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We wound through thick crowds in Dubrovnik before the bus came to a rocking and abrupt halt directly in front of a ferry terminal where a boat was ready to leave for Corfu. It being a rainy day and Corfu being Greece, we joined the line shuffling up the ramp, and paid when we got onboard. The same thing happened at the wharf in Corfu: when we came out of the terminal building, Kyra nearly tripped over the row of three scooters for rent.

“It’s a sign,” she said.

We all looked up and around. The rainy day became sunny and  significantly  warmer.  It  had  been  a  long  day  of  travel and Corfu was the first real summer-like warmth we felt on our skin in a long time. “Look, right there,” Payton said. She pointed  at  a  locker  service  where  we  could  stash  our  bags for the day.

The  guy  renting  scooters  only  had  three  left.  “What  do  I get?” I said. He gestured to the small motorcycle. I smirked.

We  pulled  on  our  helmets  and  fired  up  our  engines  and took  off  out  of  the  city  and  up  into  the  hills  looking  for villages and views. With me on my motorcycle and the three girls on their scooters, I went ahead and dropped back and went  ahead  again.  Their  bikes  went  considerably  slower, especially up the steeper, more winding hills, but they loved their Italian scooters.

We  hugged  close  to  the  high  walls  built  of  ancient  stone that  encroached  on  one  side  of  the  narrow  road,  with  the other  side  dropping  down  to  an  olive  grove  or  an  orchard that often seemed to hang over the edge of a cliff straight down  to  the  sea,  increasingly  far  below.  Houses  and buildings cropped up wherever one road snaked off another, and  they  sometimes  crowded  so  close  to  our  road,  they stuck out into it, and we had to slow down and steer around a step at the bottom of a front door, or a window sill with a potted planted on it that we could have bumped our heads on, curling around the bend in the road.

We  didn’t  know  when  we  rounded  a  bend  if  we’d  nearly run  into  some  black-clad  old  woman  bent  over  a  curved-wood  cane  shuffling  up  the  middle  of  the  road,  get  forced into the wall by an oncoming BMW with shaded windows, be nearly knocked off our seats by sudden deep vistas looking out  over  the  hazy  sea  and  nearby  semi-translucent  islands like  some  master’s  painting,  or  discover  a  village  with  a rustic  restaurant  and  bar  outside  that  made  us  slow  down and linger with our longing gazes.

We climbed a long, winding hill that at times grew dark, the  tunnel  of  long,  dark  and  gnarly  tree  branches  hung  so low  and  thick  over  the  road,  and  we  emerged  into  an ancient and tiny hill-top village where the road narrowed to barely the width of a small car, and we came across a wide blue  building  with  the  tiniest  restaurant  tucked  into  the front corner of it. Behind the building, we could see that it hung over the edge of a cliff high above the roiling sea. The sign  out  front  said  “lamb,”  if  Payton’s  Greek  was  on  the money. It felt like lunchtime, so we circled back and pulled off  the  road  in  front  of  the  place  and  peered  through  the open front door.

Once  we  made  eye  contact  with  the  woman  inside,  it seemed  we  were  trapped,  the  way  she  greeted  us  like family.  Not  that  we  minded  —  the  scent  flowing  out  of  the kitchen made us instantly hungry. The meal she eventually brought  out  to  us  was  like  nothing  we’d  had  before.  But when it came time to pay, she waved us off. Confused, we tried to leave money on the table. That’s when she brought her son out.

“You may put it on the bill,” he said.

“What bill?” Payton said.

“You  are  here  for  the  apartment,  no?”  he  said,  and  he gestured with his thumb over his shoulder.

“Apartment?” Anika said.

“I can show you now, if you are done here,” he said.

We  looked  at  each  other  but  we  all  read  each  other’s mind, too. Would it hurt to look at what he wanted to show us?  We  followed  him  through  the  back  door  of  the restaurant.  Kyra  and  Anika  paused  at  the  back  of  the building,  arrested  by  the  view  of  the  cliff  and  the  sea beyond.

“This  way,  please,”  he  said,  and  he  rounded  a  low  brick wall  and  went  up  a  set  of  white-washed  cement  stairs running  up  alongside  the  back  wall  with  no  railing.  We followed him up and found a broad terrace that seemed to hang out over the high cliff. The air was fresh, the view was stunning, and the terrace was vast and beautiful. He pushed open  the  wide  bi-fold  sliding  glass  doors  that  spread  over the  entire  back  wall  of  the  apartment,  and  beckoned  us inside.

It wasn’t just an apartment, it was a luxury suite.

“We didn’t book this with you,” Payton said.

“No matter,” he said and he shrugged. “Maybe the people don’t come — we expected them yesterday. Do you like it?”

We looked at each other with raised eyebrows.

“How much is it?” Anika said.

The  price  he  gave  us  was  so  low,  we  all  thought  we misheard. But we heard right.

“How long do we get it for?” Payton said.

The boy shrugged.

Of course we took it. Even breakfast was included. “This is ridiculous,” Kyra said when the son left us up there with the keys. 

We went back down to the city to return the bikes and get our  bags.  “Do  you  rent  these  by  the  week?”  Payton  said  to the  guy  at  the  bike  rental  place.  It  wasn’t  anything  we’d discussed before.

