
        
            
                
            
        

    















We had to run holding hands like we were playing snake, dashing through the massive Frankfurt train station, but we found our car and our sleeping compartment inside, and we all squeezed in and slid the glass door shut. Anika pulled the curtain closed and we heaved in our chests and caught our breath.
“12 hours in this?” I said, looking around the close confines of the compartment.
“You can walk around the diner car and viewing car and the bar car and lounge car, dummy,” Payton said, and she stood up and messed my hair around and chuckled. There were six beds, so we used one for our bags.
“It’s going to be fun,” Kyra said. “I can tell.”
The cars jerked and we hung on, wobbling on our feet. I checked my phone — 8:32 PM exactly, just as the tickets said. Soon the train picked up speed and we saw the city lights of the city fade into the background.
We explored the dining car and had a bite, and we had a drink in the bar and lounge, and we checked out the viewing car, too. But pretty soon, we all filtered back to our private sleeper car. Payton was smart to ask the porter when any official might check tickets or come in for anything else again, and the porter assured us we were good to go until we got to Budapest at 9 the next morning. Payton shut the door and locked it. She tugged on the curtains, too, to make sure there was no gap, and she turned around to face Kyra, Anika and me.
“Spin the bottle anyone?” she said, and she smirked.
We had all promised each other we would not get into a repeat of what happened the previous night. But nobody protested Payton’s idea — not out loud, anyway. It was silly and provocative at the same time. We all remembered the game from much earlier teen years. But we had nothing else to do, did we . . .  Nobody brought any games in their bags.  But, still, I found it odd that nobody even warned each other about what the game might lead to.
“Are you sure nobody’s going to open our door?” Kyra said to Payton.
“You heard the porter,” she said, and she flared her eyes at her and half grinned. We sat down on the two lower beds facing each other, me and Payton on one, Kyra and Anika on the other. Between us was a tiny table, and on it was an empty glass water bottle, which Payton tipped over on its side, and she snorted.
We were all in comfy traveling clothes — running shoes, jeans, t-shirts, hoodies, and sweaters.
“I think we’re mature enough to have fun without letting it get carried away again, don’t you?” Payton said to no one in particular.
“I completely agree,” Kyra said. “I for one can control myself.”
“We can try,” Anika said with a shrug. “But if anything starts up again like it did last night, I think we should stop.”
Payton looked sideways at me. “We’re Christians,” she said, and she bit her bottom lip and grimaced at me.
“Supposed to be, anyway,” Kyra said in a murmur to the floor.
“Last night wasn’t supposed to happen,” Anika said to me. “Once is an accident — but twice is something else. Isn’t it.”
“We did go to Europe to explore ourselves,” Kyra said, wavering in her face at Anika beside her. “Just saying.”
“But not explore like that!” Anika said, and she popped her eyes out back at Kyra.
“Well what happened, happened, and now we move on,” Payton said, and she nodded sharply. “We ask forgiveness, we learn our lesson, and we carry on with the struggle, fortified with the knowledge about what can happen when we give in to temptation,” she said. She reached out to the table and spun the bottle. “This is good, actually — we can practice denying temptation all night!” she said, and she chirped with brief laughter.
The bottle spun around a few times and finally stopped, pointing at Kyra. She yelped and clapped her hands and stuck her tongue out between her widely smiling teeth. “Who else, who else!” she said.
Payton snorted and spun the bottle. It landed at Anika. She drew her eyes up through her long dark strands of hair to me, and she smirked crookedly and privately at me.
“You have to say what they do!” Payton said to me. “The person not picked or spinning the bottle gets to say what!” she said.
Kyra looked at me with her clear blue eyes and she tucked her short blonde hair around her ear and crossed one leg over the other. “So what do you want to make Anika and me do?” she said. There was a defiance in her tone, a challenge, a taunt. She wrapped her hands around the edge of the mattress she sat on and jutted her chest forward and bit her lip at me.
I stared at the bottle unsure where this was going. But I knew enough from my earlier years that spin-the-bottle was supposed to have a risque element to it, and nobody turned down Payton’s suggestion to play, did they.
“I don’t know,” I said. “Didn’t you two kiss in front of everybody last night?”
Kyra shrieked and pulled a tiny pillow up to her face and hid, squealing and shrieking. Anika snorted and rolled her eyes at me and shook her head. But she remained grinning the whole time.
“Come on,” she said, reluctantly taking her eyes off mine and turning to Kyra. “It’s no big deal,” she said. “We can still be Christians because it’s just a dare.”
I shrugged but I smirked too. “Payton is right, maybe, it’s a good test,” I said.  “See if you can resist temptation.” I left unsaid the question about why Kyra and Anika kissing would be a temptation to take things further between them.
