
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Frankfurt is cold in February.  
 
    How cold? “Very cold!” I said through the heavy hardwood door, and I rapped on it again — politely enough under the circumstances — with the back of my bare knuckles, and I put my frozen ear against it.  
 
    The three girls inside, to their credit, showed no signs of relenting. “Isn’t there someplace else you can go?” one of them said through the thick wood.  
 
    I crouched down nearer the mailslot set half-way down the door and pushed the metal flap open with my numb fingers. “I’m not very good with planning, I guess,” I tried to explain.  
 
    I held the flap open and peered through to see what I could see. A set of big and deep brown eyes came down to meet mine through the slot.  
 
    “We can’t just let you in,” she said in a softer voice, no longer yelling through thick solid wood. “The lady made us promise.”  
 
    “You don’t live here?” I said. I was grateful for the human contact, however limited it was. I only noticed then that it was clearly an American accent she had.  
 
    “We’re just staying here,” she said. “There’s three of us.”  
 
    “I’m Luke,” I said. “By the way.” I’d seen in spy and cop shows that personalizing the contact helps thaw the freeze-out.  
 
    She hesitated a moment. “I’m Payton,” she finally said. “But you still can’t come in. We promised her,” she said. “She had to go, something about her family, she left us in charge for the night.”  
 
    “There’s nowhere for me to go,” I said. “She won’t know.”  
 
    The flap closed on me and I heard the three muffled voices conferring on the issue.  
 
    The flap opened again. This time crystal clear blue eyes appeared in the slot, framed by short bob-cut blonde hair. “Where are you from?” the new voice asked. It was in the tone of an official interrogation, and a bit too German I thought, with its imperiousness.  
 
    But we did manage in this way to exchange our basic information — me 22, they all 19 and from the midwest, just like me, from a neighboring state — before the flap fell closed again. I waited patiently rocking back and forth with my hands stuffed in my armpits while the voices quietly conferred one more time. I came down and curled up inside the semi-enclosed alcove on the ground. It was a small apartment building sheltered from the worst of the wind, but not from the biting cold. I blew on my fingers and gazed up at the clear and cold night sky studded by lighting from all the looming nearby high-rises. Oh please, oh please, oh please, I prayed.  
 
    The flap opened again, and this time, dark-lined eyes appeared. These were more suspicious than the two other sets, and they darted side to side as though checking if I was alone. I backed up a bit to let them see there was no-one hiding behind me.  
 
    She slid her eyes up and put her lips where they had been. “What did you say your name was?” she said.  
 
    I heard the voice of Payton behind the new person tell her it was Luke, that she already knew my name. The new girl only half-closed the flap and I heard her say back to Payton, “I know!” in a hushed, conspiratorial voice. “I was testing to see if he could keep track of all his lies!”  
 
    I laughed and I put my mouth back to the slot. “I’m not lying — I’m just freezing cold. I’m too stupid to pull off anything like that.”  
 
    “Exactly what you would want three 19-year-old girls to believe!” the dark-eyed one said, seething at me through the flap. We met eyes again and I could tell she was shaking her head with feigned disgust.  
 
    “I promise,” I said. “I really am just stupid. I’m not a chainsaw murderer. That would take planning — I can’t even plan for a place to sleep for one night.”  
 
    She stared hard into my eyes a moment. “Prove it,” she said.  
 
    “You’ll have proof in the morning,” I said, “when you open up the door and step over my cold dead body.” I knew I was being a little melodramatic, but I needed some way to break that hard, thick ice she was seeing me through.  
 
    She rolled her eyes and I heard her chuckle despite herself. I crossed my fingers. The flap closed one more time and I heard their three voices negotiating. Finally, I heard the deadbolt knob turn, if  slowly. The door handle went down and the heavy door opened an inch. I looked up from where I remained squatting by the mailslot to find all three sets of eyes stacked one on top of each other in the inch of warm interior light the door gave me. I raised my eyes to the dark distant heavens and thanked all the gods there might be up there.  
 
    I didn’t move right away, fearful they would startle and shut the door again. “My what big eyes you have,” I said.  
 
    “That’s what the girl is supposed to say to the wolf, dummy!” Payton said, and the door swung more widely open. All three girls, however, remained behind it, shuffling sideways and still showing me only their eyes and their fingers curled around the edge of the door.  
 
    I slowly rose up so as not to frighten them and I stepped inside. The warmth hit me like a hot bath and I sighed and let my shoulders sink down instantly. “I honestly thought I might die tonight, if you guys didn’t open up for me. Seriously.”  
 
    The door swung closed and the deadbolt was twisted back into place. “You’re such an idiot!” Payton said, and she twisted around and walked up the hallway and away.  
 
    “I’m Luke,” I said to the second one.  
 
    “I know!” the second one said. “And I’m Kyra.”  
 
    I looked at the third girl and said nothing.  
 
    She seemed most reluctant of all of them. Finally, she shook her head and sighed. “Anika,” she said, and she followed Kyra and Payton down the hallway. “Shoes off!” she said in a fake German accent over her shoulder.  
 
    So she knew she was being overly officious with me . . .  
 
    The two other two laughed and I instantly knew they were imitating and laughing at the lady whose place they let me into. I peeled off my shoes, put down my bag, and crept respectfully, even sheepishly, down the hallway following their laughter and light voices. The place was warm inside. It felt so good.  
 
    “Where’s he supposed to sleep?” Anika said, speaking as if I wasn’t in the same space. She shook her head at the other two and gestured with her arms out, exasperated with them.  
 
    “If he sleeps on the couch, the lady might find him if she comes home early,” Payton said.  
 
    “Get your shoes,” Anika said to me over her shoulder. She looked at me with her eyes narrow, dark, bordering on even higher anger. “She’s going to see them the second she comes in.”  
 
    I went back down the hallway and gathered up my bag and shoes and came back to the living room.  
 
    “You’re going to sleep on the floor in the bedroom,” Payton announced to me, and she nodded once and firmly, but not without the hint of a smirk. 
 
    “Like a dog,” Kyra said, and she snickered out loud and covered her mouth with her cupped hand.  
 
    “And if you try anything, you’re dead,” Anika said, she with no smirk nor snicker.  
 
    They showed me the bedroom they had rented. It had one king size bed and one single bed.  
 
    “I’m there, so don’t try anything,” Anika said, and she pointed to and sat on the single bed and stared hard at me, spreading her hands widely over it as though to ensure I understood she was claiming the territory.  
 
    “Me and Kyra get the big bed,” Payton said. “I’m sorry, but he floor is all there is left. We have blankets and pillows for you though,” she said, and she shrugged a shoulder.  
 
    “Hey,” I said, “a minute ago I was wondering how I might stay alive sleeping outside,” I said. “I’m very grateful you let me in.”  
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” Anika said, and she brushed too close past me with her toiletry bag in her hand, and she went to the adjoining bathroom. I couldn’t tell if she was brushing me back from the plate, or meant to get my attention. A waft of her subtle scent filled my nostrils and I watched her backend sashay through the door. “You can wait in the living room until we’re all ready and in bed, and then, and only then,” she said, “can you come in and get ready too.”  She caught me looking at her from behind when she spoke back through the bathroom door, but said nothing about that, other than the way she closed the door, leaving her eyes on mine the last that I saw of her.  
 
    I assented and backed up out of the room bowing and scraping. Kyra laughed. Payton shook her head and grinned, spying me through the corners of her eyes and through strands of her long and straight brown hair. Kyra watched me through narrow slits  waiting for me to leave, but even on her face, I caught the slightest curl of her lips in their far corners. I shut the door on myself and turned around.  
 
    “Why not the couch out here?” I said back through the door.  
 
    “Lady,” Payton said back through the door.  
 
    “Right,” I said to myself. I sank down and slumped deeply in the couch and took a big breath and let it out slowly. I felt like I made it. It was a close brush that time. That trait of mine — of letting whatever happens, happen, of planning nothing, and always saying yes to everything — was going to really get me in trouble one of these days, I knew it would. I was skirting disaster, and no more so than that night.  
 
    I nearly fell asleep, the apartment was so warm and the couch was so soft and comfortable, before Payton poked her head out the bedroom door. “Okay, ready,” she said, and she left it partly open and dashed away and inside.  
 
    I roused myself and came carefully to the door and peered inside. They had turned the lights out but for one small bedside lamp that cast a dull glow around the room. I saw Anika on the small bed on one side of the room, her blankets yanked up to her eyes, and Payton and Kiera on the big bed together, also with their blankets pulled up to their eyes.  
 
    “Hurry up,” Anika said, and she tugged the blankets up over her mouth again.  
 
    I got my bag, went into the bathroom, and shut the door. I came out a few minutes later in my sleeping shorts and t-shirt and saw the heap of blankets on a rug on the floor between the beds, and a pillow.  
 
    “Is that going to be okay?” Kyra said.  
 
    “Of course it’s going to be okay!” Anika said, and she rolled her eyes.  
 
    I got down on my hands and knees and rolled onto my back and pulled the blankets up over me. They started asking me questions again — what city I was from, where did I got to college, what was I doing in Europe, and they told me snippets of their lives, too. There were all friends taking a year off before college and traveling together all over Europe. We compared where we had been and where we were going next.  
 
    “Got to get south, get to warmer places,” I said. “This is ridiculous up here.”  
 
    “We were thinking about Greece,” Payton said. “But we weren’t sure it was safe — three young girls together, you know?”  
 
    “Are you cold down there?” Kyra said to me over the side of her big bed.  
 
    “It’s not bad,” I said. But the floor was getting colder with the heater going off at night.  
 
    “He’s not a dog, you know,” Kyra said to Payton over her shoulder. “What do you think?”  
 
    Payton didn’t answer her. Nobody spoke for what felt like a few minutes. Finally she said, “Are you going to be careful?”  
 
    “About what?” I said.  
 
    “So move over then, Kyra,” Payton said. “You go in the middle,” she said to her.  
 
    “Why do I have to be in the middle?” Kyra said.  
 
    “I’m just glad I won the single bed,” Anika said and she sighed.  
 
    “Are you going behave yourself if we put you in the middle?” Payton said to me over the edge. She was propped up on her elbows looking down over Kyra’s shoulder and the side of the bed at me.  
 
    “I will try to behave,” I said, and I nodded.  
 
    “That’s not what she asked,” Anika said. “She said, are you really going to be careful, not if you’re going to try.”  
 
    “I will lie as still as a log,” I said.  
 
    Payton and Kyra laughed a little and they moved further apart. “Bring your pillow, dummy,” Payton said to me. “And no touching!”  
 
    “Even by accident,” Anika said from the other side of the room.  
 
    Kyra chuckled and rolled her eyes at me. She pulled the blankets back to uncover the big warm bed between her and Payton. “Hurry up, it’s cold!” she said. But she was also grinning, if only to herself.  
 
    I crawled up from the foot of the bed and, careful to not touch Payton on my right or Kyra on my left, I worked myself down between them and laid flat and straight on my back. They both pulled the blankets up and over all our faces up to our eyes.  
 
    “Everybody sleep now,” Anika said from across the room. “Finally,” she murmured.   
 
    I clasped my hands together over my chest and laid still. The light from the city around us was all that lit up the bedroom now once Kyra turned out the lamp. I rolled onto my side just as Payton did the same thing, and we ended up facing each other too closely, before she chuckled lightly and rolled away to lie on her other side. “Take turns, then,” she said quietly.  
 
    “No, I’ll go first the other way,” I offered, and I rolled onto my other side. But this only brought me face-to-face with blonde Kyra. But she didn’t roll away or protest. It took me a minute to realize her eyes were open. She held her index finger up to her lips to shush me. I frowned and narrowed my eyes at her. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to be quiet about.  
 
    But a second later, I learned. Her hand, warm, smooth, and light to the touch, slowly laid down on my waist. Her fingernails, even more slowly and surreptitiously, scrunched in and scratched the skin of my ribs where my t-shirt had ridden up my body. I flinched from the pain, and through the darkness between us, I saw her again hold her index finger to her lips. And then the funniest thing happened: She scratched me even harder.  
 
    It hurt. I popped my eyes wide open at her. Her eyes, also open, but clear blue and brightly visible in the dim light, searched around my face and over my mouth as though curious about me. Her one hand twisted around — every movement was in slow motion and silent to minimize disturbance to the blankets — and her palm cupped my lower stomach. Her other hand scratched my skin even deeper. Her neck stretched out and her eyes dropped closed. She was so close, I couldn’t focus on her face or eyes anymore. Her mouth opened and I felt the warmth of her breath on my lips. She held her lips in the “shh” position, but silently, and she cupped her hand further around and slipped it further down, and inside my shorts.  
 
    I remained perfectly still, my heart pounding, my eyes peeled wide open. I truly expected to only sleep there. To say I was surprised by Kyra would be a wild understatement.  
 
    But it only got worse. The girl pressed her soft and surprisingly hot lips to my lips at the same moment that her fingers crawled down inside the waist band of my shorts, and she found my bare cock down there. We kissed slowly and as quietly as possible even as her fingers carefully snaked around my shaft, and her thumb pressed hard into the underside of my cock, squeezing me.  
 
    “Is it warmer over there?” Anika suddenly said from her small, lone bed on the other side. Kyra froze and squeezed my cock harder in her hand as though to control me like a joystick.  
 
    “Get over here, then,” Payton said to Anika from behind me. I thought she was already sleeping, she was so quiet and still and breathing so deeply and regularly against my back. But she pushed her body hard up into my back, spooning me. “Is that okay?” she said softly and very closely to my ear from behind me. And then she slipped a hand around my waist and laid it flat on my stomach. I felt her mouth on the back of my neck. It wasn’t a kiss, but it wasn’t not a kiss, either. Anika went around the foot of the big bed over to Payton’s side and climbed in behind her. I watched her with one eye. She was wearing a satin cami top and satin shorts.  
 
    Payton laughed a little and shifted on her hips behind me to bring herself even tighter against my back. “Don’t be such a hog!” she said over her shoulder at Anika behind her. “You’re squishing us!”  
 
    “It’s so cold, though!” Anika said. I rolled my head over enough to peer over my shoulder and see that Anika was spooning Payton from behind in the same way Payton was hugging me from behind. Kyra rolled onto her other side, facing away from me, so that we were all lying on our same sides now in a four-layer spoon. She reached up and over her hip and found my hip behind, and she pulled on me there until I pressed myself harder into her backside. She found my shoulder, ran her hand down my bicep and forearm to my wrist, and she pulled my hand down around her abdomen.  
 
    And then she pushed it further down her body, all in super slow motion, all without the notice of the other two girls in bed with us.   
 
    I froze at the touch of the soft, fragile skin below her waist. But she became insistent with me. She pulled the waistband of her panties up and over my hand, capturing me inside. It was warm in there. I swallowed hard and curled my fingers up into a ball trying not to move where I was touching her. I could feel that I was brushing my fingertips against her light floss down there.  
 
    She would not leave it at that, though, and with her fingers, long and elegant, she pried my fingers up from the tight ball I held them in, and separated my middle finger out from the rest. She slid her finger and thumb down around my separated middle fingertip, and she pulled it further down inside her panties, and pressed it down into her groin.  
 
    Payton stretched behind me and pulled herself even tighter up against my back. Her hand curled around my chest. I could feel her chest rise and fall against my back with her breath, and her warmth on the back of my neck. Her lips touched me there under my hair. And then I felt what could only be the hard, hot tip of her tongue, drawing little circles and lines on the back of my neck. Her fingers curled in and her nails clawed into my skin. I dared not move.  
 