But  of  course  he  did.  And  the  rate  was  more  ridiculous than  the  rate  we  rented  our  apartment  for.  I  traded  in  my motorcycle for a scooter and the girls kept their scooters and we loaded ourselves up with our bags and went back up the hill  to  our  new  village  home.  We  opened  the  entire  glass back wall of the apartment so that the seascape and islands beyond formed a kind of wallpaper across the width of the wide suite. The scent of the sea filled the place. The sound of the waves crashing on rocks far below was rhythmic and trance-inducing.  The  heat  of  the  sun  on  the  terrace  was perfect,  and  we  all  reclined  on  the  loungers  outside  and soaked it in.

“Come try the bed with me,” Kyra said to me.

I peeked open one eye and rolled my head over the back of  my  lounger.  On  the  far  end  of  the  terrace  was  a  large circular  cabana  with  a  big-top  tent-like  curtain  spread around it. Kyra parted the break in the curtains and looked over her shoulder at me and she gestured with her head for me to follow her inside.

“What are you two up to?” Anika said in a low, suspicious groan. She was always the suspicious one, always the one to try at least to reign in the three of them.

“We’ve  lost  all  self-restraint,”  Payton  groaned.  “All  of  us.” Neither  of  them  moved  from  their  recliners.  “Nobody  cares about rules any more, Anika,” she said without opening her eyes.

Kyra poked her head out the split in the curtains and, on her  hands  and  knees,  she  dropped  her  mouth  open  at  me. She let the curtains fall closed again, but not before she let me see her sit back on her calves and tug the bottom of her tank top up her arching body. Her eyes never left mine until the curtains swept closed over them.

If  Anika  was  always  the  one  to  try  to  pull  them  all  back, Kyra was always the one to try pushing them over whatever lines they might have thought reigned them in. And Payton, she was the one to draw the lines, however often she found herself redrawing them as circumstances dictated.

“Well  go  on  then!”  Anika  said  to  me,  and  she  rolled  her head side to side. “If you must,” she said, and she rolled her eyes.

“Are we even trying anymore?” Payton said to Anika. She repeated her question louder and over her shoulder to Kyra hidden inside the curtains of the circular cabana.

“You definitely weren’t trying last night!” Kyra called back through  the  curtains.  She  stuck  her  face  out,  but  had gathered the curtains around her neck to hide the rest of her body. “We could hear you, you know, through the wall!”

Payton  and  Anika  both  grinned  and  they  both  covered their mouths with their hands to hide the fact.

“I  don’t  know  how  you  could  hear  us,  all  the  noise  you were making,” Payton called back.

“Anyway,” Anika said, “that was private.”

“So  was  what  Luke  and  I  did  last  night,”  Kyra  said.  “If nobody sees it, it doesn’t count. Right?”

“That’s a dumb rule,” Payton said.

“And  you-know-who  is  going  to  see  everything,  anyway,” Anika said.

“Well you-know-who is watching you too!” Kyra said, and she flicked the curtains closed again. But her hand pushed out  through  the  seam  and  her  finger  curled  up  and beckoned me to come to her. She knew I was watching, she didn’t have to check.

“Just go!” Payton said, and she waved her hand at me as though impatient with me and annoyed with Kyra.

Anika glared at me through her narrowed eyes, but then she also smirked — just before she covered her mouth with her hand to hide it. “I see nothing,” she said, and she closed her eyes and shook her head in my direction to emphasize the point.

I had to get up, I had little choice. I sauntered over to the side of the terrace where the round cabana was, doing my best to pretend I was merely interested in the view off that side. And then I sauntered just as causally around the front of  the  curtained  cabana.  Anika  remained  on  her  lounger with her eyes closed, but her lips were pursed to check her grin.  Payton  had  rolled  her  head  back  and  watched  me, shading her eyes with her hand. But she said nothing.

I pulled open the edge of one side of the curtains with my finger  and  peered  inside  with  one  eye.  The  cabana  was outfitted with a large circular cushion and so many pillows big and small, it looked like a Turkish hookah bar. Except it was all gleaming white and Greek blue inside, brightly lit by the  diffuse  sunlight  that  came  through  the  white  muslin curtains.

Kyra lay sprawled across the cushion like some angel who plummeted  down  from  the  high  and  puffy  isolated  clouds that  scudded  across  the  sky  like  a  slow-moving  convoy  of sailing  ships.  It  was  that  kind  of  day  —  what  we’d  been looking  for  since  Frankfurt:  warm,  lazy,  quiet,  and  bright. She  had  taken  off  her  tank  top  but  remained  dressed  in sparkling white shorts and gleaming white full-cup lace bra, all four of her limbs akimbo.

I  knelt  up  on  the  edge  of  the  vast  round  cushion  and  let the  curtains  close  behind  me,  shutting  out  the  world  and entering the dreamy and diffuse-light space inside.

“Undress  me?”  Kyra  said,  and  she  snorted  lightly,  she rolled onto her back, and she pulled her knees up. I sat back on my calves unsure if it was a good idea. Anika and Payton had  a  point.  And  besides,  we  were  partially  outside  in  the middle  of  the  day.  Kyra  pressed  her  shoulders  and  heels down  into  the  cushion  and  lifted  her  hips  up,  planking  her body in a flat slope so that her chin pushed down into her chest.  She  flopped  her  arms  lifelessly  down  her  sides  and rolled  her  hands  out  and  up.  She  was  insisting  I  take responsibility for undressing her body. She wanted me to be the guilty one. She stared up at me with all the patience of Job.

