
        
            
                
            
        

    















Before that strange, shifty woman and her weird lanky brother left Payton, Kyra, Anika and me in the huge empty ballroom of the old, decrepit castle, she lit a fire in the fireplace that was big enough to park a truck inside. We didn’t think there’d be a problem if we moved the bed in front of the fire and shifted the big thick rug to the floor between the bed and mantle. We moved the high-back red velvet chairs over, too, and made a cozy, smaller space around the fire, leaving most of the rest of the massive looming room to the dancing shadows arcing high over us across the ceiling and behind us and against the distant walls. The lights of Budapest at night glittered in the twelve tall and narrow stained glass windows that ran along the one long wall behind us.
“I guess it’s going to have to be one bed for all of us again,” Payton said.
“We can’t make Luke sleep on the floor,” Kyra said, talking with Payton about me as though I wasn’t there.
“If you think I should, I can manage, not like I haven’t done that before,” I said.
“Don’t be silly,” Anika said. “We’re Christians, we’re able to control ourselves.”
We pulled on our coats and shoes and crept out the tall doors to the former ballroom, felt our way  back through the dark curving hallway to the front door — or back door, we never could tell which it was — and we slipped out for some dinner and fun in the city. We made sure to mark the map on our phones with the doors to the castle. It might be huge inside, but it was virtually invisible outside. I wasn’t even sure the thing existed in reality, and wasn’t instead found through some time-travel portal.
The alley might have been hidden, but we came quickly out onto a busy narrow street full of clubs and restaurants packed with people. The noise was startling after the silence inside the hidden and unknown castle back through the narrow streets. We had langos — a pizza-like street food that was sold on virtually every corner. We went through bars with live music, drank Dreher beers, and laughed and swayed down the narrow streets of the lively entertainment district, arms over each other’s shoulders, four abreast and loving life.
We found a mysterious bar that was enshrouded in darkness and steeped in history, judging from the gargoyles that perched around the ornate woodwork over the bar. We crowded into a small circular leather booth in the corner beside the stained glass windows and ordered drafts and pretzels.
“Guys,” Anika said. “I mean it, we have to be more careful tonight,” she said. Her hand, meanwhile was on my upper lap, and it was squeezing and releasing a grip laid firmly into my upper thigh, too, in secret.
She wasn’t the only one. Payton was also scratching her nails and squeezing her hand into my other thigh, her’s even more dangerously higher up and closer to my groin. “We definitely shouldn’t do any of that,” Payton said, and she nodded affirmatively at Anika. “It was a mistake, last night,” she said firmly to me.
“And the night before that?” I said.
Anika rolled her eyes. “So we make mistakes!” she said, annoyed, and she shook her head at me. “You could try a little restraint yourself, you know!” she said.
“Maybe he was sent to tempt us . . . “ Kyra said.
“If he was,” Payton said, and she slumped back into the leather backrest of our tight circular booth seat. “ . . . we’re all failing very badly.”
“And now we’re all stuck in the same bed — again!” Anika said, and she widened her eyes and glared at her thick glass of beer.
“Three strikes and we’re out, girls,” Payton said. “The first night was an accident, the second night — well, it was tiny in that sleeper car on the train, wasn’t it,” she said, looking at me. “It was too hard not to,” she said in a hushed groan, and her hand cupped secretly around my cock and balls under my pants. “But tonight, we really have to try!”
Anika touched her finger to the bottom of my chin and turned my face toward her face. “You have to not, too, okay?” she said. Her eyebrows curved and her mouth dropped open. She was pleading with me. Meanwhile, her fingernail dragged over my skin just under the waist of my jeans, and her fingers pushed further under my pants. They curled into the skin just above my cock, under the waist of my shorts, and perilously close.
“Say you’ll try,” Kyra said, leaning over the table closer to my face. “Promise you won’t . . . “ she paused and curled her lips between her teeth. “ . . . fuck us, for fuck sakes!” she said, mouthing the bad words to me to avoid saying them. Her toes traced up the back of my calf under the table. Also secretly. All three of them were pawing and clawing at me, all in secret to each other.
“Pinkies!” Payton said, and she held her hand out over the glass candle in the middle of our table with her pinky extended. All our faces were lit in the golden flickering light, all of us somber and serious. Anika curled her pinky around Payton’s, and then Kyra joined them. They all looked at me.
“You too,” Payton said.
“You especially,” Kyra said. Her foot grappled around my leg, hidden from the others. Payton’s finger traced the outline of my cock where it bulged under my pants. Anika slipped her hand further under the waist of my shorts and she curled it around my balls, warm skin on warm skin.
I joined my pinky with all of their pinkies where we held them over the flame of the lone candle.
“Swear to it,” Payton said to me.
“Swear to what, exactly?” I said.
“That you won’t fuck us tonight!” Anika said in a hushed, desperate voice. She also mouthed the one word to avoid saying it.
“We’re not allowed to do that like you are!” Kyra said, pleadingly to me. “We already told you that, too. Don’t be so dense!”
“What am I supposed to do,” I said, “if you’re all trying to do it with me?” I didn’t want to point out how they were all groping me at that very moment.
