
        
            
                
            
        

    















The older plane we took from Corfu to Crete was small and windblown, and from our seats against the back bulkhead, we could see the fuselage twist and buckle like a mechanical bull in front of us. We all held hands and didn’t say much the whole two hours. At the madhouse that was Heraklion Airport, we grabbed what we thought was a cab outside. As the driver sped off, we struggled to understand him, and he, us. We were already through the city and out the other side and climbing the cliffs along the north coast of the island and speeding west before we realized we’d hired a car direct to Hania.
“Han who?” Payton said.
“Hania,” Kyra said, showing her the face of her phone. “I say we just go there,” she said, and she shrugged. “It’s less than two hours. Looks way more fun than Heraklion to be honest.”
“Whatever,” Anika said.
We were squeezed into the back of an old Mercedes, four across. The flight wore us out and the car ride wasn’t doing our nerves much better. But when the car finally crested the last hill and descended down into Hania, we all sat up.
“Oh yeah,” I murmured. It looked stunning — the old Greek town was built around a horseshoe-shaped Venetian-built harbor with an historic Egyptian-built lighthouse at the end of a long breakwater that began at an Ottoman-built domed mosque on one side of the vast, open plaza that was lined with shops and bars and cafes and restaurants the rest of the way around the boardwalk.
Our driver asked us if we had rooms.
“No, not yet,” Anika said.
He got on his phone and barked into it. “Don’t worry,” he said over his front seat to us. He dropped us off in front of a row of old, tall and narrow buildings along the waterfront, each one a different pastel color. A woman stood waiting impatiently in front with her arms crossed over her chest, tapping her foot. She seemed pissed off at our driver, but she beckoned us to follow her inside an ancient and tall double wooden door. We climbed narrow creaking wooden steps, curling up through the darkness inside. At the top, we came around to another tall set of wooden double doors that she jangled her keys into.
It wasn’t much brighter inside, and we came in and squinted trying to see around — until she flung open the ancient wooden shutters over the windows and the double doors also, which opened onto a narrow wrought-iron balcony. The place exploded with light. Inside was revealed to us as a very old but very clean room with two beds and antique dressers and mirrors. The balcony hung directly over the boardwalk around Venetian Harbor, as we learned it was called. The clear green water of the Mediterranean Sea sparkled in front of us bright enough to blind us.
“Two rooms or one?” the woman said.
Without checking with us, Anika instantly said, “One room is good.”
Payton, Kyra, and I smirked at each other.
“What?” Anika murmured with a crooked grin. “Too late now anyway.”
We unpacked, showered, changed, and went out to find food. It was not a challenge — we were surrounded by it. We drank ouzo and ate bougatsa pastries, grilled squid and shrimp, and grilled lamb on sticks.
And then we went upstairs, left the sagging wooden shutters open, and undressed each other and climbed on the bed together. We pushed the two beds together and twisted the top mattresses around so there was no gap between them. Down in one of the jewelry markets, Kyra had bought a black choker with a glass bead embedded in the centre of it. Payton bought a silver necklace with pendants strung around it. Anika bought a (fake) pearl necklace. They also bought all kids of different bracelets, rings, long drop earrings, and even anklets and fine waist and belly chains. They had jewelry in their hair and rings on their toes.
That was how they brought their bodies to me where I had sprawled sleepily on the bed with a view out the open French doors and over the narrow balcony to the mid-day harbor and the murmur of people in the cafes and restaurants below. They each wore veils they found in some shop, white, black, and royal blue. “Egyptian, Greek, and Ottoman,” they told me, and they laughed and crawled up on the bed on their knees, each of them completely naked but for all their jangling jewelry and whispering veils. I was supposed to know which culture they were by identifying the different jewelry they wore.
“Guess at least,” Payton said. “We’re trying to build up your cultural awareness, you know.”
“Is that what this is called,” I said.
Kyra climbed over my waist waddling high up above me on her knees and Payton came over me too, and knelt behind Kyra over my thighs. Anika squeezed herself between them so that all three knelt over my body, straddling me. Anika’s hands wrapped around Kyra’s bare breasts from behind where they hung above my face, and she caressed them and twisted her nipples and made her gasp and laugh and blush.
“Anika!” Kyra said over her shoulder to her, attempting to restrain her caresses, but with only half an effort. They both widened their eyes at each other silently through their veils, blue and black. They were surprising each other with each further step of descent they made down into that new place that seemed to beckon them irresistibly. I wondered if the veils were meant to obscure my ability to identity them individually, or to obscure their own vision of what they themselves were doing to each other. It was a genie that wasn’t going back in the bottle, that much was obvious to me.