I knelt up to where her feet parted around my knees, and I reached  between  her  raised  knees  to  tug  and  pull  at  the button  of  her  white  denim  shorts.  I  lifted  the  tab  of  her zipper with my fingernail and I pulled it slowly down its very short  length  to  its  stop.  Her  shorts  parted  like  the  cabana curtains  earlier  had,  and  the  space  inside  was,  like  the cabana as well, mysterious and enticing. Kyra stared at me like she was looking through me. Her eyes were glassy with want.

I curled my fingers around the top of the waist at the sides of her shorts and I tugged one side and then the other. She worked with me, tugging her hips up one side and the other, until they came down over her thighs, and she lowered her hips, lifted her feet straight up to the top of the cabana tent, and she wiggled her toes together.

I  pulled  her  shorts  up  her  legs  and  off  her  feet  and  laid them aside on her top she’d already taken off.

She  came  back  up  into  the  raised-plank  position  in  only her  gleaming  white  hipster  panties,  lace  like  her  bra,  and she looked at me with big, wide, and innocent eyes.

“Kyra,” I said low and quietly.

“Payton said it’s not sex if it’s just your mouth,” she said quietly.

“I thought you said that,” I said.

She  covered  her  mouth  with  her  hand  to  hide  her  guilty grin. “But she didn’t disagree,” she said.

“You have to say what you want,” I said.

“I  can’t,  that’s  just  cruel,”  she  said.  “You  already  know what we are!”

“I know what you keep saying you are,” I said, “but if you don’t say what you want me to do, maybe I won’t do it.”

“You already know what I want you to do,” she said.

I wanted her to take responsibility for it. She forced me to be  the  one  to  undress  her,  so  she  could  tell  herself  she didn’t do that. I was only turning the tables on her that she herself put there.

“Say it,” I said.

She  rolled  her  eyes  and  sank  her  hips  down,  leaving  her knees pulled up. She pushed both hands down between her legs  and  cupped  them  over  each  other  across  the  front  of her panties.

“Why do I have to say it?” she said.

“Because I don’t know what you want,” I said with feigned innocence.

“I can’t say it, you know that already. Not in the middle of the day!”

“Because of you-know-who?” I said.

“It’s different if it’s night, if it’s dark out,” she said.

“How so?”

She  jutted  her  chin  and  rolled  her  head  sideways  and glared with bulging eyes at the side of the fabric wall. Her bright blonde hair, lit by the diffuse sunlight that filled the space, covered her eyes. She looked back at me.

“It’s forgiven if it’s at night,” she said. She pushed her hips up  again  and  pouted  at  me  and  wiggled  her  body.  “Just  a little?”  she  said.  “The  warmth  makes  me  feel  like  this,  the sun.”

“Say it,” I said.

She  sighed  loudly  and  forcefully  and  she  hooked  her thumbs in the waist of her panties and drove them down her legs  and  over  her  feet  and  off.  I  rocked  over  onto  my  side and  crawled  up  to  the  top  of  the  cabana  and  sank  myself into  the  pillows  arrayed  there,  staying  away  from  her  lithe body, avoiding touching it.

Kyra grabbed both of my wrists and struggled to pull me or  push  me  or  do  something  to  restrict  me,  I  wasn’t  sure what it was she was trying to do, and I’m not sure she knew either.

When  I  chuckled  and  stopped  resisting,  letting  her  have my arms and hands to put where she wished, she flared in her eyes and nose and curled her mouth angrily at me, and fumed. I chuckled more and crossed my hands together over my chest.

She flung her body, naked but for her bra, over my body and straddled my chest. With her knees pressed against the outsides  of  my  biceps,  she  trapped  my  arms  and  hands under her body and she wiggled forward over my torso until she knelt over my chin. She reached down and cupped her hand around her bare pussy as though to hide it from me.

“You better smarten up,” she said.

“How can I tell what you want if you don’t say it?” I said.

“You know I can’t say it!” she said, and she fumed at me. She  pulled  her  hand  away  and  fell  forward  onto  her  hands and knees with her body swaying and pulsating over mine. She curled her spine in and brought her hips up as though to pump them in the air over my face.

I rolled my face sideways and struggled to free my arms. “You have to say it,” I said.

She squeezed her knees together and pressed her weight down to keep my arms trapped at my sides and she pulled at  my  chin  with  her  fingers,  trying  to  straighten  my  face under  her  hips.  “You  know  what  I  want!”  she  said  and  she clenched her teeth at me.

I pushed back with my chin and we got into a tug of war with  my  face.  She  laughed  and  stuck  her  fingers  in  my mouth and, coughing, I was distracted. She snorted as she pulled  my  face  straight  under  her  body.  She  stuck  her tongue out at me and chuckled — she won. She thrusted her hips,  curled  her  spine,  and  touched  the  lips  of  her  bare pussy to the lips of my mouth.

I  shut  my  eyes  and  pursed  my  lips  tightly  and  rolled  my face side to side like a kid refusing medicine.

“Open  your  mouth  and  you  will  get  a  big  surprise,”  she said, and she chuckled intimately.

“Never!” I said.

But she pushed her hips down and mashed her pussy lips into my mouth and chin.

