrugged. "Habit, I guess. I spend all day with kids who need things. Feels selfish."

"It's a cup."

"I know."

"Buy the cup, Sofia."

She laughed—soft, surprised. Then she picked it up again and walked it over to the vendor.

I watched her pay and tuck it into her bag like it was something precious.

We stopped at a cliffside café an hour later, perched above the caldera, tables shaded by white umbrellas. The waiter brought water, menus, bread and olive oil without asking.

Eva ordered in halting Greek. Lena ordered wine. Sofia asked for tea.

I got coffee.

The view stretched out—endless blue, whitewashed buildings below, cruise ships like toys in the distance.

"This place is ridiculous," Lena said, tearing off a piece of bread.

"Good ridiculous or bad ridiculous?" Sofia asked.

"Good. Definitely good." She dipped the bread in oil, popped it in her mouth. Studied me. "You're quiet again."

"I'm always quiet."

"Not true. You talked plenty last night."

Eva snorted into her water.

I didn't take the bait.

Lena leaned back in her chair, tipped her sunglasses down, studied me over the frames. "You know what your problem is?"

"I'm sure you'll tell me."

"You think you're supposed to have all the answers."

"I don't think that."

"Yeah, you do. You walked into that villa like you had a plan. Then we showed up and now you don't know what to do with us."

"I know exactly what to do with you."

"Which is?"

"Tolerate you until the landlord fixes this mess."

She grinned. "See? That's the Noah I like. Honest and grumpy."

"I'm not grumpy."

"You're very grumpy."

Eva set down her camera. "She's right, though. You do that thing where you try to control everything by pretending you don't care."

"I'm not pretending."

"Sure."

I glanced at Sofia. She was watching me, quiet, thoughtful.

"What?" I asked.

"Nothing."

"Say it."

She hesitated. Then: "I think you care more than you want to admit."

I didn't have a comeback for that.

Lena leaned forward, elbows on the table. Her voice dropped, lost the teasing edge. "You want to know the truth?"

"About what?"

"Why I flirt with everyone."

I blinked. Wasn't expecting that.

She traced the rim of her glass with one finger. "It's easier than being invisible. I learned that early. If you're loud enough, funny enough, people notice. And if they notice, they can't ignore you." She met my eyes. "But it's exhausting. Pretending you don't care if anyone actually sees you."

Nobody spoke.

Eva shifted. Sofia's hand moved toward Lena's, stopped halfway.

I didn't know what to say.

Lena shrugged, smile back in place, lighter now. "Anyway. That's my dramatic confession for the day. Eva, you're up."

"Pass," Eva said.

"Come on. We're bonding."

"I don't bond."

"Liar."

Eva sighed. Set her camera down. "Fine. I hate routine. I hate the idea of doing the same thing every day until I die. That's why I shoot freelance. That's why I never stay anywhere longer than a month." She paused. "And it scares the hell out of me that one day I'm going to wake up and realize I've been running so long I forgot what I was running from."

Silence.

Then Sofia spoke. Quiet. Steady.

"I'm afraid I'll spend my whole life taking care of other people and forget to build something for myself."

The car didn't break down on the way back. Just refused to start. I turned the key three times. Nothing but clicking and the faint smell of burning rubber.

"Great," I muttered.

Lena leaned over. "Did you flood it?"

"I didn't flood it."

"Sounds flooded."

"It's not—" I stopped. Took a breath. "Can you just... not?"

She held up her hands, smirking.

Eva and Sofia climbed out. I popped the hood, stared at the engine like I had any idea what I was looking at.

Sofia appeared beside me. "Do you know what you're doing?"

"Not even a little."

She smiled. Leaned in. Pointed. "That's your battery. Check the terminals."

I checked. One was loose, crusted with white corrosion.

"Hand me something metal," she said.

I found a coin in my pocket. She took it, scraped at the terminal, tightened the connection with her fingers. Grease smudged her knuckles.

"Try it now," she said.

I got back in. Turned the key.

The engine coughed, sputtered, caught.

I glanced at her through the windshield. She was wiping her hands on her jeans, grinning.

"Where'd you learn that?" I asked when I stepped out.

"My dad. He restored cars." She shrugged. "I was the assistant."

"Good assistant."

"I tried."

We stood there. Close. Closer than we'd been since the pool.

Her eyes were brown, flecked with amber in the late afternoon light. She had a small scar near her eyebrow I hadn't noticed before.

I almost kissed her.

Almost leaned in, closed the gap, found out what her mouth tasted like in daylight instead of water and moonlight.

But I didn't.

I stepped back. Cleared my throat.

"We should get going," I said.

She nodded. Her expression stayed neutral.

"Yeah," she said. "We should."

Back at the villa that night, I sat on the terrace alone.

The others had gone to bed early—Lena first, claiming exhaustion; Eva after editing photos for an hour; Sofia last, pausing in the doorway like she wanted to say something, then just nodding goodnight.

I had a beer. Watched the lights flicker across the caldera.

I kept thinking about what they'd said at the café. In the car.

The way they'd cracked themselves open and just... let it show.

I didn't know how to do that.

Or maybe I was just too scared.
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The wind picked up just after sunset.

At first it was nothing. A breeze that rattled the shutters, lifted the curtains. Then it strengthened—gusts that made the whole villa creak. The sky went dark fast. Clouds rolled in thick and low over the caldera.

I was on the terrace when the first drops hit. Fat and warm and scattered. Then all at once, it poured.

I grabbed my beer and ducked inside just as the sky opened up. Lena stood at the window, watching the rain sheet across the glass. "That came out of nowhere."

"Welcome to island weather," Eva said from the couch. She scrolled her phone. "Says it's supposed to last all night."

Sofia came down the hallway with an armful of candles. "The power might go out again." She set them on the counter, started arranging them in a row.

"Might?" I asked.

"Will," she corrected. "It always does in storms like this."

She was right. Ten minutes later, the lights flickered once, twice, died. Thunder rolled across the sky, low and long. The villa went dark except for the glow of our phones and the first candle Sofia lit on the kitchen counter.

