
        
            
                
            
        

    















Frankfurt is cold in February.
“Very cold!” I said through the heavy hardwood door, and I rapped on it again — politely enough — with the back of my knuckles, and I put my frozen ear against it.
The three girls inside, to their credit, showed no signs of relenting. “Isn’t there someplace else you can go?” one of them said through the thick wood.
I crouched down nearer the mailslot set half-way down the door and pushed the metal flaps open with my numb fingers. “I’m not very good with planning, I guess,” I tried to explain.
I held the flap open and peered through to see what I could see. A set of big and deep brown eyes came down to meet mine through the slot.
“We can’t just let you in,” she said. “The lady here made us promise.”
“You don’t live here?” I said. I was grateful for the contact, however limited. I only noticed then that it was clearly an American accent they all had.
“We’re just staying here,” she said. “There’s three of us.”
“I’m Luke,” I said. “By the way.” I’d seen in spy and cop shows that personalizing the contact helps thaw the freeze-out.
She hesitated a moment. “I’m Payton,” she said. “But you still can’t come in. We promised her,” she said. “She had to go, something about her family, she left us in charge for the night.”
“There’s nowhere for me to go,” I said. “She won’t know.”
The flap closed on me and I heard the three muffled voices conferring on the issue.
The flap opened again. This time crystal clear blue eyes appeared in the slot, framed by short bob-cut blonde hair. “Where are you from?” the new voice asked. It was in the tone of an official interrogation, and a bit too German I thought with its imperiousness.
But we did manage in this way to exchange our basic information — me 22, they all 19 and from the midwest, me from a neighboring state — before the flap fell closed again. I waited patiently while the voices quietly conferred one more time. I curled up inside the semi-enclosed alcove on the ground floor of a small apartment building sheltered from the worst of the wind, but not from the biting cold. I blew on my fingers and gazed up at the clear and cold night sky studded by lighting from all the looming nearby high-rises. Oh please, oh please, oh please, I prayed.
The flap opened again, and this time, dark-lined eyes appeared. These were more suspicious than the two other sets, and they darted side to side as though checking if I was alone. I backed up a bit to let them see there was no one hiding behind me.
She slid her eyes up and put her lips where they had been. “What did you say your name was?” she said.
I heard the voice of Payton behind the new person tell her it was Luke, that she already knew. The new girl only half-closed the flap and I heard her say back to Payton, “I know!” in a hushed, conspiratorial voice. “I was testing to see if he could keep track of all his lies!”
I laughed and I put my mouth back to the slot. “I’m not lying — I’m just freezing cold. I’m too stupid to pull off anything like that.”
“Exactly what you would want three 19-year-old girls to believe!” the dark-eyed one said. We met eyes again and I could tell she was shaking her head with feigned disgust.
“I promise,” I said. “I really am just stupid. I’m not a chainsaw murderer. That would take planning — I can’t even plan for a place to sleep for one night.”
She stared hard right into my eyes a moment. “Prove it,” she said.
“You’ll have proof in the morning,” I said, “when you open up and step over my cold dead body.” I knew I was being a little melodramatic, but I needed some way to break that hard, thick ice.
She rolled her eyes and I heard her chuckle despite herself. I crossed my fingers. The flap closed one more time and I heard their three voices negotiating. Finally, I heard the deadbolt knob turn, if  slowly. The door handle went down and the heavy door opened an inch. I looked up from where I remained squatting by the mailslot to find all three sets of eyes stacked one on top of each other in the inch of warm interior light the door gave me.
I didn’t move right away, fearful they would startle and shut the door again. “My what big eyes you have,” I said.
“That’s what the girl is supposed to say to the wolf, dummy!” Payton said, and the door swung widely open. All three girls, however, remained behind it, shuffling sideways and still showing me only their eyes and fingers curled around the edge of the door.
I slowly rose up so as not to frighten them and I stepped inside. The warmth hit me like a hot bath and I sighed and let my shoulders sink down instantly. “I honestly thought I might die tonight, if you guys didn’t open up for me.”
The door swung closed and the deadbolt was twisted back into place. “You’re such an idiot!” Payton said, and she twisted around and walked up the hallway and away.
“I’m Luke,” I said to the second one.
“I know!” the second one said. “And I’m Kyra.”
I looked at the third girl and said nothing.