She was wet and hot and her scent was all musk and cut grass. She wriggled on her knees until they spread out from my  ears  and  she  used  her  feet  to  press  my  arms  down behind her. I could have pulled them free if I really tried, but she  was  enjoying  feeling  like  she  was  winning  the  game. She  laughed  and  looked  down  under  her  body  as  she swayed her hips and dragged her bare pussy over my mouth side to side and up and down. She was smearing my whole face with her dew.

I tried to swing my face away, but she reached down with one hand and curled her fingers into my hair and pulled it until  I  stopped  moving.  “Lick  my  sweet  hot  pussy?”  she finally said in a faint voice. “Make me cum?”

“Was that so hard?” I said to her with my eyebrows raised, my eyes wide, finding her high and leaning far over me.

“Shut  up,”  she  said,  and  she  sank  her  body  down  until  I couldn’t breathe, and she pushed her pussy so hard into my mouth and nose, I had to lick her.

I pulled my arms free from under her legs and curled them up around behind her body and I held her hips and pushed them so her pussy came up and just off my mouth. Strings of  pussy  saliva  stretched  between  her  oozing  lips  and  my mouth.  I  touched  the  crease  between  her  full  and  pillowy-soft pussy lips and she shuddered and grunted.

We  both  heard  Anika  just  outside  the  curtains.  “Oh  my god, you two!” she groaned at us, unseen, under her breath. “The middle of the day, too,” she said

“He  made  me,”  Kyra  called  out  over  her  shoulder  with desperation in her voice. I gasped under her but she gently slapped  my  face  and  chuckled.  “Shh,”  she  said,  and  she moaned and dragged her pussy over my mouth.

Her body shuddered and strained. I poked the very tip of my tongue up into her pussy and I sucked and pulled on her lips  and  dragged  my  tongue  around  her  whole  wet  and sloppy area.

She gasped in tiny high-pitched inhalations, and exhaled between  them  in  long  and  deep  groans.  “So  good,”  she moaned.

I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue. She chased my tongue with her hips, and her core went hard and her breath caught, short, deep and rapid.

“People  around  too!”  Anika  said  in  a  hushed  voice  from outside the curtains surrounding us.

“We’ll  let  you  know,”  Payton  said,  and  I  knew  she  was looking  at  Anika  and  shaking  her  head  at  her.  “Nobody around,” she said to us inside the cabana curtains.

I  lapped  at  Kyra  and  she  followed  the  lashings  of  my tongue on her with her breath, and she sat half back on her calves, curled her fingers into her own thighs, and rolled her head  back  to  face  the  high  and  thin  fabric  ceiling  over  us. Every  touch  of  my  tongue  to  her  pussy  made  her  body tremble.  I  felt  her  back  strain  tight  and  contort  under  my hands. Her breath was at once deep and rapid and then held and  still.  Her  scent  multiplied  and  I  felt  the  ooze  of  her glisten run down over my chin and down my neck.

Kyra  was  always  the  noisiest  of  the  three.  “Hurry  up  and cum  already,”  Anika  called  through  the  curtains,  and  she chuckled.

“Oh my god,” we both heard Payton’s voice say suddenly closer.  I  leaned  my  head  sideways  and  saw  Payton’s  face around  the  side  of  Kyra’s  chest.  Kyra  glanced  over  her shoulder but only chuckled briefly and shut her eyes again. She was nearly scalping me, she tugged so hard on my hair where my head was trapped between her squeezing thighs. Payton  held  the  sides  of  the  curtains  around  her  face  and under  her  chin  to  peek  in  on  us,  but  kept  us  hidden  from anyone else. They were afraid of the daylight.

“Is  he  going  to  make  her  cum  already?”  I  heard  Anika’s voice say. I peeked again. Her face was poking through the seam  in  the  curtains  just  like  Payton’s,  their  faces  stacked one on top of the other.

“Is he making you cum?” Payton said to Kyra.

Kyra laughed in a jerking way and twisted around enough to try to push their faces back out of the curtains. “Not if you two bozos keep interrupting!” she said. But her body shook and  her  breath  caught.  I  dragged  the  flat  of  my  tongue sloppily up and over the hard protruding nub of her clitoris.

Kyra  squeezed  out  a  breathy  “Fuck!”  and  she  chuckled, but  only  briefly,  before  her  neck  stretched  back,  her  head fell  over,  and  her  voice  cried  out  with  both  surprise  and alarm.

I  kept  licking  her,  though  her  body  stopped  shaking  and her  breath  halted,  too.  All  over  her,  tension  rippled.  Her sides were as hard as rock under my hands where I held her hips still over my face. Suddenly she bellowed, and too loud, too,  for  the  situation,  and  my  chin  and  neck  were  flooded with her glisten. Both Payton and Anika, still staring through the break in the curtains, moaned and grunted in time with her, in sympathetic climax with her body, it seemed.

Kyra laughed and rolled off me and curled up on her side with her back to me. She looked down her languid body at Payton and Anika still staring through the sunlit curtains of the cabana, eyes wide with shock and awe at lucky Kyra.

“We  should  go,”  Anika  suddenly  said.  “There’s  this  really old village to go see.” She let the curtain fall on Kyra and me and  Payton  followed  her  out  of  the  cabana  and  across  the terrace.

Kyra  pulled  me  down  over  her  and  sank  her  tongue  into my mouth. “That was so good,” she said.