“You just don’t let us!” Payton said. She looked at Anika on my other side and shook her head and rolled her eyes at her like I was being intentionally thick about it.
“Anyway, you already got into all of our pants, how much does one man want or need!?” Anika said, and she glared at me.
“I didn’t get to last night, though,” Kyra said.
“Shut up!” both Anika and Payton said to her at once, and she squinted her eyes and made a show of pouting.
“So do you pinky swear?” Payton said.
I scrutinized their three pinkies all twisted together in front of me. “So even if you’re all coming on to me?” I said.
“Especially if we are!” Anika said.
“Why is it all on me?” I said.
They all rolled their eyes like the answer was obvious. I shrugged, I shook my head, but I joined their pinkies with mine and we shook on it. At the very same moment, Anika squeezed my bare balls, Payton squeezed my hardening cock through my pants, and Kyra pushed her toes up between my legs. I had my doubts about the coming night.
Down the street we found a club and they all dragged and pushed me in, laughing and squealing. First Payton danced with me, pressing her abdomen into mine, twirling around and dragging her ass over my groin, and wrapping her arms around my neck and hanging her body from mine. Then Kyra joined her, the two of them laughing and teasing me, gyrating their bodies against mine, grabbing at me on the dance floor and pushing their asses into my crotch. When Anika came out on the floor to join them, they all hung off me, kissing me and feeling me up. It was dark enough and crowded enough on the dance floor that probably no one really noticed all of what was going on.
With me having pinky-promised the girls that I would hold them off in bed later that night, they seemed loosened up from whatever leashes they earlier might have thought they had on themselves. Payton started it.
She lifted her face to mine, grinned, and wagged it back and forth at me, sticking her tongue out. “No doing any of our sweet little pussies tonight!” she said, and she dropped her mouth wide open, smiled broadly at me, and scrunched her hand around my cock inside my pants.
“Yeah!” Kyra said, and she pushed herself up to wiggle on her bum and push it back into my groin. She wrapped her arms around my neck and hung from me, making sure she wriggled her ass directly against my cock below. “No putting it in my tight little pussy . . . ” she said, and she buried her tongue deep into my mouth, “ . . . or my best friend Payton’s tight little pussy . . . ” she said, and she moaned sexually with her lips hovering over my lips, “ . . . or my other best friend Anika’s tight little pussy,” she said, and she swung her legs around and laughed.
All three of them leaned over the small table toward me when we went back to it together. “Are you going to be able to do it?” Anika said, and she curled her tongue around her lips and bit it. Payton pressed the side of her face against the side of Payton’s face. “Three cute young girls like us,” she said. “It’s going to be so hard for you! We might all be naked too, with a fireplace like that. All in bed together.” She laughed.
Kyra laughed too, and squealed and pushed her face against Payton’s face so that all three of them were pressed together looking at me with fading, narrowed eyes, tongues licking lips, moans and groans emanating from deep in their throats. Kyra grunted. “No fucky-wucky for poor Lukey-Wukey tonight,” she said. “And the bed is so small, too!”
First Payton and Anika kissed, and then Kyra kissed Payton, and soon, all three of them were necking together with their faces pushed over the table and close to my face. They moaned and groaned at first to tease me, but their sounds soon become genuinely aroused. That’s how things often started: they began by teasing me, then soon got carried away with each other.
“Uh, guys,” I said, “public.”
“He’s right,” Anika said, pulling away from the other two. “Let’s go home!”
I meant for them to stop, not carry on but in a more private place, but there was no stopping them when they got wound up. We made our way, barely, back to the castle and through it’s huge double doors, and we felt our way back down the narrow curving hallway to the tall double doors of our ballroom-bedroom, and came inside to find the fire still live, the room still toasty warm, and the bed ready for us. I was nominated to go find the bathroom first, and used the map the woman drew for us to find it not far away. It was modern, too, which surprised me. I washed up and got ready and came back. I told them where it was and that it was big with two sinks and lots of towels, and they all went together to find it. I got into bed in only my shorts. I couldn’t sleep otherwise. A t-shirt would have been too warm.
They came back later in their long and loose t-shirts and panties, all three of them. I had been sitting up in bed leaning on the headboard on pillows staring over the foot of the bed and into the glorious fire I had restocked with new wood. Payton and Anika and Kyra all found reason to stand between the bed and the fire on the cozy rug we moved in front of it, curling their toes into the sumptuous fur. Payton started it first, stretching like a cat, seemingly ignoring me behind her, and then pulling her t-shirt up and over her head to let her hair fall down in cascades over her bare back. She jutted her ass back out toward me and stuck her chest out. She wasn’t wearing a bra.
“The fire feels so good on bare skin,” she groaned.
Anika stood beside her also with her back to me and did exactly the same thing, tugging her t-shirt up over her head, contorting in her body, and twisting to face Payton beside her, like I wasn’t even there, watching their show. “Feels too good,” she said, and she cupped her hands over her small breasts. I caught her peeking over her shoulder at me.