    Kyra meanwhile slowly and carefully, but insistently, pulled my middle finger further down inside her panties, and pressed the tip down. I startled when I realized what she was making me touch. Her pussy lips were burning hot and squishy wet. I curled my finger up, and though she was tight, I slid it inside her, she was so slippery. She began to breathe harder and her back arched in. Her hips pushed back and her tush pressed against my groin. I tired to back my hips up, but I only then bumped them into Payton’s hips behind me. Payton, misinterpreting my movements, lightly bit the skin on the back of my neck and curled her hand more tightly around my stomach where she had been pushing it down my body. She pushed her own hips forward to drive her groin harder into my ass. Kyra chose that moment to press her hips further back and harder against me from the front. My hips were in this way squeezed between both of their groins. We all remained silent, the two of them slowly gyrating against me from in front and from behind. I circled Kyra’s pussy with the tip of my finger and Payton circled the back of my neck with the tip of her tongue.  
 
    “What are you guys doing?” Anika suddenly said from behind Payton.  
 
    “Go to sleep, Ani,” Payton said impatiently over her shoulder. But her hand pushed further down my stomach. She squeezed it slowly between Kyra’s tush and my abdomen, trying to find my cock, I knew it. But I didn’t know her hand was already inside my shorts until I felt the heat of her skin around my already hard shaft. I knew it wasn’t Kyra’s hand because it felt different.  
 
    Kyra surreptitiously slid her panties half way down her thighs. I tried to resist her, but she pulled my hand back between her legs. I was sure she was going to give the game away when she slid her top leg up and over my leg behind her. Payton had little room between my abdomen and Kyra’s tush and couldn’t stroke me, but she squeezed me and released me at the very base of my cock with her finger curled around it. She continued to nibble on the back of my neck and to press her hot lips into my skin there.  
 
    Krya curled her head down and pushed her bared neck back against my mouth. I had no choice but to kiss her there. She continued to maneuver in front of me and against me, clearing her throat as though that covered up the evidence. Both of them moved in super slow and utterly silent motion.  
 
    Suddenly, my whole being was engulfed in the pure sensations of tightness, wetness, and warmth. Kyra had shifted and arched in front of me enough to capture the head of my cock inside her pussy from behind. I knew it because, reaching around the front of her hips, I felt my cock like it was someone else’s go inside her pussy, and also come out of her, slick and warm with her juice.  
 
    She sank back against me and sighed. I didn’t move for fear the others would know. Payton, her hand trapped between our hips, pulled free and started touching my face, and then my lips, before she penetrated my mouth. Kyra moved slowly against me, arching harder in her back and taking my cock deeper into her pussy. Payton started to pull on my shoulder. “Roll over with me,” she whispered as light as a breeze against my ear.  
 
    I tried to resist her and pretend I was asleep, but she pulled on my shoulder harder. Kyra held onto the edge of the bed in front of her and arched ever deeper in her back against me. Payton’s tugging made me pop out of Kyra’s pussy and I had to roll over for Payton, and I glared at her behind me. She had rolled over at the same time, and she arched her back the same way Kyra had. She reached through her spread legs and clasped her fingers around my cock, already soaking from Kyra’s pussy.  
 
    Kyra meanwhile rolled into my back and bit my ear hard enough to make me flinch. “No fair!” she whispered.  
 
    I meant to twist around and find her over my shoulder to tell her, somehow, that Payton was forcing the issue. But just then, Payton arched deeply, stuck her ass back into my hips, and shoved my cock into her pussy in one long and smooth stroke. She was even more wet than Kyra was, and even hotter, too. Her long brunette hair flowed over my face.  
 
    I gasped and shut my eyes. Kyra knew by then what was going on. She began to squirm against the back of my body and her hands travelled over my shoulders and chest, all over my face, and down my neck.  
 
    “I can’t believe you’re fucking her!” she whispered in my ear and she bit me. But she also snickered. “Do I mean nothing to you?” she said.  
 
    I twisted around to find her over my shoulder. I didn’t know what was going on between these girls. They confused me so much. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced or even imagined.  
 
    Payton began to push her hips harder back into mine, taking me deeper inside her pussy. She reached over her hips and found my hand and pulled it over and up her body, and underneath her top. She was wearing, it appeared, nothing but a long t-shirt. I squeezed her bare breasts and she moaned out loud and covered her mouth with her cupped hand.  
 
    “Fuck sakes!” Anika suddenly cried out toward the ceiling. Payton immediately stopped thrusting her hips back into mine and Kyra also stopped moving her hands all over my body. But Anika crawled over Payton’s body, shoved me down on my back under her, and spread her knees around my hips.  
 
    I popped my eyes wide open. Payton gasped and Kyra laughed in a shocked and nervous way. Anika pulled her loose satin shorts aside, grabbed my cock, now wet from both Kyra’s and Payton’s pussies, and she drew the head up and down between the lips of her exposed pussy. She sank down on me and, once I was inside her, she pressed the heels of her hands into my shoulders, pushed her long dark hair back around her neck, and straightened her back and elbows to ride on me high up over my body.  
 
    “Anika!” Payton said, feigning shock. “Oh my god!”  
 
    “Anika, what are you doing!?” Kyra cried out loud, but she also could not tear the smirk off her face. They both snickered. And then I noticed Anika snickering, too.  
 
    Payton started to tug on Anika’s arm but Anika pushed her weight down on me harder and drove her hips down deeper to take me in her further. Kyra also tugged at Anika’s other arm and eventually got up on her hands and knees in a position similar to Anika, and she began to shove her body sideways, knocking Anika around on top of me with hip checks.  
 
    Payton squealed and yanked harder on Anika’s wrist, dislodging her from on top of my hips. My cock popped out of her pussy and I rolled onto my back. Kyra laughed and leapt up to straddle me, and she quickly wrapped her hand around my cock and shoved me inside her like I was a prize. She crouched low over me and penetrated my mouth with her tongue, bracing herself against the inevitable battle to dislodge her waged by Payton and Anika.  
 
    All three girls started laughing and shrieking. They wrestled each other all over the bed with me lying on my back between and under them, unsure if this was anything that had happened with them before. It certainly hand’t with me.  
 
    Payton rammed Kyra with her shoulder and Kyra fell off me and off the bed, too, and she shrieked with uncontrollable laughter as she rolled on her back on my blankets still on the floor below us, and she kicked her feet in the air. Payton snatched my cock in her hand and plunged her pussy down over it, wrapping her knees tightly around my waist and clamping onto me.  
 
    Anika leapt up onto Payton’s back and bit her neck and drove her heels into her hips like she was urging a horse onward. Kyra got back up, tore the remainder of her clothes off, and knelt facing the headboard. While Payton drove her hips down hard into my hips, and while Anika rode up and down on her back — both of them laughing too hysterically to control their bodies much anymore — Kyra held the top of the headboard above me, and she sank her hips down to bring her pussy down over my mouth.  
 
    She was extremely hot, dripping wet, and gyrating with shivers and hip pumps. I touched her pussy lips with my tongue and she cried out loud with a gasping chirp. I sucked her lips between my lips and she ground her hips down and mashed her pussy down over my chin. When I penetrated her pussy with my extended tongue, she gasped and leaned her face sideways into the headboard.  
 
    Payton laughed wildly and rolled off my hips. Anika had started to tickle her. Freed from Payton, Anika crawled up over my hips and quickly wrapped her hand around my cock and drove her pussy down over it. “Yay!” she cried out loud, and she swung both her arms over her head and clasped her hands like a champion, bouncing on my hips, taking my cock deep inside her undulating pussy.  
 
    Payton got out of bed and stripped the remainder of her clothes off, and she straddled my legs with her body pressing into the back of Anika’s body where she continued to ride me with her head thrown back to the ceiling. She pulled up and off me and I felt the coolness of the air on my wet cock, but only for a moment, before Payton sank back down over me behind Anika. All three girls now knelt high over me, all in a row, all facing the same way, Kyra riding my face, Payton riding my cock, and Anika laughing between them where their bodies played ping-pong with hers.  
 
    Kyra’s hips shook and her breath caught. I found her clitoris — it was enlarged, hard, and red. When I dragged my tongue over it, she gasped loudly, her body shook, and she arched more deeply yet. I circled it again with the tip of my tongue and she gripped the top of the headboard, she pressed her hips down harder over my face, and she swore at the wall. I felt her pussy leak over my chin and I could tell she stopped breathing. Her hips shot up and back and the quivering tension in her thighs made it feel to me like her body was about to snap apart.  
 
    Anika was pressed between Kyra’s back and Payton’s chest. I was unaware that Payton was also stretching back to face the ceiling, and was also catching her breath. But I could feel her pussy. It became wildly active, undulating and squeezing me, ripples of contractions moving from the base of my cock to under the head. She stopped moving on me, but her pussy turned into what felt like some very hot and very lubricated milking machine. I saw her face over Anika’s shoulder. She was grimacing as though trapped in enormous pain. I felt her run out of her pussy and down over my cock and balls and inside my thighs.  
 
    I reached for Anika’s pussy. The moment I touched it with my thumb, her body leapt and she gasped louder than even the other two, and her body jolted violently. I sank my thumb into her pussy and her hips immediately corkscrewed and thrusted against my hand. Kyra began to cry out loud into the wall and her body bucked harshly down into my face. Payton ground her hips down so hard into my hips, she hurt me, and I felt her pussy quiver and squeeze me too hard. It felt like she was going to pull my cock off. Anika, though, cried out the loudest and the longest. She writhed and contorted even more violently than Kyra or Payton. All three girls cried out loud in high-pitched, short and sharp gasps.  
 
    Payton fell backward and off me and Anika fell to the side. Kyra slid down my body and, moaning and groaning with a grin, she wriggled down between my legs and took my cock deep in her mouth. Payton came up on my side and nudged Kyra’s face aside to engulf my cock with her mouth instead. Anika crawled up on my other side, and Payton, ever the diplomat, pulled off me and grasped my cock in her hand to steer it toward Anika’s mouth. She pulled her long luxurious hair around her neck and sank her mouth down my shaft and snaked her tongue wildly around it inside her mouth.  
 
    I pulled a pillow under my head and looked down my body. All three girls took turns popping me into their mouths and kissing each other and laughing the whole time. When Payton took me deeper into her mouth than the other two could, Anika pushed her hand on the back of her head and didn’t let her come up and off me. Kyra kissed my mouth. I tried to tap Payton on the shoulder to warn her, but she slipped her fingers under my ass and grabbed onto me. I erupted into her warm, suckling and wet mouth, and my jism gushed from her lips and ran down her chin.  
 
    She tried to swallow but it was too much and she popped off me. Anika quickly buried her mouth down the length of my shaft and sucked harder than Payton had, and made me erupt again and again in her mouth. Full, she pulled away and laughed. gurgling in her throat, and her hand cupped under her chin to catch my cum running out of her mouth. Kyra spun around and in a kind of 69 position on top of me, she sucked the rest of my ejaculate out of my cock.  
 
    All three quickly sprang up and off me and ran to the bathroom together, laughing and squealing. I was left alone on my back spent and exhausted and unable to focus on what was happening. I felt delirious and unconnected from reality. They came back and wiped me up with hot soaked towels.  
 
    “Payton, you’re so bad!” Anika said, when they finished and climbed back into bed with me, all of them now naked.  
 
    “Kyra started it!” Payton protested.  
 
    “I can’t believe you did it too,” Kyra said to Anika.  
 
    “Well what was I supposed to do, you’re the one throwing your skanky pussy at the guy right in front of us! Payton and me were just trying to sleep and keep warm!”  
 
    “Oh yeah, right!” Kyra said. “You were the worst of all.”  
 
    “You’re always fucking my boyfriends,” Payton said to Kyra. “Stop it!”  
 
    “One!” Kyra said. “Anyway, Luke’s not your boyfriend, he’s mine, I fucked him first,” she said, and she laughed. She patted my cheek with her hand. “Right, boyfriend?”  
 
    “I made him cum in my mouth, he’s my boyfriend,” Payton said.  
 
    “I think Luke should choose,” Anika said.  
 
    They all suddenly went quiet and faced me as though it was a real conversation, a real question, and a real answer was forthcoming. I only narrowed my eyes and frowned. How does one answer that?  
 
    “Who did you like fucking the most?” Kyra said in a soft, half-private voice, and she tugged my chin to face her over our pillows, and she kissed me. “We can fuck again after they fall asleep,” she whispered into my ear and she chuckled. She didn’t say it quiet enough to be private, though. It was meant for Anika and Payton.  
 
    “Say you liked fucking me the most and I’ll suck you off when you’re sleeping,” Payton said, and she tugged my chin toward her and kissed me the same way Kyra had.  
 
    “He probably liked fucking us all, didn’t you,” Anika said, and she shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Three girls like us? Probably your sick fantasy,” she said, and she chuckled.  
 
    “I did like it,” I said with a firm nod. It seemed like the most diplomatic way out of the bind. I mean, what’s a guy supposed to say?  
 
    “See?” Anika said. “He’s my boyfriend, therefore, since I already know him so much better than you two floosies.”  
 
    All the girls laughed. We also all kissed goodnight, too, and we fell asleep, naked and entwined and hugging each other all over the bed.  
 
    The night passed in a confusion of half-awake delirium as one girl and then another, and maybe two of them, or even three at the same time, sucked on me, fucked me, kissed me and each other, and orgasmed again, one of them or two, or all three and all at once all over again — it was hard to recall or even know at the time. The whole night was a blur of cycles of sexual stimulation, satisfaction, and exhaustion. I woke up with my cock in one mouth. I fell asleep with a girl riding me, my cock deep in her pussy. At one point in the middle of the night, they had lined up their three pussies at me, each of then on their elbows and knees, their backs arched deeply, their asses thrusted up at me where I knelt behind them, and I fucked them in turn, not knowing whose pussy was whose. It hardly mattered.  
 
    We all woke up startled and alert with shards of blinding-bright, mid-morning sunlight splashed over our naked bodies where their limbs entwined askew all over each other with sheets and blankets twisted up and pulled out. We all held our breath, not knowing if that was a door opening and closing we had heard or not. The next sound, however, left no doubt. It was a woman’s voice, and though it was in German, we knew she was calling for everyone, and coming closer down the hallway.  
 
    There came a tapping at the bedroom door. Anika covered my mouth with her hand and Payton threw the sheets over my naked body. Kyra called out, “Coming, just a second!” and she hopped around on one foot trying to pull on her panties and reaching for her robe on the wall by the bathroom door. We heard the woman walk away toward the kitchen, and all three girls quickly pulled on underwear and robes. I tried to get up, too, but they all panicked and shoved me back down. Payton buried me entirely in blankets, and threw the blankets and pillows on the floor over my head, too. They went out of the room and closed the door behind them.  
 
    I could hear them talk and laugh with the woman. She struggled with English and the three girls tried German phrases. When the lady asked if they let anyone in during the night, I thought they answered far too readily and eagerly, all of them quickly shouting “No!” at her. “Good, good,” the lady said, perhaps unconvinced. It was hard to tell.  
 
    I sat up in bed and and began to think about what an escape plan might look like. The door suddenly opened, and just as quickly, was shut again. I dove down and yanked the blankets over my head. But the foot of the bed sank down, and then the sheets came up over my feet. A warm body slipped into bed with me from below. Before I could lift the blankets over my chest to see who, I felt my cock engulfed in a warm, wet mouth, the tongue swirling around and lapping at me. I heard a titter, and I knew then that it was Kyra.  
 