"Cozy," Lena said.

Eva snorted. "One way to put it."

Sofia handed out candles. I took mine, set it on the table near the couch. The flame threw shadows up the walls. Everything felt smaller, closer. The four of us ended up in the main room. Lena curled into the armchair. Eva stretched out on the floor, pillow behind her head. Sofia sat on the couch beside me. Close enough that our knees almost touched.

Wind keened through the shutters.

"So," Lena said. "What do people do when the power goes out and there's nothing to watch?"

"Sleep," I said.

"Boring."

"Read," Sofia offered.

"By candlelight? Hard pass." Lena grinned. "I vote we play something."

Eva groaned. "If you say truth or dare⁠—"

"Truth or dare."

"I'm out."

"No you're not." Lena leaned forward. "Come on. We're stuck here. The storm's not stopping. What else are we doing?"

"Literally anything else," Eva said.

Lena looked at me. "Noah?"

"Pass."

"You don't get to pass. House rules."

"Whose house?"

"Ours. All of ours." She smiled. "You're outnumbered."

Sofia glanced at me. "It could be fun."

"It's truth or dare."

"Exactly," Lena said. "Low stakes. High entertainment."

I looked at the three of them. At the rain. At the candles flickering in the dark. "Fine," I said. "But I'm not doing anything stupid."

"Define stupid," Eva said.

Lena went first. "Eva. Truth or dare."

"Truth."

"Boring. But fine." Lena tilted her head, thinking. "What's the last thing that actually scared you?"

Eva didn't hesitate. "Realizing I might end up like my mom. Stuck in the same town, same job, same life for forty years." The words landed heavy in the silence. Rain drummed against the terrace door.

"Damn," Lena said softly.

Eva shrugged. "Your turn to ask." She looked at Sofia. "Truth or dare."

"Truth."

"Do you ever regret not doing something bigger? Like, leaving teaching, moving somewhere new?"

Sofia was quiet for a moment. The rain filled the silence. "Yes," she said. "All the time."

Sofia turned to me. "Truth or dare."

"Truth."

"Why did you come here alone?"

I looked at her. At the candlelight caught in her eyes. "Because I didn't know who I was anymore," I said. "And I thought maybe if I got far enough away, I'd figure it out."

Something shifted in her face. "Did you?"

"Not yet."

She nodded. Didn't look away.

I looked at Lena. "Truth or dare."

"Dare. Obviously."

"Go stand in the rain for ten seconds."

She laughed. "That's the best you've got?"

"Take it or leave it."

She stood, walked to the terrace door, slid it open. Rain blew in sideways. She stepped out, arms wide, tipped her head back. She stayed out longer than ten seconds. Came back soaked, hair plastered to her face, grinning. Water dripped onto the tile as she sat back down.

"Your turn," she said to me.

"I just went."

"That was a question. Now it's a dare." She leaned forward, eyes glinting in the candlelight. "I dare you to tell us one thing you want but won't ask for."

I stared at her. "That's not a dare."

"It is now."

Eva sat up. Sofia shifted beside me. I could've deflected. Made a joke. Instead, I said it. "I want to stop pretending I don't care."

Lena's grin faded. She looked at me, really looked.

"About what?" Sofia asked. Quiet.

"About this." I gestured at the room. At them. "About you. All of you."

Nobody spoke. Then Lena stood and crossed the room. She knelt in front of me, her wet clothes leaving dark spots on the floor. Her hand found mine and squeezed. Eva moved closer and sat on the arm of the couch. Sofia's knee pressed against mine.

"We're not asking you to be someone you're not," Sofia said.

"We're just asking you to be here," Eva added.

Lena's thumb traced circles on the back of my hand. "With us."

"I don't know how to do this," I said.

"Neither do we," Lena said. "So we figure it out." She leaned in. Kissed me. Soft. Slow.

I kissed her back. Eva's hand touched my shoulder. Sofia's fingers took my other hand. And I stopped fighting it.

We moved toward the bedroom. Lena took my hand and led me down the hall. Eva and Sofia followed. Sofia had lit candles in the bedroom earlier. They lined the dresser, the nightstand. Shadows danced on the white walls, soft and gold.

Lena turned. Her shirt was still damp and clung to her. She pulled it over her head and dropped it on the floor. She stood there in a simple black bra, watching me. "You can say no," she said.

"I know."

"I mean it. Any time. Any of us."

"I know," I said again.

Eva stepped up beside her and started unbuttoning her shirt. Slow. She didn't break eye contact. The fabric slipped off her shoulders, revealed tanned skin and the edge of a dark blue bra. Sofia stayed near the door, watching. Nervous. Her hands twisted together.

I crossed to her and stopped a foot away. "You okay?" I asked.

She nodded. "I just—I've never⁠—"

"We don't have to."

"I want to." She looked up at me. "I'm just scared."

"Of what?"

"That I'll do it wrong."

I touched her cheek. Gentle. "There's no wrong." She exhaled. Leaned into my hand. I kissed her softly. Gave her time to pull away. Her hands found my chest and slid up to my shoulders. She kissed me back, tentative at first, then surer.

Lena moved behind me. Her hands slid under my shirt and lifted it. I raised my arms and let her pull it off. Eva's fingers traced my spine, nails dragging light. Sofia's breath hitched.

"Bed," Lena said, her voice low and certain, leaving no room for doubt.

I ended up on my back. Sofia lay beside me, head on my shoulder. Lena stretched out on my other side, hand on my chest. Eva sat near the foot of the bed, legs folded, watching. The candlelight made her skin glow bronze.

"Ground rules," Lena said.

"Now?" I asked.

"Now." She propped herself up on one elbow. "Everyone speaks up. No one does anything they don't want. And if it gets weird, we stop."

"Agreed," Sofia said quietly. Eva nodded. I looked at each of them. "Agreed."

Lena kissed me first, deeper this time. Her hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, stopped at the waistband of my shorts. She pulled back and met my eyes. "Yes?"

"Yes."