Kyra lowered the pillow from her face and raised her eyes to Anika’s eyes. “It doesn’t mean anything, right?” she said, and she half turned her face away from her.
Anika again snorted and rolled her eyes, and she lowered her hands onto Kyra’s shoulders and leaned closer to her. She turned sideways to Payton and I. “And you two just get to stare?” she said.
“Do you want us to close our eyes?” Payton said.
“No,” Anika said. “It’s alright. You may enjoy.” She pushed her face toward Kyra’s face and Kyra closed her eyes, put her face up to Anika’s face, and they brought their lips together, softly and lightly. But they also lingered on the kiss for far longer than was necessary to satisfy the conditions. Payton and I glanced at each other and Payton blushed and looked down. Kyra’s hands came up to cup Anika’s elbows in her palms. Anika played a little bit in the hair on the back of Kyra’s head with her fingers searching.
Finally they came apart, but it wasn’t without a certain reaching reluctance between both of them. “That was nice,” Kyra said in a voice nearly too quiet to hear.
“Just practicing, right?” Anika said, but she was looking at me as though feeling the need to explain herself.
Everyone stared down in silent self-contemplation until Payton passed the bottle to Kyra. She spun it. It pointed to Anika again and she sighed and rolled her eyes and grinned at me. Kyra spun it again and it pointed directly at Payton. She instantly curled her lips between her teeth. She stared at Anika over the table between us, but she said to me, “You get to say again.”
“Kiss,” I said.
“Come on,” Payton said instantly to Anika, and she stood up, put the bottle on the bed between Anika and Kyra, and pulled Anika up in front of her. She chuckled and slid her hands around Anika’s waist and Anika dropped her arms over Payton’s shoulders. They pulled each other close, tightly. Payton turned to me. “This is only for you, so shut up,” she said. Anika looked down at me and jutted her jaw crookedly, as though nervous, suddenly. “We don’t do this for us,” she said, “we’re Christians, as I’ve pointed out many times.”
No sooner had she said that, than her and Payton fell against each other’s bodies and faces with a sudden sideways jerk as the train swayed over the tracks, and they met with a kiss that was deep, long, French, and filled with moans. Payton pulled Anika’s body by the belt loops in her jeans up against her own body, and Anika pushed her hands through Payton’s hair, tugging it and playing in it. They twisted their faces around each other and pushed their hips together. They grinded on each other. It was far more than a kiss.
When they finally came apart, Payton wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, Anika turned sideways and sat down, and Kyra popped her eyes wide open at me, and smiled with mischief, silently gasping at me.
“We went to an all-girls school,” Payton said to me softly, as though I had asked for an explanation. “But we’re not like that. We just practiced things when we were younger.”
“Or last week,” Kyra said under her breath, and she passed the bottle to Anika.
Anika spun it and it stopped when it pointed at me. All three girls cheered and clapped. She spun it again, and it landed on herself.
“Spin again!” Kyra said.
But Anika already pushed the table aside and sat down on my thighs facing me. “No,” she said. “It pointed at me.”
Nobody else protested. Nobody said what to do, either. Kyra and Payton remained silent and transfixed by Anika, who wriggled up onto my lap to draw herself up closer to me. She held my shoulders and slid her hands through the neck hole of my t-shirt and under the fabric and down my bare back. Her hands were warm and smooth on my skin. “At least this isn’t that,” she said, and she tilted her head, she closed her eyes, and she pushed her lips up against mine. Her tongue penetrated my mouth and her groin pushed into my lap. She moaned inside the long, gyrating kiss.
When she finally pulled back from my face, she gasped, rolled her head back, and stared into my eyes and shivered throughout her body. She pushed her hand up the back of her head and messed her hair up and shook her head to make it whip over her face at me. Then she pushed her hands down into the top of my lap and bent deeply at her waist as she slid off my legs and back onto her feet. She let her hoody and t-shirt billow down from her chest in front of my eyes and she grinned at me, knowing she was making me look. When she turned and stepped back to her side, she secretly scrunched her hand in my groin and chirped.
It wasn’t so secret, I guess. “Oh my god, Anika!” Kyra cried out loud in a whisper, and she covered her face with her hands. She playfully slapped Anika’s thigh when she sat down. “What did we just say about temptation?”
“It’s just a boy,” Anika said to her, and she shook her head at her as though that made perfect sense and explained it all away. 
“Well,” Kyra said, “just hope that bottle doesn’t end up pointing at me next time!”
It was my turn to spin it. And it did just that — it stopped, pointing direclty at Kyra. She bit her lip with anticipation. I spun it again. It stopped, pointing at me.