    Before I could say anything, she popped up and off me and dove back out the door and up the hallway. I huffed and puffed with my cheeks bulging. I swung my legs out over the side of the bed and scanned around wondering where someone had hidden my clothes. Just then, the door opened and shut again. I caught sight of Payton rushing across the floor toward me. She sat on my lap and pulled her robe open. My cock was still hard from Kyra sucking it. Payton went “shh!” at me and she reached around behind her back, twisting and contorting on me, before fitting the head of my cock inside her pussy, and she let go, dropped her arms around my neck, and sank down on me, taking my cock deeply up inside her pussy.  
 
    “You’re too much fun!” she said and she dropped her face down against my face and kissed my ear and licked me sloppily all over my neck. “But you’re so bad, too!” she said, before she laughed and slipped back off of me. She was out the door and up the hallway before I could gather my thoughts enough to speak. 
 
    I stood up and looked at the window, assessing how high up it was and whether I could make the leap. I had to get out of that place. But the door was flung open yet again, and this time, Anika came rushing in. She seized my wrist in her hand and dragged me to the bathroom. She put on the shower and dropped her robe and laughed and pulled me inside the large glass enclosure with her. Her eagerness was the most surprising of all.  
 
    We necked in the hot rain and soaped each other up and rubbed and fucked against the glass. She pressed her body against me from behind and reached around my waist to stroke my cock with soapy slippery hands. I braced myself against the glass. She licked the back of my neck and squeezed my cock hard enough to make me stop cumming, before she turned me around, slid down my body to her knees, took the head of my cock in her burning hot mouth, and released her grip. I shot my jism so hard in her throat, it felt like I was going to blow the back of her neck out. It gushed from her lips and she laughed and let it run down her chin and over her breasts, her eyes closed to the shower water pouring down her luscious nude body.  
 
    When we came out, she showed me my clothes, buried under the cushion of the chair in the bedroom. “Wait in the narrow street beside,” she said, and she flung open the window. I looked out and noticed there was a ledge, making the drop easy. I grabbed my bag, we kissed on the lips, and I slipped out the window and down to the pavement below. Anika made a clicking sound and I looked up. She tossed my shoes down after me — I didn’t even realize I jumped out in bare feet. Just then, an elderly couple, arm in arm, strolled past me, looking up at Anika and down at me in my bare feet, and they muttered to each other in German with distress on their faces, and they shook their heads. Church bells were ringing. It must have been a Sunday. I pulled on my shoes and found an alcove in the wall to obscure myself, and I caught my breath in the sudden and bracing cold.  
 
    I nearly fell asleep there, I had gotten so little sleep the whole night before. I was stirred awake by the sound of three young female voices laughing and saying goodbye and thank you and everything else you say when parting — all in English. I knew it was Kyra, Payton, and Anika. Sure enough, a moment later, I caught sight of them coming around the corner and up the narrow alley toward me. They grabbed me by the arms and pushed me in front of them and drove me ahead like some pack animal, and we went out the other end of the alley alogether.  
 
    We walked a few blocks until we found a string of cafes, and we picked one and went in and found a table. We had a breakfast and then more coffees before I couldn’t keep quiet about what happened anymore.  
 
    “So, like, what was that anyway, last night?” I said.  
 
    All three of them ducked their heads and cleared their throats and looked away. I finally got it out of them. None of them had ever done anything like that before.  
 
    Nor had I, for that matter, but they really had done nothing remotely like it.  
 
    “So we can just leave it there, shall we?” Anika suggested curly. Her eyes bugged out at me.  
 
    “I’m down with pretending it never happened,” Payton said, and she smirked and chuckled and widened her eyes at her cup of coffee.  
 
    “Pretending what never happened?” Kyra said.  
 
    They all laughed. They were all embarrassed by it. I nodded to myself and drank back my coffee. “Okay then,” I said. I’d been involved in freaky things before. But that night wasn’t freaky. It was off the meter. There weren’t words for it. You couldn’t even tell anyone about it — who’d believe it? And the three of them, too, such wholesome, healthy, and fit midwestern hotties.  
 
    “Where in Greece did you say you were going?” Payton said.  
 
    I shrugged. “I told you, I’m shit for planning. I just want to get to someplace warmer than here.”  
 
    “We wanted to go to Greece,” Anika said. “But we thought it might be too dangerous for three girls like us.”  
 
    “All alone,” Kyra said, and she secretly squeezed my thigh under the table.  
 
    “But . . . “ Payton said with a grin pulling up one side of her face.  
 
    “What if I join you, you were going to say?” I said to her.  
 
    “Can we go with you?” Kyra said.  
 
    “You can be our bodyguard,” Anika said, and she smirked and sipped her coffee, keeping her eyes on mine just over the rim of her cup.  
 
    “Payton is a genius with making quick plans and finding reservations,” Kyra said.  
 
    I raised my eyebrows and shrugged. “That would actually help a lot,” I said.  
 
    “Just don’t get any crazy ideas,” Anika said. “Last night was a one-off, okay? Something in the air, right? We’re not actually like that. We’re actually decent god-fearing mid-west down-to-Earth college girls,” she said.  
 
    I nodded slowly at her. But then we all turned to Payton. She was already on the phone. “Um . . . ” she said with her eyes up and questioning at all of us. “One room should be fine for us,” she said to whoever she was talking to.  
 
    We all shot glances around at each other. Kyra covered her mouth and started snickering.  
 
    “Yes, one room is fine,” Payton stated into her phone again more certainly. She recited her credit card numbers and we all kept our eyes down at the table. It was like we knew what that meant, and yet we just finished assuring each other we wouldn’t do that again, whatever it was that got into us the previous night.  
 
    Payton finally put her phone down and looked up and smiled at all of us around our little table. “Sleeper car overnight to Budapest,” she said. She looked right at me. “For all four of us.”  
 
    “A room on the train?” I said.  
 
    “Uh-huh,” Payton said, her brown eyes flashing at me, her smile wide. “A sleeper car — but only one. There was no other choice,” she said, and she shrugged and snorted to herself.  
 
    “Sounds like fun,” Kyra murmured, not looking up.  
 
    Anika looked far away to the side over her shoulder. But she also smirked, even if it was just to herself.  
 
    Payton put her hand out with her pinky poking up. “We have to swear,” she said.  
 
    “Swear what?” Kyra said, but she put her hand out too, with her pinky up.  
 
    “You too, mister,” she said to me.  
 
    Anika and I made eyes at each other and we both privately smirked at each other, too, but we also both put our hands out and our pinkies up.  
 
    “Four-way pinky swear,” Payton said.  
 
    Kyra wrapped her pinky around Payton’s pinky. Anika and I joined them. “Swear what?” Kyra said, exasperation growing in her voice.  
 
    “No getting into that again like we did last night,” Payton said. “Anika is right, that is not who we are.”  
 
    We all nodded once and sharply, and we pulled back on our pinkies to test the strength of the bond. “Promise!” Payton said, looking over her shoulder at me with a serious expression.  
 
    But meanwhile, her other hand was under the table sliding up my thigh to squeeze me over my groin. Kyra’s hand, too, was squeezing my other thigh, high up at the very top. And Anika was secretly licking her lip at me, dropping her eyes to my mouth, and lower. Her feet were playing footsie with mine, secretly wrestling me under the table.  
 
    “No more antics like last night,” I said. “I swear.”  
 
    We had to run holding hands like we were playing snake, dashing through the massive Frankfurt train station, but we found our car and our sleeping compartment inside, and we all squeezed in and slid the glass door shut. Anika pulled the curtain closed and we heaved in our chests and caught our breath.  
 
    “12 hours in this?” I said, looking around the close confines of the compartment.  
 
    “You can walk around the diner car and viewing car and the bar car and lounge car, dummy,” Payton said, and she stood up and messed my hair around and chuckled. There were six narrow beds, three up each side, so we used one for our bags.  
 
    “It’s going to be fun,” Kyra said. “I can tell.”  
 
    The cars jerked forward and we hung on, wobbling on our feet. I checked my phone — 8:32 PM exactly, just as the tickets said. Soon the train picked up speed and we saw the lights of the city fade into the background.  
 
    We explored the dining car and had a bite, and we had a drink in the bar and lounge, and we checked out the viewing car, too. But pretty soon, we all filtered back to our private sleeper car. Payton was smart to ask the porter when any official might check tickets or come in for anything else again, and the porter assured us we were good to go until we got to Budapest at 9 the next morning. Payton shut the door and locked it. She tugged on the curtains, too, to make sure there was no gap, and she turned around to face Kyra, Anika and me.  
 
    “Spin the bottle anyone?” she said, and she smirked.  
 
    We had all promised each other we would not get into a repeat of what happened the previous night. But nobody protested Payton’s idea — not out loud, anyway. It was silly and provocative at the same time. We all remembered the game from our much earlier teen years. But we had nothing else to do, did we . . .  Nobody brought any games in their bags. But, still, I found it odd that nobody even warned each other about what the game might lead to.  
 
    “Are you sure nobody’s going to open our door?” Kyra said to Payton. 
 
    “You heard the porter,” she said, and she flared her eyes at her and half grinned. We sat down on the two lower beds facing each other, me and Payton on one, Kyra and Anika on the other, our backs curled and our heads hung down under the narrow bunks above. Between us was a tiny table, and on it was an empty glass water bottle, which Payton tipped over on its side, and she snorted.  
 
    We were all in comfy traveling clothes — running shoes, jeans, t-shirts, hoodies, and sweaters.  
 
    “I think we’re mature enough to have fun without letting it get carried away again, don’t you?” Payton said to no one in particular.  
 
    “I completely agree,” Kyra said. “I for one can control myself.”  
 
    “We can try,” Anika said with a shrug. “But if anything starts up again like it did last night, I think we should stop.”  
 
    Payton looked sideways at me. “We’re Christians,” she said, and she bit her bottom lip and grimaced at me.  
 
    “Supposed to be, anyway,” Kyra said in a murmur to the floor.  
 
    “Last night wasn’t supposed to happen,” Anika said to me. “Once is an accident — but twice is something else. Isn’t it.”  
 
    “We did go to Europe to explore ourselves,” Kyra said, wavering in her face at Anika beside her. “Just saying.”  
 
    “But not explore like that!” Anika said, and she popped her eyes out back at Kyra.  
 
    “Well what happened, happened, and now we move on,” Payton said, and she nodded sharply. “We ask forgiveness, we learn our lesson, and we carry on with the struggle, fortified with the knowledge about what can happen when we give in to temptation,” she said. She reached out to the table and spun the bottle. “This is good, actually — we can practice denying temptation all night!” she said, and she chirped with brief laughter.  
 
    The bottle spun around a few times and finally stopped, pointing at Kyra. She yelped and clapped her hands and stuck her tongue out between her widely smiling teeth. “Who else, who else!” she said.  
 
    Payton snorted and spun the bottle. It landed at Anika. She drew her eyes up through her long dark strands of hair to me, and she smirked crookedly and privately at me.  
 
    “You have to say what they do!” Payton said to me. “The person not picked or spinning the bottle gets to say what!” she said.  
 
    Kyra looked at me with her clear blue eyes and she tucked her short blonde hair around her ear and crossed one leg over the other. “So what do you want to make Anika and me do?” she said. There was a defiance in her tone, a challenge, a taunt. She wrapped her hands around the edge of the mattress she sat on and jutted her chest forward and bit her lip at me.  
 
    I stared at the bottle unsure where this was going. But I knew enough from my earlier years that spin-the-bottle was supposed to have a risque element to it, and nobody turned down Payton’s suggestion to play, did they. Yet, I was pretty sure that the rule about the person without the bottle pointing at them, or the spinner of it, had to say what happened was made up on the spot.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “Didn’t you two kiss in front of everybody last night?”  
 
    Kyra shrieked and pulled a tiny pillow up to her face and hid, squealing and shrieking. Anika snorted and rolled her eyes at me and shook her head. But she remained grinning the whole time.  
 
    “Come on,” she said, reluctantly taking her eyes off mine and turning to Kyra. “It’s no big deal,” she said. “We can still be Christians because it’s just a dare.”  
 
    I shrugged but I smirked too. “Payton is right, maybe, it’s a good test,” I said.  “See if you can resist temptation.” I left unsaid the question about why Kyra and Anika kissing would be a temptation to take things further between them.  
 
    Kyra lowered the pillow from her face and raised her eyes to Anika’s eyes. “It doesn’t mean anything, right?” she said, and she half turned her face away from her. “Girls can kiss, nothing says anything about that.”  
 
    Anika again snorted and rolled her eyes, and she lowered her hands onto Kyra’s shoulders and leaned closer to her. She turned sideways to Payton and I. “And you two just get to stare?” she said.  
 
    “Do you want us to close our eyes?” Payton said.  
 
    “No,” Anika said. “It’s alright. You may enjoy. You shall be witness.” She pushed her face toward Kyra’s face and Kyra closed her eyes, put her face up to Anika’s face, and they brought their lips together, softly and lightly. But they also lingered on the kiss for far longer than was necessary to satisfy the conditions. Payton and I glanced at each other and Payton blushed and looked down. Kyra’s hands came up to cup Anika’s elbows in her palms. Anika played a little bit in the hair on the back of Kyra’s head with her fingers searching.  
 
    Finally they came apart, but it wasn’t without a certain reaching reluctance between both of them. “That was nice,” Kyra said in a voice nearly too quiet to hear.  
 
    “Just practicing, right?” Anika said, but she was looking at me as though feeling the need to explain herself.  
 
    Everyone stared down in silent self-contemplation until Payton passed the bottle to Kyra. She spun it this time. It pointed to Anika again and she sighed and rolled her eyes and grinned at me. Kyra spun it again and it pointed directly at Payton. She instantly curled her lips between her teeth. She stared at Anika over the table between us, but she said to me, “You get to say again.”  
 
    “Kiss,” I said.  
 
    “Come on,” Payton said instantly to Anika, and she stood up, put the bottle on the bed between Anika and Kyra, and pulled Anika up in front of her. She chuckled and slid her hands around Anika’s waist and Anika dropped her arms over Payton’s shoulders. They pulled each other close, tightly. Payton turned to me. “This is only for you, so shut up,” she said. Anika looked down at me and jutted her jaw crookedly, as though nervous, suddenly. “We don’t do this for us,” she said, “we’re Christians, as I’ve pointed out many times.”  
 
    No sooner had she said that, than her and Payton fell against each other’s bodies and faces with a sudden sideways jerk as the train swayed over the tracks, and they met with a kiss that was deep, long, French, and filled with moans. Payton pulled Anika’s body by the belt loops in her jeans up against her own body, and Anika pushed her hands through Payton’s hair, tugging it and playing in it. They twisted their faces around each other and pushed their hips together. They grinded on each other. It was far more than a kiss.  
 
    When they finally came apart, Payton wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, Anika turned sideways and sat down, and Kyra popped her eyes wide open at me, and smiled with mischief, silently gasping at me.  
 
    “We went to an all-girls school,” Payton said to me softly, as though I had asked for an explanation. “But we’re not like that. We just practiced things when we were younger, that’s all.”  
 
    “Or last week,” Kyra said under her breath, and she passed the bottle to Anika.  
 
    Anika spun it and it stopped when it pointed at me. All three girls cheered and clapped. She spun it again, and it landed on herself.  
 
    “Spin again!” Kyra said.  
 
    But Anika already pushed the table aside and sat down on my thighs facing me. “No,” she said. “It pointed at me.”  
 