She smiled, unfastened the button, slid the zipper down. Her fingers slipped inside, wrapped around me. I groaned. Sofia's hand took mine. Eva moved closer. Her fingers traced my jaw, my neck. She leaned in and kissed me while Lena's hand worked slow and steady. I groaned into Eva's mouth.

Sofia shifted beside me. Her lips brushed my shoulder—tentative, testing. I turned my head and caught her mouth, kissed her slow while Lena's grip tightened, her rhythm building. Eva pulled back and stripped off her shirt, her bra. Firelight played across her skin. Muscle and curve and the small tattoo on her ribs I hadn't noticed before. She straddled my thigh, leaned down, and kissed me hard. Her weight pressed into me, warm and solid.

Lena let go long enough to shimmy out of her shorts and underwear. Sofia sat up and pulled her dress over her head. She hesitated, hands at the clasp of her bra. I reached for her and drew her down, kissed her until she relaxed against me.

"You're doing fine," I whispered.

She smiled. Small. Nervous. "Okay."

Lena moved up the bed and kissed me. Then Sofia. Then Eva. She grinned. "I like that."

Lena swung her leg over me, straddled my hips. She didn't rush. Just looked down at me, hair falling around her face, eyes dark. "Still okay?" she asked.

"Yeah."

She reached down, guided me, sank down slow. Her breath caught. So did mine. She was warm. Tight. She settled fully onto me and stayed there, adjusting, her hands braced on my chest. "God," she whispered.

I gripped her hips. She started to move—slow at first, testing the rhythm. Her head tipped back. Candlelight caught the curve of her throat, the slope of her breasts. The way she moved was fluid, confident, like she knew exactly what she wanted and wasn't afraid to take it. Sofia lay beside me, watching. Her hand rested on my chest, rose and fell with my breathing. Eva kissed her way down my ribs, my stomach. Her mouth was hot, deliberate. She moved lower.

I swore under my breath. Lena laughed, breathless, and rolled her hips. "You okay down there?"

"Define okay."

She leaned down and kissed me, deep and slow, while she moved on top of me. Her pace quickened. I felt her tighten around me, felt her breath hitch against my mouth. Eva's tongue traced where Lena and I joined. The sensation made my vision blur. Sofia's fingers threaded through my hair. She kissed my jaw, my neck, soft and careful.

Lena's rhythm faltered. She gasped, shuddered, clenched around me. She rode it out, hips grinding down, then collapsed forward onto my chest. "Holy shit," she breathed. Eva pulled back, grinned. "My turn."

Lena slipped off me, moved to the side. Eva took her place but didn't straddle me. "Turn over," she said.

I shifted onto my stomach. She moved behind me, ran her hands down my back. Her nails scraped lightly over my shoulders, down my spine. The touch was firm, possessive, like she was claiming territory. "Up," she said.

I got onto my hands and knees. Eva knelt behind me. Her hands gripped my hips. She leaned forward, pressed her body against my back, kissed between my shoulder blades. The heat of her skin against mine was electric. "Yes?" she asked.

"Yes."

She reached around, guided me into her from behind. Tight heat. She pushed back against me, took me deep. I groaned. She started to move. Slow and controlled. Everything about Eva was controlled—her breathing, her rhythm, the way her fingers dug into my hips. I matched her pace. Thrust forward when she pushed back. The sound of skin on skin filled the room.

Lena lay in front of me, watching. She bit her lip, smiled. Sofia sat beside her, eyes wide, hand between her own legs. Eva's breath quickened. She moved faster, harder. I gripped her hips and drove into her, felt the tension coiling in her body.

"There," she gasped. "Right there."

I didn't change anything. Just kept the same angle, the same rhythm. She came with a sharp cry, body going rigid, then collapsing forward. I caught her, held her as she shook. "Jesus," she muttered into the sheets.

Sofia hadn't moved. She sat at the edge of the bed, watching us. Her chest rose and fell, skin flushed. I moved toward her. Slow. Gave her time. "Your turn," I said.

"I don't know if I⁠—"

"We'll go slow." She nodded.

I kissed her. Soft. Let her set the pace. Her hands found my shoulders, gripped tight. I guided her onto her back. She looked up at me, nervous but trusting. I kissed her neck, her collarbone, the curve of her breast. Took my time. Let her body relax under me. Her skin was warm, soft, and she smelled faintly of lavender. "Okay?" I asked.

"Okay."

I settled between her legs. She was already wet, longing for me. I pressed against her, let her feel me. "Yes?"

"Yes."

I pushed in slow. Watched her face. She gasped, eyes going wide, then closing. Her hands clutched at my shoulders, nails digging in just slightly.

"Don't stop…ohgod…."

I didn't. I moved slow at first. Long, deep strokes. Let her adjust. She wrapped her legs around me, pulled me closer. Her breath came faster. I felt her body respond, felt her tighten around me. Lena and Eva moved closer. Lena kissed Sofia's shoulder. Eva's hand slid down Sofia's stomach, between her legs. The three of us worked together, building Sofia's pleasure in waves.

Sofia moaned. I kept the rhythm steady. Eva's fingers worked in time with my thrusts. Sofia's hands clutched at my back, nails digging in. "Close," she whispered. "I'm close."

I drove deeper. Felt her arch beneath me. She came with a soft cry, body trembling, her whole frame going taut and then releasing all at once. I followed her over. Buried myself deep and let go.

Afterward, we lay tangled together. Lena's head was on my chest. Eva sprawled across the foot of the bed. Sofia curled into my side, fingers tracing circles on my body. The rain had softened to a patter. The candles had burned lower, wax pooling at their bases. The room smelled of sex and vanilla.

"That was amazing," Sofia started.

"Yeah," Eva said.

Lena laughed. Soft. Breathless. "Understatement."

I didn't say anything. Just stared at the ceiling, felt their weight on me, their warmth. I felt calm. Satisfied. Like something I'd been holding too tight had finally let go.