Kyra smiled sideways and moved the table out of the way. She stood up, unzipped her hoody, and let it fall down her arms behind her. The train car was warm. Anika and Payton both took their sweater’s off too and laid them on the beds. But Kyra went further: she twisted the button in her jeans and pulled the fly down. She squatted in her waist and knees, facing me and not taking her eyes off my eyes, and she pushed her jeans down her legs and stood up to pick them up from her feet and pull them off.
Payton clapped. “Go Kyra!” she said, and she squealed
“I didn’t do that!” Anika said. She looked over at me. “I could have though,” she said and she smirked.
“Next turn, Anika!” Payton said to her in a taunting tone.
Kyra was in pale pink bra and panties. She came to me, but she pushed me back until l laid down over the narrow bed. Payton shifted, but did not get out of the way completely. She remained sitting on the edge of the bed beside my hips. When I pulled my legs up onto the bed behind her, she helped me and then left her hands on my shins and twisted around to watch Kyra.
Kyra crouched over me and pushed her knees down on either side of my hips, squishing one between my hip and Payton’s back, and the other between my hip and the wall. She pushed the heels of her hands into my shoulders and bent her elbows, lowering her body slowly, carefully — it was a tight space — down to mine. She brought her face down to my face.
“The door is locked, right?” she said to Anika, but facing me from an inch away.
“Uh huh,” we both heard Anika answer as though in a trance.
Kyra began to kiss me, corkscrewing her face into my face. She pressed her pelvis down hard into my groin. She bit my lip and panted on me and moaned out loud. She rubbed herself on me, and twisted her fingers into my hair, pulling it. “I want you inside of me so bad,” she groaned in a whisper against my ear.
“Be careful, Kyra,” Payton said. She rubbed her hand up and down the length of my thigh behind Kyra’s ass where she rubbed her groin against my hardening lump.”Temptations, right?” she said in a warning tone.
Kyra arched deeply in her back and twisted around and up to find Payton’s mouth with hers, and they kissed over top of me.
“Hey,” Anika said from the other bed. “What did you just say, Payton!”
I rolled my head sideways and looked across to Anika. Her hand was stuffed down the front of her pants and her eyes were beading hard on Kyra and Payton kissing. When she noticed me looking at her, she blushed, she grinned, she covered her face with her hand, and she said, “What!” But she kept her hand deep down inside her pants. It was moving the whole time. 
Kyra got off me but remained stripped down to her bra and panties. I sat up and Kyra squeezed herself between Payton and I sitting on the edge of the bed. Anika patted the edge of her bed beside her and frowned and pouted at me, before grinning and chuckling.
I swung over beside her. She pulled herself against me, and Payton spun the bottle.
It landed at herself and she squealed and clapped. She spun it again and it landed at her a second time. “I get to pick!” she called out loud. It was the second time some new (to me) obscure rule was cited, but nobody protested, so I went along with it.
“I pick Luke,” she said and she stood up.
“Of course!” Kyra said, and she rolled her eyes and shook her head.
Payton arched her back and made a long, slow show if it, pulling her t-shirt up and over her head, and she pushed her hair around to settle it down her bare back. She bit her lip and grinned and popped the button of her jeans open and peeled them down her legs and off.
Anika patted the bed again behind her, gesturing with her eyes and grin for me to lie down like I had with Kyra. But when I did, she unbuttoned my jeans, drew down the fly, and laughed as she struggled to pull my jeans down my legs. I lifted my hips and helped, and then I sat up to tug my t-shirt over my head. I laid back down in only my black athletic boxer briefs.
Payton laughed and climbed over my body, straddling my hips and crouching down to kiss my neck, my chest, and my shoulders. Anika suddenly leapt up from the edge of the bed and also pulled her pants off, and her top, too, so that all three girls were in only their bras and panties, and me only in my shorts. Kyra yanked on Anika’s wrist and pulled her down beside her on the other bed. Just as she had earlier kissed Payton, she started to kiss Anika.  Payton kissed me, too, sinking her tongue in my mouth and wrestling with my tongue.
I ran my hands down from her shoulders, over her back, down into the dip of her waist, and finally under her panties to hold her bare ass cheeks in my hand. We could both hear Kyra and Anika on the other side moaning together, and we both spun our faces sideways to see why and we laughed. I pushed my hand further down the inside of Payton’s panties and curled my middle finger around her gap. She had curled her spine up and I was surprised to find it so easy to sink my finger down between the lips of her pussy so quickly. She was hot enough to worry me about burning, and she was wet enough that my finger fell into her with no resistance.