    Nobody else protested. Nobody said what to do, either. Kyra and Payton remained silent and transfixed by Anika, who wriggled up onto my lap to draw herself up closer to me. She held my shoulders and slid her hands through the neck hole of my t-shirt and under the fabric and down my bare back. Her hands were warm and smooth on my skin. “At least this isn’t that,” she said, and she tilted her head, she closed her eyes, and she pushed her lips up against mine. Her tongue penetrated my mouth and her groin pushed into my lap. She moaned inside the long, gyrating kiss. 
 
    When she finally pulled back from my face, she gasped, rolled her head back, and stared into my eyes and shivered throughout her body. She pushed her hand up the back of her head and messed her hair up and shook her head to make it whip over her face at me. Then she pushed her hands down into the top of my lap and bent deeply at her waist as she slid off my legs and back onto her feet. She let her hoody and t-shirt billow down from her chest in front of my eyes and she grinned at me, knowing she was making me look. When she turned and stepped back to her side, she secretly scrunched her hand in my groin and chirped.  
 
    It wasn’t so secret, I guess. “Oh my god, Anika!” Kyra cried out loud in a whisper, and she covered her face with her hands. She playfully slapped Anika’s thigh when she sat down. “What did we just say about temptation?”  
 
    “It’s just a boy,” Anika said to her, and she shook her head at her as though that made perfect sense and explained it all away.   
 
    “Well,” Kyra said, “just hope that bottle doesn’t end up pointing at me next time!”  
 
    It was my turn to spin it. And it did just that — it stopped, pointing directly at Kyra. She bit her lip with anticipation. I spun it again. It stopped, pointing at me.  
 
    Kyra smiled sideways and moved the table out of the way. She stood up, unzipped her hoody, and let it fall down her arms behind her. The train car was warm. Anika and Payton both took their sweater’s off too and laid them on the beds. But Kyra went further: she twisted the button in her jeans and pulled the fly down. She squatted in her waist and knees, facing me and not taking her eyes off my eyes, and she pushed her jeans down her legs and stood up to pick them up from her feet and pull them off.  
 
    Payton clapped. “Go Kyra!” she said, and she squealed 
 
    “I didn’t do that!” Anika said. She looked over at me. “I could have though,” she said and she smirked.  
 
    “Next turn, Anika!” Payton said to her in a taunting tone.  
 
    Kyra was in pale pink bra and panties. She came to me, but she pushed me back until l laid down over the narrow bed. Payton shifted, but did not get out of the way completely. She remained sitting on the edge of the bed beside my hips. When I pulled my legs up onto the bed behind her, she helped me and then left her hands on my shins and twisted around to watch Kyra.  
 
    Kyra crouched over me and pushed her knees down on either side of my hips, squishing one between my hip and Payton’s back, and the other between my hip and the wall. She pushed the heels of her hands into my shoulders and bent her elbows, lowering her body slowly, carefully — it was a tight space — down to mine. She brought her face down to my face.  
 
    “The door is locked, right?” she said to Anika, but facing me from an inch away.  
 
    “Uh huh,” we both heard Anika answer as though in a trance.  
 
    Kyra began to kiss me, corkscrewing her face into my face. She pressed her pelvis down hard into my groin. She bit my lip and panted on me and moaned out loud. She rubbed herself on me, and twisted her fingers into my hair, pulling it. “I want you inside of me so bad,” she groaned in a whisper against my ear.  
 
    “Be careful, Kyra,” Payton said. She rubbed her hand up and down the length of my thigh behind Kyra’s ass where she rubbed her groin against my hardening lump.”Temptations, right?” she said in a warning tone.  
 
    Kyra arched deeply in her back and twisted around and up to find Payton’s mouth with hers, and they kissed over top of me.  
 
    “Hey,” Anika said from the other bed. “What did you just say, Payton!”  
 
    I rolled my head sideways and looked across to Anika. Her hand was stuffed down the front of her pants and her eyes were beading hard on Kyra and Payton kissing. When she noticed me looking at her, she blushed, she grinned, she covered her face with her hand, and she said, “What!” But she kept her hand deep down inside her pants. It was moving the whole time.   
 
    Kyra got off me but remained stripped down to her bra and panties. I sat up and Kyra squeezed herself between Payton and I sitting on the edge of the bed. Anika patted the edge of her bed beside her and frowned and pouted at me, before grinning and chuckling.  
 
    I swung over beside her. She pulled herself against me, and Payton spun the bottle.  
 
    It landed at herself and she squealed and clapped. She spun it again and it landed at her a second time. “I get to pick!” she called out loud. It was the second time some new (to me) obscure rule was cited, but nobody protested, so I went along with it.  
 
    “I pick Luke,” she said and she stood up.  
 
    “Of course!” Kyra said, and she rolled her eyes and shook her head.  
 
    Payton arched her back and made a long, slow show if it, pulling her t-shirt up and over her head, and she pushed her hair around to settle it down her bare back. She bit her lip and grinned and popped the button of her jeans open and peeled them down her legs, and off.  
 
    Anika patted the bed again behind her, gesturing with her eyes and her grin for me to lie down like I had with Kyra. “Here,” she said softly. But when I laid down, she unbuttoned my jeans, drew down the fly, and laughed as she struggled to pull my jeans down my legs. I lifted my hips and helped, and then I sat up to tug my t-shirt over my head. I laid back down in only my black athletic boxer briefs.  
 
    Payton laughed and climbed over my body, straddling my hips and crouching down to kiss my neck, my chest, and my shoulders. Anika suddenly leapt up from the edge of the bed and also pulled her pants off, and her top, too, so that all three girls were now in only their bras and panties, and me only in my shorts. Kyra yanked on Anika’s wrist and pulled her down beside her on the other bed. Just as she had earlier kissed Payton, she started to kiss Anika.  Payton kissed me, too, sinking her tongue in my mouth and wrestling with my tongue.  
 
    I ran my hands down from her shoulders, over her back, down into the dip of her waist, and finally under her panties to hold her bare ass cheeks in my hands. We could both hear Kyra and Anika on the other side moaning together, and we both spun our faces sideways to see why and we laughed. I pushed my hand further down the inside of Payton’s panties and curled my middle finger around her gap. She had curled her spine up and I was surprised to find it so easy to sink my finger down between the lips of her pussy so quickly. She was hot enough to worry me about burning, and she was wet enough that my finger fell into her with no resistance.  
 
    Payton reached down between our bodies and pushed her hand down inside my shorts and she wrapped it around my cock and pulled on me. Her body shivered on mine and she gasped and kissed me frantically. She pulled my cock out from under the waist of my shorts and she drew the tip of the head up and down against the front of her panties.  
 
    The blues beat of the steel wheels over the regular seams in the tracks filled the car. It swayed as though dancing mindlessly to its own music. The central European countryside passed by, encased in frozen winter, the blackness of the sky immense and embracing.  
 
    “It would be so easy,” she whispered in my ear. “But so wrong, of course,” she groaned.  
 
    “Because you’re Christians,” I said.  
 
    She snorted and bit my lip and grinned at me. “Yes!” she said. “And don’t you forget it.” She rubbed the head of my cock hard into the front triangle of her panties.  
 
    She pushed herself up and sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. “Come on you guys,” she said to Anika and Kyra, who finally parted, too. We all pushed up and sat on the edges of the two beds facing each other, all in only our underwear.  
 
    “Don’t forget what?” Kyra said to Payton, taking the bottle.  
 
    “I was reminding our gentleman that we’re Christians and that we don’t do that,” she said.  
 
    “Do what?” Kyra said, pretending innocence. She also turned to me, hung her tongue out her mouth, and wagged it at me. And then she put the head of the bottle between her lips and exaggerated a moan and a writhe of pleasure as she took the neck of the bottle down inside her lips.  
 
    “That!” Payton said, and she laughed.  
 
    “That’s not sex,” Anika said. “We can do that, I think.”  
 
    “Just not on each other,” Payton said, turning to me, and she bit her lip. “Unfortunately,” she silently mouthed to me.  
 
    The train rocked side to side and we heard it’s distant whistle blow occasionally, and then a few moments later, the approaching tone of the alarm of the gates where we crossed over a road in the middle of the night, the sudden flashing lights lighting up our window, and then the tone receding again.  
 
    “Spin the bottle,” Payton said to Kyra with excitement, but also with a flinch of reluctance and a twist of fear. Each result seemed to take us further down that road they kept telling each other not to go down. Kyra spun it and it landed at me. All three girls inhaled, pushed their chests up and out, and made eyes at me, all of them in only bras and panties. She spun it again and it landed at Anika.  
 
    “You have to suck him,” Payton said, and then she shrieked and covered her face with her hands. “Anyway, it’s not really sex, you just said.” 
 
    “It’s not!” Anika said, and she smirked at me. She narrowed her eyes at me like she was fed up with me, but she also reached behind her, found a pillow, and dropped it on the floor in front of me. “Shorts off!” she said.  
 
    “Come on!” Payton said like I needed coaxing. She tugged at the waist of my shorts and Kyra came over onto my other side and helped Payton with them. Together they pulled my shorts down my legs and off and then they both took turns pulling my chin toward their faces where they sat on either side of me, and they kissed me, long deep, and sensually.  
 
    “We kind of did things like this before,” she said lightly. “But not with our very own boy-toy,” she said, and she laughed.  
 
    I felt wetness and warmth engulf me and though Payton didn’t let me look down before she pulled my face over to her and buried her tongue in my mouth, I knew that Anika had sunk her lips down over the head of my cock to the base of my shaft.  
 
    “Doesn’t count if you can’t see,” Payton whispered through a grin.  
 
    Payton and Kyra continued to kiss me and rub me all over as Anika moaned and bobbed in my lap, taking my cock all the way inside her mouth. I ran my hands up both of Payton’s and Kyra’s bare backs and over their shoulders, and I held them both by the backs of their necks. I drew my hand down Payton’s back, and with a flick, I unclasped her bra. The straps instantly slackened. She shook her body and collapsed her shoulders to let the cups fall from her chest. I unclasped Kyra’s bra, too, and they both kissed me with even deeper vigor and louder moans now that they were both nude from the waist up.  
 
    Anika pulled up from my cock and stood bent over in front of me with her hands on my knees, and she pushed her face between Payton’s and Kyra’s face, and buried her hot tongue into my mouth. She stepped around my knees and stretched in her back to undo her own bra and she shook it down and off her body. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, she bent at her waist and knees, and she drew them down and off her legs.  
 
    She didn’t stop there. She curled her fingers around the waist of my shorts and pulled them down my hips and off my legs. Then, completely naked, she turned around, sat on my lap facing away from me, and she pressed my erection between her back and my stomach, and she said, “Who’s turn to spin now?”  
 
    Kyra and Payton both laughed but they also both peeled their panties down and off. “Too hot in here anyway,” Kyra said. All four of us became completely naked in that tiny rhythmically rocking sleeper car on the overnight train to Budapest, steel wheels pounding the track in time to some distantly remembered song.  
 
    Anika twisted around and reached between our bodies to wrap her hand around my stiff erection. “Don’t get any ideas,” she said, and she squeezed my cock and narrowed her eyes at me as though to emphasize what might happen if I did get ideas.  
 
    With Anika completely naked sitting with her bare ass on my completely naked lap, Payton leaning against me on my right, completely naked, and Kyra leaning against me on my left, also completely naked, Payton spun the bottle. I stretched both my arms around their smooth, warm waists and pulled their willing bodies in closer against mine.  
 
    The bottle spun and stopped but no one watched where it pointed. Anika had twisted around on my lap and brought her forehead to my forehead. She pushed her feet down into the floor and raised her hips from my lap enough to let my trapped cock fall down from my stomach, and poke between her legs. She reached down between her legs, leaned back against me hard enough to make me ffall back against the wall behind me, and she stroked my cock in both her hands like it was her own, the way it came up between her legs in front of her.  
 
    That’s when I looked up and saw the diagram on the underside of the bunk bed above me. Kyra and Payton had started kissing me all over my face and neck and chest and stomach and Anika had started to raise and lower her hips on my lap to stroke my cock with the spread lips of her steaming pussy. I had to push them all away like they were the grasping tendrils of a vine pulling me down, and I rolled Anika off me and stood up. The three girls moaned and complained where they sprawled on the one narrow bed, half falling off, their limbs entwined.  
 
    I looked at the bed on the other side and the one above it, and pushed it up from underneath. It came up, mattress and frame in my hands. I looked at the head and foot of the bed the girls were on, and slid out the steel bars hiding there. They matched with the ones from the other side. I shooed the girls’ legs where they hung them over the edge of the one narrow bed, and I laid the bed from the other side down on the steel rails. Everybody ooh’d and ahh’d. I put another one down, too — completing a four-bed-wide platform that stretched across the entire width of our sleeper compartment.  
 
    “Oh my god!” Anika said. Payton found the four-bed-wide sheets and blankets in the compartment under the first bed. We hurried up and made it up and we all jumped in. It wasn’t a king size bed, but it was easily a queen size. Plus we suddenly had plenty of headroom from the beds taken down above us.  
 
    “Who knew” I said. We put the pillows along one wall so the window to the passing night was on our left and the door to the gangway of the train was on our right, with the curtain — thankfully — closed. I sat up against the wall with comfy pillows behind my back. Anika straddled my lap the way she had been sitting on me before, facing away, and she chuckled and pulled on my cock up between her legs and dragged her fully swollen pussy lips up and down the length of my shaft. “Much better,” she groaned gutturally. She was so wet, she was oozing down all over me. “But no going inside.”  
 
    Payton and Kyra laid beside me with my arms around their bodies and they kissed my chest and face and each other. Anika pushed her knees down and lifted her hips up off my lap enough to push the head of my cock just inside the flaps of her pussy lips. She glanced over her shoulder as though to check if Payton and Kyra noticed, and she bit her lip at me as though to say that she couldn’t help it. She put her finger to her lips to make me promise to say nothing, and she released her knees sideways and let her warm, lush pussy slide down the full length of my cock, taking me deeply inside her.  
 
    The train’s rocking took over for Anika and she eventually fell back onto her arms, stretching her stomach out and facing the ceiling of the car, before Payton and Kyra pulled her the rest of way down so that she came to lie on me on her back with my cock arcing up and remaining inside her, the rocking car providing all the motion needed and its blues beat from the track seams mesmerizing all of us and carrying us away.  
 
    Payton and Kyra began kissing Anika first up the sides of her face, then over her mouth, then over her breasts. Kyra, always the one pushing things, went down the middle of Anika’s body and began kissing her pussy where my cock penetrated her, causing Anika to clench her core muscles and start moaning too loud for a tiny train compartment we didn’t know much about, like the thickness of the walls. It was very much what we all agreed we wouldn’t do. But the bed I discovered we could put together in our rocking compartment made that a fait accompli.  
 
    Anika writhed on me and reached up over and behind herself to tug on my hair with her curling and grasping fingers. Payton swung her knee over my chest and looked down her body from where she leaned her chest into the wall above my head, and she brought her groin, pulsing and jolting with the train’s rocking and shifting, up to my mouth. Both her and Anika seemed to enter a competition for who could emit the hottest, most sensual cries, as Kyra and I ate them both out.  
 
    My cock popped accidentally out of Anika’s pussy from a particularly hard sway of the train and she laughed, but quickly, Kyra dropped her mouth down over my cock and she moaned hard, taking me to the back of her throat. She seemed more eager and frantic with each passing moment. Payton spun around and all three girls laughed as they pulled and pushed at my limbs trying — without words — to get my body flat over the bed. Payton spread her legs over my face and play-fought with Kyra for my cock with her mouth, taking me in a 69 position.  
 