Anika reached through and between Kyra’s legs from behind and pushed her outstretched fingers down over the head of my cock where it stood up against Kyra’s abdomen, and she dragged their tips down my shaft. While Anika rubbed her body all over Kyra’s body from behind, Payton pulled on Anika’s hair from behind her, and rubbed her body all over her from behind, too. Kyra, facing me, curled her spine in and thrusted her hips forward and back, stroking her pussy lips over the tip of the head of my cock that Anika gripped under her, before she sank, slowly, down over it. Her pussy lips spread and folded around the head of my cock, and they slid, foaming and glistening, down the length of it. Kyra gasped and Anika grunted with her face buried in the back of her head. Payton caught her breath short with her chin hung over Anika’s shoulder. Anika and Payton moved their bodies with Kyra’s, the three of them jutting their hips forward and back as though pasted together over top of me, their three tiny cries and jagged breaths escaping their mouths, and the jangle of their jewelry filling the room.
I held Kyra’s waist in my hands as she arched further in her back and she pressed her hands into the sides of her head, fluffed her hair in a gesture of release to freedom, and she dropped her mouth wide open in a silent gesture of screaming. Anika rubbed her breasts and her belly and sank her fingers down the front of her abdomen and over the tiny chains there, and into the top of the tuft of her pussy, before she dragged her nails over the skin of the top of my cock where it came out of Kyra’s pussy, shining wet with her glisten.
Unlike other times, things went to 10 without passing through any of the earlier stages from 1 to 9, and unlike other times as well, nobody was trying anymore to take turns with me. They all got naked, they all dressed in necklaces and other adornments hung all over their bodies, and they all climbed over me and straddled me and rubbed themselves on me and against each other all at the same time. Clearly, lines were being crossed more than ever before, and nobody, anymore, seemed to care. It seemed, buy contrast, there might have been no more lines, period, Payton no longer drawing them, Anika no longer enforcing them, and Kyra no longer the first to break them.
Kyra edged forward on her knees and came down over me to kiss my mouth while her breasts hung down and brushed over my chest. Behind her, Anika pushed her pussy down over the head of my cock just as Kyra had done. She gasped and writhed on me, but she also laughed. It was the laughter of someone experiencing early tastes of freedom and reckless abandon, it seemed to me. It was the laugher of someone who couldn’t believe what was happening, and who couldn’t stop laughing about how unreal it felt.
Payton was handling Anika surprisingly roughly from behind, pulling on her breasts and fingering her clitoris and biting on her neck and yanking her hair. She stuffed herself with my cock. The antique-filled tall and blazingly bright wood-panelled room filled with the scent of spilling sex. All three girls pushed and pulled and stroked and caressed each other, straddling me and jangling their jewelry all over me, and they breathed hard through their veils with peaking arousal. It might have looked like we’d only moved from Frankfurt to Crete on a map, but the three of them had come so very far since that first tentative night.
Kyra leaned her arms into the wall over my head and brought her perfumed pussy down over my face with her hips shaking violently and uncontrollably, and her knees slipping sideways. I raised my hands up the backs of her thighs and squeezed her ass in my fingers as she pushed her pussy down against my mouth. Anika came off my hips to let Payton sink her pussy down over my cock in one long, smooth movement, engulfing me completely all over again. Anika turned around on me, and still kneeling over my body, she necked with Payton as Payton rose and fell over my hips, fucking me deeply and smoothly while Anika moaned against her mouth. They pressed their bare chests together. They necked like mad and whimpered as though in pain.
Kyra bucked at my face with her hips and her high pitched burst of gasps caught me by surprise. They sounded so taken, so aroused, I lost control of myself. Payton knew my state and could have stopped moving on me, but she chose not to, drilling her pussy down over my cock instead. I erupted hard up into her pussy and she and Anika necked more deeply and moaned on each other more loudly, even as my ejaculate gushed from Payton’s pussy lips and ran down the insides of her thighs.
Anika, who used to be so worried about rules, squealed, pushed Payton backward and off me, and dropped her face down into my groin. With a greedy mouth and a busy tongue, she sucked what was left of me out of my cock. She made me twitch so hard into her mouth, I pulled her hips down over my face and flicked my tongue all over her pussy until she — quickly — shook with spasms just like Kyra had, and she rippled violently up and down her body. We all flopped down over the bed like emptied sacks, until we all started laughing.
We pulled on what clothes we thought to bother with and came down the narrow creaking stairs in the dark and out into the busy street and into the blazing sun of the late afternoon hungry again like lovers who’d been cooped up in their love nest all day. We ate more meat and salad and fried potatoes, drank more wine, laughed without saying anything and, satiated, stole back upstairs, closed the door, and got back in bed together.
Days turned to nights and back to days again. We fucked all the time, and in between grunting and gasping sessions, we came down into the street below, staggering and swaying, to eat, drink, and laugh some more, and buy resupplies of bottles of water, before stealing back up to the apartment over the boardwalk all over again. The girls kept each other so close to the edge of the cliff so much and so often, they all climaxed easily and quickly, and frequently, too.
I was wearing down, and even when fucking any of them hard from behind, I became unable, at times, to ejaculate anymore, I was so spent by the three of them. We just laughed when I fell off whoever it was I’d been pounding myself into, and we doused each other in towels soaked in water to wipe the sweat off our faces and bodies, and went back down again to eat, drink, and laugh even more, and try to recover enough to go at each other again with even more vigor.