Kyra went last, tugging her t-shirt up and over her head and tossing her hair out and down her back. And then, just like they planned it, no doubt, they all wrapped their arms around each other’s waists, turned around, and faced me, each of them naked but for their panties. Ensuring they had my full attention with the fire to their backs, they turned to each other and began kissing and necking in front of me. Payton pushed Anika’s panties half way down her legs so that they stretched between her thighs, and Anika pushed Kyra’s panties all the way down so that they crumpled at her feet.
In minutes, they were all stepping out of their discarded panties and kneeling on the foot of the bed between my eyes and the fire, and there they necked and petted each other and laughed and teased one another. They pretended I wasn’t there, but it was all an obvious show for me. They were constantly making sure I could see what I was meant to see. Kyra started feeling up Payton’s breasts and she leaned over and sucked on one and then the other of her nipples. Payton caught her breath and shivered and reached around behind Anika’s ass, and I saw her finger push through between her legs from behind, and enter her through her pussy lips. Anika rolled onto her back and pulled Payton down on top of her and they mashed their hips together, grinding and squirming and moaning and groaning.
I reached for Kyra’s ass where it swayed in front of me, but she spun around and wagged her finger at me with a grin. “Nuh-uh, no touching,” she said.
“I thought it was no fucking,” I said.
She came up to me on her hands and knees and wrapped her arms around my neck. Her body, hot from the fire, naked and twisting, pressed into me through the sheets I was still under. “That too,” she said, and she reached down under her hips and pulled the sheet tight over my erection and stroked me through it and laughed.
Anika knelt up on her knees and walked high over my legs where they stretched out under the single white sheet. She laughed and curled her hand around my cock wrapped in the sheet that Kyra pushed down over it, and she teased her pussy lips with the sheet-covered head of my cock where it stood straight up and enshrouded. “You want it so bad,” she said. “But you pinky swore!” she squealed, and she laughed pushed her pussy lips down harder over the head of my cock. I couldn’t enter her because the sheet remained between us. She made it wet, too.
Soon all three of Payton, Kyra, and Anika were sprawled over me, all of them completely naked, and me, naked too — Kyra had seen to that, removing my shorts by reaching under the sheet. They pinned me down keeping the sheet between us, all the way up to my neck. They continued to neck with each other and with me, and they teased my cock through the sheet and rubbed themselves all over me and each other, but the sheet remained in place between our bodies.
Kyra knelt over my chest and pushed her pussy into my mouth and I dragged the tip of my tongue through the crevice of her pussy lips and circled it around the nib at the top without touching it directly, and she wavered on her knees and pumped my face with her groin.
Payton and Anika fell into a 69 all over again beside me and over top of me, too, moaning far too loud for a room like that in a building like that, and jerking their bodies at each other’s faces, already primed by the dancing at the club and by the way they’d had fun teasing me all night about not getting to fuck them. They all seemed to like going down on each other, but only with their bodies sprawled over me.
Kyra began to buck against my face and I licked her with no pause, even though she hyperventilated and mashed her hips had against me. She collapsed and ground her hands down into her pelvis and rolled onto her side and moaned about how unfair everything was. Payton and Anika took turns bringing their mouths down over my cock where they stood it up between their faces, still tightly wrapped in the sheet. Finally, Payton tore the sheet away and I felt the air on my cock, but only for a moment, before she took it in her mouth, bare this time.
“Payton!” Anika moaned at her, but Payton came off me and tucked Anika’s hair behind her ear and guided my cock with her fist around it into Anika’s mouth that she pushed down.
“It’s okay, it’s not really sex,” she said to Anika reassuringly, as she watched Anika consume my cock all the way to the back of her throat. “You said so yourself,” Payton said.
As soon as Anika came off me, Payton greedily shoved her own mouth down over my cock just as deeply as she had made Anika take me. When Payton came off for breath, Kyra straddled my hips, already having recovered from her earlier climax.
“Kyra!” Payton cried out loud, and she pulled Kyra off my hips. But no sooner had Kyra spilled over sideways, laughing and languid all over, than Payton positioned herself over my hips and reached through her legs from behind to wrap her fist around my shaft and steady me for her own pussy.
Anika shouted at her and they struggled over my body, but they were also laughing too hard for either of them to gain much strength or position over the other.
Finally Anika shouldered Payton hard enough to knock her off the bed, and she positioned herself over my erection close enough that the tip of the head of my cock kissed the wet and shining lips of her pussy.
Payton came up to kneel on the side of the bed and she reached under Anika’s thrusting hips and covered the head of my cock with her hand. “You can’t, Anika!” she said. “We’re not allowed!”
“Just a bit!” Anika protested.
“Let her just a bit,” Kyra said beside me where she pressed the side of her face against mine. She was rubbing her pussy and sinking her finger into herself watching Payton and Anika fight over my body. “It’s not fucking if it’s just a little bit,” she said.
“Just a little bit then,” Payton said, “and then I get to,” she added.
Anika collapsed over me with her hands pressing into my shoulders and her breasts hanging down into my chest. Payton clasped her hand tighter around my cock’s shaft to maintain control, and Anika bit her lip at my face. I felt her pussy come down over the head of my cock. Her hips shook and her wetness covered my shaft.
“Let me have more,” Anika said.
“No, Anika!” Payton said. “More than an inch and it’s officially fucking!”