    The die was cast when I noticed cries and gasps unrelated to anything I could feel, and I looked over to my side from under Payton’s thigh where she dangled her draining pussy over my mouth, and saw beside us Anika and Kyra engaged in their own 69. That didn’t take long, I thought. I guessed the whole “We don’t do that” thing was out for a second night running.  
 
    Kyra lifted her face from between Anika’s legs and laughed and nudged Payton who laughed, too, and they switched partners. Kyra lowered her pussy to my mouth and sank her mouth down over my cock. I had to watch beside us because it was too hot to look away. Anika let Payton take her pussy in her mouth, but then she rolled them both over and became the aggressor, pushing her face down between Payton’s legs under her, and mashing her own pussy down over Payton’s face. Payton didn’t seem to mind — I could see her fingernails cut into Anika’s butt cheeks over her face, and I could hear her loud and whimpering cries from under Anika’s gyrating groin.  
 
    I rolled Kyra off me and mounted Payton from behind. Anika laughed and licked and kissed my hanging balls and I pushed the enlarged head of my cock through Payton’s upturned pussy lips. She might not have known I was there and I caught her by surprise. But she cried out loud and arched her back deeply down to suck my cock further into her pussy, and I jolted her body harder than any shift in the train tracks could.  
 
    “Me, me!” Kyra cried out and she laughed and pushed her back down and her hips up beside Payton’s hips, and she pushed her hand through her legs and spread her glistening pussy lips at me.  
 
    “Sin with Kyra!” Payton said with enthusiasm, her eyes bright and smiling.  
 
    I pulled out of Payton’s sopping wet pussy and plunged myself into Kyra’s pussy. Eventually the two of them began to writhe together and I ended up in a missionary position, somehow, on top of Anika, and we kissed tenderly, made love long and gently, and she gasped and pushed her chest up, which was enough to trigger me beyond the point of no return, and I ejaculated long and hard into her.  
 
    We took turns slipping out the door and down the gangway to the tiny airplane-like bathroom to clean up, and we finally settled back in bed together where we were rocked to sleep by the motion of the train, the beat of the tracks, and each other’s bodies, warm, lithe, and sprawled together.  
 
    Payton nudged me awake, and when I opened my eyes, she drew my attention to the window where the earliest morning sun streamed through. It was about 6AM. We had about three more hours. She walked on her knees over the messy bed to the window and leaned on it with her forearms up against it. The passing central European landscape, with its stripped raw trees etching the sky, the old barns and houses in clusters here and there, the ancient fields where farming was first invented, looked like a Dutch master’s painting, all dark, sombre, and muted. Payton spun her head around and caught me staring at her long, smooth back, silhouetted against the dim and washed-out yellow and green sky, and she pulled her long brown hair around her ear and curled her lips at me over her shoulder.  
 
    If the outside we passed through looked like a Rembrandt,  Payton’s back looked like a Renoir. The way she moved, swaying with the train, didn’t help. She tilted her pelvis up and back at me in the slightest way possible, and I was powerless to stop myself taking her.  
 
    I got up on my knees and the white sheet fell from my naked body. Kyra awakened enough to look out from her narrow-slitted eyes, but she didn’t stir. I walked on my knees up behind Payton and she gripped the sill of the window and dropped her face down. Her hair hung in a curtain obscuring her shoulders from me. I wrapped my hands around the sides of her hips and she gasped from the touch and curled her hips back more. I slid my hands up around her narrow and toned waist and she reached down and between her legs and coaxed and urged my cock with her fingertips up and into her pussy. I entered her and she arched deeply twisting her head around, and she found my mouth with her mouth, and she kissed me frantically and sloppily behind her.  
 
    I took her hands under my hands and held her waist firmly. Her face pressed sideways into the glass. Over her head the moving painting slid past my eyes while I humped her body and stretched myself deeper into her pussy from behind. I felt a hand on my thigh and glanced down. Anika was awake, and she lightly ran her fingernails up my hard thigh and kissed my skin, not moving or making a sound. I twisted further around and found Kyra gazing at us, watching me take her friend against the window of the train car.  
 
    “So much for Christians,” I groaned into Payton’s ear and she gasped and grunted and said, “Don’t tease!” to me.  
 
   
  
 

 She pressed her hands flat into the glass and pushed her body up and back into my body harder and began to fuck me more than I fucked her. I pressed my palms into the cold glass too and let my eyes memorize the sliding painting we moved through and I lost myself in the sexual eruption of pleasure with my cock screwing rhythmically into Payton’s pussy. I ejaculated into her, and when I pulled out, my cum ran in a rivulet down the inside of her thigh. I flopped back onto my back over the bed feeling drugged. Like two angels, Kyra and Anika silently wiped me with warm towels and kissed me, and Payton fell back, too, into their pulling and urging arms, and we all fell back asleep in that long rocking morning.  
 
    There was breakfast in the dining car and we reluctantly stirred ourselves and dressed before they put it away. We sat around a small table together as the light grew brighter out the windows and ate toast and cheese and sausage and drank coffee in that kind of silence you do in the morning with your lover after a night filled with vigorous and exhausting lovemaking. Only it was three lovers. Nobody needed to say it — we all knew we had failed again. Temptation got the better of us one more time.  
 
    We made our way back to our car and put away the beds and rode the rest of the way into Budapest talking about what we discovered online that might be interesting to go see and do there. We were set for a quick three hour run around the city before getting another train to Greece and the warmth further south, but changed out minds.  
 
    “Let’s find a place for at least a night,” Kyra said.  
 
    And so we came to the station at exactly 9AM just as the tickets promised, and tired from a night of rocking hijinks, we came out of the massive train station and onto the sidewalks of that gothic and grandiose city and looked up and around us at the hoary Old Europe buildings that surrounded us.  
 
    “Is there such a thing as a two-off?” Kyra said.  
 
    “To be fair,” Anika said, “it was pretty cramped in there — I mean, 12 hours in a sleeper car on a train, things are going to happen.”  
 
    “Who started it anyway?” Payton said.  
 
    Both Kyra and Anika guffawed and laughed and slapped Payton’s back. “You’re the one who started spin-the-bottle!” Kyra cried out at her with a wide grin.  
 
    “But it was supposed to be just kissing,” Payton said. “Like we used to do, back at home,” she said.  
 
    Anika hip-checked her and flashed her eyes at her. “Oh sure,” she said. She quickly pushed her face up to Payton’s face and kissed her on the mouth, before she squealed and laughed. “Like that!” she said.  
 
    “Not in public!” Payton said, and she flared her eyes at Anika.  
 
    “She seems changed,” I said to Payton.  
 
    “Ya think?!” she said back to me.  
 
    “So what?” Anika shouted, and she twirled around and spread her arms out and rolled her head back. “I feel so free!” she shouted up to the low grey sky. Payton took my hand in hers and Anika took my other hand. She twisted toward me and licked my neck under my ear and poked the tip of her tongue into my skin there. “I want to fuck you so bad right now!” she groaned.  
 
    “Look,” I said, “the Basilica of St. Stephen. We should take you to church so you can confess your sins,” I said.  
 
    She snorted and pushed her body against mine. “Can you imagine? Telling the priest what we did last night?”  
 
    “The last two nights, you mean,” Kyra said. “Luke, you’ve totally corrupted three well-behaved and god-fearing Christian girls. We used to be so good,” she said. “Are you the devil?”  
 
    “You really did,” Payton said quietly beside me, and she squeezed my hand in hers.  
 
    “You can’t corrupt a person who isn’t ready to be corrupted,” I said, thinking it sounded like a famous quote, the way it came out.  
 
    “I just want to fuck you so bad right now, too!” Payton groaned at me.  
 
    “Hey!” Kyra protested. “It’s my turn next!” she said.  
 
    We walked over the Chain Bridge talking like that the whole way, and we gazed across the Danube at the Buda Castle. We ended up in front of the New York Cafe. There couldn’t be a more old-world European cafe than that one, we found, walking inside and becoming instantly dizzy from the Sistine Chapel-like painted and arched ceiling and wrought iron chandeliers hanging down from it all over.  
 
    We got our coffees and pastries and huddled over our small round marble and iron table. “Somebody said once is an accident, but twice is something else,” I said.  
 
    Payton shrugged. “Maybe Anika is right,” she said. “I mean, what did anyone think was going to happen, once you found out how to make it all one big bed in there?” she said, bulging her eyes out at me like I was the one to blame.  
 
    “All we can do is try to be better again,” Anika said. “The road is narrow, the chosen are few.”  
 
    “I didn’t even get my turn,” Kyra said, and she exaggerated a pout.  
 
    “Kyra, we just can’t keep doing that!” Payton said. “What does that make us?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Anika said, and she slumped back in her chair and crossed her legs. “What does it make us?” she said.  
 
    Payton couldn’t say, she only shook her head at her. “You have to get your own room tonight,” she said to me. “I’m serious. We can’t keep doing that every night.”  
 
    “Maybe she’s right,” Anika said. “If anyone knew what was going on with us back home, we’d be disowned by all our families.”  
 
    “Just one more night?” Kyra said.  
 
    Anika and Payton both spun around quickly to her. “No!” they both said in unison.  
 
    We finished up and went back out onto the street. Just then, an unusual woman came up to us. Behind her a few feet followed a tall skinny guy who she shushed and shooed away from her.  
 
    “Are you looking for a room?” she said.  
 
    “Well, two rooms, actually,” Payton said, and she glared at Kyra behind her.  
 
    “I have only one room for you,” the woman said. She was strange, the way she dressed, and her eyes were a color I still can’t say what they were. She smiled like there was some secret code we were supposed to know. Silently she waved her hand behind her, shooing off the tall lanky guy who crept up the sidewalk too close again.  
 
    Payton jutted her jaw sideways at me and rolled her eyes. “How much is it?” she said to the woman.  
 
    “Look at it first,” she said. “Can you follow me?”  
 
    We all looked at each other. We had no other ideas, not having planned to spend the night in the city.  
 
    “Don’t you do everything without a plan?” Anika said, and she squeezed my hand.  
 
    “And it gets me in a lot of trouble,” I said, and squeezed her back.  
 
    “I can’t imagine any more trouble than we’re already in,” Payton said through her teeth.  
 
    We turned and followed the woman. She immediately lead us off the big street and into narrow winding alleys that bisected with other ones in some hidden labyrinth of tall narrow stone walls we didn’t even know existed. Huge curved walls lead to low arched passages we fitted through, and the stones of the pavement seemed worn down by hundreds of years of people walking over them.  
 
    The woman held up a small, mysteriously glowing green bottle. “My family made the best absinthe before,” she said. “Would you like to try some?”  
 
    “Green absinthe!” the tall lanky guy said, coming up too close behind us again.  
 
    We didn’t even know he was still following us.  
 
    “Do not pay him attention, do not encourage him,” she said to us with anger rising in her voice. She spun around and the two of them started arguing, her pointing and indicating to him to leave, him, pleading, beating at his chest, making like he was tearing his shirt open at her.  
 
    “My brother thinks you want your palms read,” she said, and she shook her head and rolled her eyes and passed the small green bottle to me. She lead the way further into the dark shadows of the tall narrow passages as though fully confident we would drink from her strange bottle and follow her. The tall guy followed behind us like she had given him permission to come along after all. We looked at each other quizzically. The girls seemed to trust that I knew what I was doing, going along with it, but I only went further in because they were going with me.  
 
    Abruptly, the woman came to a narrow set of deeply-grooved, centuries-old doors that stood easily 20 feet high. You wouldn’t have even noticed them if you weren’t turned toward them, the alley was so narrow, the shadows so disorienting, and the doors so narrow and strange. She pounded on them so hard we looked at each other with bulging eyes. Giving it no more than three seconds, she pounded on them again even harder and longer. We stepped back, alarmed, and the tall lanky guy — her brother, we learned — nodded at us, half blinked his eyes, and he calmed us with his outstretched hand.  
 
    One of the doors creaked open as creakily as a haunted house. At first it appeared like no one was inside the deep, dark shadows within. But a bald head emerged no more than four feet from the ground and, bent by a deeply hunched back to face the ground, it twisted up sideways to find the woman. It was an already short, very old man made shorter by being stooped over nearly 90 degrees. He smiled a nearly toothless, yellowed grin at her.  
 
    She rolled her eyes, pushed hard at the door to swing it open into the body of the man with the same impatience she seemed to have for everything, and she stepped inside and turned to us, gesturing for us to follow her. The old man stepped back as though he was as powerless against her as he would be against a tornado. Her tall lanky palm-reading brother gestured with his obscenely long, thin arm for us to go on ahead and step inside. We glanced at each other for a cue, and we all shrugged at once. We followed the woman.  
 
    Inside the dark narrow and gently curving hallway on what appeared to be an ancient slate floor, we looked around us as our eyes adjusted to the dimly-glowing iron lamp sconces sticking out high up in the wall overhead. The door creaked and we spun around to watch the light from outside become shut out by it. The old man threw an old iron bolt on the door and locked it. He said, “Buda-Pesht!” in a low, groaning voice, and he chuckled with phlegm in his throat and turned away and disappeared into the darkness going the other way.  
 
    We followed the woman further through the curving narrow stone hallway barely able to stay close enough to even see her. She came to a set of double doors and thrusted them open. We were instantly blinded by too much light and we recoiled away and groaned in pain. When we were ready, we dropped our arms from our eyes and looked inside.  
 
    The room appeared to have been at one time in some deep dusty past an aristocrat’s ball room or castle dining room. On the far wall rising nearly to the sky, it seemed, were about 12 narrow and sky-scraping-tall stained glass windows. Hung from the high, arching ceiling with thick black chains were heavy iron and yellow glass chandeliers. If there had been a massive dining table and tall chairs in there at one time, they were long gone now. In the middle of the vast floor sat alone one large bed. “I can bring a cot or two in for you, if you require,” she said. She stepped back and gestured with her arm like it was an ordinary room to let.  
 
    There were a couple of enormous, high-back red velvet chairs, an ornately carved small table, and a fireplace in the end wall large enough to drive a truck through. We dropped our bags on the parquet floor and turned around and around gazing at the high ceiling, the windows, and the fireplace.  
 
    “We’ll take it,” I said.  
 
    “Yeah,” Payton said. “I think so.”  
 
    We didn’t even know the price. But it wouldn’t have mattered. It felt like we stepped through a portal in time. It felt like a castle.  
 
    The woman produced four small, heavy-glass cups from somewhere hidden and poured us all more drinks. “Now you will have your palms read,” she said, “and then he can go.” She gestured with her chin disdainfully at her brother. It was as though neither of them had a choice in it — he had to read our palms, that was it.  
 
    I went to the windows and looked through. I gasped. The view was of the whole city, the river, the hill, and beyond. “Jesus,” I murmured. I wasn’t even sure we were still on any map.  
 
    When I turned around I saw Anika with her hand laid palm up in the lanky man’s two hands, where he curled his back over and stared down at it. Payton and Kyra sat in the tall-back red velvet chairs spaced too close together and they gazed all around themselves at the carved walls and arching ceiling that stretched high up through dust-haze streams of colored light that fell through the twelve tall, stained glass windows like they found themselves inside a kaleidoscope. The woman was off to the side with her eyes closed where she spun around and danced with herself to some song playing from her phone that didn’t sound like anything I recognized, played with instruments that didn’t sound like any I knew. It sounded like hand drums and violins, but then also like clarinets and hands clapping.  
 
    By the time they left us alone, no cots were brought to the enormous room.  
 