Payton reached down between our bodies and pushed her hand down inside my shorts and she wrapped it around my cock and pulled on me. Her body shivered on mine and she gasped and kissed me frantically. She pulled my cock out from under the waist of my shorts and she drew the tip of the head up and down against the front of her panties.
“It would be so easy to,” she whispered in my ear. “But so wrong, of course,” she groaned.
“Because you’re Christians,” I said.
She snorted and bit my lip and grinned at me. “Yes!” she said. “And don’t you forget it.”
She pushed herself up and sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. “Come on you guys,” she said to Anika and Kyra, who finally parted, too. We all pushed up and sat on the edges of the two beds facing each other, all in only our underwear.
“Don’t forget what?” Kyra said to Payton, taking the bottle.
“I was reminding our gentleman that we’re Christians and that we don’t do that,” she said.
“Do what?” Kyra said, pretending innocence. She also turned to me, hung her tongue out her mouth, and wagged it at me. And then she put the head of the bottle between her lips and exaggerated a moan and a writhe of pleasure as she took the neck of the bottle down inside her lips.
“That!” Payton said, and she laughed.
“That’s not sex,” Anika said. “We can do that, I think.”
“Just not on each other,” Payton said, turning to me, and she bit her lip. “Unfortunately,” she silently mouthed to me.
The train rocked side to side and we heard it’s distant whistle blow occasionally, and then a few moments later, the approaching tone of the alarm of the gates where we crossed over a road in the middle of the night, the sudden flashing lights lighting up our window, and then the tone receding again.
“Spin the bottle,” Payton said to Kyra, but it was with excitement toned with the reluctance of fear. Each result seemed to take us further down that road. Kyra spun it and it landed at me. All three girls inhaled, pushed their chests up and out, and made eyes at me. She spun it again and it landed at Anika.
“You have to suck him,” Payton said, and then she shrieked and covered her face with her hands. “Anyway, it’s not really sex, you just said.”
“It’s not!” Anika said, and she smirked at me. She narrowed her eyes at me like she was fed up with me, but she also reached behind her, found a pillow, and dropped it on the floor in front of me. “Shorts off!” she said.
“Come on!” Payton said like I needed coaxing. She tugged at the waist of my shorts and Kyra came over onto my other side and helped Payton with them. Together they pulled my shorts down my legs and off and then they both took turns pulling my chin toward their faces where they sat on either side of me, and they kissed me, long deep, and sensually.
“We kind of did things like this before,” she said lightly. “But not with our very own boy-toy,” she said, and she laughed.
I felt wetness and warmth engulf me and though Payton didn’t let me look down before she pulled my face over to her and buried her tongue in my mouth, I knew that Anika had sunk her lips down over the head of my cock to the base of my shaft.
Payton and Kyra continued to kiss me and rub me all over as Anika moaned and bobbed in my lap, taking my cock all the way inside her mouth. I ran my hands up both of Payton’s and Kyra’s bare backs and over their shoulders, and I held them both by the backs of their necks. I drew my hand down Payton’s back, and with a flick, I unclasped her bra. The straps instantly slackened. She shook her body and collapsed her shoulders to let the cups fall from her chest. I unclasped Kyra’s bra, too, and they both kissed me with even deeper vigor and louder moans now that they were both nude from the waist up.
Anika pulled up from my cock and stood bent over in front of me with her hands on my knees, and she pushed her face between Payton’s and Kyra’s face, and buried her hot tongue into my mouth. She stepped around my knees and stretched in her back to undo her own bra and she shook it down and off her body. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, she bent at her waist and knees, and she drew them down and off her legs. She didn’t stop there. She curled her fingers around the waist of my shorts and pulled them down my hips and off my legs. Then, completely naked, she turned around, sat on my lap facing away from me, and she pressed my erection between her back and my stomach, and she said, “Who’s turn to spin now?”
Kyra and Payton both laughed but they also both peeled their panties down and off. “Too hot in here anyway,” Kyra said. All four of us became completely naked in that tiny rhythmically rocking sleeper car on the overnight train to Budapest, our steel wheels hitting the track seams like some hot-night, lazy-time, down-south blues tune.
Anika twisted around and reached between our bodies to wrap her hand around my stiff erection. “Don’t get any ideas,” she said, and she squeezed my cock and narrowed her eyes at me as though to emphasize what might happen if I did get ideas.
With Anika, completely naked, sitting with her bare ass on my completely naked lap, Payton leaning against me on my right, completely naked, and Kyra leaning against me on my left, also completely naked, Payton spun the bottle. I stretched both my arms around their smooth, warm waists and pulled their willing bodies in close against mine. The bottle spun and stopped but no one watched where it pointed. Anika had twisted around on my lap and brought her forehead to my forehead. She pushed her feet down into the floor and raised her hips from my lap enough to let my trapped cock fall down from my stomach, and poke between her legs. She reached down between her legs, leaned back against me hard enough to make fall back against the wall behind me, and she stroked my cock in both her hands like it was her own, the way it came up between her legs.