“But you-know-who saw the whole thing,” I said.

“Shut up!” she said and she squealed. I climbed out of the cabana and behind me Kyra pulled on her panties and shorts and tank top and came out moments later. She pushed her messed-up  hair  all  around  the  top  of  her  head.  “Yes,  well,” she said, and she widened her eyes and drank back a glass of water sitting on the table.

Anika and Payton both smirked and snorted.

On  our  scooters  and  motorcycle,  we  soon  found  Anika’s village.  It  featured  broken  walls,  narrow  sidewalks  over wavering  stones,  and  twisted,  tortured,  shiny  and  smooth roots  of  trees  growing  out  of  and  gripping  cut  stones  as though holding on to them like a protective mother with her children.  We  could  make  out  what  might  have  been  a bathhouse,  before  nature  reclaimed  it,  the  walls  fell  over, and centuries and millennia of dust and dirt covered it.

Nobody  was  around,  except  for  locals  going  about  their usual  day,  largely  ignoring  us  poking  and  probing  around the  ancient  ruins  on  one  side  of  the  village.  It  was  too  far away,  too  high  up  in  the  hills,  too  mino  a  ruins,  and  too small  to  attract  tour  buses,  or  anyone  to  photograph  it  or write about it — there were hundreds of sites just like it all over Corfu. We were the only visitors there that day.

“The  woman  made  us  a  snack,”  Payton  said,  and  she pulled  out  of  her  small  backpack  a  cloth-wrapped  bundle. “Gialetia, she called it,” Payton said.

We stood our bikes up on their stands and went down over the  large  cut  stones  and  into  an  enclosed  area  that  was surrounded  on  all  sides  except  the  side  facing  the  sea  far down  below  over  another  cliff.  They  were  small  and  fried hand-held yellow corn pancakes with raisins, orange pieces, and honey and cinnamon, and they were delicious.

Payton  and  Kyra  wondered  around  the  site  touching  and examining the piled up or toppled over huge cut and moss covered  stones.  Anika  leaned  back  into  the  natural  chair shape she found atop some stones. “Do you think about it at all?” she said.

I  looked  over  my  shoulder  at  her  as  I  was  putting  things back in her backpack. “About what?” I said.

“See?” she said. “That proves you don’t.”

I  laughed  and  sat  down  on  my  calves  facing  her  and  I cupped my hands together loosely in my lap. “I might think about it, if you told me what you meant. It’s hard to say.”

“It’s hard for me to say,” she said as though correcting me.

“Because it’s daylight?” I said.

She laughed and cupped her hand over her mouth. “Partly that, yes,” she said.

“I  didn’t  know  there  was  such  a  big  difference  between daytime and nighttime,” I said. “For all of you.”

“Of  course  there  is!”  she  cried  out  immediately  back  at me,  and  she  reached  with  her  arm  and  swept  her  fingers over my bicep. “Everybody knows that.”

“I don’t,” I said.

“That’s because you don’t even care about anything — you just  do  whatever  and  whenever  to  whomever,  don’t  you,” she said.

“It’s hardly like that,” I said.

“It  is  so,”  she  said.  “If  I  told  you  to  kiss  me,  you  would, probably, right here and now.”

“Kissing is hardly a sin,” I said.

She laughed. “Depends on where on the body,” she said. “And who’s doing the kissing.”

“Do you want to kiss me there?” I said. “Is this your way of asking?”

She laughed and shook her head. “You make it out to be like we’re so naive,” she said. “We’re not you know, we just have principles,” she said. “Unlike you.”

“Principles  for  the  daytime  and  other  principles  for  the night,” I said.

“We’re not perfect, if that’s what you’re saying.”

“Where do you want to kiss me?” I said.

“You know perfectly where,” she said.

“Can you say it?” I said.

“No,” she said, and she laughed. “None of us can, I guess is what you’re thinking.”

“Why do you want to?” I said.

She dragged the pointed stiff tip of her tongue around her lips and chuckled to herself. Finally, she said, “Because it’s so wrong, maybe.” 

“It’s even more wrong in the daytime?” I said.

She rolled off her stone and hung her long, dark hair over her face and walked on the moss of the other stones on her hands and knees over to me, letting her back arch down and her  ass  poke  up  high  behind  her.  “It’s  especially  wrong  in the daytime, outside, in and on an ancient Greek ruin just a few steps from a village . . . ” she said, and she tugged on the waist of my shorts. “ . . . where old ladies in black robes are sweeping the street.” She curled her hand and pushed it down inside my open pants and down under the waist of my shorts.  She  chuckled  high  and  lightly  as  she  took  my  bare cock in her hand and squeezed it, and pulled it up and out.

“See?”  she  said.  “You  let  anyone  who  wants  to  just  play with  your  dick,”  she  said,  and  she  pulled  it  up  into  the sunshine  and  grunted  to  herself,  dropped  her  face  down toward my lap. As though overcome and unable to stop, she pushed  the  lips  of  her  mouth,  open  and  loose,  wet  and warm, around the head of my cock, and she sucked on me hard  enough  to  collapse  her  cheeks  in.  She  pushed  her mouth  further  down  the  length  of  my  shaft  until  her  face mashed into my abdomen.

I  sank  back  onto  my  elbows  and  propped  my  head  up against the stone piled behind me, and I combed my fingers through  her  long,  dark  hair  and  gasped  at  the  sensations she was giving me with her busy, snaking tongue.

