
        
            
                
            
        

    















We climbed aboard one of Istanbul’s speedy, rocking, and reckless ferries that cross from Asia to Europe across the Bosphorus. I sat facing Payton, Kyra, and Anika with the minarets of Hagia Sophia rising and falling behind their heads and piercing the belly of the yellow sky hanging over the Queen of Cities behind them.
Payton, all brown eyes and cascading dark-brown hair, was reading a guide book on her phone with her hand suspended half way to pushing long strands back from her forehead. Kyra, water-clear blue eyes and short, sunshine-blonde hair, stared off into a corner of the rusty white steel rafters of the passenger deck of the ferry above and behind my head with a reminiscing grin spreading over her face, as far away as she ever was. Anika, all dark piercing eyes and ravishing black waved hair, stared at me across the aisle between us so hard, so deep, I felt pinned like a butterfly to some cork. But she wasn’t seeing me — her gaze penetrated right through the backs of my eyes as though she was detachedly examining the mind behind them. Thus it was we entered Asia.
All of them were dressed in faded jeans and dark t-shirts and worn-out sneakers. We had come to a new level of comfort with each other in the preceding few weeks. I’d never had a girlfriend in the sense of someone I was relaxed with, if even in a temporary fashion, the way I was with them — easy-going, accustomed to each other, no longer feeling the need to impress or pretend or hide anything. And here I was, without really knowing when it happened, being girlfriend-boyfriend in that casual, knowing way, but with three girls at the same time, not just one. I didn’t want to question things too deeply for fear of disrupting them.
The new and unusual adventure wasn’t mine alone, though. Probably without them fully knowing when or how either, they’d become “familiar” with each other, too, in ways they would never have imagined possible when they first left home, I was sure. I noticed that Kyra and Payton were casually holding hands on the ferry, for instance, even if they kept their hands hidden under a bag straddling both their laps. Kyra’s finger curled inside Payton’s palm, and her nail scratched her skin.
We found our room in a tiny hotel half way up Galata Hill, rising up behind the famous Galata Tower. We wondered down through the copper sellers’ street, further down through the wire sellers’ streets, and across through the sheet metal sellers’ street. On the Galata Bridge, we saw guys below fishing off the bridge pilings. On the other side, we found other guys just like them frying fish on propane camping stoves in corners of the sidewalk with a few upside down milk crates spread around, and so we sat down on a curb with cars winding past us, inches from our ears, and ate fresh simit — donut shaped bread — and fresh fried mackerel. We wandered through the spice market and stared at the colors we didn’t even know existed. We became delirious on the overdose of color, sound, and confusion.
We finally wound our way back to our room that hung out over top of a narrow, steep street made of stones that lead further up to Taksim Square. I flopped on one of the beds while Kyra went down to find out about busses and Payton went to the shower. Anika flopped down beside me the other way around.
“This place is too bewildering,” she said.
I draped my arm over my eyes and made myself as flat on the bed as a slab of frying bread. Where Crete had been all cultures ancient and modern mashed up together, Istanbul felt like all eras in time, both ancient and modern, mashed up together.
“It feels like the more you see and experience here, the less you know about it,” I said.
I felt her mouth, warm and soft, close gently around my cock. I didn’t even realize she’d opened my pants. I was soft, but I grew hard inside her lazy, caressing lips and tongue. Sex between the four of us had become like that, without form or boundaries. You didn’t know when it began or ended. It was always there, rising up and dropping down like mysterious swells in the middle of the ocean.
She pulled her face back and stroked me in her fist. Neither of us said anything about what she was doing. It had become like that between all three of them and me. It was casual. And it was constant.
“It feels like its been like this for hundreds of years, all jumbled up together,” she suddenly said, and she made herself more comfortable lying on her side before she sank her mouth down the length of my cock again. Her tongue wrapped around my shaft and flicked at the head and slid over the underside, slowly and softly, warm and wet.