“Two inches is the rule!” Anika said, and she pressed her body down harder against Payton’s hand where she wrapped it around my shaft tighter, keeping it out of Anika’s pussy.
“Then I get two inches too!” Payton said.
“What about me?” Kyra said. “I get two inches too!”
“Wait your turn, Kyra,” Payton said. Anika pressed herself down harder and Payton removed one of her hands to let her have more of my cock. “Just two more times,” she said to Anika.
Anika pumped her pussy down my cock and leaned her head down to kiss me on the mouth. When Payton nudged her, she rolled off my body and fell down beside me. “Two inches only!” she said to Payton. “And only three times, too,” she said.
Kyra gasped at her. “Oh my god, you went down on him more than three times!” she said.
“But not two inches every time!” Anika corrected her.
Payton gathered her hair around her shoulder to see down her body where she reached around in front of herself, she held my cock in her hand straight up under her pussy and pushed her lips down around the head. She dragged the head through the lips of her pussy forward and back, and raised her face to mine.
“You’re so wet already from Anika’s pussy,” she said, and she grinned at me. “Whose pussy do you like the best?” she said.
Kyra knelt up beside Payton and pulled her hair around her shoulder and kissed her neck. “Does his cock feel good inside, Pay?” she said, and she smirked.
Payton rolled her head sideways to Kyra. “What do you think?” she moaned with breathiness, and they kissed each other on the lips.
Kyra pushed her hand down the front of Payton’s body, over her pussy, and down my shaft. She wrapped her hand around my cock and drew the tip of the head between Payton’s pussy lips.
“You want to fuck him so bad, I can tell,” Kyra said to her, and she smirked.
“If you keep doing that to me with his dick, I just might have to,” Payton said.
Anika leapt up and laughed and knelt behind Payton, hugging her from behind and molding the front of her body to the back of Payton’s body. She dropped her face around Payton’s neck from behind and kissed her on the neck. “Do me now,” she said, and she pushed her naked pelvis into Payton’s bare ass hard enough to nudge her forward over me.
Payton snickered but Anika pushed harder until my cock came out of her pussy, and Kyra drew the head of it through the lips of her own pussy, teasing it back and forth like she had with Payton’s lips.
“Are you going to fuck him anyway, do you think?” Anika groaned privately into Payton’s ear from behind.
Payton reached up and over the back of her head and clutched her fingers in the hair on the back of Anika’s head behind her. “Fuck, Anika, I might have to,” Payton said in nearly a cry.
Kyra snickered and swung her knee over my chest to kneel over my face backward and she moved down onto her elbows, lowered her pussy, sopping, to my mouth, and kissed the shaft of my cock that she held stiffly in her hand. She moved it first through the dripping pussy lips of Anika, and then through the glistening pussy lips of Payton. Both of them shivered and their thighs went tense. I wrapped my arms up and around Kyra’s hips and lapped my tongue through her pussy lips that were even wetter than the other two.
Kyra gasped and pulled my cock out from under Payton’s pussy and sank her mouth down over it. My body leapt up under her, the change in temperature and sensation was so startling, and she popped it back out of her mouth and drew it more deeply through Payton’s pussy, and then through Anika’s pussy behind her again. The sensation was unmistakable: I knew that Anika spread her knees on the bed and sank her hips down further to take my cock much deeper into her pussy than just through the lips. When Kyra, her hips rotating over my face and her pussy grinding into my mouth, pulled my cock forward to touch Payton’s pussy lips, Payton cried to the ceiling and slipped even further down on my cock than Anika had.
“Such a bad girl,” Kyra groaned at her and she popped my cock out of Payton’s pussy and sank her mouth down the full length of it. Her tongue swirled around my shaft inside the heat of her mouth. When she pushed it back under Anika’s pussy, Anika sank all the way down on it, taking it as deeply into her pussy as she could. When she came off, Kyra pulled my cock under Payton’s pussy, and she sank down all the way on it, too, and pumped herself up and down on me as much as she could, before Kyra laughed and pushed her up and off me, and she pulled my cock out from under her.
“So much for not fucking him,” Kyra cried out loud, before completely enveloping my cock in her mouth.
Anika pushed Payton hard from behind making her fall forward over top of Kyra and me, and she caught my cock in her hand, squeezed it, and sank her pussy down on it until our hips crashed together, and she pumped herself on me and rolled her head back to face the ceiling.
Kyra pulled her hips down from my face and started pushing Anika backward. “We said no fucking!” she cried at her, and when Anika fell off my cock from Kyra’s shove, Kyra quickly positioned her hips over my hips facing the other way, and she dropped herself down on my shaft and twisted herself with my cock deep inside her pussy.
Payton laughed and stood up over Kyra where she pumped her body on mine, and she shoved and tugged at her shoulders. Both of them were laughing too hard to gather much strength. Anika stood up on the bed too, and she hip checked Payton hard enough to make her fall over, and she quickly landed on my body and drove her pussy down hard over my cock.
All three girls laughed and screamed and yelped as they wrestled each other and fought over my cock with their dripping pussies. I tried to settle them down and I tried to shush them — they were making far too much noise — but they were like three kittens in a box, the way they struggled with each other and took my cock in their mouths, their hands, and their pussies. In the middle of it all, I had a distinct impression that it wasn’t the first time those three girls rolled around naked together and laughed, but it might have been the first time with a boy under them all.