She seemed most reluctant of all of them. Finally, she shook her head and sighed. “Anika,” she said, and she followed Kyra and Payton down the hallway. “Shoes off!” she said in a fake German accent over her shoulder.
So she knew she was being overly officious with me . . .
The two other two laughed and I instantly knew they were imitating and laughing at the lady whose place they let me into. I peeled off my shoes, put down my bag, and crept respectfully down the hallway following their laughter and light voices. The place was warm inside. It felt good.
“Where’s he supposed to sleep?” Anika said, speaking as if I wasn’t in the same space. She shook her head at the other two and gestured with her arms out, exasperated with them.
“If he sleeps on the couch out here, the lady might find him if she comes home early,” Payton said.
“Get your shoes,” Anika said to me over her shoulder. She looked at me with her eyes narrow, bordering on anger. “She’s going to see them the second she comes in.”
I went back down the hallway and gathered up my bag and shoes and came back to the living room.
“You’re going to sleep on the floor in the bedroom,” Payton announced to me.
“Like a dog,” Kyra said, and she snickered and covered her mouth with her cupped hand.
“And if you try anything, you’re dead,” Anika said.
They showed me the bedroom they had rented. It had one king size and one single bed.
“I’m there, so don’t you try anything,” Anika said, and she pointed to and sat on the single bed and stared hard at me.
“Me and Kyra get the big bed,” Payton said. “I’m sorry, but he floor is all there is. We have blankets and pillows for you though,” she said, and she shrugged with one shoulder.
“Hey,” I said, “a minute ago I was wondering how I might stay alive sleeping outside,” I said. “I’m very grateful you let me in.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Anika said, and she brushed too close past me with her toiletry bag in her hand, and she went to the adjoining bathroom. I couldn’t tell if she was brushing me back from the plate, or meant to get my attention. A waft of her subtle scent filled my mind and I had to watch her backend sashay through the door. “You can wait in the living room until we’re all ready and in bed, and then, and only then!” she said, “can you come in and get ready too.”
I assented and backed up out of the room bowing and scraping. Kyra laughed. Payton shook her head and grinned, spying me through the corners of her eyes and through strands of her long and straight brown hair. Anika glared through narrow slits at me waiting for me to leave, but even on her face, I caught the slightest curl of her lips in their far corners. I shut the door on myself and turned around.
“Why not the couch out here?” I said back through the door.
“Lady,” Payton said back through the door.
“Right,” I said to myself. I sank down and slumped deeply in it and took a big breath and let it out slowly. I felt like I made it. It was a close brush that time. That trait of mine — of letting whatever happens, happen, of planning nothing, and always saying yes to everything — was going to really get me in trouble one of these days.
I nearly fell asleep, the apartment was so warm and the couch was so soft and comfortable, when Payton poked her head out the bedroom door. “Okay, ready,” she said, and she left it partly open and dashed away and inside.
I roused myself and came carefully to the door and peered inside. They had turned the lights out but for one small bedside lamp that cast a dull glow around the room. I saw Anika on the small bed on one side of the room, her blankets yanked up to her eyes, and Payton and Kiera on the big bed together, also with their blankets pulled up to their eyes.
“Hurry up,” Anika said, and she tugged the blankets up over her mouth again.
I got my bag, went into the bathroom, and shut the door. I came out a few minutes later in my sleeping shorts and t-shirt and saw the heap of blankets on the floor on a rug between the beds, and a pillow.
“Is that going to be okay?” Kyra said.
“Of course it’s going to be okay!” Anika said, and she rolled her eyes.
I got down on my hands and knees and rolled onto my back and pulled the blankets up over me. They started asking me questions again — what city I was from, where did I got to college, what was I doing in Europe, and they told me snippets of their lives, too. There were all friends from school taking a year off before college and traveling together all over. We compared where we had been and where we were going next.
“Got to get south, get to warmer places,” I said. “This is ridiculous up here.”
“We were thinking about Greece,” Payton said. “But we weren’t sure it was safe — three young girls together, you know?”
“Are you cold down there?” Kyra said to me over the side of her big bed.
“It’s not bad,” I said. But the floor was getting colder with the heater going off at night.
“He’s cold down there — he’s not a dog, you know,” Kyra said to Payton over her shoulder.
Payton didn’t answer. Nobody spoke for what felt like minutes. Finally she said, “Are you going to be careful?”