    “Maybe she’ll bring them later,” Kyra suggested. We read a note the woman left and a map she drew on a sheet of paper showing where to find showers and toilets down the winding halls outside the doors.  
 
    Before that strange, shifty woman and her weird lanky brother left Payton, Kyra, Anika and me in the huge empty ballroom of the old, decrepit castle, she lit a fire in the fireplace. We didn’t think there’d be a problem if we moved the bed in front of the fire and shifted the big thick rug to the floor between the bed and mantle. We moved the high-back red velvet chairs over, too, and made a cozy, smaller space around the fire, leaving most of the rest of the massive looming room to the dancing shadows arcing high over us across the ceiling and behind us and against the distant walls. The lights of Budapest at night glittered through the twelve tall and narrow stained glass windows that ran along the one long wall behind us.  
 
    “I guess it’s going to have to be one bed for all of us again,” Payton said.  
 
    “We can’t make Luke sleep on the floor,” Kyra said, talking with Payton about me as though I wasn’t there.  
 
    “If you think I should, I can manage, not like I haven’t done that before,” I said.  
 
    “Don’t be silly,” Anika said. “We’re Christians, we’re able to control ourselves.”  
 
    We pulled on our coats and shoes and crept out the tall doors of the former ballroom, felt our way back through the dark curving hallway to the front door — or back door, we never could tell which it was — and we slipped out for some dinner and fun in the city. We made sure to mark the map on our phones with the doors to the castle. It might be huge inside, but it was virtually invisible outside. I wasn’t even sure the thing existed in reality and wasn’t instead something found through a time-travel portal we passed through.  
 
    The alley might have been hidden, but we came quickly out onto a busy narrow street full of clubs and restaurants packed with people. The noise was startling after the silence inside the hidden and unknown castle back through the narrow streets. We had langos — a pizza-like street food that was sold on virtually every corner. We went through bars with live music, drank Dreher beers, and laughed and swayed down the narrow streets of the lively entertainment district, arms over each other’s shoulders, four abreast, and loving life.  
 
    We found a mysterious bar that was enshrouded in darkness and steeped in history, judging from the gargoyles that perched around the ornate woodwork over the bar. We crowded into a small circular leather booth in the corner beside the stained glass windows and ordered drafts and pretzels.  
 
    “Guys,” Anika said. “I mean it, we have to be more careful tonight,” she said. Her hand, meanwhile was on my upper lap, squeezing and releasing with a grip creeping further up my thigh.  
 
    She wasn’t the only one. Payton was also scratching her nails and squeezing her hand into my other thigh, her’s even more dangerously higher up and closer to my groin. “We definitely shouldn’t do any of that,” Payton said, and she nodded affirmatively at Anika. “It was a mistake, last night,” she said firmly to me.  
 
    “And the night before that?” I said.  
 
    Anika rolled her eyes. “So we make mistakes!” she said, annoyed with me, and she shook her head. “You could try a little restraint yourself, you know!” she said.  
 
    “Maybe he was sent to tempt us . . . “ Kyra said.  
 
    “If he was,” Payton said, and she slumped back into the leather backrest of our tight circular booth seat. “ . . . we’re all failing and very badly.”  
 
    “And now we’re all stuck in the same bed — again!” Anika said, and she widened her eyes and glared at her thick glass of beer. “What are we going to do?” She glanced quickly at me through the corners of her eyes. Her mouth briefly curled at its extreme corners.  
 
    “Three strikes and we’re out, girls,” Payton said. “The first night was an accident, the second night — well, it was so tiny in that sleeper car on the train, wasn’t it,” she said, looking at me. “It was too hard not to,” she said in a hushed groan, and her hand cupped secretly around my cock and balls under my pants. “But tonight, we really have to try!” She squeezed me there so hard I flinched.  
 
    Anika touched her finger to the bottom of my chin and turned my face toward her face. “You have to not, too, okay?” she said. Her eyebrows curved and her mouth dropped open. She was pleading with me. Meanwhile, her fingernail dragged over my skin just inside the waist of my jeans, and her fingers pushed further down under my pants. They curled into the skin just above my cock, under the waist of my shorts, and perilously close to it.  
 
    “Say you’ll try,” Kyra said, leaning over the table closer to my face. “Promise you won’t . . . “ she paused and curled her lips between her teeth. “ . . . fuck us, for fuck sakes!” she said, mouthing the bad words to me to avoid saying them. Her toes traced up the back of my calf under the table. Also secretly. All three of them were pawing and clawing at me, all in secret to each other. For maybe not.  
 
    “Pinkies!” Payton said, and she held her hand out over the glass candle in the middle of our table with her pinky extended. All our faces were lit in the golden flickering light, all of us somber and serious. Anika curled her pinky around Payton’s, and then Kyra joined them. They all looked at me.  
 
    “You too,” Payton said.  
 
    “You especially,” Kyra said. Her foot grappled around my leg. Payton’s finger traced the outline of my cock where it bulged under my pants. Anika pushed her hand further under the waist of my shorts and she curled it around my balls, warm skin on warm skin. They had to have felt each other’s hands down there, right?  
 
    I joined my pinky with all of their pinkies where we held them over the flame of the lone candle.  
 
    “Swear to it,” Payton said to me.  
 
    “Swear to what, exactly?” I said.  
 
    “That you won’t fuck us tonight!” Anika said in a hushed, desperate voice. She also mouthed that one word to avoid saying it, like that made it okay.  
 
    “We’re not allowed to do that like you are!” Payton said, pleadingly to me. “We already told you that, too. Don’t be so dense!”  
 
    “What am I supposed to do,” I said, “if you’re all trying to do it with me?” I didn’t want to point out how they were all groping me at that very moment.  
 
    “You just don’t let us!” Payton said. She looked at Anika on my other side and shook her head and rolled her eyes at her like I was being intentionally thick about it.  
 
    “Anyway, you already got into all of our pants, how much does one man want or need!?” Anika said, and she glared at me.  
 
    “I didn’t get to last night, though,” Kyra said.  
 
    “Shut up!” both Anika and Payton said to her at once, and she squinted her eyes and made a show of pouting again.  
 
    “So do you pinky swear?” Payton said.  
 
    I scrutinized their three pinkies all twisted together in front of me. “So even if you’re all coming on to me?” I said.  
 
    “Especially if we are!” Anika said.  
 
    “Why is it all on me?” I said.  
 
    They all rolled their eyes like the answer was obvious. I shrugged, I shook my head, but I joined their pinkies with mine and we shook on it. At the very same moment, Anika squeezed my bare balls, Payton squeezed my hardening cock through my pants, and Kyra pushed her toes up between my legs. I had my doubts about the coming night.  
 
    Down the street we found a club and they all dragged and pushed me inside, laughing and squealing. First Payton danced with me, pressing her abdomen into mine, twirling around and dragging her ass over my groin, and wrapping her arms around my neck and hanging her body from mine. Then Kyra joined her, the two of them laughing and teasing me, gyrating their bodies against mine, grabbing at me on the dance floor and pushing their asses into my crotch. When Anika came out onto the floor to join them, they all hung off me, kissing me and feeling me up. It was dark enough and crowded enough on the dance floor that probably no one really noticed what was going on.  
 
    With me having pinky-promised the girls that I would hold them off in bed later that night, they seemed loosened up from whatever leashes they earlier might have thought they had put on themselves. Payton started it.  
 
    She lifted her face to mine, grinned, and wagged it back and forth at me, sticking her tongue out. “No pounding any of our sweet little pussies tonight!” she said, and she dropped her mouth wide open, smiled broadly at me, and scrunched her hand around my cock inside my pants.  
 
    “Yeah!” Kyra said, and she pushed herself up to wiggle against me with her bum and push it back into my groin. She wrapped her arms around my neck and hung from me, making sure she wriggled her ass directly against my cock below. “No shoving it in my tight little pussy . . . ” she said, and she buried her tongue deep into my mouth, “ . . . or my best friend Payton’s tight little pussy . . . ” she said, and she moaned sexually with her lips hovering over my lips, “ . . . or my other best friend Anika’s tight little pussy,” she said, and she swung her legs around and laughed.  
 
    All three of them leaned over the small table toward me when we went back to it together. “Are you going to be able to do it?” Anika said, and she curled her tongue around her lips and bit it. Payton pressed the side of her face against the side of Payton’s face. “Three cute young girls like us in your bed?” she said. “It’s going to be so hard for you! We might all be naked too, with a fireplace like that. All in bed with you together.” She laughed. “Can you stand it?”  
 
    Kyra laughed too, and squealed and pushed her face against Payton’s face so that all three of them were pressed together looking at me with fading, narrowed eyes, tongues licking lips, moans and groans emanating from deep in their throats. Kyra grunted. “No fucky-wucky for poor Lukey-Wukey tonight,” she said. “And the bed is so small, too!”  
 
    First Payton and Anika kissed, and then Kyra kissed Payton, and soon, all three of them were necking together with their faces pushed over the table and close to my face. They moaned and groaned at first to tease me, but their sounds soon become genuinely aroused. That’s how things often started: they began by teasing me, then soon got carried away with each other.  
 
    “Uh, guys,” I said, “public.”  
 
    “He’s right,” Anika said, pulling away from the other two. “Let’s go home!”  
 
    I meant for them to stop, not carry on but in a more private place, but there was no stopping them once they got wound up. We made our way, barely, back to the castle and through it’s huge double doors, where we felt our way back down the narrow curving hallway to the tall double doors of our ballroom-bedroom, and came inside to find the fire still live, the room still toasty warm, and the bed ready for us. I was nominated to go find the bathroom first, and used the map the woman drew for us to find it not far away. It was modern, too, which surprised me. I washed up and got ready and came back. I told them where it was and that it was big with two sinks and lots of towels, and they all went together to find it. I got into bed in only my shorts. I couldn’t sleep otherwise. A t-shirt would have been too warm.  
 
    They came back later in their long and loose t-shirts and panties, all three of them. I had been sitting up in bed leaning on the headboard on pillows staring over the foot of the bed and into the glorious fire I had restocked with new wood. Payton and Anika and Kyra all found reason to stand between the bed and the fire on the cozy rug we moved in front of it, curling their toes into the sumptuous fur. Payton started it first, stretching like a cat, seemingly ignoring me behind her, and then pulling her t-shirt up and over her head to let her hair fall down in cascades over her bare back. She jutted her ass back out toward me and stuck her chest out. She wasn’t wearing a bra. The gentle curves of her breasts and ribs and waist were highlighted by the firelight.  
 
    “The fire feels so good on bare skin,” she groaned.  
 
    Anika stood beside her also with her back to me and did exactly the same thing, tugging her t-shirt up over her head, contorting in her body, and twisting to face Payton beside her like I wasn’t even there, watching their show. “Feels too good,” she said, and she cupped her hands over the silhouette profile of her small breasts. I caught her peeking over her shoulder at me.  
 
    Kyra went last, tugging her t-shirt up and over her head and tossing her hair out and down her back. And then, just like they planned it, no doubt, they all wrapped their arms around each other’s waists, turned around, and faced me, each of them naked but for their panties. Ensuring they had my full attention with the fire to their backs, they turned to each other and began kissing and necking in front of me. Payton pushed Anika’s panties half way down her legs so that they stretched between her thighs, and Anika pushed Kyra’s panties all the way down so that they crumpled at her feet.  
 
    In minutes, they were all stepping out of their discarded panties and kneeling on the foot of the bed between my eyes and the fire, and there they necked and petted each other and laughed and teased one another. They pretended I wasn’t there, but it was all an obvious show for me. They were constantly making sure I could see what I was meant to see. Kyra started feeling up Payton’s breasts and she leaned over and sucked on one and then the other of her nipples. Payton caught her breath and shivered and reached around behind Anika’s ass, and I saw her finger push through between her legs from behind, and enter her through her pussy lips. Anika rolled onto her back and pulled Payton down on top of her and they mashed their hips together, grinding and squirming and moaning and groaning.  
 
    I reached for Kyra’s ass where it swayed in front of me, but she spun around and wagged her finger at me with a grin. “Nuh-uh, no touching,” she said.  
 
    “I thought it was no fucking,” I said.  
 
    She came up to me on her hands and knees and wrapped her arms around my neck. Her body, hot from the fire, naked and twisting, pressed into me through the sheets I was still under. “That too,” she said, and she reached down under her hips and pulled the sheet tight over my erection and stroked me through it and laughed.  
 
    Anika knelt up on her knees and walked high over my legs where they stretched out under the single white sheet. She laughed and curled her hand around my cock wrapped in the sheet that Kyra pushed down over it, and she teased her pussy lips with the sheet-covered head of my cock where it stood straight up and enshrouded. “You want it so bad,” she said. “But you pinky swore!” she squealed, and she laughed. She pushed her pussy lips down harder over the head of my cock that strained through the sheet. I couldn’t enter her because the sheet remained between us, but my head was inside her all the same. She made it wet, too.  
 
    Soon all three of Payton, Kyra, and Anika were sprawled over me, all of them completely naked, and me, naked too — Kyra had seen to that, removing my shorts by reaching under the sheet. They pinned me down keeping the sheet between us, all the way up to my neck. They continued to neck with each other and with me, and they teased my cock through the sheet and rubbed themselves all over me and each other, but the sheet remained in place between our bodies.  
 
    Kyra knelt over my chest and pushed her pussy against my mouth and I dragged the tip of my tongue through the crevice of her pussy lips and circled it around the nib at the top without touching it directly, and she wavered on her knees and pumped my face with her groin.  
 
    Payton and Anika fell into a 69 all over again beside me and over top of me, too, moaning far too loud for a room like that in a building like that. They jerked their bodies at each other’s faces, already primed by the dancing at the club and by the way they’d had fun teasing me all night about not getting to fuck them. They all seemed to like going down on each other, but only with their bodies sprawled over me.  
 
    Kyra began to buck against my face and I licked her, even though she hyperventilated and mashed her hips hard against me. She collapsed and ground her hands down into her pelvis and rolled onto her side and moaned about how unfair everything was. Payton and Anika took turns bringing their mouths down over my cock where they stood it up between their faces, still tightly wrapped in the sheet. The light of the fire made shadows dance, the ceiling and walls extended to an infinite darkness, the city lights twinkled through the multi-colored stained glass down one side of the room, and the giggles and gasps and sharply caught breaths of three young ladies far from home filled the space and my mind.  
 
    Finally, Payton tore the sheet away and I felt the air on my cock, but only for a moment, before she took it in her mouth, bare this time.  
 
    “Payton!” Anika moaned at her, but Payton came off me and tucked Anika’s hair behind her ear and guided my cock with her fist around it into Anika’s mouth that she pushed down.  
 
    “It’s okay, it’s not really sex,” she said to Anika reassuringly, as she watched Anika consume my cock all the way to the back of her throat. “You said so yourself,” Payton said.  
 
    As soon as Anika came off me, Payton greedily shoved her own mouth down over my cock just as deeply as she had made Anika take me. When Payton came off for breath, Kyra straddled my hips, already having recovered from her earlier climax.  
 
    “Kyra!” Payton cried out loud, and she pulled Kyra off my hips. But no sooner had Kyra spilled over sideways, laughing and languid all over the bed than Payton positioned herself over my hips and reached through her legs from behind to wrap her fist around my shaft and steady me for her own pussy.  
 
    Anika shouted at her and they struggled over my body, but they were also laughing too hard for either of them to gain much strength or position over the other.  
 
    Finally Anika shouldered Payton hard enough to knock her off the bed, and she positioned herself over my erection close enough that the tip of the head of my cock kissed the wet and shining lips of her pussy.  
 