She  pulled  up  and  off  me  and  pulled  strands  of  her  hair from  her  mouth.  “And  you  let  whoever  wants  to  just  push their pussies all over your mouth?” she said, “so you can lick them?” she groaned, and she put her mouth over the head of my cock. “And they can suck you off?” she said in a low, guttural tone, and she sank her mouth further down around my  cock  and  corkscrewed  her  face  around  my  shaft.  She pushed her tongue out to caress it around the underside.

I  tucked  loose  strands  of  her  hair  behind  her  ear  and caressed  her  cheek  and  jaw.  She  moaned  with  my  cock pumping  deeply  into  her  mouth.  She  lifted  her  head  from my  lap,  darted  her  gaze  around  checking  the  sight  lines, and  pushed  her  lips  up  to  my  cheek.  “It’s  so  wrong!”  she groaned,  and  she  ducked  her  head  back  down,  took  me through her pursed lips, and with her hand and mouth, she pumped me even more vigorously.

I reclined back into the stone and let the Greek sun beam on  my  face.  Anika’s  hair  spread  over  my  lap.  Her  tongue slurped up and down the underside of my cock. She took me to  a  dreamy,  woozy  place,  she  was  so  steadily  rhythmic.  I forgot  we  were  outside  laying  over  the  stone  ruins  beside some village high in the hills of Corfu. I felt my body harden with tension. I gripped the edges of the stone under me and lifted my hips up off the hard surface. I was unable to speak or  tap  on  Anika,  but  what  she  was  doing  to  me,  she  could not have been unaware about what she was going to make happen. I rolled my head back and gasped deeply, filling my lungs. She followed my body over, taking me deeper, more forcefully  into  her  mouth,  and  she  pumped  me  with  her hand and lips harder and more eagerly. She seemed hungry, she seemed defiant.

I grunted and pushed my hips up into her face. She pulled her hair back and yelped, muffled, with my cock trembling inside  her  mouth.  I  squeezed  down  and  held  myself  back another two beats before I lost control and ejaculated long, hard,  and  powerfully  into  her  mouth.  She  cried  out  loud. Gobs of my cum drained from the corners of her mouth and ran down her chin. She swallowed what she could, but there was too much, and she pulled off me, she laughed, and she scooped it up with her finger.

“I’m so bad!” she moaned and she grinned widely  as she licked my cum from her fingers.

“Anika!” we heard Payton’s voice call from over a ridge of stones.

We  both  spun  around  just  in  time  to  catch  the  helmeted head  of  someone  peering  up  over  a  set  of  stones  back toward  the  road.  We  quickly  pulled  ourselves  together  and Payton and Kyra came scrambling over the rocks to get their things. We darted up to the road and found our bikes.

About half way down the switchbacks, we saw on the road above  us  and  coming  down  behind  us  the  same  black helmet of someone on a scooter. He was waving his arms at us. We went as fast as our scooters would go.

Kyra  got  ahead  of  the  rest  of  us  and  I  knew  she  made  a wrong turn in that maze of roads that wound up and down the undulating hillsides of the Corfian coast, but we had to follow her or lose her. The road got narrower and steeper the higher  up  it  went.  We  caught  glimpses  of  our  pursuer behind us but it was too late to turn around. We had to keep going up.

The  road  narrowed  to  not  much  more  than  a  cart  track overgrown with weeds and grass. We were so high up, it felt like  we  could  see  the  almond  shape  of  the  entire  island  of Corfu  spread  around  is  in  every  direction.  We  had  climbed the highest peak on the island. Our bikes were straining and our fuel was running low. The trees gave way to wide-open expanses and our ability to hide was evaporating. We could see down below us the dust cloud of our assailant rising up behind us.

The road ended at a sign and a small parking lot. It was a monastery built atop Mount Pantokrator, or so the sign said.

“You guys shouldn’t have been doing that!” Payton said to Anika and I.

“Even  I  wouldn’t  have  done  that!”  Kyra  said,  and  she widened her eyes at us. “And now look!”

“I thought we were hidden enough,” Anika said meekly.

We  all  spun  around  where  we  heard  the  whine  of  the scooter  chasing  us.  The  bike  stopped  a  decent  distance away, but it still felt like a showdown at the corral. I pushed Anika  behind  me.  Payton  and  Kyra  were  already  crowded behind me. I faced our fate head on for all of us.

The guy lifted his black helmet off his head and waved his hand  at  us.  There  was  a  phone  in  his  hand.  He  then  crept toward us like he was the one afraid of us, and he held the phone out at us on the end of his extended arm.

“Oh  my  god,”  Anika  said,  feeling  her  ass  behind  her.  “I think that’s my phone!”

She crept out from behind me and crossed the distance of the parking lot between us and the stranger.

He waved the phone more. “It fell out, I saw it!” he said. “In the village!”

“My phone!” Anika said.

“Your phone!” the guy said. “I didn’t want you to lose it!”

Anika  stepped  up  closer,  took  her  phone  from  him,  and sighed and smiled and rolled her eyes and told him “Thank you, thank you!” a hundred times.

He  only  waved  and  nodded,  and  turned,  got  back  on  his bike, and was away and gone before we even had a chance to  think  about  giving  him  something  for  trying  so  hard  to return Anika’s phone to her. All the way back down the hill, we never saw him again.