I tapped on her hip and she scooched herself over the bed to bring her hips up closer to my face. I unbuttoned her jeans and she wriggled just enough to help me pull them down and off her legs. I eased one of her thighs over my head and rested my cheek on her other thigh. She murmured with my cock grown hard in her mouth and I kissed her on her thighs and abdomen, purposefully avoiding the primary points of concern.
“Thousands of years,” I said. “It’s downright Byzantine here,” I said, and I kissed the lips of her pussy, moist and warm, and I lapped at them gently with my tongue.
Payton came out of the shower and, with towels around her body and hair, she worked on her face in front of the mirror behind the dresser in the room and she paid Anika and I no mind.
“Byzantine, very funny, just got it,” Anika said, lifting her mouth from my cock, and she pushed her hips forward to capture my mouth with her pussy lips more firmly, and forced the matter.
I wrapped my hands around her waist and pushed my lips harder into the lips of her pussy. I teased the tip of my tongue through her cleft and made a circle with it around her engorged and hardening clitoris.
I lifted my mouth off her pussy. “Its like history itself that you can smell outside here,” I said.
“Aw fuck, Luke,” Anika moaned. She stretched in her back and rolled her head away from my groin. Her hips shook and her thighs strained. She dove back down on my cock with her mouth and swirled her tongue around the shaft madly. “You’re gonna make me cum,” she groaned privately to me.
“I want to make you cum!” Payton suddenly said, and she chuckled and threw her towels off her lean body and wet head and ran over to the bed to squeeze herself between Anika and me. She fitted herself against Anika the way I had been with her, lying on her side in the opposite direction to her. I pressed my cock, wet with Anika’s saliva, between the cheeks of Payton’s ass that she curled in her spine to push up at me, and she lifted a thigh and opened her legs for me. She pressed her long fingers down over the head of my cock where it poked between her thighs. It took a minimal amount of adjusting before I felt the head of my cock pop inside the lips of her pussy, and I hauled her back toward me with her hips firmly in my hands. I thrusted myself deeply into her in one long, slow stroke. She was tight but she was soaking.
She grunted and stretched, but she plunged her face back down between Anika’s legs and moaned with a half-cry, half-moan. Anika shivered and squealed, but her voice was muffled. I felt her tongue lash and whip across the shaft of my cock with each of my pulls back out of Payton’s pussy.
Kyra came into the room just then and quickly shut the door behind her, feigning being mortified. But then she chuckled at what she found going on all over the bed. “Can’t leave you guys alone for one minute!” she said.
I pulled out of Payton’s pussy and rolled back from her body. She rolled over onto her back and under Anika. They both writhed and thrusted with their hips at each other’s faces, and they moaned and cried with muffled voices. They were both so quickly close. I looked at Kyra and patted my lap and I pulled myself up to prop my head and shoulders against the headboard behind me.
She snorted and shook her head and carefully lifted her newest necklace off her chest. She pulled her jeans and panties down but left her long, loose black t-shirt and bra on, and she climbed up onto the bed and knelt over my hips. “Because of you,” she said, “I’m always ready at the drop of a hat,” she said and she shook her head like it was some kind of fault. “We all are, all the time,” she moaned.
She twisted over me to reach behind herself and, through her legs, she slid her hand around my cock, held it up under her, and spread her knees out from my hips to let her body come down, and her pussy to close around the head. She let go and took me the rest of the way inside her. I was already wet from Payton’s leaking pussy.
Anika, though always the most reticent when things got started, always moaned the loudest when things got close to finishing, and she filled the room with her cries and panting breath. Payton wasn’t letting up on her, but she also seemed to be gripped in her own bliss, curling and uncurling her hips down into Anika’s face under her and vibrating with tension through her straining and hard thighs. Kyra rode on me quickly and hard, her breasts under her bra and t-shirt mashing into my face. When Anika and Payton began to seize up and shudder and cry together, I was no longer able to hold back, and nor was Kyra. She rolled her face back to the ceiling and leaned so far back, she wrapped her hands around my ankles behind her. I pushed her t-shirt the rest of the way up her chest and squeezed her breasts as I shot my cum deep into her contracting and vibrating pussy. Payton and Anika burst from their tension together with us.