I tried to warn them but they were too far gone with their frolicking fun. When Anika and Kyra fought each other over pumping my cock in their mouths, I tapped their shoulders, but that only seemed to further encourage them. I realized they were trying to make me cum — that they were competing for who could make me spurt in their mouth first. When Payton pushed her mouth down the full length of my shaft, I was unable to hold myself back any longer, and she got it, right through the back of her throat.
She pulled off me and pumped her fist in the air and whooped triumphantly. Driblets of my cum ran down her chin. Kyra pushed her mouth down my shaft and got more of me, making me spurt in her mouth, too, and run over her chin, and finally, Anika finished me off and licked me all over to clean me. All three laughed and made eyes at me with my cum all over all of their lips and chins.
When I regained consciousness, I saw in the dim light of the dying fire the three of them, still naked and lying sprawled over each other, kissing each other on the mouth and caressing each other. We eventually fell asleep on the bed in front of the glowing embers of the fireplace, spent and exhausted. And also defeated — the vow was broken into pieces a third straight night.
Payton found a gig the next morning, driving someone’s car to where they moved, from Budapest to Split down the Croatian coast seven hours away. Of course we jumped at it.
“Do you have a girlfriend back home?” Payton said to me. Her and I were in the back seat for that shift, while Anika drove and Kyra rode shotgun.
“I’d better not, or I won’t anymore,” I said, raising my eyebrows at her. “Way we carried on last night.”
“That was Kyra’s fault this time,” Payton said.
Kyra spun around and dropped her mouth open at Payton. “I beg your pardon!” she said. “I hardly think so! You and Anika were both doing it first!”
“I had to, though,” Anika said from the driver’s seat, and she caught me in the rear view mirror and shrugged. “I did, really,” she said.
“We all had to, I guess,” Payton said. “I thought we’d be able to deny ourselves.”
“Yeah right,” Kyra snorted over her seat back at Payton. “Us three and this guy, all sharing a bed in a room like that in front of a big fireplace like that — fat chance, Pay,” she said.
Payton wrapped her fingers up in mine where our hands came together between us in the back seat. “You don’t really mind, though, do you,” she said.
“I felt used,” I said, and I frowned. Anika burst out laughing and Kyra shook her head and rolled her eyes.
“Well in case it matters to you,” Kyra said, “none of us have boyfriends at the moment either, so . . . “
“So if we did, we wouldn’t anymore, either,” Payton said, and she smirked at me. “The way you manhandled us last night.”
“Me?! I was just lying there trying to sleep,” I said.
At that, all three of them yelped and groaned and shook their heads and I rolled my face out to the window at my side and snorted. The flat and featureless countryside of Hungary gave way to the dry and rolling hills of Croatia as we drew ever nearer to the Adriatic coast.
“Anyway, this is our free year,” Anika said. “No school, no job, no home, and no boyfriends!” she shouted from the driver’s seat.
Payton turned to me in the backseat and stuck her tongue out at me and wagged her head leaning over closer to me. “No boyfriends!” she cried at me. “Hear that?”
“So don’t get any ideas!” Kyra said from the front seat.
“Hey,” I said, “I just want to be free, too.”
“That makes four of us, then,” Payton said.
“We did say ‘no boys’ when we left home,” Anika said. “Not just ‘No boyfriends.’”
“Potato, potahto,” Payton said. “You’re not going to take any of this seriously, are you?” she said to me.
“I’m not about to buy three rings, if that’s what you’re asking,” I said.
“So if I go down on you right now in the back seat, you’re not going to take it the wrong way?” she said.
“Oh my god!” Kyra said from the front seat. “Payton’s going to fuck him again!”
“I didn’t say fuck him,” Payton said, and she kicked at the back of Kyra’s seat. “Just go down on him,” she said and she snickered. She reached over and scrunched her hand in my groin. “It’s a test to see if he’s going to make the mistake of falling in love.”
“Didn’t you already ask him which pussy he likes best last night?” Kyra said. She pulled her sleeve up over her hand and covered her mouth. Her eyes glowed like embers from inside her short blonde hair.
“And he didn’t answer me,” Payton said. Both of her hands worked together to undo my pants and draw down my fly. She reached inside and pulled my cock out and stood it up in her fist.
“How come you didn’t answer her,” Kyra said. She studied how Payton wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked it. I couldn’t see, but I was pretty sure her hand was down the front of her pants again.
“Because he gets all three this way,” Anika said. “Played exactly the way a guy would play it.” She shook her head at me when she found me in the rear view mirror.
“Like you guys aren’t playing me exactly the way you want to,” I said. “Sharing me around between you so none of you have to worry about me as a boyfriend-like thing,” I said.
“What the hell is a boyfriend-like thing?” Kyra said.
Payton pulled her shoulder strap off and leaned over the back seat to bring her face down into my lap. She licked the head of my cock, kissed the shaft of it, and twisted her face sideways up to me. “Yeah,” she said, and she slid her full and warm lips up and down the length of my shaft she caressed in the palm of her hand. “What is a boyfriend-like thing?”