One day, we made it out as far as the Turkish Quarter — Splantzia — and we fed the wild cats and heard the loud-speaker prayers, before rushing back to our four-way love nest. The next day, we made it as far as the Jewish Quarter — Topanas — even, and wandered through its impossibly narrow streets and steep stairs, before hurrying back to our own narrow red building, to fling the shutters open, shower, and climb into bed together all over again, naked, bejeweled, and already wet. 
Gone was any pretense to even the suggestion of rules. Also gone were any concerns about day or night. Appearances out in public no longer seemed to matter to any of us. We staggered up streets hanging from each other like new lovers, only there were four of us, not two. It didn’t matter if I kissed one of them on one corner, and another of them on the next corner. In bed, often it was two of us going at it while the other two watched or petted each other, but it never mattered which two were going at it and which two were watching.
I went to the balcony with a sheet around my waist and leaned over to look down at the bustling cafes and restaurants and bars lined in lights around the ancient horseshoe promenade, and I turned around to look back into our dimly lit ancient suite, and watched the three young bodies of Kyra, Anika and Payton twist and write around each other, and climax and spill over each other’s faces and pussies, and stretch and squirm over each other after, laughing, kissing, and holding each other. They seemed to have boundless energy for it and never dried up.
“But you claim to never do that when I’m not there to watch or participate,” I pointed out to them as we ate meat and drank ouzo and tried to make ourselves stay out of the room for longer than an hour for once.
“Because we’re not like that,” Anika said. She held her expression nearly straight. It’s what they used to say before things really got carried away between them, back when it was still possible to invoke some previous life back home. It was a joke now, though.
“It’s you, watching and enjoying it, that makes it get carried away like that,” Payton said.
Kyra smirked like she wasn’t quite sure of what Anika and Payton were trying to sell me. Payton kicked her leg under the table. Anika grinned and looked down with embarrassment. “We’re not!” Anika said again, insisting with her arching eyes that I believe her.
“Anyway, what are we supposed to do? We’re all in the same room and its a small room,” Payton said.
“Which you asked for,” I said.
“And only one bed!” Payton said, ignoring me, but for a one-sided smirk.
“Because you pushed the two beds together to make it one bed,” I said.
“And we’re so very far from home,” Anika said, glancing at Payton, both of them smirking now, making a game of ignoring me.
“So far away from anything that’s even remotely like home,” Kyra murmured.
“That was the idea behind your whole year off for traveling, wasn’t it?” I said.
Anika got up from our small round outside cafe table and, drawing the glances of old men at other tables, she hiked her white and red sundress up around her thighs and straddled my legs and sat down on my knees facing me. “You . . . ” she said, and she draped her arms over my shoulders and down my back. “ . . . can just shut up,” she said, before she leaned her face into mine and sank her tongue deeply into my mouth. “Now take me upstairs and fuck my brains out,” she said. “Again,” she added after another kiss. “Pretty please,” she finally said.
Kyra and Payton waved goodbye to us as we strolled back, hand in hand. They wanted to look in a few shops, they said.
Anika and I had the room to ourselves. She flicked her tongue over my lips and laughed and pushed her hands into my abdomen to back me up to the bed. “I’m dying to suck you off, you know,” she said. She undid my pants and yanked them down, along with my shorts, and she yanked my shirt up to my chest and pressed her face into my stomach. “Drives me crazy thinking about it,” she said. She looked up at me with her face tilting, and she held my cock over her eyes and squinted one eye to hide my eyes behind it and she kissed my cock and laughed. She dropped her mouth open and took me inside, loosely and lightly. “Do you feel like we’re using you?” she said when she came off my cock again and kissed the head.
“Use me how?” I said.
“Oh I don’t know,” she said, and she moaned loudly as she pushed her mouth, now tighter, down the full length of my cock. “Getting ourselves off with your body,” she said. She pushed her hand up her thighs under the skirt of her dress. Her panties were half way down her thighs and stretched between her legs. The front of her dress undulated with the hidden movements of her hand.
“Is that what you’re doing right now?” I said. “Getting yourself off?”
She chuckled and twisted around my cock with her face full of coyness and giggles. “Maybe,” she said. “Is that so wrong?” She didn’t wait for my reply before pumping her mouth vigorously down the length of my cock.
“Seems nothing is wrong anymore,” I said.
She pulled off me and growled at me and squeezed her fist around my shaft and shook throughout her body. “It’s all your fault,” she said. “We used to be nice girls back home.” She fell onto me again and pumped her mouth up and down my cock.
I sat down on the edge of the bed and scooped her hair back from the side of her face with a finger and caressed the back of her neck. She reached up and held her hand over my hand and moaned deeply and softly as she pumped her mouth on my cock.
“Cum in my mouth, but don’t get any on my new dress, promise,” she said.
“Said the nice girl from back home,” I said.
She snorted and sat back on her calves and pumped my cock in her hand, her arm stretched out in front of her. “Stop it!” she said, and she smirked and blushed. “We were nice!”