All three of those girls sprawled, wasted, and naked over the bed, but I managed to push myself up, and on my staggering way to the bathroom, I said, over my shoulder, “Another fail, you guys, just saying.”
Anika hung her face over the edge of the bed and through the tops of her eyes and through her splayed dark hair, she looked out our narrow balcony window, down the hill, and across the Golden Horn to the ten spires of the Blue Mosque and the Hagia Sophia together.
“How are we ever going to get back home,” she said. We all knew she didn’t mean geographically.
Nobody answered her. But without needing to communicate explicitly anymore, and though our legs were weak and shaky, we got dressed and went down to explore more of the city.
We quickly found ourselves inside an intensive cluster of musical instrument stores. Then, a few streets and turns later, it was a cluster of book stores. Then it was art supply stores. And then it was shoes: nothing but tiny shoe stores up and down both sides of the narrow street.
We ate some rice and chick peas and chicken from a street stall and wondered down a steep hill behind the shoe street and peered into an open wooden door that was a few steps down from the cobble street. Inside, in a space no bigger than a walk-in closet, we found five men manufacturing shoes by hand from scratch, one cutting patterns from a stack of leather pieces, another cutting rubber soles out of a stack of mats, and another shaping the rubber round on a grinder. Another guy sewed the leather to the sole, and so on.
A kid, ignoring us because he was too rushed, qqueezed past us and down inside and picked up a stack of shoe boxes and carried the tower of them back up to the street of shoe stores. By the time he got back, another tower of boxes was ready for him. We looked at each other with dropped jaws.
Behind the street where all the musical instruments were, we found men hammering out sheets of raw brass and rolling other sheets into tubes to make trumpets out of them, or french horns, or tubas. Behind the street of bookstores, we found people cutting reams of paper, sewing cardboard to bindings, and glueing covers on them.
Another street away from the stores selling new musical instruments, there were used instrument stores, their wares now dented and faded, and the same thing with second-hand bookstores, and second-hand shoe stores, too.
“It’s like their whole lifetime is compressed into a few blocks of the city,” Anika said.
“Like every stage of their life is pressed flat together,” Anika said.
“The whole city feels like that,” Kyra said. “The whole past and present and future all crammed together, like there’s no room for time anymore.”
We stopped in front of a Turkish bath and massage place. We didn’t know at the time it was the oldest one in the city, and that it was built over 500 years ago. We paid for a private room for just the four of us. Inside, we were made to strip and lie down on massive marble platforms heated from the inside. There, we were rubbed and massaged for an hour while the glowing red-lit circular room filled with steam.
“Take your time,” the masseuses murmured to us, and they left us alone.
When I roused myself, I lifted my chest from the warm marble on which I laid face down, and I curled up to prop myself on my elbows. Payton was facing me, lifting herself the same way. Kyra and Anika were beside us. We were like accident victims coming to. None of us had a clear idea of how long we’d been lying there like that. 
We looked around ourselves through the red-glowing darkness and steam and realized we were alone in there. There was a knock, but the door wasn’t opened until Kyra called over to it to “Come in.” It was a discreet maid with fresh towels, a tray of lemon-slice glasses of iced water, and fresh grapes. There was a warm pool, showers, and benches around the perimeter of the room. The maid showed us without words how to ladle water onto the rocks to fill the room with more steam. Without words, she indicated to us we should try to sweat, and she left the room again, locking the door behind her.
It was Kyra, as usual, who started things. She strained in her neck and found my mouth with her mouth. Our lips were already beading with sweat. When we kissed, our breaths felt cool, the air was so hot. In seconds, it seemed, our four naked, sweating and slippery bodies were entwined and writhing together like a bed of snakes over the warmed marble slab. We could hear distant arabic music echoing off the high arched-stone ceiling. Light in shafts of every color filtered through stained glass windows set high up in the deep stone walls.