“About what?” I said.
“Move over, Kyra,” Payton said. “You can go in the middle,” she said to her.
“Why do I have to be in the middle?” Kyra protested.
“I’m just glad I won the single bed,” Anika said and she sighed.
“Are you going behave yourself if we put you in the middle?” Payton said to me. She was propped up on her elbows looking down over Kyra’s shoulder and the side of the bed at me.
“I can behave,” I said.
“That’s not what she asked,” Anika said. “She said, are you really going to be careful, not if you’re going to try.”
“I will lie as still as a log,” I said.
Payton and Kyra laughed and they moved further apart. “Bring your pillow, dummy,” Payton said to me. “And no touching!”
“Even by accident,” Anika said.
Kyra chuckled and rolled her eyes at me. She pulled the blankets back to uncover the big warm bed between her and Payton. “Hurry up, it’s cold!” she said. But she was also grinning, if only to herself.
I crawled up from the foot of the bed and, careful to not touch Payton on my right or Kyra on my left, I worked myself down between them and laid flat and straight on my back. They both pulled the blankets up and over all our faces up to our eyes.
“Everybody sleep now,” Anika said from across the room. “Finally.”
I clasped my hands together over my chest and laid still. The light from the city around us was all that lit up the bedroom once Kyra turned out the lamp. I rolled onto my side just as Payton did the same thing, and we ended up facing each other too closely, before she laughed lightly and rolled away to lie on her other side. “Take turns, then,” she said.
“No, I’ll go first the other way,” I offered, and I rolled onto my other side. This brought me face-to-face with blonde Kyra. But she didn’t roll away or protest. It took me a minute to realize her eyes were open. She held her index finger to her lips to shush me. I frowned and narrowed my eyes. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to be quiet about.
But a second later, I learned. Her hand, warm, smooth, and light to the touch, slowly laid down on my waist. Her fingernails, even more slowly and surreptitiously, scrunched in and scratched the skin of my ribs where my t-shirt had ridden up my body. I flinched from the pain, and through the darkness between us, I saw her again hold her index finger to her lips. And then the funniest thing happened: She scratched me even harder.
I popped my eyes wide open at her. Her eyes, also open, but clear blue and visible in the dim light, searched around my face and over my mouth. Her one hand twisted around — every movement was in slow motion and silent to minimize disturbance to the blankets — and her palm cupped my lower stomach. Her other hand scratched my skin even deeper. Her neck stretched out and her eyes dropped closed. She was so close, I couldn’t focus on her face or eyes anymore. Her mouth opened and I felt the warmth of her breath on my lips. She held her lips in the “shh” position but silently, and she cupped her hand further and slipped it down inside my shorts.
She pressed her soft, hot lips to my lips at the same moment her fingers crawled down inside my shorts and found my bare cock. We kissed slowly and quietly as her fingers snaked around my shaft and her thumb pressed hard into the underside of my cock.
“Is it warmer over there?” Anika suddenly said from her small, lone bed on the other side. Kyra froze and squeezed my cock in her hand as though to control me like a joystick.
“Get over here, then,” Payton said behind me. I thought she was already sleeping, she was so quiet and still and breathing so deeply and regularly against my back. She suddenly pushed her body hard up into my back, spooning me. “Is that okay?” she said softly and very closely to my ear. She slipped a hand around my waist and laid it flat on my stomach. I felt her mouth on the back of my neck. It wasn’t a kiss, but it wasn’t not a kiss, either. Anika went around the foot of the big bed over to Payton’s side and climbed in behind her. She was wearing a satin cami top and satin shorts.
Payton laughed and shifted on her hips behind me to bring herself even tighter against my back. “Don’t be such a hog!” she said over her shoulder at Anika behind her. “You’re squishing us!”
“It’s so cold, though!” Anika said. I rolled my head back enough to see over my shoulder that Anika was spooning and hugging Payton from behind in the same way Payton was hugging me from behind. Kyra rolled onto her other side, facing away from me, so that we were all lying on our same sides in a four-layer spoon. She reached up and over her hip and found my hip behind, and she pulled on me until I pressed myself harder into her back. She found my shoulder, ran her hand down my bicep and forearm to my wrist, and she pulled my hand around her abdomen. And then she pushed it further down her body, all in super slow motion, all without the notice of the other two girls in bed with me. 