“What happened?” I said.
She lifted herself back up high on her knees and dropped her head down between her shoulders and pushed her pursed lips hard down over the head of my cock that she squeezed in her fist.
“You happened,” she said, and she pushed her mouth all the way down, and this time, she didn’t stop until I shook and clenched in every one of my muscles. I erupted hard and deep in her mouth and fell back on the bed as she kept holding me inside her mouth and pumping me with her fist and lips until I nearly fell asleep.
We were both startled by the door. Payton and Kyra came in and flopped down in chairs. I pulled the sheet over my half-naked body.
“Oh my god, Anika, did you just . . . ?” Payton said.
Anika labored to push herself up from the bed and she leaned her face down to Payton. “Is there any on my lips?” she said.
Payton checked her mouth before kissing her. “All clean, just like a good girl,” she said, and they both laughed.
Anika pulled her dress up again around her hips and sat straddling Payton’s lap. She tilted her head, ducked it down beneath her shoulders, and wrapped her arms around her neck. Payton wrapped her hands around Anika’s waist and pulled her body further up over her lap, and closer against her own body. They began to neck.
“You guys!” Kyra said. She tsk’d them, but she also slid down in her chair, parted her legs, and pushed the skirt of her blue sundress up around her hips. She watched Anika and Payton neck and squirm together, and she tucked her fingers under the waist of her low-rise white lace panties.
I rolled off the bed and walked waddling on my knees over the floor to the edge of Kyra’s chair and I pulled the hem of the skirt of her dress up over my head and pushed my face down into the fabric on the front of her panties.
She gasped and laughed and pushed her panties down her legs.
I spread her pussy lips with my fingers and with the noisy rhythmic wash of a rough sea outside stirred by some distant storm, I gave that girl head every bit as tenderly as Anika had just given me head.
She kept her narrow and glistening eyes open on Payton and Anika necking and fingering each other as long as she could, before her climax seized her from the inside out, and she pulsated under me and lifted her hips off the chair to mash her groin into my face. She leaked down my chin.
When I lifted my face up from between Kyra’s legs and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, I found both Payton and Anika stopped and watching, their faces pressed together.
“Kyra cums harder than anyone I’ve ever seen,” Payton said.
Anika stuck her tongue out at her and they nipped at each other. “You’ve only ever seen her and me cum,” Anika said.
“True that,” Payton said, and she smirked. They kissed again.
We made plans to take a ferry from Crete to Izmir on the west coast of Turkey.
“The ancient city of Smyrna,” Payton said.
“Like in the Bible,” Anika said to me. “A book you might have heard about at some point?”
I smirked and shook my head at her. She liked to blame me for everything that was going on with them. “About time y’all got some religion in you,” I said, and I kicked her leg back under the table.
“Oh my god,” Kyra said, but it was with only some enthusiasm. “The Virgin Mary’s burial site is there,” she said. She raised her eyes to me expecting some wise crack, but I kept my mouth shut for that one.
“I remember that,” Payton said.
“Mary?” Anika said to her with a smirk.
“No, being a virgin,” Payton said, and all four of us burst out laughing.
Back in the room again before packing and leaving our Hania love-nest for a new country, in the midst of showering and changing and getting ready, they all came rushing out of the crowded bathroom together and got on their elbows and knees and laughed. I could tell right away they cooked up some fun new plan to “get me” again. They hung their bare pussies out over the edge for me to stand in front of and take them from behind, one after the other, to fuck them like that while they kissed each other and gasped and grunted, letting me gaze all the while on the painting-like scene out our narrow double door balcony.
“One for the road,” Kyra explained to me, stretching around and finding me over her shoulder. “It might be a while before we can fuck again — we’re just in general seating for the ferry.” She wriggled her upturned ass at me and laughed at me, finding me upside down and between her spread legs.
“And here I thought I was the one despoiling the virtues of three pure and innocent mid-west religious girls,” I said. I dropped my pants and shorts to my ankles and I rammed my cock hard enough into Anika’s pussy from behind, I jolted her body and made her scrunch her fist into the sheets under her face. She grunted and bit the sheet.
“Fuck, Luke!” she cried into the sheets.
I pulled out and rammed myself harder into Payton’s pussy from behind. She half-laughed, half-cried, and laid her face sideways toward Anika. “God damn it,” she groaned, “but it feels so good to get fucked so hard!”
“Me, me!” Kyra called over her shoulder and I pulled out of Payton and plowed myself into Kyra’s pussy. “Fuck, yeah!” she cried out loud, her voice jolted by the force I pounded into her body.
Anika and Payton laughed and got up to dress. I ejaculated into Kyra’s pussy, and she rolled away from me and wiped herself with a towel and got up to dress, too. I fell back, exhausted, into a chair as the three girls rushed around with makeup, brushes, hair things, and clothes for traveling in.
“Get ready!” Anika squealed at me.
I stirred myself with difficulty.
We found the ferry and claimed our seats for the  long ride across the Aegean.