Gray light filtered through the shutters when I woke. The storm had passed. The villa was quiet. Sofia's head was still on my chest, breathing deep. Lena had shifted in the night, arm across my stomach. Eva curled at the foot of the bed. I closed my eyes and stayed and just enjoyed that moment.
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The bed was empty when I woke.

The pillow next to mine held a dent. Lena's scent still hung in the sheets—coconut oil and skin.

Voices came from the kitchen. Laughter. Something sizzled on the stove.

I got up, threw on yesterday's shorts and a clean shirt, and ran my hand through my hair. I walked out barefoot.

Lena stood at the stove in my flannel from last night, sleeves rolled to her elbows. She flipped something in the pan. Eva leaned against the counter with coffee, hair still damp. Sofia sat at the table cutting fruit, hair twisted back.

"Morning," Lena said.

"Morning."

"Sleep good?"

"Yeah."

"Liar. You snore."

"I don't snore."

"You do," Eva said, not looking up from her phone.

Sofia hid a smile behind her hand.

I went straight for the coffeepot. I poured and took a long drink.

Eva's shoulder bumped mine. "Staring again."

"Just waking up."

"Sure."

Lena turned back to the stove. My shirt hung loose on her, two buttons undone.

Sofia brought the fruit bowl over. Her fingers grazed mine when she set it down.

"Plates?" she asked.

"Yeah."

I grabbed four from the cabinet. Lena slid pancakes onto them. Eva drizzled honey from a jar she'd found somewhere. Sofia added strawberries and sliced peach.

We moved around each other without talking.

"Teamwork," Lena said as she set the last plate down.

"That what we're calling it?" I asked.

"You got a better word?"

I looked at the four plates lined up.

"Not yet."

We took breakfast outside.

The air was clean after last night's rain. The caldera glittered below, water turned silver.

Sofia sat across from me, feet tucked under her. "This is exactly what I needed."

Lena made a sound of agreement.

Eva had her camera out. She framed a shot of the view, then swung it toward us and caught me mid-bite.

"Delete it," I said.

"No way."

"Eva."

She grinned. "Candid shots are the best ones."

Lena suggested a walk into town after breakfast.

The streets were still wet. A gray cat stretched on a sun-warmed wall.

We passed a café where two old women sat outside. One said something in Greek when we walked by. The other laughed.

Lena looked back at them. "Think we're the morning gossip?"

"Probably."

"Good gossip or bad?"

"Does it matter?"

"Not at all."

She hooked her arm through mine.

Eva walked ahead with her camera, stopping every few steps. Sofia stayed on my other side.

Near the end of the street a guy came out of a bakery. Fifties, face lined from sun, apron dusted with flour. He looked at the four of us, then at me, and said something in Greek.

I shook my head. "English. Sorry."

He switched to English without missing a beat. "You stay at Roussos villa?"

"Yeah."

"Good place. My cousin, he own it. Very bad with the phone." He smiled.

Lena laughed. "We noticed."

"You like the island?"

"We do," Sofia said.

His gaze moved over the four of us. Then he nodded, smile widening.

"Good," he said. "Enjoy."

He went back inside.

"Well," Eva said. "Subtle."

"Does it bother you?" I asked.

She shrugged. "People think what they want."

"That's not an answer."

"No," she said, meeting my eyes. "It doesn't bother me."

Lena squeezed my arm. "You getting territorial?"

"No."

"You are. I can tell."

"It's not⁠—"

"I like it," Sofia said.

At the market square, we split up.

Eva wanted to shoot down by the docks. Lena spotted a shop with jewelry in the window. Sofia and I kept walking.

We ended up on the edge of town where the buildings stopped and the path turned to packed dirt. A low stone wall separated the walkway from the cliff.

Sofia stopped there and leaned her elbows on the wall.

"You good?" I asked.

"Yeah." She turned. "About last night⁠—"

"We don't have to⁠—"

"I want to." She took a breath. "I've never done that before."

"I know."

"And I don't regret it."

"I'm just trying to figure out what comes next."

"None of us knows."

"Does that scare you?"

I thought about it and watched a boat cut a white line across the water below us.

"Less than it should," I said.

She reached out. Her fingers brushed the back of my hand.

"I like you," she said quietly. "Not just because of last night. The way you listen. Even when you pretend not to."

"I listen."

"You do. You just act like you don't care."

"Maybe I'm bad at showing it."

"Or maybe you're scared to."

I turned my hand over and laced my fingers through hers.

Then I leaned down and kissed her slowly. I tasted the faint sweetness of honey still on her lips.

When I pulled back, her eyes stayed closed for a second longer.

"Okay," she whispered.

"Okay what?"

"Just okay."

We met back at the villa around noon.

Lena had a scarf draped around her neck. Eva's camera was full. Sofia and I brought bread, cheese, and olives from a shop near the water.

Lunch came together easily. Hands passing things, bodies moving in sync.

Afterward, I sat at the table with another coffee. I watched them settle into the space.

Lena stretched out on the couch and scrolled her phone. Eva sat cross-legged on the floor, editing on her laptop. Sofia hummed while she washed dishes at the sink.

I was smiling.

"You look different," Eva said without looking up.

"Different how?"

"Relaxed."

In the late afternoon, Lena checked her phone and swore.

"What?" I asked.

"The ferry service is back up."

Everyone went still.

"When?" Sofia asked from the sink.

"Tomorrow morning. The first one leaves at eight."

Eva closed her laptop. "So tonight's it."

"Looks like."

I stared at the caldera beyond the window.

I'd flown here for two weeks alone—to reset, figure out what the hell came next.

I got four days, and none of them were what I'd planned.

And I didn't want it to end.

"What if we didn't leave?" I said.

"Didn't leave?" Lena repeated.

"The villa's ours for another week and a half. The landlord never sorted the booking. Why not just stay?"

"All of us?" Sofia asked.

"Yeah."

"Together," Eva said.

"Yes."

Lena sat up and looked at Eva, then Sofia, then back at me.

"You're serious."

"I am."

She grinned wide.

"Hell yes."
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The morning came too fast.