I froze at the touch of the soft, fragile skin below her waist. But she became insistent. She pulled her panties waist up and over my hand, capturing me inside. It was warm in there. I swallowed hard and curled my fingers up into a ball trying not to touch her. I could tell I was brushing against her floss with the heel of my hand. She would not leave it at that, though, and with her fingers, long and elegant, she pried my fingers up from the tight ball I held them in, and separated my middle finger out from the rest. She slid her finger and thumb down around my separated middle fingertip, and she pulled it further down inside her panties, and pressed it down into her groin.
Her pussy lips were burning hot and squishy wet. I curled my finger up, and though she was tight, I slipped inside her, she was so slippery. She began to breathe harder and her back arched in. Her hips pushed back and her tush pressed against my groin. I tired to back my hips up, but I bumped into Payton’s hips behind me. Payton, misinterpreting my movements, lightly bit the skin on the back of my neck and curled her hand more tightly around my stomach. She pushed her own hips forward to drive her groin harder into my ass. Kyra chose that moment to press her hips further back still and harder against me from the front. My hips were then squeezed between both of their groins. We all still remained silent.
“What are you guys doing?” Anika suddenly said from behind Payton.
“Go to sleep, An,” Payton said impatiently over her shoulder. Her hand pushed further down my stomach. She squeezed it between Kyra’s tush and my abdomen, trying to find my cock. I didn’t know her hand was already inside my shorts until I felt the heat of the skin on around my already hard shaft.
Kyra surreptitiously slid her panties half way down her thighs. I tried to resist her, but she pulled my hand back between her legs. I was sure she was going to give it away when she slid her top leg up and over my hip behind her. Payton had little room between my abdomen and Kyra’s tush and couldn’t stroke me, but she squeezed me and released me at the very base of my cock with her finger curled around it and her thumb pressing the underside. She continued to nibble on the back of my neck and to press her during hot lips into my skin there.
Krya curled her head down and pushed her bared neck back against my mouth. I had no choice but to kiss her there. She continued to maneuver in front of me and against me, clearing her throat as though that covered up the evidence. Suddenly, my whole being was engulfed in tight, wet warmth. Kyra had shifted and arched enough to capture the head of my cock inside her pussy from behind. I knew because, reaching around the front of her body, I felt my cock go inside her pussy, and also come out of her, slick and glistening with her juice.
She sank back against me. I didn’t move for fear the others would know. Payton, her hand trapped between our hips, pulled free and started touching my face, and then my lips, before she penetrated my mouth. Kyra moved slowly against me, taking my cock deeper into her pussy. Payton started to pull on my shoulder. “Roll over with me,” she whispered as light as a breeze against my ear.
I tried to resist her but she pulled on my shoulder harder. Kyra held onto the edge of the bed in front of her and arched ever deeper in her back against me. But Payton’s tugging made me pop out of Kyra’s pussy and I had to roll over where I glared at Payton behind me. She rolled over at the same time, and she arched her back the same way Kyra had. She reached through her spread legs and clasped her fingers around my cock, already soaking from Kyra’s pussy.
Kyra rolled into my back and bit my ear hard enough to make me flinch. “No fair!” she whispered.
I meant to twist around and find her over my shoulder to tell her, somehow, that Payton was forcing me. But just then, Payton arched deeply, stuck her ass up into my hips, and engulfed my cock in her pussy in one long and smooth stroke. She was even more wet than Kyra, and even hotter, too. Her long brunette hair flowed over my face.
I gasped and shut me eyes. Kyra knew by then what was going on. She began to squirm against the back of my body and her hands travelled over my shoulders and chest, all over my face, and down my neck.
“I can’t believe you’re fucking her!” she whispered in my ear and she bit me. But she also laughed. “Do I mean nothing to you?” she said.
I twisted around to find her over my shoulder. I didn’t know what was going on between them. Payton began to push her hips harder back into mine, taking me deeper inside her pussy. She reached over her hips and found my hand and pulled it over and up her body, and underneath her top. She was wearing, it appeared, nothing but a long t-shirt. I squeezed her bare breasts and she moaned out loud and covered her mouth with her cupped hand.
“For fuck sakes!” Anika suddenly cried out toward the ceiling. Payton immediately stopped thrusting her hips back into mine and Kyra also stopped moving her hands all over my body. But Anika crawled over Payton’s body, shoved me down on my back under her, and spread her knees around my hips.