That’s when I looked up and saw the diagram on the underside of the bunk bed above me. Kyra and Payton had started kissing me all over my face and neck and chest and stomach and Anika had started to raise and lower her hips on my lap to stroke my cock with the spread lips of her steaming pussy. I had to push them all away like they were the grasping tendrils of a vine pulling me down, and I rolled Anika off me and stood up. The three girls moaned and complained where they sprawled on the one narrow bed, half falling off, their limbs entwined.
I looked at the bed on the other side and the one above it, and pushed it up from underneath. It came up, mattress and frame in my hands. I looked at the head and foot of the bed the girls were on, and slid out the steel bars hiding there. They matched with the ones from the other side. I shooed the girls’ legs where they hung them over the edge of the one narrow bed, and I laid the bed from the other side down on the steel rails. Everybody ooh’d and ahh’d. I put another one down, too — completing a four-bed-wide platform that stretched across the entire width of our sleeper compartment.
“Oh my god!” Anika said. Payton found the four-bed-wide sheets and blankets in the compartment under the first bed. We hurried up and made it up and we all jumped in. It wasn’t a king size bed, but it was easily a queen size. Plus we suddenly had plenty of headroom from the beds taken down above us.
“Who knew” I said. We put the pillows along one wall so the window to the passing night was on our left and the door to the gangway of the train was on our right, with the curtain — thankfully — closed. I sat up against the wall with comfy pillows behind my back. Anika straddled my lap the way she had been sitting on me before, facing away, and she chuckled and pulled on my cock up between her legs and dragged her fully swollen pussy lips up and down the length of my shaft. “Much better,” she groaned gutturally. She was so wet, she was oozing down all over me.
Payton and Kyra laid beside me with my arms around their bodies and they kissed my chest and face and each other. Anika pushed her knees down and lifted her hips up off my lap enough to push the head of my cock just inside the flaps of her pussy lips. She glanced over her shoulder as though to check if Payton and Kyra noticed, and she bit her lip at me as though to say that she couldn’t help it. She put her finger to her lips to make me promise to say nothing, and she released her knees sideways and let her warm, lush pussy slide down the full length of my cock, taking me deeply inside her.
The train’s rocking took over for Anika and she eventually fell back onto her arms, stretching her stomach out and facing the ceiling of the car, before Payton and Kyra pulled her the rest of way down so that she came to lie on me on her back with my cock arcing up and remaining inside her, the rocking car providing all the motion needed and its blues beat from the track seams mesmerizing all of us and carrying us away.
Payton and Kyra began kissing Anika first up the sides of her face, then over her mouth, then over her breasts. Kyra, always the one pushing things, went down the middle of Anika’s body and began kissing her pussy where my cock penetrated her, causing Anika to clench her core muscles and start moaning too loud for a tiny train compartment we didn’t know much about, like the thickness of the walls. It was very much what we all agreed we wouldn’t do. But the bed I discovered we could put together in our rocking compartment made that a fait accompli.
Anika writhed on me and reached up over and behind herself to tug on my hair with her curling and grasping fingers. Payton swung her knee over my chest and looked down her body from where she leaned her chest into the wall above my head, and she brought her groin, pulsing and jolting with the train’s rocking and shifting, up to my mouth. Both her and Anika seemed to enter a competition for who could emit the hottest, most sensual cries, as Kyra and I ate them both out.
My cock popped accidentally out of Anika’s pussy from a particularly hard sway of the train and she laughed, but quickly, Kyra dropped her mouth down over my cock and she moaned hard, taking me to the back of her throat. She seemed more eager and frantic with each passing moment. Payton spun around and all three girls laughed as they pulled and pushed at my limbs trying — without words — to get my body flat over the bed. Payton spread her legs over my face and play-fought with Kyra for my cock with her mouth, taking me in a 69 position.
The die was cast when I noticed cries and gasps unrelated to anything I could feel, and I looked over to my side from under Payton’s thigh where she dangled her draining pussy over my mouth, and saw beside us Anika and Kyra engaged in their own 69. That didn’t take long, I thought. I guessed the whole “We don’t do that” thing was out for a second night running.
Kyra lifted her face from between Anika’s legs and laughed and nudged Payton who laughed, too, and they switched partners. Kyra lowered her pussy to my mouth and sank her mouth down over my cock. I had to watch beside us because it was too hot to look away. Anika let Payton take her pussy in her mouth, but then she rolled them both over and became the aggressor, pushing her face down between Payton’s legs under her, and mashing her own pussy down over Payton’s face. Payton didn’t seem to mind — I could see her fingernails cut into Anika’s butt cheeks over her face, and I could hear her loud and whimpering cries from under Anika’s gyrating groin.