“Payton is sucking on his boyfriend-like thing right now,” Kyra said to Anika and she chuckled. She also stared, unable to pull her eyes away. Payton pushed her mouth down over the head of my cock and I leaned back in the seat and rolled my face to the jagged ridge we passed through as we crested the pass through the coastal hills.
“I’m shocked at all of us,” Anika said. “We were doing pretty good too, until Luke showed up in Frankfurt.”
“He might be right, though,” Kyra said. “Maybe we’re able to have fun with him without it becoming anything none of us want, just because it’s all of us doing it with him,” she said. “And not just one.”
“So like, none of us can get serious with him because he’s already doing our best friends?” Anika said.
“Not sure if he’s doing our best friend in the back seat right now,” Kyra said, “or she’s doing him.”
“Stop watching then!” Payton said to Kyra when she lifted her face from my lap and popped my cock out of her mouth.
“I like watching,” Kyra said.
“This is turning into the wildest year ever,” Anika said.
Payton scanned around the car. We were on a two lane road that was quiet. She rolled back into her seat and lifted her legs.
“Oh my god,” Kyra said to Anika. “I think she’s going to fuck him again!”
“Payton!” Anika shouted from the front seat. “Let the guy rest once in a while, would you?”
They all laughed. Payton pushed her panties down her legs and up and off her feet that poked at the ceiling of the car. “I can’t help it,” she said. “He turned me into something I’m not.”
“Yeah,” Kyra said, “like a devil woman!” She laughed and shook her head.
Payton bit her bottom lip and spun around to throw her leg over my lap and she curled her body down on top of me and pushed her forehead into my forehead. Her fingers reached between our groins and she pulled on my cock under her hips. I wrapped my hands around her shoulders and she curled her spine in and pushed her pussy lips down over the head of my cock.
“You don’t mind, do you?” she said. “I just have to.”  She spoke in a private moan to me as she sank down the length of my shaft and took me in her pussy as deep as I could go, and she kissed me with her tongue penetrating my mouth almost as deeply.
“Payton is officially the worst of all of us,” Kyra said. I could see over Payton’s heaving shoulders Kyra watching Payton from behind as she fucked me in the seat behind Anika, and I could see her elbow moving in the way it would if someone was masturbating.
“Leave me alone,” Payton groaned into my shoulder and she chuckled. Her breath caught in short, sharp bursts and her fingers tightened around the back of my neck.
“Until this trip,” Kyra said, “I never saw people do it before.”
“Me neither,” Anika said. “It’s hot.”
“Uh-huh,” Kyra said.
Payton bit my neck and breathed hard down my back. She rammed her hips hard into my lap and her pussy gripped my cock all over inside her and she slid easily up and down my cock, being so wet, her pussy foamed. A car went by, but rather than get off me, she only hunkered down further into me, and pumped me with her pussy faster, harder, and deeper.
I felt her pussy muscles contract around my cock and I sensed her breathing stop. Her nails dug into the skin on the back of my neck and her legs shook where they squeezed around my hips. She started crying to herself, “Oh my god! Oh my god!” and every muscle in her body went hard as stone. The car bumped and swayed over the road.
I tried to hold back but I was powerless. Her pussy milked me inside her. I erupted so hard into her I nearly lost consciousness. She cried out loud at the same time and pressed her hand into the ceiling of the car to brace herself against my lap that threw her up and down. I sprayed my cum inside her with the ferocity of a hose and she cried out loud and caught her breath. When we finally subsided, she rolled off me and flopped into the seat beside me, he legs akimbo and her arms flopped on the seat. She started to laugh and I drifted into a sleep.
We cleaned up just in time for Anika to pull into a gas station and snack shop. When we got back into the car, Kyra took the wheel, Payton got into the passenger seat, and Anika climbed into the back with me. I looked over at her as Kyra pulled back out onto the road, and she dropped the seatbelt from her shoulder.
“Oh no,” I groaned, and all three girls peeled with laughter.
We came down the hill to the coast and the ancient Roman vacation town of Split opened up before us. Behind it, the Adriatic Sea glittered in the late afternoon sunlight and the sky raged in orange. Payton, ever the efficient organizer, navigated us to the apartment she found to rent before we left Budapest. Kyra pulled up to a vast white wall and her and Payton leaned forward to look up through the top of our front window.
“It looks like a Roman ruin,” I said.
“It is,” Payton said.
“So cool,” Kyra said.
We got out and stretched our legs and cast our gazes around. It was warmer for sure, which is why we were so intent on making a lot of distance in a southerly direction. It was also disorienting. Shops and restaurants had come over time to re-inhabit the ancient Roman ruins, and the old stone walls were fitted with modern windows and doors.
“Get our stuff up and inside,” Payton said, “and then we’ll take the car to where it’s supposed to go.”
The rest of us nodded silently, still gawking around and above us, none of us ever having been in that kind of environment before — actually inside an ancient ruins, especially one not cordoned off to be looked at from a distance, but to be walking right up to and into it, as well.
Payton tried the code on the lock box, found the key inside, and pulled open the ultra modern door. Inside was the ultra ancient narrow stone staircase between the curving stone wall to the floor above the shops and restaurants, and the apartments built into the walls over them.