Our limbs were rubbery and our minds were empty. I sucked on someone’s toes, one after the other. Someone else sucked on my fingers the same way. Payton fingered Kyra and Kyra watched her hand carefully as she stroked it up and down my straining, hard cock.
Anika pushed her way between Payton’s and Kyra’s sweating bodies and she pushed her hot, wet pussy down over the head of my cock. I rolled her over and climbed between Kyra’s legs, licked her, and came over her face with my cock hanging down at her mouth. She opened her lips for me with eagerness, and I fucked her face. Anika lapped at her pussy behind me. Payton sank back against the marble, her legs splayed out over the hot platform, and she masturbated her sweating pussy, watching us with her stringy hair all over her face.
Kyra arched deeply in her back and sucked on my cock like a soother, writhing her tongue around it inside her mouth with helpless squeals and clenching eyes. Anika’s face was covered with the sweat and dew of Kyra’s pussy. She convulsed and climaxed without lead-up, and she made me shoot my cum almost directly down her throat. Payton stopped breathing and shot her head back and cupped her hand over her pussy. Her hips vibrated violently. Anika laughed like she won something — she was the only one not to cum. 
We showered and, when we felt brave enough, we pulled on the robes we found and came out of the room peering around the rest of the mysterious complex, unsure. A maid was waiting nearby. She gave us fresh orange juice and lead us to a bright, airy lounge inside an internal garden of trees and ferns surrounded by old stone walls of the building rising four stories over our heads to the open sky above and the fresh cool air that came down. Was it all a dream?
We dressed and stepped back out into the narrow street that we innocently came down earlier, now refreshed and transformed. But the pulsating city was still there, and it was still busy and rushing and full of clamor smoke and food. We wandered around and came across the basilica cistern — a vast underground water tank with columns holding up the square above sitting on foundations built out of old Roman statue ruins from the 6th century. A number of them were statue heads positioned sideways or upside down.
“They look like us in bed,” Payton said, and she snorted. “After another fail,” she said to me with a grin.
“It says it was an attempt to humiliate Rome,” Anika said, reading from her phone.
“Looks to me like they just didn’t care what they were, they just wanted the most stable way of setting them down as foundations,” I said.
We came out of the cistern and wandered through narrow streets lined with hookah lounges, gift shops, and expensive hotels.
“I feel like a spy,” Kyra said.
We found, and went inside, the Hagia Sophia. “Built in the 500s,” Anika said. “And the biggest building in the world for a thousand years.”
“And yet, I never heard of it,” Kyra said.
“It was built when Rome moved to Constantinople, and then it became an Orthodox cathedral, and then a Catholic cathedral again after some crusade in the 12th century, and then it became a muslim mosque in the 14th century,” Anika told us, still reading from her phone.
“And like everything else here, layers of history all pressed flat together, one on top of the other,” I said. Statures of Mary, of Constantine, of popes, and paintings of Ottoman muslims, lined the hallways in the upper lofts.
“Like us in bed,” Anika said to me, again making reference to our sexual proclivities like she found a new thrill in life. 
We came out of the Hagia, went back over the Golden Horn bridge, and promptly got lost in a street narrow with tiny shops selling supplies for ships and their crews. We got turned around and ended up going down some stairs and found ourselves on a street that ran under the street above, this one enshrouded in darkness and echoing with the sound of metal being hammered. Flaring glows of red and orange light lit the underground street up and, curious, we crept inside.
Men were forging anchors and propellers in furnaces set into the ground. Fires licked up the sides of brick kilns. Men with heavy sledge hammers whacked away at rough edges of metal left by seams in molds. They paused with hammers lifted over their heads, their eyes peering out through sweat and grime-coated faces, before swinging with their bulging arms and clanging the metal loud enough to make us unable to talk.