    Payton came up to kneel on the side of the bed and she reached under Anika’s thrusting hips and covered the head of my cock with her hand. “You can’t, Anika!” she said. “We’re not allowed!”  
 
    “Just a bit!” Anika protested.  
 
    “Let her just a bit,” Kyra said beside me where she pressed the side of her face against mine. She was rubbing her pussy and sinking her finger into herself watching Payton and Anika fight over my body. “It’s not fucking if it’s just a little bit,” she said.  
 
    “Just a little bit then,” Payton said, “and then I get to,” she added.  
 
    Anika collapsed over me with her hands pressing into my shoulders and her breasts hanging down into my chest. Payton clasped her hand tighter around my cock’s shaft to maintain control, and Anika bit her lip at my face. I felt her pussy come down over the head of my cock. Her hips shook and her wetness covered my shaft.  
 
    “Let me have more,” Anika said.  
 
    “No, Anika!” Payton said. “More than an inch and it’s officially fucking!”  
 
    “Two inches is the rule!” Anika said, and she pressed her body down harder against Payton’s hand where she wrapped it around my shaft tighter, keeping it out of Anika’s pussy.  
 
    “Then I get two inches too!” Payton said.  
 
    “What about me?” Kyra said. “I get two inches too!” They made rules up like someone else made up stories.  
 
    “Wait your turn, Kyra,” Payton said. Anika pressed herself down harder and Payton removed one of her hands to let her have more of my cock. “Just two more times,” she said to Anika.  
 
    Anika pumped her pussy down my cock and leaned her head down to kiss me on the mouth. When Payton nudged her, she rolled off my body and fell down beside me. “Two inches only!” she said to Payton. “And only three times, too,” she said. “Just like me.”  
 
    Kyra gasped at her. “Oh my god, you went down on him more than three times!” she said.  
 
    “But not two inches every time!” Anika corrected her.  
 
    Payton gathered her hair around her shoulder to see down her body where she reached around in front of herself. She held my cock in her hand straight up under her pussy and pushed her lips down around the head. She dragged the head through the lips forward and back, and raised her face to mine. 
 
    “You’re so wet already from Anika’s pussy,” she said, and she grinned at me. “Whose pussy do you like the best?” she said.  
 
    Kyra knelt up beside Payton and pulled her hair around her shoulder and kissed her neck. “Does his cock feel good inside, Pay?” she said, and she smirked.  
 
    Payton rolled her head sideways to Kyra. “What do you think?” she moaned with breathiness, and they kissed each other on the lips.  
 
    Kyra pushed her hand down the front of Payton’s body, over her pussy, and down my shaft. She wrapped her hand around my cock and drew the tip of the head up between Payton’s pussy lips.  
 
    “You want to fuck him so bad, I can tell,” Kyra said to her, and she smirked.  
 
    “If you keep doing that to me with his dick, I just might have to,” Payton said.  
 
    Anika leapt up and laughed and knelt behind Payton, hugging her from behind and molding the front of her body to the back of Payton’s body. She dropped her face around Payton’s neck from behind and kissed her on the neck. “Do me now,” she said, and she pushed her naked pelvis into Payton’s bare ass hard enough to nudge her forward over me.  
 
    Payton snickered but Anika pushed harder until my cock came out of her pussy, and Anika drew the head of it through the lips of her own pussy, teasing it back and forth like she had with Payton’s lips.  
 
    “Were you going to fuck him anyway, do you think?” Anika groaned privately into Payton’s ear from behind.  
 
    Payton reached up and over the back of her head and clutched her fingers in the hair on the back of Anika’s head behind her. “Fuck, Anika, I might have to,” Payton said in nearly a cry.  
 
    Kyra snickered and swung her knee over my chest to kneel over my face backward and she moved down onto her elbows, lowered her pussy, sopping, to my mouth, and kissed the shaft of my cock that she held stiffly in her hand under Anika’s wavering hips. She moved it first through the dripping pussy lips of Anika, and then through the glistening pussy lips of Payton who knelt closely behind her. Both of them shivered and their thighs went tense. I wrapped my arms up and around Kyra’s hips and lapped my tongue through her pussy lips that were even wetter than the other two.  
 
    Kyra gasped and pulled my cock out from under Payton’s pussy and sank her mouth down over it. My body leapt up under her, the change in temperature and sensation was so startling, and she popped it back out of her mouth and drew it more deeply through Payton’s pussy, and then through Anika’s pussy behind her again. The sensation was unmistakable: I knew that Anika spread her knees on the bed and sank her hips down further to take my cock much deeper into her pussy than just through the lips. When Kyra, her hips rotating over my face and her pussy grinding into my mouth, pulled my cock forward to touch Payton’s pussy lips, Payton cried to the ceiling and slipped even further down on my cock than Anika had.  
 
    “Such a bad girl,” Kyra groaned at her and she popped my cock out of Payton’s pussy and sank her mouth down the full length of it. Her tongue swirled around my shaft inside the heat of her mouth. When she pushed it back under Anika’s pussy, Anika sank all the way down on it, taking it as deeply into her pussy as she could. When she came off, Kyra pulled my cock under Payton’s pussy, and she sank down all the way on it, too, and pumped herself up and down on me as much as she could, before Kyra laughed and pushed her up and off me, and she pulled my cock out from under her.  
 
    “So much for not fucking him,” Kyra cried out loud, before completely enveloping my cock in her mouth.  
 
    Anika pushed Payton hard from behind making her fall forward over top of Kyra and me, and she caught my cock in her hand, squeezed it, and sank her pussy down on it until our hips crashed together, and she pumped herself on me and rolled her head back to face the ceiling.  
 
    Kyra pulled her hips down from my face and started pushing Anika backward. “We said no fucking!” she cried at her, and when Anika fell off my cock from Kyra’s shove, Kyra quickly positioned her hips over my hips facing the other way, and she dropped herself down on my shaft and twisted herself with my cock deep inside her pussy.  
 
    Payton laughed and stood up over Kyra where she pumped her body on mine, and she shoved and tugged at her shoulders. Both of them were laughing too hard to gather much strength. Anika stood up on the bed too, and she hip checked Payton hard enough to make her fall over, and she quickly landed on my body and drove her pussy down hard over my cock.  
 
    All three girls laughed and screamed and yelped as they wrestled each other and fought over my cock with their dripping pussies. I tried to settle them down and I tried to shush them — they were making far too much noise — but they were like three kittens in a box, the way they struggled with each other and took my cock in their mouths, their hands, and their pussies. In the middle of it all, I had a distinct impression that it wasn’t the first time those three girls rolled around naked together and laughed, but it might have been the first time with a boy under them.  
 
    I tried to warn them but they were too far gone with their frolicking fun. When Anika and Kyra fought each other over pumping my cock in their mouths, I tapped their shoulders, but that only seemed to further encourage them. I realized they were trying to make me cum — that they were competing for who could make me spurt in their mouth first. When Payton pushed her mouth down the full length of my shaft, I was unable to hold myself back any longer, and she got it, right through the back of her throat.  
 
    She pulled off me and pumped her fist in the air and whooped triumphantly. Driblets of my cum ran down her chin. Kyra pushed her mouth down my shaft and got more of me, making me spurt in her mouth, too, and run out over her chin, and finally, Anika finished me off and licked me all over to clean me. All three laughed and made eyes at me with my cum all over all of their lips and chins.  
 
    When I regained consciousness, I saw in the dim light of the dying fire the three of them, still naked and lying sprawled over each other, kissing each other on the mouth and caressing each other. We eventually fell asleep on the bed in front of the glowing embers of the fireplace, spent and exhausted. And also defeated — the vow was broken into pieces a third straight night.  
 
    Payton found a gig the next morning, driving someone’s car to where they moved, from Budapest to Split down the Croatian coast seven hours away. Of course we jumped at it.  
 
    “Do you have a girlfriend back home?” Payton said to me. Her and I were in the back seat for that shift, while Anika drove and Kyra rode shotgun.  
 
    “I’d better not, or I won’t anymore,” I said, raising my eyebrows at her. “Way we carried on last night.”  
 
    “That was Kyra’s fault this time,” Payton said.  
 
    Kyra spun around and dropped her mouth open at Payton. “I beg your pardon!” she said. “I hardly think so! You and Anika were both doing it first!”  
 
    “I had to, though,” Anika said from the driver’s seat, and she caught me in the rear view mirror and shrugged. “I did, really,” she said.  
 
    “We all had to, I guess,” Payton said. “I really thought we’d be able to deny ourselves, though.”  
 
    “Yeah right,” Kyra snorted over her seat back at Payton. “Us three and this guy, all sharing a bed in a room like that in front of a big fireplace like that — fat chance, Pay,” she said.  
 
    Payton wrapped her fingers up in mine where our hands came together between us in the back seat. “You don’t really mind, though, do you,” she said.  
 
    “I feel used,” I said, and I frowned. Anika burst out laughing and Kyra shook her head and rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Well in case it matters to you,” Kyra said, “none of us have boyfriends at the moment either, so . . . “  
 
    “So if we did, we wouldn’t anymore, either,” Payton said, and she smirked at me. “The way you manhandled us last night.”  
 
    “Me?! I was just lying there trying to sleep,” I said.  
 
    At that, all three of them yelped and groaned and shook their heads and I rolled my face out to the window at my side and snorted. The flat and featureless countryside of Hungary gave way to the dry and rolling hills of Croatia as we drew ever nearer to the Adriatic coast.  
 
    “Anyway, this is our free year,” Anika said. “No school, no job, no home, and no boyfriends!” she shouted from the driver’s seat.  
 
    Payton turned to me in the backseat and stuck her tongue out at me and wagged her head leaning over closer to me. “No boyfriends!” she cried at me. “Hear that?”  
 
    “So don’t get any ideas!” Kyra said from the front seat.  
 
    “Hey,” I said, “I just want to be free, too.”  
 
    “That makes four of us, then,” Payton said.  
 
    “We did say ‘no boys’ when we left home,” Anika said. “Not just ‘No boyfriends.’”  
 
    “Potato, potahto,” Payton said. “You’re not going to take any of this seriously, are you?” she said to me.  
 
    “I’m not about to buy three rings, if that’s what you’re asking,” I said.  
 
    “So if I go down on you right now in the back seat, you’re not going to take it the wrong way?” she said.  
 
    “Oh my god!” Kyra said from the front seat. “Payton’s going to fuck him again!”  
 
    “I didn’t say fuck him,” Payton said, and she kicked at the back of Kyra’s seat. “Just go down on him,” she said and she snickered. She reached over and scrunched her hand in my groin. “It’s a test to see if he’s going to make the mistake of falling in love.”  
 
    “Didn’t you already ask him which pussy he likes best last night?” Kyra said. She pulled her sleeve up over her hand and covered her mouth. Her eyes glowed like embers from inside her short blonde hair.  
 
    “And he didn’t answer me,” Payton said. Both of her hands worked together to undo my pants and draw down my fly. She reached inside and pulled my cock out and stood it up in her fist.  
 
    “How come you didn’t answer her,” Kyra said. She studied how Payton wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked it. I couldn’t see, but I was pretty sure her hand was down the front of her pants again.  
 
    “Because he gets all three this way,” Anika said. “Played exactly the way a guy would play it.” She shook her head at me when she found me in the rear view mirror.  
 
    “Like you guys aren’t playing me exactly the way you want to,” I said. “Sharing me around between you so none of you have to worry about me as a boyfriend-like thing,” I said. 
 
    “What the hell is a boyfriend-like thing?” Kyra said.  
 
    Payton pulled her shoulder strap off and leaned over the back seat to bring her face down into my lap. She licked the head of my cock, kissed the shaft of it, and twisted her face sideways up to me. “Yeah,” she said, and she slid her full and warm lips up and down the length of my shaft she caressed in the palm of her hand. “What is a boyfriend-like thing?”  
 
    “Payton is sucking on his boyfriend-like thing right now,” Kyra said to Anika and she chuckled. She also stared, unable to pull her eyes away. Payton pushed her mouth down over the head of my cock and I leaned back in the seat and rolled my face to the jagged ridge we passed through as we crested the pass through the coastal hills.  
 
    “I’m shocked at all of us,” Anika said. “We were doing pretty good too, until Luke showed up in Frankfurt.”  
 
    “He might be right, though,” Kyra said. “Maybe we’re able to have fun with him without it becoming anything none of us want, just because it’s all of us doing it with him,” she said. “And not just one.”  
 
    “So like, none of us can get serious with him because he’s already doing our best friends?” Anika said.  
 
    “Not sure if he’s doing our best friend in the back seat right now,” Kyra said, “or she’s doing him.”  
 
    “Stop watching then!” Payton said to Kyra when she lifted her face from my lap and popped my cock out of her mouth.  
 
    “I like watching,” Kyra said.  
 
    “This is turning into the wildest year ever,” Anika said.  
 
    Payton scanned around the car. We were on a two lane road that was quiet. She rolled back into her seat and lifted her legs.  
 
    “Oh my god,” Kyra said to Anika. “I think she’s going to fuck him again!”  
 
    “Payton!” Anika shouted from the front seat. “Let the guy rest once in a while, would you?”  
 
    They all laughed. Payton pushed her panties down her legs and up and off her feet that poked at the ceiling of the car. “I can’t help it,” she said. “He turned me into something I’m not.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Kyra said, “like a devil woman!” she said and she laughed and shook her head.  
 
    Payton bit her bottom lip and spun around to throw her leg over my lap and she curled her body down on top of me and pushed her forehead into my forehead. Her fingers reached between our groins and she pulled on my cock under her hips. I wrapped my hands around her shoulders and she curled her spine in and pushed her pussy lips down over the head of my cock.  
 
    “You don’t mind, do you?” she said. “I just have to.”  She spoke in a private moan to me as she sank down the length of my shaft and took me in her pussy as deep as I could go, and she kissed me with her tongue penetrating my mouth almost as deeply.  
 
    “Payton is officially the worst of all of us,” Kyra said. I could see over Payton’s heaving shoulders Kyra watching Payton from behind as she fucked me in the seat behind Anika, and I could see her elbow moving in the way it would if someone was masturbating.  
 
    “Leave me alone,” Payton groaned into my shoulder and she chuckled. Her breath caught in short, sharp bursts and her fingers tightened around the back of my neck.  
 
    “Until this trip,” Kyra said, “I never saw people do it before.”  
 
    “Me neither,” Anika said. “It’s hot.”  
 
    “Uh-huh,” Kyra said.  
 
    Payton bit my neck and breathed hard down my back. She rammed her hips hard into my lap and her pussy gripped my cock all over inside her and she slid easily up and down my cock, being so wet, her pussy foamed. A car went by, but rather than get off me, she only hunkered down further into me, and pumped me with her pussy faster, harder, and deeper.  
 
    I felt her pussy muscles contract around my cock and I sensed her breathing stop. Her nails dug into the skin on the back of my neck and her legs shook where they squeezed around my hips. She started crying to herself, “Oh my god! Oh my god!” and every muscle in her body went hard as stone. The car bumped and swayed over the road.  
 
    I tried to hold back but I was powerless. Her pussy milked me inside her. I erupted so hard into her I nearly lost consciousness. She cried out loud at the same time and pressed her hand into the ceiling of the car to brace herself against my lap that threw her up and down. I sprayed my cum inside her with the ferocity of a hose and she cried out loud and caught her breath. When we finally subsided, she rolled off me and flopped into the seat beside me, he legs akimbo and her arms flopped over the seat. She started to laugh and I drifted into a sleep.  
 