I rolled Kyra off me and mounted Payton from behind. Anika laughed and licked and kissed my hanging balls and I pushed the enlarged head of my cock through Payton’s upturned pussy lips. She might not have known I was there and I caught her by surprise. But she cried out loud and arched her back deeply down to suck my cock further into her pussy, and I jolted her body harder than any shift in the train tracks could.
“Me, me!” Kyra cried out and she laughed and pushed her back down and her hips up beside Payton’s hips, and she pushed her hand through her legs and spread her glistening pussy lips at me.
“Sin with Kyra!” Payton said with enthusiasm.
I pulled out of Payton’s sopping wet pussy and plunged myself into Kyra’s pussy. Eventually the two of them began to writhe together and I ended up in a missionary position, somehow, on top of Anika, and we kissed tenderly, made love long and gently, and she gasped and pushed her chest up, which was enough to trigger me beyond the point of no return, and I ejaculated long and hard into her.
We took turns slipping out the door and down the gangway to the tiny airplane-like bathroom to clean up, and we finally settled back in bed together where we were rocked to sleep by the motion of the train, the beat of the tracks, and each other’s bodies, warm, lithe, and sprawled together.
Payton nudged me awake, and when I opened my eyes, she drew my attention to the window where the earliest morning sun streamed through. It was about 6AM. We had about three more hours. She walked on her knees over the messy bed to the window and leaned on it with her forearms up against it. The passing Central European landscape, with its stripped raw trees etching the sky, the old barns and houses in clusters here and there, the ancient fields where farming was first invented, looked like a Dutch master’s painting, all dark, sombre, and muted. Payton spun her head around and caught me staring at her long, smooth back, silhouetted against the dim and washed out yellow and green sky, and she pulled her long brown hair around her ear and curled her lips at me over her shoulder.
If the outside we passed through looked like a Rembrandt,  Payton’s back looked like a Renoir. The way she moved, swaying with the train, didn’t help. She tilted her pelvis up and back at me in the most slightest way possible, and I was powerless to stop myself taking her.
I got up on my knees and the white sheet fell from my naked body. Kyra awakened enough to look out from her narrow-slitted eyes, but she didn’t stir. I walked on my knees up behind Payton and she gripped the sill of the window and dropped her face down. Her hair hung in a curtain obscuring her shoulders from me. I wrapped my hands around the sides of her hips and she gasped from the touch and curled her hips back more. I slid my hands up around her narrow and toned waist and she reached down and between her legs and coaxed and urged my cock with her fingertips up and into her pussy. I entered her and she arched deeply twisting her head around, and she found my mouth with her mouth, and she kissed me frantically and sloppily behind her.
I took her hands under my hands and held her waist firmly. Her face pressed sideways into the glass. Over her head the moving painting slid past my eyes while I humped Payton’s body and stretched myself deeper into her pussy from behind. I felt a hand on my thigh and glanced down. Anika was awake, and she lightly ran her fingernails up my hard thigh and kissed my skin, not moving or making a sound. I twisted further around and found Kyra gazing at us, watching me take her friend at the window of the train car.
“So much for Christians,” I groaned into Payton’s ear and she gasped and grunted and said, “Don’t tease!” to me.
She pressed her hands flat into the glass and pushed her body up and back into my body harder and began to fuck me more than I fucked her. I pressed my palms into the cold glass too and let my eyes memorize the sliding painting we moved through and I lost myself in the sexual eruption of pleasure with my cock screwing rhythmically into Payton’s pussy. I ejaculated into her, and when I pulled out, my cum ran in a rivulet down the inside of her thigh. I flopped back onto my back over the bed feeling drugged. Like two angels, Kyra and Anika silently wiped me with warm towels and kissed me, and Payton fell back, too, into their pulling and urging arms, and we all fell back asleep.
There was breakfast in the dining car and we reluctantly stirred ourselves and dressed before they put it away. We sat around a small table together as the light grew out the windows and ate toast and cheese and sausage and drank coffee in that kind of silence you do in the morning with your lover after a night filled with vigorous and exhausting lovemaking. Only it was three lovers. Nobody needed to say it — we all knew we had failed again. Temptation got the better of us one more time.
We made our way back to our car and put away the beds and rode the rest of the way into Budapest talking about what we discovered online that might be interesting to go see and do there. We were set for a quick three hour run around the city before getting another train to Greece and warmth further south, but changed out minds.
“Let’s find a place for at least a night,” Kyra said.