I woke to the sound of zippers. Bags being shuffled. Drawers opening and closing in the other rooms. I lay there for a minute, staring at the ceiling. Telling myself this was always how it was going to end.

I got up, pulled on jeans and a shirt, and walked into the main room. Lena was at the table, rolling clothes into tight cylinders. Eva sat on the couch with her duffel open, sorting camera gear. Sofia stood in the kitchen folding a linen dress into her bag.

"Coffee's on," Sofia said quietly.

"Thanks."

I poured a cup, leaned against the counter, and watched them work.

"You need help?" I asked.

"We're good," Eva said without looking up.

Lena zipped her case shut and looked at me. "So," she said.

"So."

"This is weird."

"Yeah."

Sofia folded another shirt. Slower than she needed to. "We could still stay. If you wanted."

I shook my head. "The ferry's at eight. You've got lives to get back to. Jobs. Real plans. This was a detour."

"A detour," Eva repeated. Flat.

"Yeah."

"That what it felt like to you?"

I didn't answer.

Sofia set the shirt down. Crossed her arms. "You don't have to be logical about everything."

"Someone does."

"No," she said. "You don't."

Nobody spoke. Lena stood and grabbed her bag. "I'm going to get some air." She walked out onto the terrace. Eva followed a minute later.

Sofia stayed. Stared at me like she was waiting for something.

"What?" I asked.

"Nothing." She picked up her bag. "I'll be outside."

I found Lena on the terrace. She leaned on the railing, looking out at the caldera. Her bag sat by the door. Her hair hung loose around her shoulders, catching the morning light.

"You okay?" I asked.

"Fine."

"Lena."

She turned and looked at me. No smile. No joke. "I don't do this," she said.

"Do what?"

"Let people in. I flirt. I make them laugh. I keep it light. That's the deal." She paused. "But this wasn't light."

"I know."

"Do you?"

I didn't know what to say. She stepped closer. Close enough that I could smell coconut in her hair.

"I'm not asking you to love me," she said quietly. "I'm just asking you to stop pretending this didn't matter."

She kissed my cheek softly. Then she walked past me, grabbed her bag, and headed for the door.

Eva found me in the kitchen. I was washing dishes. She leaned against the counter beside me and watched me scrub the same plate twice.

"You're an idiot," she said finally.

"Probably."

"Definitely." She crossed her arms. "You think staying detached makes you safe. But it doesn't. It just makes you lonely."

I set the plate down and turned to face her. "I'm not good at this," I said.

"At what?"

"Staying. Letting things be messy. Not knowing how it ends."

"Nobody's good at it. That's the point." She reached out and touched my hand, fingertips against my knuckles. "I liked you better when you stopped pretending," she said.

Then she let go, picked up her bag from the couch, and walked out.

Sofia came last. I was sitting on the terrace, staring at nothing, when she stepped outside. She had her bag over her shoulder, hair tied back, white dress catching the breeze. She sat down in the chair beside me.

We stayed like that for a while. Wind. The sea below. A boat horn in the distance.

"I'm scared too," she said finally.

I looked at her. "Of what?"

"That I'll leave here and go back to the same life. The same routine. Like none of this happened." She met my eyes. "But I think staying scared is worse than trying."

"Trying what?"

"Anything," she said. She smiled. "Something."

She stood, leaned down, and kissed my forehead. "Goodbye, Noah."

I drove them to the port. None of us talked much. Just engine noise, wind through the windows, Eva's occasional directions. The ferry terminal was crowded—tourists with rolling bags, families herding kids.

I pulled up to the curb and put the car in park. Lena got out first. Eva second. Sofia last. They stood on the sidewalk with their bags, looking at me through the windshield.

I got out. Lena stepped forward and hugged me tight. "Don't be a stranger."

"I won't."

"Liar." She let go.

Eva was next—shorter, less sentimental. "Take care of yourself."

"You too."

Sofia came last. She wrapped her arms around me and held on longer than the others. I felt her breathe in, hold it, let it out. "Thank you," she whispered.

"For what?"

"For not running." She pulled back and smiled.

Then the three of them grabbed their bags and walked toward the terminal. I stood there and watched them disappear into the crowd. I got back in the car and sat. The loneliness hit harder than I expected.

I started the engine and put it in gear. Then I saw them walking back. Fast. Bags still in hand, Lena in front, Eva behind, Sofia last.

I cut the engine and got out. "What⁠—"

"We changed our minds," Lena said.

"Changed your⁠—"

"We're staying," Eva said. "One more night."

Sofia stopped in front of me. "If that's okay."

I stared at them, at the terminal behind them. "You're serious."

"Completely," Lena said.

"Why?"

"Because we're not done yet," Eva said.

"Because leaving felt wrong," Sofia added.

Lena grinned. "Because you need us."

I laughed. Hard. Couldn't help it. "Yeah," I said. "I do."

Eva spotted a guy renting sailboats down by the marina—small ones, two-person rigs. "Let's go out," she said.

"Out where?" I asked.

"On the water. Sunset sail. One last thing before tomorrow."

Lena looked at me. "You know how to sail?"

"Yeah."

"Of course you do."

We rented two boats. Lena and Sofia took one. Eva came with me. The wind was light. Just enough to fill the sails. We drifted out past the marina, past the anchored yachts, into open water. Eva sat across from me, one hand on the rail, the other shading her eyes from the sun.

"This was a good call," I said.

"I have them sometimes."

Lena and Sofia's boat drifted twenty yards off our port side. Lena waved. Sofia leaned back, face to the sky. The sun dropped lower and turned the water gold, painted the cliffs orange and pink.

Eva looked at me. "You're smiling again."

"Am I?"

"Yeah."

"Tomorrow's going to be interesting," she said.

"Why's that?"

"Because now you have to figure out what you want."

"I thought I already did."

"You said yes to one more night. That's not the same thing."

"You're right."

But for now, I was just here. On the water. With them.

We got back to the villa as the last light faded. The air had cooled. A breeze moved through the open terrace doors, carrying the scent of salt and jasmine. We'd picked up wine and bread on the way back, some cheese and olives from a shop near the marina.