“You absolutely did spoil the virtues of these three pure and innocent virgins!” Payton suddenly said. “We were there very nice, proper, and virtuous Christian girls before you showed up! We should never have let you into that flat in Frankfurt if we knew what you were going to do to us!” 
“I said religious girls, I didn’t say virgins,” I said.
She curled her hand around mine and entwined our fingers together. “It feels like we were,” she said more quietly. “Before.”
“You could have fooled me about all your claims to be so pure and innocent this morning,” I said. “Those three wagging pussies you hung out for me over the edge of the bed didn’t look particularly virtuous to me when I came in the room,” I said.
They all covered my mouth at once and squealed and darted their eyes around the seating area on the ferry, and gasped.
What had happened earlier that morning was, I had woken up first and snuck out to get coffees and croissants for all of us and came back up to the room. I found them eating each other out all over the bed, the sheets torn loose, their bodies flung over each other’s faces, the gasps of climaxes filling the small antique-filled space. 
“You guys all swore to me you only got like that for my benefit,” I said.
Anika slapped my arm and folded her arms over her chest. “We didn’t know you weren’t there!” she said.
“Because you don’t do that normally?” I said.
“That’s right!” she said, but she couldn’t hide her smirk. “And don’t you forget it!”
I had sat back in a chair by the table and spread their coffees and food out for them for when they were done with what they were doing, and ready to eat. I knew they’d be voracious. They came off the bed eventually and wrapped their spent bodies in sheets so that they looked to me — accidentally — like three Greek goddesses. But they ate and drank with greed in their eyes and sloppy noises on their lips and throats, which struck me as very un-goddess like.
Kyra laughed and straddled my legs facing away from me and spread her white sheet over my lap. Casually, while eating and drinking noisily, she fucked me in front of the other two, even as they discussed plans for our day of travel, until I came in Kyra’s pussy. And then she only stood up from my lap and wandered out to the balcony and the morning sun out there with her bread and coffee in her hands and my cum running down her leg. I couldn’t tell if that was goddess-like or the opposite.
Where we had earlier been a guy and three girls traveling together and sometimes — accidentally, almost — ending up in bed fucking, we had now become a guy and three girls fucking together all over the place, and only accidentally here and there traveling to a new spot to do it in, and quickly eating and drinking before resuming our noisy ways indoors and out. It was always something — me, my supposedly sordid past, being far from home, the motorcycle riding, the trains, the ferries, the warm sun, the Mediterranean air — but never they themselves, or their own internally-triggered desires, that were to blame for another “fail,” everybody huffing and puffing, catching their breath, bodies sprawled all over another bed, sex smeared all over their bodies and mine, and less guilt and shame by the day. We laughed almost as much as we fucked.
Another thing I noticed that I didn’t bring up with them was how, the closer we got to places prominently mentioned in their Bible, places familiar to their ears from their old Sunday sermons and church reading groups, the more wildly unbridled they all grew sexually. People think present-day Israel is the seat of Christianity. But the real origins are in present-day Turkey where it was invented by Paul 50 years after the stories were supposed to have taken place in the Bible. When we got to Turkey’s shores, their sexuality truly exploded.
When we got to Izmir — or Smyrna, as Anika insisted on calling it — all remaining sexual restraint was cast off. We found an indoor pool under our hotel, completely tiled in royal blue mosaic ceramics with low arching ceilings and set about with statues holding urns and carved grapes, and since no one else ever came down there, of course we fucked all over it.
We took a bus to the Shrine of Mary where she was supposedly buried, and when an old enamored couple happily told us they were touring all seven such reputed locations, we hiked up the hills behind it deep into the surrounding forest, and fucked all over up there, too, against old trees, on beds of moss, and on a thick branch overhanging a burbling river.
We took a train to Kayseri and a bus to Goreme and found a bizarre village in Cappadocia filled with caves dug out of tall conical land formations where you could rent hotel rooms that had been built into them. In the cliffs surrounding the village, there were caves half-way up where there were ancient Christian mosaics etched on walls 1,800 years old. The caves might have been dug out by Hittites 4,000 years ago, but they were re-occupied — we read — by the earliest Christians evading persecutions. In our cave hotel room, we had to duck down under low carved arches to come into the various round, carved-out rooms just like the Flintstones, and we fucked on the beds and went up to the rooftop for fresh air and wondered through the village later hunting for bread and meat.
The girls had fun winding garlands through their hair and surprised me with their new gleaming-white gown-like robes in the style of very long-tailed shirts, and they all wore flat bejeweled sandals. It was so hot, they said, they needed to dress like that. They made me wear a long olive-green thin muslin cardigan with a loose belt and loose white pants and sandals. My hair had grown long by then, and I sported a lengthening scraggly beard. There were gold shops and clothing shops and cafes and bars tucked into round-carved caves along hilly narrow and winding streets, each with it’s golden light spilling out over the road, and we wondered from place to place, hands in hands, arms around waists, lips on necks, bumping hips and giggling, all the while impatient to return to our own private cave to hump each other over every surface.