Where the dimly-lit underground street turned sharply and narrowed, an uncovered manhole overhead gave a cone of daylight shining down onto the tiniest shop in the world, a triangular-shaped ship chandlery with old windows hung throughout their height with brass shackles, splicing fids, and wooden-handled draw bores.
We went inside. It was in every respect a store, with shelves, a counter, a cash register, a glass display case, and signs. But it was the size of a tight closet, and it felt 400 years old. With us four inside, we were crammed together like a Japanese subway. Everything was there, but tiny.
“It feels like we’re in a cartoon,” Kyra mumbled.
When a real customer came and looked through the window with his hand cupped over his eyes, we realized we were in the way of business, and filed back out. The grizzled shop-keeper, with one bulging misdirected eye, grinned and nodded at us, happy, it seemed, for our brief, slack-jawed visit.
The day came to fly home. We had time at the Paris airport only to make our connecting flight. But we lost the trail between parts of the vast building, and found ourselves suddenly outside. By the time we got back in and through security again, the doors had closed and the ramp was up. We’d missed our flight.
“You might be able to rebook,” the person at the boarding counter said. “But it might take three days.”
She told us who to see, and she wrote something on her phone. We found the agent and explained our mistake. “Go find a room in Paris,” she said cheerily. “No charge for rebooking.”
Kyra found an apartment for us in Rue Mouffetard.
“Rue who?” Payton said.
“No idea,” she said. But we climbed into a taxi and let the driver show us where we were going to spend our three days in Paris.
Payton, who had always been the commander of the platoon, by now didn’t care for anything more than blithely following along. Kyra, who had always been the mischief-maker in chief, now was finding our rooms and making our plans. And Anika, who had always been the reluctant and cautious one — the upholder of rules — now was in the back seat of a Parisian taxi with her hand down the front of my pants, massaging my cock and kissing and licking my jaw and whispering in my ear about how bad and how soon and how hard and how wet. She squirmed and crossed her legs and bit her lip and curved her brows with feigned helplessness. She rubbed her thumb over the head of my cock and back.
“Anika!” Payton hissed at her, and she shot her eyes to the back of the taxi driver’s head.
But Anika only reached up and twisted her fingers in Payton’s hair and yanked her face down to hers, and kissed her fully and sloppily all over her mouth. Payton moaned in protest, but didn’t pull herself away.
The Rue Mouffetard street turned out to be a hill lined with bakeries, fish mongers, cheese stores, and cafes. “Still feel like a spy?” I said to Kyra.
“Feel like a writer, now, like Hemingway or Sartre or Miller,” she said.
We found our building, a tall, narrow one with balconies out over the street. The stairs up to the third floor were narrow and twisting and uneven, and they groaned under us. It felt like they were grown and not built.
Our apartment on top had three tiny bedrooms. We dropped our bags and went back down to hang out in a cafe all afternoon, reading or writing or just watching.
“We’re just going to . . . “ Anika said, but she didn’t finish her sentence. She pulled me up behind her and we ducked out the door of the cafe and went back up the hill to our apartment high up over the street. Kyra and Payton only shook their heads and smirked.
Anika laughed and pulled my by the hands walking backward, and before the door closed behind me, she raised herself on her toes and pressed me back against the door and kissed me all over my mouth and face.
I only noticed after we came in that each of the girls had dropped their bags on each of the three beds — except for me, whose bag was on the floor of the living room.
“I could hardly stand it in the cafe,” she said.
“Stand what?” I said. I realized I was odd-man-out when it came to beds, which could only mean one thing.
She snatched my wrist and plunged my hand down the front of her jeans. She found my middle fingertip and pulled it between her finger and thumb under the waist of her panties and guided it up and down through the crease of her pussy lips. She was dripping wet.
“So now you know,” she said. She laughed like a sprite and turned and ran away from me.
I wiped my face with my hands and shook my head and put away the bread and cheese we bought. Anika had left a trail of clothes: her top was in the kitchen, her pants were in the living room. Her bra was on the couch near one of the bedroom doors. I found her panties hanging from a door handle.