We ate on the terrace. Lena told a story about a disastrous photo shoot in Barcelona. Eva corrected half the details. Sofia laughed so hard she had to set down her glass. I sat back and watched them, felt something settle in my chest that I hadn't felt in months. Maybe longer.

After dinner, we moved inside. The villa felt different now—warmer, lived-in. Like it belonged to all of us. Lena opened another bottle of wine. Eva put on music, something low and ambient. Sofia lit candles even though we had power.

"Ambiance," she said when I raised an eyebrow.

"Fair enough."

We ended up on the couch. All four of us. Lena stretched out with her head in my lap. Eva sat cross-legged at the other end. Sofia curled into the cushions beside me, her bare feet tucked under her.

"So what happens tomorrow?" Lena asked. She looked up at me, fingers playing with the hem of my shirt.

"You leave," I said. "For real this time."

"And you?"

"Stay. Finish the month."

"Then what?"

"I don't know."

"That's not an answer," Eva said.

"It's the only one I have."

Sofia shifted beside me. Her hand found mine, fingers threading through. "You don't have to figure it all out tonight," she said quietly.

"No," Lena agreed. "Tonight we just... are."

She sat up. Turned to face me. Her eyes were dark in the candlelight, serious in a way I hadn't seen before. She leaned in and kissed me. Slow. Deep. Not like the first time—urgent and exploratory. This was different. Deliberate. Like she was trying to say something words couldn't.

Eva moved closer. Her hand touched my shoulder. Sofia's grip on my hand tightened. When Lena pulled back, Eva was there. Her kiss was firmer, more demanding. Her fingers slid into my hair, held me in place. I felt Sofia's breath against my neck, her lips brushing the edge of my jaw.

"Come," Lena said, her voice low and certain, leaving no room for doubt.

We moved down the hall together. The bedroom was dim, just the moonlight through the shutters and the single candle Sofia had brought from the main room. It cast long shadows across the white walls, turned everything soft and golden.

Lena turned to face me. She pulled her shirt over her head in one smooth motion, dropped it on the floor. She stood there in a simple white bra, watching me with that half-smile that made my chest tight. Eva stepped up beside her, started unbuttoning her shirt. Slow. Methodical. Each button revealing more tanned skin, the edge of a dark bra, the flat plane of her stomach. Sofia stayed near the door, fingers twisting the fabric of her dress.

I crossed to her. Stopped close enough to feel her warmth. "You okay?" I asked.

She nodded. "Just... thinking."

"About?"

"How this is the last time." Her voice was barely a whisper. "How tomorrow everything changes."

I touched her cheek. Gentle. "Then let's make it count."

She smiled. Small. Vulnerable. Then she reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head. She stood there in pale blue underwear, skin flushed in the candlelight, and looked at me like she was asking a question.

I answered by kissing her. Soft at first, then deeper. Her hands found my chest, slid up to my shoulders. Behind me, I felt Lena's fingers at the hem of my shirt. She lifted it, and I raised my arms. Eva's hands traced my spine, nails dragging light enough to raise goosebumps.

We moved to the bed. I ended up in the center, on my back. Sofia lay on one side of me, head on my shoulder. Lena stretched out on the other, hand on my chest. Eva knelt at the foot of the bed, watching us with those dark, assessing eyes. The mattress dipped under our combined weight. The sheets smelled like lavender and salt air.

"Last night," Lena said softly. Her fingers traced patterns on my skin—circles, figure-eights, nothing specific. "We do this right."

"Meaning?" I asked.

"Meaning we don't rush." She propped herself up on one elbow, looked down at me. "Meaning we pay attention."

Eva crawled closer, her hand sliding along my calf, up to my thigh. "Meaning we remember this," she said. Sofia brought my hand to her lips, pressed a kiss to my palm, then my wrist.

Lena kissed me first. Her mouth moved against mine with careful intention, like she was committing every detail to memory. Her hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, fingers tracing the line of muscle before reaching the waistband of my shorts. She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes, a question in her gaze.

"Yes."

She smiled. Unfastened the button. Slid the zipper down with deliberate slowness. Her hand slipped inside, fingers wrapping around me, and I inhaled sharply. Eva's lips found the inside of my knee, working their way up my thigh with teasing patience. Sofia shifted beside me, her mouth exploring the line of my jaw, finding the sensitive spot just below my ear.

Lena's strokes were measured, unhurried. Eva shed her remaining clothes, the movement fluid and unselfconscious. She pressed her body along my side, all warmth and smooth skin. Sofia sat up, hesitated for just a moment before removing her bra, her shyness melting away when I reached for her.

Lena climbed over me, settling her knees on either side of my hips. She didn't hurry. Just held my gaze, her hair creating a private curtain around us, her expression open and vulnerable in a way I'd never seen from her before.

"Still with me?" she whispered.

"Completely."

She lowered herself onto me inch by slow inch. Her eyes widened, then fluttered closed. When she was fully seated, she stayed motionless for several heartbeats, adjusting to the fullness. Her palms pressed flat against my chest.

"Ohgod," she breathed.

My hands found her waist. She began to rock, tentative at first, finding her angle. Her head fell back, exposing the long line of her throat. Moonlight and candlelight competed across her skin, highlighting the flex and release of her abs, the curve of her breasts swaying with each movement.

Sofia remained beside me, transfixed. Her palm rested over my heart, feeling it race. Eva mapped a path of kisses down my torso, her destination clear. When her tongue found the place where Lena and I connected, my whole body jerked.

Lena leaned forward, capturing my mouth while her hips found a faster tempo. I could feel the tension building in her, the way her inner walls began to pulse around me. Eva's ministrations were relentless, perfectly timed. Sofia wove her fingers through my hair, her kisses feather-light against my temple, my cheekbone.

Lena's movements became erratic. She broke the kiss, forehead pressed to mine, a sharp cry escaping as her climax overtook her. She trembled through it, her body clamping down on me in waves. Then she slumped forward, her weight welcome, her breath hot against my neck.

"Fuck," she whispered.