I popped my eyes wide open. Payton gasped, and Kyra laughed in a shocked and nervous tone. Anika pulled her loose satin shorts aside, grabbed my cock, now wet from both Kyra’s and Payton’s pussies, and she drew the head up and down between the lips of her exposed pussy. She sank down on me and, once I was inside her, she laid the heels of her hands on my shoulders, pushed her long dark hair back around her neck, and straightened her back and elbows to ride me high up over my body.
“Anika!” Payton said, feigning a scolding tone. “Oh my god!”
“Anika, what are you doing!?” Kyra cried out loud, but she also could not tear the smirk off her face. They both snickered. And then I noticed Anika snickering, too.
Payton started to tug on Anika’s arm but Anika pushed her weight down on me harder and drove her hips down deeper to take me in her further. Kyra also tugged at Anika’s other arm and eventually got up on her hands and knees in a position similar to Anika, and she began to shove her body sideways, knocking Anika around on top of me with hip checks.
Payton squealed and yanked harder on Anika’s wrist, dislodging her from on top of my hips. My cock popped out of her pussy. Kyra laughed and leapt up to straddle me, and she quickly wrapped her hand around my cock and shoved me inside her like I was a prize. She crouched low over me and penetrated my mouth with her tongue, bracing herself against the inevitable battle to dislodge her waged by Payton and Anika.
All three girls started laughing and shrieking. They wrestled each other all over the bed with me lying on my back between and under them, unsure if this was anything that had happened with them before. It certainly hand’t with me.
Payton rammed Kyra with her shoulder and Kyra fell off me and off the bed, too, and she shrieked with uncontrollable laughter as she rolled on her back on my blankets still on the floor below us, and she kicked her feet in the air. Payton snatched my cock in her hand and plunged her pussy down over it, wrapping her knees tightly around my waist and clamping onto me.
Anika leapt up onto Payton’s back and bit her neck and drove her heels into her hips like she was urging a horse onward. Kyra got back up, tore the remainder of her clothes off, and knelt facing the headboard. While Payton drove her hips down hard into my hips, and Anika rode up and down on her back — both of them laughing too hysterically to control their bodies much anymore — Kyra held the top of the headboard behind and above me, and she sank her hips down to bring her pussy down over my mouth.
She was extremely hot, dripping wet, and gyrating with shivers and hip pumps. I touched her pussy lips with my tongue and she cried out loud with a gasping chirp. I sucked her lips between my lips and she ground her hips down and mashed her pussy down over my chin. When I penetrated her pussy with my extended tongue, she gasped and leaned her face sideways into the headboard.
Payton laughed wildly and rolled off my hips. Anika had started to tickle her. Freed from Payton, Anika crawled up over my hips and quickly wrapped her hand around my cock and drove her pussy down over it. “Yay!” she cried out loud, and she swung both her arms over her head and clasped her hands like a champion, bouncing on my hips, taking my cock deep inside her undulating pussy.
Payton got out of bed and stripped the remainder of her clothes off, and she straddled my legs with her body pressing into the back of Anika’s body where she continued to ride me with her head thrown back to the ceiling. She pulled up and off me and I felt the coolness of the air on my wet cock, but only for a moment, before Payton sank back down over me behind Anika. All three girls now knelt high over me, all in a row, all facing the same way, Kyra riding my face, Payton riding my cock, and Anika laughing between them.
Kyra’s hips shook and her breath caught. I found her clitoris — it was enlarged, hard, and red. When I dragged my tongue over it, she gasped loudly, her body shook, and she arched more deeply yet. I circled it again with the tip of my tongue and she gripped the top of the headboard, she pressed her hips down harder over my face, and she swore at the wall. I felt her pussy leak over my chin and I could tell she stopped breathing. Her hips shot up and back and the quivering tension in her thighs made it feel to me like her body was about to snap apart.
Anika was pressed between Kyra’s back and Payton’s chest. I was unaware that Payton was also stretching back to face the ceiling, and was also catching her breath. But I could feel her pussy. It became wildly active, undulating and squeezing me, ripples of contractions moving from the base of my cock to under the head. She stopped moving on me, but her pussy turned into what felt like some very hot and very lubricated milking machine. I saw her face over Anika’s shoulder. She was grimacing as though trapped in enormous pain. I felt her run out of her pussy and down over my cock and balls and inside my thighs.