We  came  back  to  our  villa  and  climbed  the  stairs  up  the back  and  took  turns  in  the  shower.  We  sprawled  on  the loungers  and  read  books  and  listened  to  music,  or  just soaked in the setting sun.

Payton  got  up  and  walked  through  the  nonexistent  back wall and gestured with her head for me to follow her.

I glanced around the terrace. Kyra was nodding her head lying  on  her  back  with  her  earbuds  in.  Anika  was  on  her stomach  with  her  arms  hanging  down  the  sides  of  her lounger and holding a book she found in the suite, reading it. I went inside, and when my eyes adjusted to the shadier interior, I saw Payton gesturing more with her head, leading me down the hallway to one of the two bedrooms.

The bedroom hung over the front of the building and the road  that  passed  close  by  and  the  steep,  dry,  grassy  and sparsely-treed  hillside  that  rose  steeply  up  the  other  side. The distinctive drab green of an olive grove rose up and over the  ridge  and  down  the  other  side.  The  warm  breeze  was scented  with  lemon  and  orange.  Songbirds  called  to  each other  across  the  road.  Payton  left  the  bedroom  door  wide open.

We came together and draped our arms over each other’s shoulders and kissed.

“I thought we were done for,” she said, and she laughed.

“It  was  funny,  nobody  could  go  very  fast,  it  was  the slowest chase in history,” I said.

She  raised  her  shoulders  and  pinched  the  tip  of  her tongue between her teeth and she twisted the button in the waist of my shorts.

“What do you think you’re doing, Payton?” I said.

“Whatever  I  want  to  do,”  she  said.  “Just  like  everybody else, it seems.”

“I  thought  you  were  the  one  trying  to  control  things,”  I said.

“I was,” she said. She opened my shorts and pushed them until they fell down around my ankles. “But I give up. They don’t listen to me,” she said.

I  curled  my  fingers  under  the  bottom  edge  of  her  t-shirt and she instantly pushed her arms up high over her head. I lifted her top off her body and she laughed and fluffed her hair up and settled it down her back.

“At least you’re not doing it outside,” I said.

She  gasped  at  me  with  horrified  eyes  and  she  pulled  on the bottom of my t-shirt to yank it up and over my head and off. “Like you don’t have any say in it at all!” she said.

“I could hardly stop them,” I said.

She  rolled  her  eyes  and  shook  her  head  and  pushed  the waist  of  my  undershorts  down  my  legs.  They  crumpled around my ankles on top of my shorts. “Just like I can hardly stop you now,” I said.

She  snorted  and  undid  the  button  in  the  waist  of  her shorts, and pushed them down her legs and stepped out of them. “And you are certainly trying just as hard as you tried up at that village today,” she said, “with Anika.” She pushed the front of her nearly nude body against the front of mine. “Or in the cabana on the terrace earlier, with Kyra,” she said, and she penetrated my mouth with her tongue and moaned.

“It’s  not  easy,  you  know,”  I  said.  “I’m  not  even  religious, and even I think there’s something wrong with all of this,” I said.

She  laughed  and  pushed  me  backward  until  I  stumbled over the edge of the bed with the backs of my legs and fell down over it, my feet dangling over the side. She squatted on her knees and bent at her waist and hooked her thumbs in  the  waist  of  her  panties,  and  she  drew  them  down  her legs  and  off.  She  looked  around  over  her  shoulder  and tossed them onto a chair before kneeling up on the edge of the bed astride my thighs under her.

“Of  course  here’s  all  kinds  of  wrong  about  it,”  she  said, and she bent low over me, tucked her face down under her chest, and took the head of my cock in her mouth.

“But  you  all  keep  doing  it,”  I  said.  I  pushed  my  body  up over the bed and laid my head into the soft pillows behind me and stretched out over the length of it.

Payton  followed  my  hips  around,  shuffling  on  her  knees, until  I  stopped  moving,  and  she  crouched  over  my  body, tucked her hands under my shoulders and up around them, and she kissed my neck and ears and head.

“It’s because of you,” she said. She rocked on her elbows and knees with her body suspended over mine. My cock had grown  hard  under  her  and  she  passed  her  hips  over  it  and back, rubbing it with her body.

“I’m  not  doing  anything,”  I  said.  “You  were  the  one  who told  me  that  very  first  night  in  Frankfurt,  no  touching anyone,” I said.

She  kissed  my  mouth  and  sucked  on  my  bottom  lip, pulling  it  out  and  letting  it  snap  back.  “That  didn’t  last long,” she said.

“That’s what I’m saying,” I said.

“Kyra gets the blame for that night,” she said.

“You keep blaming each other and then you all keep doing it,” I said.

She  sat  up  on  my  hips  and  fluffed  her  hair  up  behind herself  and  pressed  her  hands  down  into  my  ribs.  “If  you would at least try to do something,” she said, “then we’d be able to push you off and resist you.” She lifted herself on her knees, twisted around to reach behind herself, and she sank her  long  fingers  down  over  the  head  of  my  cock  and  then the  shaft.  She  drew  the  tip  of  the  head  through  her  pussy lips  where  they  dangled  above  my  hips  like  ripe  fruit.  “But you  don’t  even  try,  so  we  can’t  fight  you  off  and  stop  you, can  we,”  she  groaned.  She  caught  the  head  of  my  cock inside her lips, let it go with her hand, and sank her palms down together on my chest,. She hung her head down from her high shoulders and sighed. Her pussy pushed down over the head of my cock and her lips folded around the length of my shaft. She exhaled with her eyes lightly shutting and her chin  falling  widely  open.  She  ground  her  pelvis  into  mine. “Can we?” she whispered.