Eva straightened, wiping her mouth, satisfaction clear in her expression. "My turn."

Lena eased off me carefully, settling next to Sofia. The two of them curled together, Lena's arm protective around Sofia's shoulders. Eva didn't straddle me. Instead, she moved forward on the bed, positioning herself on hands and knees in front of me.

She glanced back over her shoulder, hair wild, eyes gleaming. "Come…I want you to take me from behind," she said, arching her back in clear invitation.

I rose to my knees. Moved behind her. My hands settled on her hips—she was all lean muscle and smooth skin. I traced one hand up the valley of her spine, watched goosebumps rise in its wake. She pushed back impatiently.

I positioned myself and pressed forward. She was slick and tight, and she pushed back hard, taking me to the hilt in one motion. The groan that left her throat was pure satisfaction.

I set the pace immediately, deliberate, forceful. Eva let go, pressing back slightly, wanting me deep inside of her. I matched her energy, meeting each backward rock with forward momentum. The sound of our bodies meeting was rhythmic, primal.

From the bed, I caught sight of Lena and Sofia. Lena's hand had disappeared between Sofia's thighs. Sofia's eyes were half-lidded, her lips parted, small sounds escaping with each breath. Watching them together while buried in Eva sent electricity down my spine.

Eva's tempo increased. I adjusted my angle and she cried out. "Yes. There...oh god…dont stop."

I maintained that exact position, that precise rhythm. Her breathing grew ragged. The muscles in her back went taut. She came with a sharp, almost surprised cry, her arms giving out. I caught her before she collapsed completely, supporting her weight as tremors ran through her.

"Jesus Christ," she muttered into the twisted sheets.

Sofia had been watching everything with flushed cheeks and quickened breath. When I turned to her, she was biting her lower lip, nervous anticipation written across her features.

I approached slowly. "You sure?" I asked.

"After watching that?" She smiled shakily. "I….I can't wait…," she said with a shy smile, biting her lip.

I kissed her—gentle, giving her control. Her hands found purchase on my shoulders, fingers gripping tight. I eased her onto her back, settling between her thighs. She looked up at me, trust and desire mingling in her expression, and something in my chest constricted.

I took my time with her. Kissed the hollow of her throat, the swell of her breast, the soft skin of her inner wrist. Her body gradually relaxed under the attention, tension replaced by liquid warmth.

"Please…I'm your's…." she finally whispered.

I positioned myself at her entrance. She was ready, slick with want. I pressed forward slowly, watching her face the entire time. Her eyes went wide, then soft. Her fingers dug into my shoulders, not from pain but from sensation.

"Don't stop," she breathed. "Please…"

I established a rhythm—long, deep, unhurried. She wrapped her legs around my waist, changing the angle, taking me deeper. Her breathing accelerated. Lena appeared at her side, kissing her shoulder, her neck. Eva's hand slipped between us, finding Sofia's most sensitive spot.

Sofia's responses were unguarded, honest. Every sensation played across her face. I maintained my steady pace while Eva worked in counterpoint, circling and pressing. Sofia's nails raked down my back, leaving trails of heat.

"I'm going to…ohgod…ooohhhhh….." Her voice broke off into a moan.

I angled my hips, hitting even deeper. She arched beneath me, her whole body going rigid before shattering. She cried out my name, her inner muscles fluttering around me in rapid succession. The sensation was too much. I drove deep one final time and followed her over the edge, release washing through me in long, powerful waves.

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs. Lena's head found its way to my chest. Eva sprawled across the lower half of the bed, one arm draped over my shin. Sofia nestled into my side, her fingers drawing abstract patterns on my ribs. The candle had burned down to nothing, leaving only moonlight.

Sofia exhaled slowly, her voice barely audible. "I don't think I can move."

"Good," Eva murmured. "Don't try."

Lena's laugh was quiet, satisfied. "We might actually break him if we keep this up."

I didn't speak. Just focused on the weight of them, the warmth, the synchronized rise and fall of breathing. A bone-deep contentment settled over me—the kind that came from being exactly where you were supposed to be, with exactly who you were supposed to be with.

Gray dawn filtered through the shutters when consciousness returned. The villa was silent except for the soft sounds of sleep. Sofia's head remained on my chest, her breathing deep and even. Lena had shifted during the night, arm slung across my stomach, face peaceful. Eva curled at the foot of the bed, one leg bent, the other extended.

I kept my eyes closed. Held onto the moment. One perfect, suspended moment before morning arrived and everything shifted again.
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The sun was halfway to the horizon when Lena came out with the champagne.

Not expensive. Just a bottle she'd found at the market that afternoon, condensation already beading on the glass. She set it on the terrace table with four mismatched glasses.

"We celebrating something?" I asked.

"Surviving each other," she said. "That count?"

"Barely."

"Definitely."

We'd spent the last three days like this. No plans. Just mornings that bled into afternoons. Meals made together.

Lena popped the cork. It shot out over the railing, disappeared into the drop below. She poured, handed glasses around.

"Speech," Eva said.

"I'm not making a speech."

"You brought champagne. That's basically a contract."

Lena grinned. Lifted her glass. "Fine. To bad booking systems and stubborn men who don't know when to quit."

"I knew when to quit," I said.

"You absolutely didn't," Sofia said.

I raised my glass. "To mistakes worth keeping."

Lena's smile softened. "I'll drink to that."

We did.

The champagne was cold and dry and good enough. The sun dropped lower, turning the sky pink and orange. The air cooled. The air smelled like salt and wild herbs from somewhere down the cliff.

Lena sat on the low wall, legs swinging, glass on her knee. Eva stretched out on the blanket Sofia had spread across the stone. Sofia sat beside me at the table, shoulder touching mine.

"This was a good idea," Sofia said quietly.

"Staying?" I asked.

"All of it."

I didn't argue.

The light faded slow.

We finished the bottle. Talked about nothing important. Eva told a story about a shoot in Iceland that went sideways. Lena described a client pitch that ended with someone throwing a phone across a boardroom. Sofia admitted she'd once accidentally taught her kindergarten class a swear word in Spanish and didn't realize until a parent called.