We climbed silently, as though the history begged for our respect. Payton found the right arched door and opened it and we went inside. It, like the building, and like the whole city, too, was a disorienting mixture of extremely ancient and ultra modern. The hardwood floor and thick-framed triple pane windows were all sleek Euro. The stone walls, though, were all ancient Roman summer vacation home. Outside and all around us spread the narrow twisting Roman streets of the old city — the old Roman getaway village — and beyond that, the glittering Adriatic.
“Two bedrooms,” Anika came back to the living room to report. The rest of us nodded silently. We had been rooted to the spot, staring around at our walls and out the huge patio doors to all the other walls that snaked around us.
“This place is like nothing I’ve ever seen,” Kyra said in a low monotone.
“It’s like a movie,” Payton said.
“It certainly isn’t Kansas,” Anika said. She passed her arm through my arm. “One bed in each room,” she said softly to me.
Kyra finally, reluctantly, turned from the scene of the setting sun. “And my turn first,” she said. “If he’s got any brains left to fuck out of him, that is, after what you did to him in the backseat of the car,” she said to Anika.
Anika gasped in mock horror. “Oh my god, it was nothing compared to what Payton did!” she said.
“Anyway, I get him tonight,” Kyra said. “You two will just have to lick each other,” she said, and she burst out laughing.
We showered and changed and headed out looking for dinner in the tiny twisting streets. We found the bay lined with palm trees and settled into a lively outdoor bistro and had squid and black risotto and little dumplings as the sea turned black around us.
“Do you think we would have done the things we do with each other if Luke didn’t show up?” Payton said to Anika.
“Meaning?” she said.
Payton snorted and bit her lip. “The way we sort of get into it,” she said, “with each other,” she added more quietly. “We never did it that much before.”
“We didn’t,” Kyra said. “Is it the same thing though? Because of Luke, nothing is serious? Whereas, if he weren’t here, we’d be too afraid? It would be too serious?”
“Afraid of what, though?” Anika said.
“You know,” Payton said.
“We’re Christians,” they all said together, and they all laughed and turned their faces away from each other.
“What do you think?” Kyra said to me. “You’re being awfully quiet over there,” she said, and she kicked my shin under the table and smirked.
“Yeah,” Payton said, and she turned in her chair to face me. “What do you think when you see us doing that?” She rested her chin in the palm of her hand like we were talking about cooking habits. She had crossed her legs and her raised foot swung back and forth as rapidly as a cat’s thinking tail.
“I’m a little pre-occupied myself when you’re doing that,” I said.
“But now,” Payton said. “Thinking back.” She wasn’t letting me off the hook. Her eyes narrowed at mine. Anika and Kyra weren’t going to rescue me either. They stared just as intently at me as Payton had been.
“Okay,” I finally said, seeing no way out. I gazed across the still waters of the Adriatic. “There’s no doubt that if it were just one of you and me,” I said, nodding at each of them around our tiny round table, “it would feel a lot more like a usual boyfriend-girlfriend kind of thing, sleeping together in Frankfurt, fooling around on the train to Budapest, playing in the car on the way down here to Split,” I said. “But it being with all three of you . . . “ I said and I paused. “ . . . it makes it more purely recreational, if you know what I mean,” I said. “It can’t be emotional, because that would then be all about excluding others. This way, it’s automatically open, even though it remains closed completely to anyone else. At least, I think it is,” I said, and I laughed.
“It definitely is,” Payton said. “Just because the four of us play around like we do, there’s no way I want anyone else involved — it’s as closed as any normal and serious relationship would be. For me, anyway.”
“Hard agree,” Anika said.
“So funny, that,” Kyra said. “We didn’t even talk about it before, it all just sort of happened by accident, but we all feel the same way — it’s totally exclusive for me, too, and yet . . .  There’s four of us!” she said, and she laughed.
“I certainly don’t want anyone knowing about it,” Anika said.
“Certainly nobody from home,” Payton said.
“Oh my god, I’d die!” Kyra said.
“And yet,” I said, “here we are, all four of us, probably looking like we’re in a relationship in every way to everyone around us, except for the fact there’s three girls and one guy.”
Kyra, Payton, and Anika instantly fell back in their chairs and away from me and each other and we all chuckled and darted our gazes around. It was like we were all unaware of what we looked like, the four of us like that, carrying on like lovers out in public.
“Well we are in Europe,” Anika said. “Far, far from home,” she added, and she leaned over to me and kissed me on the mouth.
Payton gazed around furtively but when Anika fell back in her chair, she closed her mouth over mine and kissed me lover-like even longer than Anika had. Not to be left out, when Payton sat back, both her and Anika watched with grins on their faces as Kyra leaned over and took my mouth with hers in the same way. Anyone watching would have seen three different girls kiss me like first-time lovers in rapid succession.
When they all sat back contented and relaxed, Payton said to me, “You’re three headed monster, that you yourself created,” she said, and she laughed.
“Are you guys sure you don’t feel anything about it?” I said. “I mean, I am a guy getting it on with three 19 year old girls, it’s pretty much half the internet when it comes to porn fantasies,” I said, and I laughed.