They bought candles and incense, and back in the rooms of our cave dwelling, they swarmed over me and fought with each other to fuck me, biting each other and pulling on each other’s hair. We played a game of hide and seek with only candles lighting the whole place. There were three levels, four if you count the roof, and a maze of low, arching  passageways and narrow, winding, carved-out stairs joining them. It was always me who had to find them — and when I did, they laughed and squealed and I fucked them until they punched and kicked me and got away like forest nymphs, laughing and naked.
In the morning, we headed out early and hiked up some trails we spotted the previous day that lead out of town and up over a ridge. We found caves in more cliff-sides that weren’t occupied or used or even, apparently, noticed or visited by anyone. We scrambled up the cliff tugging on tufts of grass and sharp rocks, and helped each other up over the last push and into a dark, dusty cave. It felt like no one had been inside it for years or decades — or perhaps even much longer.
From the narrow entrance, we could see most of the valley including the village we were staying in, and to the side in the distance, more of the strange tall conical formations that looked abandoned and unused.
“Check it out!” Kyra said, and we all spun around but couldn’t see her.
She leaned her head forward and laughed. She was in the cave entrance beside us.
“They’re all connected with hidden passageways in the back!” she said.
We all got up and found the low, narrow and hidden holes joining the backs of the caves strung along the face of the cliff.
“Can you imagine living in these?” Payton said.
“I read somewhere they were used for defense — they ran up into the caves when the Roman army came invading through the valley,” Anika said.
We climbed down and skirted the edge of the ridge to find the abandoned cones we spotted from up in the cave entrances. It wasn’t hard — there weren’t many trees to obscure the view.
“This must have been what they all looked like before they turned them into stores and homes and hotels down there,” Payton said. In front of us rose a 50-foot tall sienna-toned sandstone formation, round like a bullet with a low, nearly too-small archway half-way under the level of the surrounding ground, and tiny round holes spread randomly all the way up.
“Let’s go inside,” Kyra said.
“I don’t think we should do that,” I said. I looked back over my shoulder and down the steep slope of the hill we climbed up, down the trail to the village far below. When I looked back, I saw only Kyra’s shoes as she pulled her legs behind her and climbed inside the hoodoo. “Fack,” I said, and Payton and Anika laughed and crawled through the small entrance behind her. I had no choice but to follow.
The random round holes provided just enough light to make out the size of the carved-out space inside. We explored the round walls of the lowest level. Kyra found the hidden stairs and went up to the second level. In the narrow space we had to squeeze through to go up, there were tiny holes in the wall looking back down onto the level below.
“Are these for spying?” Anika said.
I made a joke. “They’re for poking your spear through at anyone trying to come up the stairs after you,” I said. I realized though that I was probably dead-right about that. The holes were angled down through the thick terra cotta walls where no one would be able to fight back.
Kyra again found even smaller, more hidden and more narrow stairs going further up.
“I don’t think so,” I said. But it was not in her spirit to be cautious. So we all made our way up, pressing hard against the wall behind us, and we emerged up into a third level. Here, there were tables carved out of the sandstone, and chairs, too. There were holes in what appeared to be a countertop. I looked underneath and found charred surfaces.
“The kitchen,” I announced, and I put my hands on my hips and gazed around at the narrowing space.
Kyra went further up yet another set of curbing stairs toward the tip of the bullet-shaped hoodoo. “Bedrooms!” she called back down to us. We went up and looked. Like the carved-out tables and chairs, there were carved-out platforms in the shape and size of small, narrow beds.
“This is amazing,” Anika said in a low voice.
I put my face up to a larger hole in the wall on that highest level. It was big enough to fit through. I leaned out and scanned the horizon from the top of the cone. We were definitely in the tip of the bullet, easily 30 feet up from the ground we came up on. The view of the entire valley was breathtaking.
We began to make our way back down the tiny, winding carved-out staircases, Kyra leading the way. She seemed to be the one who could see the hidden stairs better than the rest of us. As we came down the last staircase toward the ground level and the tiny, arched entrance that was flooded with light from outside, Kyra looked up.
“I found the spears!” she shouted, and she reached up over her head and tugged at a long wooden pole.
“No!” I shouted from high up behind her. I could see what she couldn’t: a lattice of sticks, and laid over top of them, something nobody noticed on our way up: a suspended heap of boulders.
But it was too late. Kyra yanked harder on the stick, it came free, and just before the whole web of sticks collapsed down onto the lower level, above them came down the entire ceiling of boulders. We dove back up the stairs just out of the way of the tumbling rocks, but not before the entire ground level was sealed off, including the entrance.
“Holy fuck!” Payton said, catching her breath.
“Booby trapped,” I said.
“For like eighteen-hundred years?” Anika said.
I nodded looking up and around at the method they used to let the sticks hold the boulders up. It was made to fall if one stick was pulled out, just as one would do if one was scrambling back inside to get away from someone pursuing you. “It stood primed and ready for two thousand years,” I said, nodding.
“What are we going to do now?” Anika said.