The bed inside was a metal frame painted gold and white and looking like something Marie Antoinette might have slept on. The metal bars of the headboard were against the wall with the tall, narrow windows that looked down on the busy narrow street below. I stood in the doorway and snorted and shook my head. Anika was already on her knees facing the window with her back deeply arched. She wrapped her fists around the top bar of the headboard and she twisted around to see me over her shoulder, her dark hair swept over her face, her dark eyes smoldering from beneath.
She spread her knees wider on the bed and pushed her hips back up at me and rotated them. She hung her jaw open and her eyes turned glassy. In front of her stretched Paris — the alcoves hidden under the rooftops, the clay tiles, the wrought iron balconies, and the spires of countless churches as far as I could see.
“Baise-moi?” she said in a soft, pleading voice.
I screwed my face up. “What’s that mean?” I said.
She laughed. “My phone says that’s French for ‘fuck me’” she said. “I already told you how I need it so bad!”
“My Anika,” I said. “My how you’ve changed,” I said, and I pulled my t-shirt up over my head and undid my pants.
“But we don’t change, really,” she said, “so much as maybe different aspects of ourselves come forward and others melt back, maybe.” She slowly rotated her hips at me, her back undulating, her shoulders pushing up. 
I knelt on the bed and walked on my knees toward her from the foot to the head.
She grunted as I approached. “In different contexts, maybe it just looks like change,” she said, and her eyes closed and her mouth hung more widely open.
“Are you saying you were always like this deep down inside?” I said, and I clasped my hands around her wavering naked hips from behind.
She gripped the white metal bar that ran the width of the bed in front of her harder, twisting her fists around it like motorcycle throttles, and she spun around to face all of Paris again out the window in front of her. Her back writhed and her hips wavered. Her head hung down between her perfectly round and shiny shoulders that pushed high up. Her breasts hung from her heaving chest and her thighs hardened. I scratched my nails down the skin of her thighs, and back up over her ass.
“Maybe I wasn’t aware of myself feeling like this before,” she said to the bank of daylight-glazed windows in front of her. “Did I become like this or only discover this in myself?”
I curled my hand around her thighs and under her pelvis and I cupped my hand over her pussy from behind and between her legs. My middle finger slid up and between her pussy lips. She was nearly dripping down my finger. And she nearly burned me, she was so hot.
“I was surprised at all three of you, to be honest,” I said, kneeling high behind her, fingering her, watching her body — her back —move in front of me like a writhing torture victim.
She grunted and gasped at the window. “I don’t believe you,” she said. “It was like you knew this about us before we even did.” Her breathing grew more rapid and deeper.
“I actually thought all three of you’d get less like this,” I said, “the closer we got to religious sites, like Mary’s house, for example,” I said. “Based on what you told me about yourself, back home, I mean,” I said.
“Oh fuck, Luke,” she groaned. “I forgot about that day,” she cried out weakly, and she curled her spine in and pushed her hips out further, circling it and trying to capture my cock with it.
I pulled back and away from her.
“Fuck my pussy now, Luke, stop teasing me!” she cried at the tall, narrow Parisian windows. She pressed her forehead into the glass.
“When we were trapped in that cave where the Christians used to hide . . . “ I started again.
But she grunted deeply and sobbed, nearly, pushing her pussy back at my cock. “Stop it!” she whispered loudly at the window. “Put it in me now!” she groaned.
“I thought you were more wet than ever in there,” I said, ignoring her. I rubbed my finger sideways and back over her inflamed and swollen pussy lips.
She began to gasp and pant, and cried in short, sharp bursts, even when I took my hand away from her pussy. “I was so wet,” she groaned as though in pain. “Please,” she whispered hoarsely. “You’re torturing me.”
I held her hips tightly and I touched the tip of the head of my cock to her inner thighs.