I reached for Anika’s pussy. The moment I touched it with my thumb, her body leapt and she gasped louder than even the other two, and her body jolted violently. I sank my thumb into her pussy and her hips immediately corkscrewed and thrusted against my hand. Kyra began to cry out loud into the wall and her body bucked harshly down into my face. Payton ground her hips down so hard into my hips, she hurt me, and I felt her pussy quiver and squeeze me too hard. It felt like she was going to pull my cock off. Anika, though, cried out the loudest and the longest. She writhed and contorted even more violently than Kyra or Payton. All three girls cried out loud in high-pitched, short and sharp gasps.
Payton fell backward and off me and Anika fell to the side. Kyra slid down my body and, moaning and groaning with a grin, she wriggled down between my legs and took my cock deep in her mouth. Payton came up on my side and nudged Kyra’s face aside to engulf my cock with her mouth instead. Anika crawled up on my other side, and Payton, ever the diplomat, pulled off me and grasped my cock in her hand to steer it toward Anika’s mouth. She pulled her long luxurious hair around her neck and sank her mouth down my shaft and snaked her tongue wildly around it inside her mouth.
I pulled a pillow under my head and looked down my body. All three girls took turns popping me into their mouths and kissing each other and laughing the whole time. When Payton took me deeper into her mouth than the other two could, Anika pushed her hand on the back of her head and didn’t let her come up and off me. Kyra kissed my mouth. I tried to tap Payton on the shoulder to warn her, but she slipped her fingers under my ass and grabbed onto me. I erupted into her warm, suckling and wet mouth, and my jism gushed from her lips and ran down her chin.
She tried to swallow but it was too much and she popped off me. Anika quickly buried her mouth down the length of my shaft and sucked harder than Payton had, and made me erupt again and again in her mouth. Full, she pulled away and laughed with gurgling in her throat, and her hand cupped under her chin to catch my cum running out of her mouth. Kyra spun around and in a kind of 69 position on top of me, she sucked the rest of my ejaculate out of my cock.
All three quickly sprang up and off me and ran to the bathroom together, laughing and squealing. I was left alone on my back spent and exhausted and unable to focus on what was happening. I felt delirious and unconnected from reality. They came back and wiped me up with hot soaked towels.
“Payton, you’re so bad!” Anika said, when they finished and climbed back into bed with me, all of them now naked.
“Kyra started it!” Payton protested.
“I can’t believe you did it too,” Kyra said to Anika.
“Well what was I supposed to do, you’re the one throwing your skanky pussy at the guy right in front of us! Payton and me were just trying to sleep and keep warm!”
“Oh yeah, right!” Kyra said. “You were the worst of all.”
“You’re always fucking my boyfriends,” Payton said to Kyra. “Stop it!”
“One!” Kyra said. “Anyway, Luke’s not your boyfriend, he’s mine, I fucked him first,” she said, and she laughed. She patted my cheek with her hand. “Right, boyfriend?”
“I made him cum in my mouth, he’s my boyfriend,” Payton said.
“I think Luke should choose,” Anika said.
They all suddenly went quiet and faced me as though it was a real conversation, a real question, and a real answer was forthcoming. I only narrowed my eyes and frowned. How does one answer that?
“Who did you like fucking the most?” Kyra said in a soft, half-private voice, and she tugged my chin to face her over our pillows, and she kissed me. “We can fuck again after they fall asleep,” she whispered into my ear and she chuckled. She didn’t say it quiet enough to be private, though. It was meant for Anika and Payton.
“Say you liked fucking me the most and I’ll suck you off when you’re sleeping,” Payton said, and she tugged my chin toward her and kissed me the same way Kyra had.
“He probably liked fucking us all, didn’t you,” Anika said, and she shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Three girls like us? Probably your sick fantasy,” she said, and she chuckled.
“I did like it,” I said with a firm nod. It seemed like the most diplomatic way out of the bind.
“See?” Anika said. “He’s my boyfriend, therefore, since I already know him so much better than you two floosies.”
All the girls laughed. We also all kissed goodnight, and we fell asleep, naked and entwined and hugging all over the bed together.