I went down the stairs and stepped out onto the bed of boulders. It had to be six feet deep. I tried to lift one. I couldn’t budge it. “Anybody got phone service?” I said.
“This is a protected site,” Kyra said. “We weren’t allowed to go up the trails into this area,” she said, reading from her phone.
“Now you tell us,” Anika said.
“It’s a crime, it says,” she said, after scrolling further on her phone.
“No one knows we’re up here,” I said. “Trapped inside a fucking hoodoo.”
The sticks, we discovered, were in fact spears, and the way things fell, they all landed on top of the boulders. They fit through the holes in the walls of the staircase perfectly.
“Everything about these things is totally about defense,” I said. “Amazingly clever.”
“Only,” Payton said. “I see how the boulders stop anyone from coming in in the first place, but after a while, don’t you need a way to get out?”
“You make a good point, grasshopper,” I said. “This thing is more clever than any of us —there has to be a way out.”
We had food in our bags, and water. We turned off our phones to conserve their batteries. We were in trouble, but it wasn’t urgent trouble — yet.
“Imagine being in here two thousand years ago,” Anika said.
We searched the round walls of the lower level, stepping over the boulders and feeling with our hands for anything that felt like a hidden door or passage.
“Who did you say built these?” Kyra said.
“The earliest Christians,” Payton said. “Avoiding persecutions, or Roman soldiers, or whoever else — they used to get paid by the chopped-off head they brought into town.”
“Ew!” Kyra said.
“It was the first Christians we’re stuck in here with,” Anika said.
“Paul started the Christian religion,” Kyra said. “He’s from Tarsus — that’s like only two hours away from here.”
Kyra had her phone out. We all sat down, tired from searching for an exit. “It says here he started the very first Christian communities right here — right in Cappadocia!” she said. “Like in the year 50!”
We all looked around again at our surroundings. “2,000 years,” I said, “and ya’ll came so far, you’re all right back where you started.”
They all laughed and got up from the boulders. “There has to be a way out, they wouldn’t lock themselves inside like this,” Payton said. “We need to look at the higher levels.”
“But all the windows, all the lookouts,” Anika said, “they’re too small to crawl out of.”
“There was one,” I said, “at the very top — easily big enough to get out.”
We went up all the stairs to the very top — to the bedroom nestled into the very tip of the bullet-shaped hoodoo. I leaned my head out and looked down. Sure enough, I saw the tiny indentations in the wall. “There’s foot holds,” I said. “But not in any order.”
“And we’re 30 feet up, for fuck sakes,” Anika said.
“Let me look,” Payton said. “I’m a climber.”
She leaned out and looked down. “Oh my god!” she said, pulling herself back inside. She covered her face with her hands. “It’s just like a route set in a wall at a climbing gym!”
“We’re seriously going to have to climb down the outside of this thing?” Kyra said.
“Either that or call for help and get arrested and charged for coming up here and probably even more crimes for making that 2,000-year-old ceiling of boulders collapse,” I said.
“We’ll have to wait till night, too,” Anika said. “I remember looking up at this ridge and the hoodoos up here from down in the village,” she said. “We’ll be totally obvious if we try to go out there and climb down the wall while it’s still light out,” she said.
Payton wrapped her hand around Kyra’s shoulders. “Don’t worry, it’s not that hard, I’ll go first and find the route, and you guys can follow me down.”
Anika looked again out the window and over the edge. “Funny thing,” she said. “The route seems to go in front of all the smaller windows all the way down,” she said.
I snapped my fingers. “That’s so you can stab through the windows at anyone climbing up the outside!” I said.
“They thought of everything,” Kyra said.
“We’re in here for hours,” I said. “Why don’t we go down to the kitchen and make a lunch?”
So we did, making food on the stone counter, sitting on the stone chairs, and eating and drinking in the stony silence.
“It’s amazing to think, we’re living and doing things exactly as the very first Christians ever did,” she said. “Right here, inside this very thing, where they lived and hid.”
“And afraid of the authorities finding us, too,” I said, and I laughed.
“We have to try the beds, don’t we?” Payton said. “I mean, we tried the kitchen, we used the defense system, we tried the spears, we have to go try the beds I believe,” she said.
We made eyes at each other. We bit our lips. We snorted. And then we crept up that last narrow set of stairs again and looked at the “beds” — really, just low, flat platforms carved out of the same sandstone formation.
I brushed my hand down one of them. “Actually pretty clean — hardly any dust,” I said. I sat on the edge of one of them. There were four of them arranged around the small round room tucked into the very top of the hoodoo.
“You have to lie down,” Kyra said. “For the full effect.”
“Naked,” Anika said.
Payton smirked and covered her mouth.
“All of us naked, then,” I said. “Didn’t they have a few wives back in the day?”
“There’s disagreement about that,” Anika said, but she also unzipped her hoody and unbuttoned her jeans.
“A guy just like me could have been holed up in this very bedroom in the top of this very hoodoo with his three wives,” I said. “Hiding out from the authorities and waiting for night.”