She shivered and cried and pushed her hips further up and her back further down. She pushed a hand back between her legs and her fingers curled and stretched, searching for my cock. I pulled it away from her grasping hand.
“Why was that?” I said to her.
“I don’t know!” she cried with exasperation.
I cradled my cock, hard and long now, in my palm, and I touched the head, barely, to her pussy lips. She inhaled sharply. I let go of my cock and held her by her waist firmly. She groaned like a woman dying. I entered her, but only barely, pausing with the head of my cock against her quivering and gleaming pussy lips. She became frantic. She hyperventilated. It seemed every muscle in her body was tight with ripping spasms.
I plunged my cock up into her silky pussy and I slammed my thighs into her ass cheeks. I jolted her body so hard, I bumped the bed into the wall.
She lifted her face to the window and curled further up to press her bare breasts into the cold metal bars of the bed, and she cried out loud, gurgling at Paris before her. I pulled my cock back out of her pussy nearly all the way, and then I rammed myself back into her, and her body shuddered with the reverberations from my hips slamming her ass from behind. Her fists curled more tightly around the bars of the bed and she began to slam her hips back into my groin as hard or harder than I was thrusting my groin into her hips.
“Fuck me harder!” she groaned, her head hanging down and swinging from her shoulders.
I spun around and found Kyra and Payton in the doorway, both of them with their eyebrows up over the foreheads and their hands cupped over their mouths, both barely able to stop themselves laughing. I enmeshed my fingers together behind my head and stopped moving. The bed and, seemingly, the whole building, continued to rattle from the force of Anika ramming her ass back into my body, fucking me harder than I had ever fucked any of them. I smiled over my shoulder at Kyra and Payton and they widened their eyes and turned away, closing the door for us.
Suddenly Anika arched even deeper and curled further in her back and reached behind her head to sink her fingers into my hair and around my neck. She twisted against me and frantically searched for my mouth with her wagging tongue. Her torso stretched and her breasts stuck up against the window. Her hips shuddered and she whimpered and lost her breath.
I felt her pussy contract and shudder around my cock. Her whole body shook. It was more than I could take, and I erupted inside her, flooding her pussy, my cum running down the inside of her legs.
We flopped down together and caught our breath and laughed. We came out of her bedroom staggered and hung onto each other and found Kyra and Payton pretending to be minding their own business reading books on the couch. But they were both smirking, too, and in two beats, everyone began shrieking with out-of-control laughter.
“I never did think we’d have any trouble finding something to do for three days in Paris,” Payton said.
“Come on,” Kyra said. “Let’s go find something good to eat. You two must be hungry after that one.”
Anika and I smirked at each other.
“All good now?” I said to her.
“For now,” she said.
We had more time to kill than we thought we would at the Paris airport when our flight was delayed.
“Those three days went by too fast,” Anika said.
“The whole trip went by too fast,” Kyra said.
Payton stretched her leg out and kicked my foot with the toe of her shoe. “What about you?” she said. “Too quick too?”
“I was just thinking of you three, the first time we met in that apartment in Frankfurt,” I said.
“Three very different girls,” Payton said. “Compared to now.”
“Who do you think changed the most?” I said.
Both Payton and Kyra looked at Anika.
“What the hell!” Anika said with a smirk. “Like you two weren’t right in there too!”
“I guess we got what we came for,” Payton said to me.
“What did you come for?” I said.
“We wanted real experiences,” Kyra said. “Before college starts. Find out who we really were, I guess.”
“And did you get that?” I said.
Krya rolled her head back and half-lidded her eyes at me. She stuck her tongue out and leaned over closer to me. “Almost every night,” she said, purring.
Payton pushed her body against mine on my side. “All of us, almost every night,” she said, and she chuckled and inhaled sharply with her eyes widening.
“Even at the very same time,” Anika said on my other side. “And so good, too,” she groaned into my ear.
All three girls swooned at me and their bodies wavered on their hips. Their hands gripped their chairs and they smiled at me and jutted their jaws and dilated their eyes. Everybody, it seemed, was remembering favorite moments.