And so we came to the station at exactly 9AM just as the tickets promised, and tired from a night of rocking hijinks, we came out of the massive train station and onto the sidewalks of the city and looked up and around us at the old Europe capital that surrounded us.
“Is there such a thing as a two-off?” Kyra said.
“To be fair,” Anika said, “it was pretty cramped in there — I mean, 12 hours in a sleeper car on a train, things are going to happen.”
“Who started it anyway?” Payton said.
Both Kyra and Anika guffawed and laughed and slapped Payton’s back. “You’re the one who started spin-the-bottle!” Kyra cried out at her with a wide grin.
“But it was supposed to be just kissing,” Payton said.
Anika hip-checked her and flashed her eyes at her. “Oh sure,” she said. She quickly pushed her face up to Payton’s face and kissed her on the mouth, before she squealed and laughed.
“Not in public!” Payton said and she flared her eyes at Anika.
“She’s changed,” I said to Payton.
“Ya think?!” she said back to me.
“So what?” Anika shouted, and she twirled around and spread her arms out and rolled her head back. “I feel so free!” she shouted to the low grey sky. Payton took my hand in hers and Anika took my other hand. She twisted toward me and licked my neck under my ear and poked the tip of her tongue into me. “I want to fuck you so bad right now!” she groaned.
“Look,” I said, “the Basilica of St. Stephen. We should take you to church so you can confess your sins,” I said.
She snorted and pushed her body against mine. “Can you imagine? Telling the priest what we did last night?”
“The last two nights, you mean,” Kyra said. “Luke, you’ve totally corrupted three well-behaved and god-fearing Christian girls. We used to be so good,” she said.
“You really did,” Payton said beside me, and she squeezed my hand in hers.
“You can’t corrupt a person who isn’t ready to be corrupted,” I said, thinking it sounded like a famous quote, the way it came out.
“I want to fuck you so bad right now, too!” Payton groaned at me.
“Hey!” Kyra protested. “It’s my turn next!” she said.
We walked over the Chain Bridge, gazed across the Danube at the Buda Castle, and ended up in front of the New York Cafe. There couldn’t be a more old world European cafe than that one, we found, walking inside and becoming instantly dizzy from the Sistine Chapel-like painted and arched ceiling and wrought iron chandeliers hanging down from it all over.
We got our coffees and pastries and huddled over our small round marble and iron table. “Somebody said once is an accident, but twice is something else,” I said.
Payton shrugged. “Maybe Anika is right,” she said. “I mean, what did anyone think was going to happen, once you found out how to make it all one big bed in there,” she said, bulging her eyes out at me like I was the one to blame.
“All we can do is try to be better again,” Anika said. “The road is narrow, the chosen are few.”
“I didn’t even get my turn,” Kyra said.
“Kyra, we can’t keep doing that!” Payton said. “What does that make us?”
“I don’t know,” Anika said, and she slumped back in her chair and crossed her legs. “What does it make us?” she said.
Payton couldn’t say, she only shook her head at her. “You have to get your own room tonight,” she said to me. “I’m serious. We can’t keep doing that every night.”
“Maybe she’s right,” Anika said. “If anyone knew what was going on back home, we’d be disowned by all our families.”
“Just one more night?” Kyra said.
Anika and Payton both spun around quickly to her. “No!” they both said in unison.
We finished up and went back out onto the street. Just then, an unusual woman came up to us. Behind her a few feet followed a tall skinny guy who she shushed and shooed away from her.
“Are you looking for a room?” she said.
“Well, two rooms, actually,” Payton said.
“I have one room for you,” the woman said. She was strange, the way she dressed, and her eyes were a color I still can’t say what they were. She smiled like there was some secret code we were supposed to know. Silently she waved her hand behind her, shooing off the tall lanky guy who crept up the sidewalk too close again.
Payton jutted her jaw sideways at me and rolled her eyes. “How much is it?” she said to the woman.
“Look at it first,” she said. “Can you follow me?”
We all looked at each other. We had no other ideas, not having planned to spend the night in the city.
“Don’t you do everything without a plan?” Anika said.
“And it gets me in a lot of trouble,” I said.
“I can’t imagine any more trouble than we’re already in,” Payton said.
We turned and followed the woman. She immediately took us off the big street and into narrow winding alleys that bisected with other ones in some hidden labyrinth of tall narrow stone walls we didn’t even know existed. Huge curved walls lead to low arched passages we fitted through, and the stones of the pavement seemed worn down by hundreds of years of people walking over them.
The woman held up a small, mysteriously glowing green bottle. “My family made the best absinthe before,” she said. “Would you like to try some?”
“Green absinthe!” the tall lanky guy said.
We didn’t even know he was still following us.