When the sky went purple, Lena stood. Crossed to where I sat. Held out her hand.

"Come on."

"Where?"

"Inside."

I looked at Eva. At Sofia.

Eva stood, brushed off her shorts. "You heard her."

Sofia's hand found mine under the table. Squeezed.

We went inside.

The bedroom was dim. Just the last light from outside and the glow of a single candle Sofia had lit on the dresser.

Lena stopped in the middle of the room and turned to face me.

"You okay with this?" she asked.

"Yeah."

"You sure?"

I stepped closer. "I'm sure."

She smiled, reached up, and pulled me down into a kiss—slow, deep. Her hands slid up into my hair, nails scraping lightly against my scalp.

Sofia's lips found my shoulder. Then my neck. Her breath warm against my skin.

Eva moved behind me. Her hands tugged my shirt free at my waist. I lifted my arms and she pulled it over my head, tossed it aside.

Lena pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. "The bed."

We moved toward the bed.

Lena ended up on her back, head on the pillow, her hair fanned around her. I leaned over her, one hand beside her head, the other tracing the line of her collarbone down to the edge of her bra.

She arched into the touch. "Don't tease."

"I'm not."

"You are."

I kissed her deeper this time and let my hand drift lower. She made a sound—low, wanting—and her fingers dug into my shoulders.

Eva knelt beside us. She leaned down, kissed Lena's neck, her shoulder. Then she looked at me, eyes dark in the candlelight.

She tugged at Lena's tank top. Lena sat up enough to let her pull it off, then Eva's, then Sofia's dress slid over her head in one smooth motion.

Lena sprawled back against the pillows. Eva beside her. Sofia kneeling at the foot of the bed, hands folded.

"Come here," I said to Sofia.

She crawled forward. I caught her waist, pulled her close, and kissed her slow and deep. She melted into it, hands framing my face.

Lena's hand slid down my stomach. Lower. I broke the kiss with Sofia, sucked in a breath.

"Sensitive?" Lena asked, grinning.

"Keep going and find out."

She did.

Hands and mouths and the soft sounds of breathing turning ragged.

I moved between them. Kissed Sofia until she gasped. Let Eva guide my hand where she wanted it. Felt Lena's teeth on my shoulder, her nails dragging down my back.

Lena straddled me first and sank down slow. Her head tipped back, mouth open, a sound escaping her throat that made my pulse hammer.

I gripped her hips and held on.

She moved above me, rhythm steady, confident. Her hands braced on my chest, nails biting just enough to sting.

Sofia's hand found mine.

Eva kissed my neck, my jaw, whispered something I didn't catch over the sound of Lena's breathing.

When Lena came, she shuddered, head dropping forward, hair falling around her face. She stayed there for a moment, catching her breath, then lifted off and kissed me hard.

Eva took her place.

Different rhythm—more deliberate. She watched me the whole time, eyes locked on mine, daring me to look away. I didn't.

Sofia curled beside me, lips on my shoulder, my neck. Her hand traced patterns on my chest while Eva rode me slow and steady, building to something that made her bite her lip and close her eyes.

When she finished, she leaned down, kissed me once, then shifted to the side.

Sofia hesitated.

"Now it's my turn."

She moved over me, careful but determined. I guided her, hands on her hips, letting her set the pace.

She started slow, tentative, then found her rhythm. Her eyes fluttered closed, lips parting.

Lena kissed her. Eva's hand stroked her back.

When Sofia came, it was quiet. Just a gasp and a shiver and her body going tense before she collapsed forward onto my chest.

I held her and felt her heart pounding against mine.

Later—hours, maybe—we lay tangled together in the dark.

Lena's head on my chest. Eva curled against my side. Sofia tucked into the space between us.

We just breathed.

Finally, Lena broke the silence. "You're smiling."

"Am I?"

"Yep. Can feel it."

"Maybe."

"Definitely," Sofia said.

Eva shifted and propped herself up on one elbow. "Feels good, doesn't it?"

"What?"

"Not pretending."

"Yeah," I said. "It does."

Lena laughed softly and pressed a kiss to my chest. "Told you."

Morning came quiet.

The ferry horn echoed up from the port, low and long.

Nobody moved.

I waited for someone to get up, start packing, say the thing we'd all been avoiding.

But Lena just shifted closer. Eva's arm tightened around my waist. Sofia's breathing stayed slow and even.

"Ferry's leaving," I said.

"Yep," Lena murmured.

"We're still here."

"Yep."

I closed my eyes and smiled into the pillow.

"Good."

Three weeks later.

I was back in New York. Desk covered in paperwork for the next thing—some half-formed idea about logistics software I didn't care about yet. Coffee going cold beside my laptop.

The mail came.

I sorted through it without thinking—bills, junk, a postcard.

I stopped.

I flipped it over.

White buildings. Blue domes. Santorini.

The handwriting was Lena's. Looping and confident.

Villa's free again. Same room waiting.

Below it: three signatures. Lena. Eva. Sofia.

I opened my laptop and pulled up flights.

I booked one for Friday. One-way ticket. Didn't know when I'd be coming back.

I leaned back in my chair and smiled.
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I came to the mountains to rebuild a cabin. I'm staying to build a harem.

My life imploded in spectacular fashion- failed marriage, dead-end job, empty bank account. The last thing I expected was inheriting a falling-apart cabin in the middle of nowhere.

Even less expected:

Three incredible women who all want a piece of what I'm building.

Elena: Park ranger, perfectionist, and the kind of woman who makes surrender feel like victory.

Harper: River wild, barefoot beautiful, and determined to drag me into every adventure.

Claire: Corporate shark in designer heels who discovers some deals are worth more than money.

Between storm repairs and stolen kisses, between morning coffee and midnight confessions, I'm learning that home isn't a place—it's the people who choose to stay when the weather turns rough.

High heat harem romance proving that the best construction projects require multiple skilled hands. Approximately 17,000 words of steamy mountain romance.
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