Boarding for the flight was finally announced on the loud-speakers and they all hopped up and grabbed their bags.
I remained in my chair.
“Come on,” Payton said, and she kicked my foot with the toe of her shoe again.
“Not my flight,” I said.
“What?” Payton said, stopping and turning. Kyra and Anika stopped in their tracks too.
“I didn’t actually buy a ticket home,” I said.
“What? We all did!” Kyra said.
I shrugged at her and shook my head. “Not me,” I said.
“What are you talking about?” Anika said. “Don’t joke!” She pinched my side in her finger and thumb.
“I’m not going home,” I said. “Going back to Asia for awhile.”
“But we’re all going back!” Kyra said. “We said!”
“This wouldn’t work back home, you know that,” I said to her.
“Of course it would!” Payton said.
“I’ll walk with you to the boarding gate,” I said.
“Why won’t you come back with us?” Anika said, taking my hand in hers as we walked, slowly, through the wide hallway toward the line of people boarding the plane.
“You can go home,” I said. “This thing we had, it can’t go home with you. It has to stay here.”
“Will you come after then?” Kyra said.
I shook my head at her. “You’ll see,” I said. “Time doesn’t play out in one long connected line, you know — that’s just how we tell stories,” I said. “It has curls and snipped-off pieces and loops and forks all over the place,” I said. “This, what happened here, it doesn’t belong to your story at home.”
“So we’re just supposed to leave it here, like this?” Kyra said.
I shrugged. “You know it wouldn’t continue back at home,” I said. “Can you imagine? The four of us, doing what we’ve been doing out here?”
“It’s possible!” Anika said. She pleaded with me, tugging on the ends of my fingers as she stepped backward, pulling me over my feet planted into the floor of the airport.
“He’s right,” Payton said to her. “We’d never do it, we’d never get away with it, we’d never even try,” she said. “Think about it.”
We got to the boarding gate. “Going to miss you!” Kyra said, and she raised herself on her toes to kiss my lips.
“Me too!” Anika said, and she did the same thing.
“Me especially,” Payton said, and she also kissed me on the lips.
I caught sight of the two boarding attendants in their sharp blue dresses who watched, with wide eyes, as all three girls lifted themselves on their toes to kiss me, each more romantically than the last. They looked at each other, those two in their smart uniforms, and they smirked. They widened their eyes even more, looking down at their screens.
I stepped back and watched Payton, Kyra, and Anika present their passports and passes, and just before they disappeared down the tunnel to board their plane, they each turned and waved at me and blew me kisses together.
I had a coffee there, I ate some lunch, and I walked back out of the airport and stood on the sidewalk and stared out at the overcast grey sky. I had purchased a refundable ticket. In truth, I didn’t know where I’d go or what I’d do. I shoved my hands in my pockets and exhaled to the bottoms of my lungs. I wasn’t able to tell the girls how hard that was for me, too, parting like that.
“Need a ride?” I heard a deep female voice say in a heavy French accent.
I looked over toward the curb. The two boarding pass attendants were climbing into the back of a taxi, changed now, and out of their blue starched skirts. They were wearing jeans and loose tops and short, waist-cut leather jackets. “We’re sharing,” the second one said. “Oui?” she smiled.
They left the back side door open and the taxi driver pulled the gear down to drive, but held the brake pedal down.
I looked up and down the broad sidewalk and puffed hard out my inflated cheeks. Overhead, the engines of a transcontinental jet rocketed at full throttle and a plane climbed steeply into the sky and began to bank into the clouds. I went over to the idling taxi and held the top of the door to lean my head down inside.
“But you have to sit in the middle,” the one nearest me said, and they both patted the middle of the car seat between them. That French accent — I could barely take it. They both had brown eyes. They both had dark brown hair — one shoulder-length, the other mid-back.
“Fuck,” I said to myself under my breath, and I climbed in.
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