I  pushed  my  hips  up  under  her  to  meet  her  half  way.  I wrapped  my  hands  around  her  breasts  that  hung  over  my face, and I rubbed my thumbs over her nipples. “Is that the reason?” I said.

“We were being so good, too!” she groaned. “We didn’t do anything with anybody the whole trip,” she said, “until you showed up at our door.”

I  bumped  her  body  from  under  her  and  she  winced  and whined, her voice jolting. “You wanted to, though,” I said.

“Of course I do, we all do,” she said. “But it’s easier to say no when a guy is doing the pushing.” She bit her bottom lip and raised her face to the wall behind my head. “It’s always easier to say no to someone than to say it to yourself,” she moaned as though to herself. She arched her back in deeply and  dropped  her  mouth  wide  open.  Her  fingers  wrapped around  my  shoulders  and  she  drove  her  hips  forward  and back over mine and took me deeper into her pussy.

“So  I’m  to  blame  for  not  trying  to  get  into  any  of  your pants?” I said.

She snorted and laughed and dropped her head down into the crook of my neck. “Yes, silly,” she said in a groan directly into my ear. “Don’t you know anything?”

I  rolled  her  off  me  and  came  down  between  her  legs where  she  laid  on  her  back  under  me.  I  pulled  her  body under me so that her ass slapped into my thighs and I lifted her  legs  and  let  her  ankles  hang  over  my  shoulders.  I  held her waist in my hands, and on my knees, I rammed my cock into her sopping, sloppy and soaking pussy.

She rolled her head side to side and whipped her hair over her face. “It feels so good, too!” she cried out in a wincing moan.

“Especially when it’s so wrong,” I said, bouncing her body with mine.

“Now you’re starting to get it,” she said, her voice nearly crying,  it  winced  so  hard.  She  bit  on  the  side  of  her  finger and strained in her neck and through her core.

I fell down over her body and she wrapped her legs around my  waist  and  locked  her  ankles  together  in  my  back.  We began  to  hump  each  other,  slapping  our  bodies  together noisily  and  banging  the  bed  against  the  wall.  I  opened  my eyes long enough to see her clench her eyes shut under me and  I  felt  the  eruption  of  spasms  inside  her  pussy  that spread  out  through  her  body  that  rocked  under  me.  I realized she wasn’t breathing. Her whole body went stiff as a board. Quivers of contractions squeezed my cock where I struggled  to  pump  it  deep  inside  her  pussy,  she  grew  so tight.

She  suddenly  snapped  back  with  a  gripping  spasm  and stretched her body straight out under me. She twisted half around and dragged her face over the bed and clawed at the pillows and sheets. I continued to pump myself into her, and she  gasped  like  someone  dying.  I  erupted  into  her  and  my whole body felt like I was sprung from a vice. She whooped loudly  and  breathed  hard  and  deep  when  she  found  her breath  again,  and  she  started  jiggling  with  silent  laughter and she covered her mouth with her hand.

I fell out of her and my cum ran out of her pussy and all over the bedsheet. “What’s so funny?” I said.

“I think you’re taking all three of us on some sort of sexual awakening tour,” she said, and she rolled her face into the pillow beside me deep enough that only one eye peeked out at me. “If we were supposed to be struck down by lightening for  carrying  on  with  you  like  this,  I  think  it  would  have happened by now,” she said.

“We’re  going  down  for  dinner!”  Anika  shouted  from outside our room and down the end of the hallway.

Payton and I eventually roused ourselves from the bed and got dressed. We came down like lovers, hands around each other’s waist, her head leaning into my neck and chest. She stretched  in  her  neck  and  kissed  the  underside  of  my  chin and  draped  herself  all  over  me,  unable  to  stop  feeling  me, touching me.

The  older  woman  who  ran  the  place  stared  and  glanced and  frowned  at  us  as  she  went  back  and  forth  with  water and coffees and bread.

“Oops,” I groaned to the three of them. “I think we told her that Kyra and I were girlfriend and boyfriend when we first got here.”

Anika  blinked  her  eyes  and  leaned  back  in  her  chair. “Yeah,”  she  said.  “That  would  confuse  her,”  she  said,  and she chuckled.

“Confuses me,” Kyra said.

“Confuses all of us, what’s going on,” Anika said.

“And yet,” I said.

“And yet,” Payton said after me, and she snorted and tore a piece of bread off the loaf and passed the basket around to the others. “Nobody’s exactly complaining, are they?”

“She might be,” I said, and I gestured discreetly with my chin to the woman who glared at us from her kitchen.

As if to confirm my suspicions, her son came to our table bearing  a  hand-written  bill.  “You  pay  now,  you’re  ready  to go?” he said.

We  took  the  hint.  “Look,”  Kyra  said,  and  she  dropped  a pamphlet  on  the  table  between  us.  It  advertised  a  cheap flight from Corfu to Crete. We all stared at it, but we could see all of us smirk, too, through the corners of our eyes.
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