“Oh my god, you have far too vivid an imagination,” Payton said. She was already stripped, however, down to her bra and panties, and soon, all the way down to naked. She stepped toward the bed that I reclined on and dragged the backs of her fingers up over my bare lap. I had also stripped myself naked.
The light grew orange and dim as the sun began to set and night approached. Inside, the light took on a glow inside the cone-shaped tip of the bullet-shaped hoodoo, and the sienna-toned walls soaked in what light there was and reflected it back around the space.
I pulled Payton by the hand and she came down onto me. There was just enough width to allow Kyra to squeeze between Payton and the wall on my left, and for Anika to squeeze against my right side, if I wrapped my arm around her naked body. They all began to kiss me and each other.
An evening breeze brought wafts of semi-desert dry air through the open window. There were creatures dropping and swooping out of the air, catching their evening dinner of insects, and crickets started up and frogs croaked far down below us. The large window in the wall seemed deliberately placed to catch the most light of the setting sun, and the cone-shaped room glowed like the eerie inside of a candle. The scent of dried earth and centuries of history filled our noses. It was as though the air had no temperature at all, it was so perfect.
Payton shifted on top of me and caught the head of my cock in the lips of her pussy. She smirked down at me, brushed my long hair up and out of my face, and her and Anika kissed. Kyra seemed entranced by Payton’s body lying on top of mine, and she stroked her fingers up and down the sunset outlined-skin of her side. Payton sank down further on my cock and her mouth fell widely open and she smiled at me under her.
“You know who you looked like, down in the village today?” Anika said. “When you were in that long, that olive green robe we bought you, and the sandals?” she said. “With your beard and your hair?”
“I was going to say it!” Kyra said.
“Nobody say it,” I said. “You guys too, though,” I said. “In your white flowing robes. People were staring.”
“I’m Joanna,” Anika said.
“Then I get to be Susanna,” Kyra said.
Payton sank her pussy down my cock all the way and corkscrewed her groin against mine as though sealing us together. “So I guess that makes me Magdalene,” Payton said, and she laid her head on Kyra’s shoulder with her mouth pressed to my ear, where she grunted and moaned and cried in little chirps, her body slowly rising and falling on mine, the tip of my cock touching the end of her pussy deep inside.
“If you’re Magdalene,” I said, “that must make me . . . ,” I continued, but she bit my tongue. “Don’t say it,” she whispered, and she pushed her hands into my shoulders, arched her body deeply back from mine to face the apex of the ceiling of our dimming space, and she gasped and hung her hair down her back behind her. Her fingers curled and her nails scratched into the skin of my shoulders. “That would be blasphemous,” she groaned to the ceiling.
“There are some who say he came here, that he didn’t die,” Anika said.
“Anika!” Kyra said to her, scolding her and reaching over between Payton and I to cup her hand over her mouth.
“It could even be in this very room on this very night, exactly 2,000 years ago,” I said to Anika.
Just then, Payton hung her head further back, caught her breath that I hadn’t noticed she stopped, and she groaned like a devil at the top of the cone so loud, her voice reverberated down over us like a rain. Anika squeezed my right hand tugged snuggly up against her pussy, and Kyra squeezed my left hand up against her pussy, too, and my hips lifted off the terra cotta bed. I gasped with my head nearly facing backward and upside down, and I lifted Payton up on my rising hips, before I exploded up into her and filled her with my cum.
Everybody moaned and groaned and kissed me and each other. We caught our breath and got up and dressed again and looked out the window. Night had come and the village glowed in lights far below us. Payton climbed out the window first. She went down a couple of footholds and faced us through the open window. “It’s actually pretty easy,” she said. “The wall is sloped out, it’s not even vertical,” she said. “Just follow me down.”
I was the last one out the window and the last one to finally touch ground. We walked down the trail a bit, and as though we all heard a voice, we at once stopped and turned around and looked back up at the hoodoo on the top of the ridge, now looming high over us, a dark bullet-shaped silhouette against the only slightly darker sky.
“I know it was wrong to go in there in the first place,” Kyra said. “But I’m glad we did.”
“We can make Istanbul tomorrow,” I said, as we got to the bottom of the trail and entered the edge of the village. “If we catch the bus at 5 AM.”
“Might be a good idea,” Anika said, “before anyone realizes where we were and what we did to the place.”
Payton smirked and covered her mouth with her hand to stop herself from laughing. “It’s just nuts to think those sticks and boulders were sitting up there ready like that for someone to come along and pull one stick out, for like 2,000 years.”
“And that person was . . . “ I said, and I gestured to Kyra with outstretched arms and I sang out as though in music. “Our very own Krya!” I said.
“I didn’t mean to,” she said.
“Come here, wife number 3,” I said, and I wrapped my arm around her shoulders.
“You’re so bad,” Anika said, she she ducked her head to pull my other arm around her shoulders.
A palm tree had evidently fallen over that evening and laid across the road where some men were chopping at its trunk to cut it up and remove it. We stepped over the branches and leaves spread across the middle of the road and came into the village like that, four abreast, and we looked for good food and fresh wine.
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