“Do you think girls are always looking for steady relationships all the time?” Payton said. “We have pretty much the same equipment as guys, really,” she said. “Everybody likes having fun — maybe all we’ve done is find a way to have fun without having to put in all the time and energy of a relationship to get it,” she said. “This is what works, for now,” she said.
“It definitely works for me, for now,” Anika said with a nod.
“It’s the perfect thing, like you both said, for now,” Kyra said.
We did some clubs, we walked along the waterfront, and we tasted more things, before we finally made our way back to the Roman ruins apartment and settled in for the night. The white sectional couch was almost too big and comfortable and we all stuck our feet out and sank deeply into it in only our t-shirts and panties and shorts.
Kyra stretched in an obvious way and stood up. She nudged her head when she caught my eyes, and she laughed and reached out for my wrist that she yanked.
“Kyra’s getting fu-ucked!” Payton sang out, and she laughed.
“Don’t let her scream so much, Luke,” Anika said. “Trying to sleep in the next room, you know.”
“Is that all we’re doing?” Payton said to her.
“See what you’ve done to all of us?” Kyra said to me. “We’re not like this normally.”
I looked over her shoulder. Payton and Anika were already necking on the couch.
“I don’t know how that’s my fault — it all came up suspiciously easily,” I said.
“Seriously,” Kyra said, and she rolled her eyes like I would never understand. She pulled me into the bedroom and shut the door. She turned me to face her and dropped her arms over my shoulders. I held her by her waist and we brought our groins together. “We never did it, not like this, until you,” she said, and she tilted her head sideways, opened her mouth, and took my mouth in a long, passionate, and moaning kiss.
“You’ll have to watch your noises,” I said.
She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Anika loves listening to it, don’t kid yourself,” she said, and she tugged her loose t-shirt up over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She tore my t-shirt off me, pushed my shorts down my legs, and pulled me backward to the edge of the bed. She knelt on it shuffling backward.
I curled my fingers into the waist of her panties and drew them down her legs. She rocked on her knees to help me get them off her, and we came back together, now completely naked. My cock rose up between her legs and pushed into the bottom of her gap.
“Do I get you all night?” she said.
“How do you guys decide that about me?” I said.
She shrugged and buried her mouth on mine. She reached down and cradled my cock in her hand. “Search me,” she said. “It just seems to work out, somehow.”
I knelt up on the bed and pushed her down under me. She laughed and rolled.
“Keep it down in there, you two,” we heard Payton’s voice through our door, but then we also heard the other bedroom door close, and both of them laughing and squealing in their own room through the wall.
“Payton is worst of all,” Kyra said, and she pulled me down on her and wrapped her legs around my waist.
I entered her by surprise. We usually took longer to get to that. She gasped and chirped as though in pain, and her chest arched deeply up and her jaw dropped wildly down. I pushed myself more deeply inside her and she sucked breath and rolled her head side to side under me. When I penetrated her more deeply, she cried out loud with a particularly passionate voice.
Something got into us and it quickly became one of those non-talking, more selfish, more animalistic kinds of fucks where both parties are focused on getting themselves off. Perhaps it was because it was the first time we’d done it alone in a room, any of us. Or perhaps it was because we’d talked so much about it all that day.
I pierced Kyra and she twisted and thrashed on the bed under me with her eyes clamped shut and her mouth flying open. I sucked on her tits and pulled her hips up to ram her with my hips all that much harder. She reached up and behind herself to brace her body against the headboard and she pushed her hips at mine as hard as I pushed mine at hers. She started to squeal and gasp and cry out loud. I worried about the other two — until I heard both of them squealing and gasping and crying out loud just as much as Kyra was under me. Maybe she was right — Anika probably loved hearing it. And Payton too, by the sounds of things.
Kyra rolled me over and mounted me and pressed the heels of her hands down into my chest. She curled her spine and engulfed my cock in her pussy and she grinned down at me when she knew she had me on the edge. She kept me there, not taking me over and not letting me down. I strained under her and my whole body went hard as a plank. She giggled and popped my cock out of her pussy. When I opened my eyes, I found her rolling onto her elbows and knees and offering up to me her ass that she wagged. She reached between her legs, and with her fingers, she spread her pussy lips and enticed me to mount her from behind and rock her.
I lasted only a few strokes into her from behind before my body was gripped with spasms and I held onto her hips and smashed myself into her. She contracted inside and lifted her chin from the bed and bellowed out loud. I jolted her and the bed banged the wall. My ejaculation gushed from her pussy lips and ran down the inside of her thigh. She collapsed under me and I laid on her back unable to move.
“You make me cum so hard!” she groaned up to me over her shoulder.
In the morning, we laughed at each other. It was the first time they didn’t pretend they weren’t supposed to do it.
“It’s also the first time we did it alone, sort of,” I said.
“Was that nice for you, Kyra?” Payton said as we munched on toast and sipped our coffee.
“It was, thank you for asking,” Kyra said.
“There’s a bus to Dubrovnik,” Payton said. “Three hours.”
“Is that getting us closer to Greece?” Kyra said.
“It is,” Payton said.
“Let’s split, then,” I said. To which they all rolled their eyes and shook their heads.
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