The night passed in a confusion of half-awake delirium as one girl and then another, and maybe two of them, or even three at the same time, sucked on me, fucked me, kissed me and each other, and orgasmed again, one of them or two, or all three and all at once all over agai — it was hard to recall or even know at the time. The whole night was all a blur of cycles of sexual stimulation, satisfaction, and exhaustion. I woke up with my cock in one mouth. I fell asleep with a girl riding me, my cock deep in her pussy. At one point in the middle of the night, they had lined up their three pussies at me, each of then on their elbows and knees, their backs arched deeply, their asses thrusted up at me where I knelt behind them, and I fucked them in turn, not knowing whose pussy was whose. It hardly mattered.
We all woke up startled and alert with shards of blinding bright mid-morning sunlight splashed over our naked bodies where they entwined askew all over each other. We all held our breath, not knowing if that was a door opening and closing we had heard or not. The next sound, however, left no doubt. It was a woman’s voice, and though it was in German, we knew she was calling for everyone, and coming closer down the hallway.
There came a tapping at the bedroom door. Anika covered my mouth with her hand and Payton threw the sheets over my naked body. Kyra called out, “Coming, just a second!” and she hopped around on one foot trying to pull on her panties and reaching for her robe on the wall by the bathroom door. We heard the woman walk away toward the kitchen, and all three girls quickly pulled on underwear and robes. I tried to get up, too, but they all panicked and shoved me back down. Payton buried me entirely in blankets, and threw the blankets and pillows on the floor over my body, too. They went out of the room and closed the door behind them.
I could hear them talk and laugh with the woman. She struggled with English and the three girls tried German phrases. When the lady asked if they let anyone in during the night, I thought they answered far too readily and eagerly, all of them quickly shouting “No!” at her. “Good, good,” the lady said, perhaps unconvinced. It was hard to tell.
I sat up in bed and thought about what an escape plan might look like. The door suddenly opened and just as quickly, was shut again. I dove down and yanked the blankets over my head. But the foot of the bed sank down, and then the sheets came up over my feet. A warm body slipped into bed with me from below. Before I could lift the blankets over my chest to see who, I felt my cock engulfed in a warm, wet mouth, the tongue swirling around and lapping at me. I heard a titter, and I knew then that it was Kyra.
Before I could say anything, she popped up and off me and dove back out the door and up the hallway. I huffed and puffed with my cheeks bulging. I swung my legs out over the side of the bed and scanned around wondering where someone had hidden my clothes. Just then, the door opened and shut again. I caught sight of Payton rushing across the floor toward me. She sat on my lap and pulled her robe open. My cock was still hard from Kyra sucking it. Payton went “shh!” at me and she reached around behind her back, twisting and contorting on me, before fitting the head of my cock inside her pussy lips, and she let go, dropped her arms around my neck, and she sank down on me, taking my cock deeply up inside her pussy.
“You’re too much fun!” she said and she dropped her face down against my face and kissed my ear and licked me sloppily all over my neck. “But you’re so bad, too!” she said, before she laughed and slipped back off of me. She was out the door and up the hallway before I could gather my thoughts enough to speak. I stood up and looked at the window, assessing how high up it was and whether I could make the leap. The door was flung open again, and this time, Anika came rushing in. She seized my wrist in her hand and dragged me to the bathroom. She put on the shower and dropped her robe and laughed and pulled me inside the large glass enclosure with her. Her eagerness was the most surprising of all.
We necked in the hot rain and soaped each other up and rubbed and fucked against the glass. She pressed her body against me from behind and reached around my waist to stroke my cock with soapy slippery hands. I braced myself against the glass. She licked the back of my neck and squeezed my cock hard enough to make me stop cumming, before she turned me around, slid down my body to her knees, took the head of my cock in her burning hot mouth, and released her grip. I shot my jism so hard in her mouth, it felt like I was going to blow the back of her neck out. It gushed from her lips and she laughed and let it run down her chin and over her breasts, her eyes closed to the shower water.
When we came out, she showed me my clothes, buried under the cushion of the chair in the bedroom. “Wait in the narrow street beside,” she said, and she flung open the window. I looked out and noticed there was a ledge, making the drop easy. I grabbed my bag, we kissed on the lips, and I slipped out the window and down to the pavement. Anika made a clicking sound and I looked up. She tossed my shoes down after me — I didn’t even realize I jumped out in bare feet. Just then, an elderly couple, arm in arm, strolled past me, looking up at Anika and down at me in my bare feet, and they muttered to each other in German with distress on their faces, and they shook their heads. Church bells were ringing. It must have been a Sunday. I pulled on my shoes and found an alcove on the wall to obscure myself, and I waited.