“Do not pay him attention, do not encourage him,” she said to us with anger rising in her voice. She spun around and the two of them started arguing, her pointing and indicating to him to leave, him, pleading, beating at his chest, making like he was tearing his shirt open at her.
“My brother thinks you want your palms read,” she said, and she shook her head and rolled her eyes and passed the small green bottle to me. She lead the way further into the dark shadows of the tall narrow passages as though expecting we would drink her drink and follow her. The tall guy followed us like she had given him permission after all. We looked at each other quizzically. The girls seemed to trust that I knew what I was doing, going along with it, but I only went further in because they were going with me.
Abruptly, the woman came to a narrow set of deeply-grooved, centuries-old doors that stood easily 20 feet high. You wouldn’t have even noticed them if you weren’t turned into them, the alley was so narrow, the shadows so disorienting, and the doors so narrow and strange. She pounded on them so hard we looked at each other with bulging eyes. Giving it no more than three seconds, she pounded on them again even harder and longer. We stepped back, alarmed, and the tall lanky guy — her brother, we learned — nodded at us, half blinked his eyes, and calmed us with his outstretched hand.
One of the doors creaked open as creakily as a haunted house. At first it appeared like no one was inside the deep, dark shadows. But a bald head emerged, no more than 4 feet from the ground and, bent to face the ground, it twisted up sideways to the woman. It was an already short old man made shorter by being stooped over nearly 90 degrees. He smiled a nearly toothless, yellowed grin at her.
She rolled her eyes, pushed hard at the door to swing it open into the man with the same impatience she seemed to have for everything, and she stepped inside and turned to us, gesturing for us to follow her. The old man stepped back as though he was as powerless against her as he would be against a tornado. Her tall lanky palm-reading brother gestured with his obscenely long arm for us to go on ahead and step inside. We glanced at each other for a cue, and we all shrugged at once, and followed the woman.
Inside the dark narrow hallway on what appeared to be an ancient slate floor, we looked around us as our eyes adjusted to the dimly glowing iron lamp sconce sticking out high up in the wall overhead. The door creaked and we spun around to watch the light from outside become shut out. The old man threw a bolt on the door and locked it. He said, “Buda Pesht!” in a low, groaning voice, and he chuckled with phlegm in his throat and turned away and disappeared into the darkness going the other way.
We followed the woman through the gently curving narrow stone hallway barely able to stay close enough to even see her. She came to a set of doors and thrusted them open. We were instantly blinded by too much light and we recoiled away and groaned in pain. When we were ready, we dropped our arms from our eyes and looked inside.
Inside was what appeared to have been at one time in the deep dusty past an aristocrat’s ball room or castle dining room. On the long far wall rising nearly to the sky, it seemed, were about 12 narrow and sky-scraping-tall stained glass windows. From the high, arching ceiling hung from thick black chains were heavy iron and yellow glass chandeliers. But if there was a massive dining table and chairs in there at one time, they were long gone now. In the middle of the vast floor sat alone one large bed.
“I can bring a cot or two in for you, if you require,” she said.
There were a couple of enormous, high-back red velvet chairs, ornately carved small tables, and a fireplace in the end wall large enough to drive a truck through. We dropped our bags on the parquet floor and turned around and around gazing at the high ceiling, the windows, and the fireplace.
“We’ll take it,” I said.
“Yeah,” Payton said. “I think so.”
We didn’t even know the price. But it wouldn’t have mattered.
The woman produced four small, heavy-glass cups from somewhere hidden and poured us all more drinks. “Now you will have your palms read?” she said, “and then he can go.” She gestured with her chin disdainfully at her brother. It was as though neither of them had a choice in it — he had to read our palms, that was it.
I went to the windows and looked through. I gasped. The view was of the whole city, the river, the hill, and beyond. “Jesus,” I murmured. I wasn’t even sure we were still on any map.
When I turned around, I saw Anika with her hand laid palm up in the lanky man’s two hands, where he curled his back over and stared down at it. Payton and Kyra sat in the tall-back red velvet chairs spaced too far apart and they gazed all around themselves at the carved walls and arching ceiling that stretched high up through dust-hazing streams of colored light that fell through the twelve  tall, stained glass windows like they found themselves inside a kaleidoscope. The woman was off to the side with her eyes closed where she spun around and danced with herself to some song playing from her phone that didn’t sound like anything I recognized, played with instruments that didn’t sound like any I knew. It sounded like hand drums and violins, but then also like clarinets and hands clapping.
By the time they left us alone, no cots were brought to the enormous room.
“Maybe she’ll bring them later,” Kyra suggested, and we read a note the woman left, and a map she drew on where to find showers and toilets down the winding halls outside the door.
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