I nearly fell asleep, I had gotten so little sleep the whole night. I was stirred awake by the sound of three young female voices laughing and saying goodbye and thank you and everything else you say when parting — all in English. I knew it was Kyra, Payton, and Anika. Sure enough, a moment later, I caught sight of them coming around the corner and up the narrow alley toward me. They grabbed me by the arms and pushed me in front of them and drove me ahead on like some pack animal, and we went out the other end of the alley together.
We walked a few blocks until we found a string of cafes, and we picked one and went in and found a table. We had a breakfast and then more coffees before I couldn’t keep quiet about what happened anymore.
“So, like, what was that, last night?” I said.
All three of them ducked their heads and cleared their throats and looked away. I finally got it out of them. None of them had ever done anything like that before. Nor had I, for that matter.
“So we can just leave it there, then, shall we?” Anika suggested.
“I’m down with pretending that never happened,” Payton said, and she smirked and chuckled and widened her eyes at her cup of coffee.
“Pretending what never happened?” Kyra said.
They all laughed. They were all embarrassed by it. I nodded to myself and drank back my coffee. “Okay then,” I said. “So now what?”
“Where in Greece did you say you were going?” Payton said.
I shrugged. “I told you, I’m shit for planning. I just want to get to someplace warmer than here.”
“We wanted to go to Greece,” Anika said. “But we thought it might be too dangerous for three girls like us.”
“All alone,” Kyra said, and she secretly squeezed my thigh under the table.
“But . . . “ Payton said with a grin pulling up one side of her face.
“What if I join you, you were going to say?” I said to her.
“Can we go with you?” Kyra said.
“You can be our bodyguard,” Anika said, and she smirked and sipped her coffee, keeping her eyes on mine just over the rim of her cup.
“Payton is a genius with making quick plans and finding reservations,” Kyra said.
I raised my eyebrows and shrugged. “That would actually help a lot,” I said.
“Just don’t get any crazy ideas,” Anika said. “Last night was a one-off, okay? Something in the air, right? We’re not actually like that. We’re actually decent god-fearing mid-west down-to-Earth college girls,” she said.
I nodded. But we all turned to Payton. She was already on the phone. “Um . . . ” she said with her eyes up and questioning at all of us. “One room should be fine for us,” she said to whoever she was talking to.
We all shot glances around at each other. Kyra covered her mouth and started snickering.
“One room is fine,” Payton stated into her phone again more certainly. She recited her credit card numbers and we all kept our eyes down at the table. It was like we knew what that meant, and yet we just finished assuring each other we wouldn’t do that again, whatever it was that got into us the previous night.
Payton finally put her phone down and looked up and smiled at all of us around our little table. “Sleeper car overnight to Budapest,” she said. She looked right at me. “Four all four of us.”
“A room on the train?” I said.
“Uh huh,” Payton said, her brown eyes flashing at me, her smile wide. “A sleeper car — but only one. There was no other choice,” she said, and she shrugged and snorted.
“Sounds like fun,” Kyra murmured, not looking up.
Anika looked far away to the side over her shoulder. But she also smirked, even if it was just to herself.
Payton put her hand out with her pinky poking up. “We have to swear,” she said.
“Swear what?” Kyra said, but she put her hand out too, with her pinky up.
“You too, mister,” she said to me.
Anika and I made eyes and we both privately smirked at each other, but we also both put our hands out and our pinkies up.
“Four-way pinky swear,” Payton said.
Kyra wrapped her pinky around Payton’s pinky. Anika and I joined them. “Swear what?” Kyra said, exasperation growing in her voice.
“No getting into that again like we did last night,” Payton said. “Anika is right, that is not who we are.”
We all nodded once and sharply, and we pulled back on our pinkies to test the strength of the bond. “Promise!” Payton said, looking over her shoulder at me with a serious expression.
But meanwhile, her other hand was under the table sliding up my thigh to squeeze me over my groin. Kyra’s hand, too, was squeezing my other thigh, high up at the very top. And Anika was secretly licking her lip at me, dropping her eyes to my mouth, and lower. Her feet were playing footsie with mine, secretly wrestling me under the table.
“No more antics like last night,” I said. “I swear.”
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