    We cleaned up just in time for Anika to pull into a gas station and snack shop. When we got back into the car, Kyra took the wheel, Payton got into the passenger seat, and Anika climbed into the back with me. I looked over at her as Kyra pulled back out onto the road, and she dropped the seatbelt from her shoulder.  
 
    “Oh no,” I groaned, and all three girls peeled with laughter.  
 
    We came down the hill to the coast and the ancient Roman vacation town of Split opened up before us. Behind it, the Adriatic Sea glittered in the late afternoon sunlight and the sky raged in orange. Payton, ever the efficient organizer, navigated us to the apartment she found to rent before we left Budapest. Kyra pulled up to a vast white wall and her and Payton leaned forward to look up through the top of our front window. 
 
    “It looks like a Roman ruin,” I said.  
 
    “It is,” Payton said.  
 
    “So cool,” Kyra said.  
 
    We got out and stretched our legs and cast our gazes around. It was warmer for sure, which is why we were so intent on making a lot of distance in a southerly direction. It was also disorienting. Shops and restaurants had come over time to re-inhabit the ancient Roman ruins, and the old stone walls were fitted with modern windows and doors.  
 
    “Get our stuff up and inside,” Payton said, “and then we’ll take the car to where it’s supposed to go.”  
 
    The rest of us nodded silently, still gawking around and above us, none of us ever having been in that kind of environment before — actually inside an ancient ruins, especially one not cordoned off to be looked at from a distance, but to be walking right up to and into it, as well.  
 
    Payton tried the code on the lock box, found the key inside, and pulled open the ultra modern door. Inside was the ultra ancient narrow stone staircase between the curving stone wall to the floor above the shops and restaurants, and the apartments built into the walls over them.  
 
    We climbed silently, as though the history begged for our respect. Payton found the right arched door and opened it and we went inside. It, like the building, and like the whole city, too, was a disorienting mixture of extremely ancient and ultra modern. The hardwood floor and thick-framed triple pane windows were all sleek Euro. The stone walls, though, were all ancient Roman summer vacation home. Outside and all around us spread the narrow twisting Roman streets of the old city — the old Roman getaway resort — and beyond that, the glittering Adriatic.  
 
    “Two bedrooms,” Anika came back to the living room to report. The rest of us nodded silently. We had been rooted to the spot, staring around at our walls and out the huge patio doors to all the other walls that snaked around us.  
 
    “This place is like nothing I’ve ever seen,” Kyra said in a low monotone.  
 
    “It’s like a movie,” Payton said.  
 
    “It certainly isn’t Kansas,” Anika said. She passed her arm through my arm. “One bed in each room,” she said softly to me.  
 
    Kyra finally, reluctantly, turned from the scene of the setting sun. “And my turn first,” she said. “If he’s got any brains left to fuck out of him, that is, after what you did to him in the backseat of the car,” she said to Anika.  
 
    Anika gasped in mock horror. “Oh my god, it was nothing compared to what Payton did!” she said.  
 
    “Anyway, I get him tonight,” Kyra said. “You two will just have to lick each other,” she said, and she burst out laughing.  
 
    We showered and changed and headed out looking for dinner in the tiny twisting streets. We found the bay lined with palm trees and settled into a lively outdoor bistro and had squid and black risotto and little dumplings as the sea turned black around us.  
 
    “Do you think we would have done the things we do with each other if Luke didn’t show up?” Payton said to Anika.  
 
    “Meaning?” she said.  
 
    Payton snorted and bit her lip. “The way we sort of get into it,” she said, “with each other,” she added more quietly. “We never did it that much before.”  
 
    “We didn’t,” Kyra said. “Is it the same thing though? Is it because of Luke, that nothing is serious? Whereas, if he weren’t here, we’d be too afraid? It would be too serious?”  
 
    “Afraid of what, though?” Anika said.  
 
    “You know,” Payton said.  
 
    “We’re Christians,” they all said together, and they all laughed and turned their faces away from each other.  
 
    “What do you think?” Kyra said to me. “You’re being awfully quiet over there,” she said, and she kicked my shin under the table and smirked.  
 
    “Yeah,” Payton said, and she turned in her chair to face me. “What do you think when you see us doing that?” She rested her chin in the palm of her hand like we were talking about cooking habits. She had crossed her legs and her raised foot swung back and forth as rapidly as a cat’s thinking tail.  
 
    “I’m a little pre-occupied myself when you’re doing that,” I said.  
 
    “But now,” Payton said. “Thinking back.” She wasn’t letting me off the hook. Her eyes narrowed at mine. Anika and Kyra weren’t going to rescue me either. They stared just as intently at me as Payton had been.  
 
    “Okay,” I finally said, seeing no way out. I gazed across the still waters of the Adriatic. “There’s no doubt that if it were just one of you and me,” I said, nodding at each of them around our tiny round table, “it would feel a lot more like a usual boyfriend-girlfriend kind of thing, sleeping together in Frankfurt, fooling around on the train to Budapest, playing in the car on the way down here to Split,” I said. “But it being with all three of you . . . “ I said and I paused. “ . . . it makes it more purely recreational, if you know what I mean,” I said. “It can’t be emotional, because that would then be all about excluding others. This way, it’s automatically open, even though it remains closed completely to anyone else. At least, I think it is,” I said, and I laughed.  
 
    “It definitely is,” Payton said. “Just because the three of us play around like we do, there’s no way I want anyone else involved — it’s as closed as any normal and serious relationship would be. For me, anyway.”  
 
    “Hard agree,” Anika said.  
 
    “So funny, that,” Kyra said. “We didn’t even talk about it before, it all just sort of happened by accident, but we all feel the same way — it’s totally exclusive for me, too, and yet . . .  There’s four of us!” she said, and she laughed.  
 
    “I certainly don’t want anyone knowing about it,” Anika said.  
 
    “Certainly nobody from home,” Payton said.  
 
    “Oh my god, I’d die!” Kyra said.  
 
    “And yet,” I said, “here we are, all four of us, probably looking like we’re in a relationship in every way to everyone around us, except for the fact there’s three girls and one guy.”  
 
    Kyra, Payton, and Anika instantly fell back in their chairs and away from me and each other and we all chuckled and darted our gazes around. It was like we were unaware of what we looked like up to that moment, the four of us sitting close like that, carrying on like lovers, but out in public.  
 
    “Well we are in Europe,” Anika said. “Far, far from home,” she added, and she leaned over to me and kissed me on the mouth.  
 
    Payton gazed around furtively but when Anika fell back in her chair, she closed her mouth over mine and kissed me lover-like even longer than Anika had. Not to be left out, when Payton sat back, both her and Anika watched with grins on their faces as Kyra leaned over and took my mouth with hers in the same way. Anyone watching would have seen three different girls kiss me like first-time lovers in rapid succession.  
 
    When they all sat back contented and relaxed, Payton said to me, “You’re three headed monster, that you yourself created,” she said, and she laughed.  
 
    “Are you guys sure you don’t feel anything about it?” I said. “I mean, I am a guy getting it on with three 20 year old girls, it’s pretty much half the internet when it comes to porn fantasies,” I said, and I laughed.  
 
    “Do you think girls are always looking for steady relationships all the time?” Payton said. “We have pretty much the same equipment as guys, really,” she said. “Everybody likes having fun — maybe all we’ve done is find a way to have fun without having to put in all the time and energy of a relationship to get it,” she said. “It’s what works, for now,” she said.  
 
    “It definitely works for me, for now,” Anika said with a nod.  
 
    “It’s the perfect thing, like you both said, for now,” Kyra said.  
 
    We did some clubs, we walked along the waterfront, and we tasted more things, before we finally made our way back to the Roman ruins apartment and settled in for the night. The white sectional couch was almost too big and comfortable and we all stuck our feet out and sank deeply into it in only our t-shirts and panties or shorts.  
 
    Kyra stretched in an obvious way and stood up. She nudged her head when she caught my eyes, and she laughed and reached out for my wrist that she yanked.  
 
    “Kyra’s getting fu-ucked!” Payton sang out, and she laughed.  
 
    “Don’t let her scream so much, Luke,” Anika said. “Trying to sleep in the next room, you know.”  
 
    “Is that all we’re doing?” Payton said to her.  
 
    “See what you’ve done to all of us?” Kyra said to me. “We’re not like this normally.”  
 
    I looked over her shoulder. Payton and Anika were already necking on the couch.  
 
    “I don’t know how that’s my fault — it all came up suspiciously easily,” I said.  
 
    “Seriously,” Kyra said, and she rolled her eyes like I would never understand. She pulled me into the bedroom and shut the door. She turned me to face her and dropped her arms over my shoulders. I held her by her waist and we brought our groins together. “We never did it, honest, not like this, until you,” she said, and she tilted her head sideways, opened her mouth, and took my mouth in a long, passionate, and moaning kiss. 
 
    “You’ll have to watch your noises,” I said.  
 
    She shook her head and rolled her eyes. “Anika loves listening to it, don’t kid yourself,” she said, and she tugged her loose t-shirt up over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She tore my t-shirt off me, pushed my shorts down my legs, and pulled me backward to the edge of the bed. She knelt on it shuffling backward.  
 
    I curled my fingers into the waist of her panties and drew them down her legs. She rocked on her knees to help me get them off her, and we came back together, now completely naked. My cock rose up between her legs and pushed into the bottom of her gap.  
 
    “Do I get you all night?” she said.  
 
    “How do you guys decide that about me?” I said.  
 
    She shrugged and buried her mouth on mine. She reached down and cradled my cock in her hand. “Search me,” she said. “It just seems to work out, somehow.”  
 
    I knelt up on the bed and pushed her down under me. She laughed and rolled.  
 
    “Keep it down in there, you two,” we heard Payton’s voice through our door, but then we also heard the other bedroom door close, and both of them laughing and squealing in their own room through the wall.  
 
    “Payton is worst of all,” Kyra said, and she pulled me down on her and wrapped her legs around my waist.  
 
    I entered her by surprise. We usually took longer to get to that. She gasped and chirped as though in pain, and her chest arched deeply up and her jaw dropped wildly down. I pushed myself more deeply inside her and she sucked breath and rolled her head side to side under me. When I penetrated her more deeply, she cried out loud with a particularly passionate voice.  
 
    Something got into us and it quickly became one of those non-talking, more selfish, more animalistic kinds of fucks where both parties are focused on getting themselves off. Perhaps it was because it was the first time we’d done it alone in a room, any of us. Or perhaps it was because we’d talked so much about it all that day.  
 
    I pierced Kyra and she twisted and thrashed on the bed under me with her eyes clamped shut and her mouth flying open. I sucked on her tits and pulled her hips up to ram her with my hips all that much harder. She reached up and behind herself to brace her body against the headboard and she pushed her hips at mine as hard as I pushed mine at hers. She started to squeal and gasp and cry out loud. I worried about the other two — until I heard both of them squealing and gasping and crying out loud just as much as Kyra was under me. Maybe she was right — Anika probably loved hearing it. And Payton too, by the sounds of things.  
 
    Kyra rolled me over and mounted me and pressed the heels of her hands down into my chest. She curled her spine and engulfed my cock in her pussy and she grinned down at me when she knew she had me on the edge. She kept me there, not taking me over and not letting me down. I strained under her and my whole body went hard as a plank. She giggled and popped my cock out of her pussy. When I opened my eyes, I found her rolling onto her elbows and knees and offering up to me her ass that she wagged. She reached between her legs, and with her fingers, she spread her pussy lips and enticed me to mount her from behind and rock her.  
 
    I lasted only a few strokes into her from behind before my body was gripped with spasms and I held onto her hips and smashed myself into her. She contracted inside and lifted her chin from the bed and bellowed out loud. I jolted her and the bed banged the wall. My ejaculate gushed from her pussy lips and ran down the inside of her thigh. She collapsed under me and I laid on her back unable to move.  
 
    “You make me cum so hard!” she groaned up to me over her shoulder.  
 
    I was half asleep and couldn’t answer her.  
 
    In the morning, we laughed at each other. It was the first time they didn’t pretend they weren’t supposed to do it.  
 
    “It’s also the first time we did it alone, sort of,” I said.  
 
    “Was that nice for you, Kyra?” Payton said as we munched on toast and sipped our coffee. “Sleeping with him? I mean, actually sleeping?”  
 
    “It was, thank you for asking,” Kyra said.  
 
    “There’s a bus to Dubrovnik,” Payton said. “Three hours.”  
 
    “Is that getting us closer to Greece?” Kyra said.  
 
    “It is,” Payton said.  
 
    “Let’s split Split, then,” I said. To which they all rolled their eyes and shook their heads.  
 
    The bus was clean and modern, We wound through thick crowds in Dubrovnik before it came to a rocking and abrupt halt directly in front of a ferry terminal where a boat was ready to leave for Corfu, if we understood the sign correctly. It being a rainy day and Corfu being Greece, we joined the crowd shuffling up the ramp, and paid when we got onboard. The same thing happened at the wharf in Corfu on Crete: 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 on the island. 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 out over the edge of a cliff high above the roiling sea far below. 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 narrow cement stairs running up alongside the back wall with no railing. We followed him up warily clinging to the wall 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 white 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 your rules any more, Anika,” she said without opening her eyes.  
 
    “They weren’t ’t my rules to begin with,” Anika replied lazily.  
 
    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 lit-up 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 from the edge, 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 cushions and pillows like some angel who plummeted down from the high and puffy 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 legs 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 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 her shorts came down over her thighs, and she lowered her hips, lifted her feet straight up to the top of the cabana tent, and wiggled her toes.  
 
    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 bright space, covered her eyes. We could hear waves smash into rocks and wash back to the sea far down below. 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?”  
 
    “Now, 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 she held it and went 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, 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 remote a ruins, and too small a village to attract tour buses, or anyone to photograph it or write about it — there were hundreds of sites just like it all over Corfu, after all. 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 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 lunch 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 let the lips of her mouth drop open and loose, wet and warm, and formed them gently 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. The sun was at its nadir. The sky was pure blue all over. Ancient stone ruins rose up around us, enclosing us.  
 
    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. She moved on me in time with the crashing of the waves below the cliff.  
 
    I reclined back into the stones 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 of 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, 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. We found a monastery built atop what turned out to be 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 turnd to face 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 scary narrow and steep stairs up the back and took turns in the shower. We sprawled on the loungers on the terrace and read books and listened to music, or just soaked up the setting sun.  
 
    Payton got up and walked through the nonexistent back wall and privately 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 down 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 then,” 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 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 there’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. The scented breeze billowed the white cotton curtains and filled the room.  
 
    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. Lemon and orange filled my nostrils.  
 
    “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. I rubbed my thumbs over her nipples. “Is that the reason?” I said. We were by then getting very good at each other, all of us.  
 
    “We were being so good, too, till then!” 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 jolted. “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 all the fuckng going on 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 kneeling on my knees, I rammed my cock straight and hard 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, and she grew tight inside.   
 
    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, huffing and puffing like an athlete on the bench after a shift.  
 
    “I think you’re taking all three of us on some sort of European 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 from behind the kitchen pass-through as her son scurried 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. 
 
    As if to confirm my suspicions, her son came to our table bearing a hand-written bill. “You pay now, you are ready to go after you eat.” 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.  
 
    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 in the middle of Crete, 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. None of us had heard of Hania.  
 
    We were squeezed into the back of an old Mercedes, four across. The flight wore us out and the reckless 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 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 Greek 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 Mediterranean 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 out 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 kinds 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. They were having fun along the shopping street.  
 
    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 sails of boats at anchor 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.” She had on what looked at first like glinting panties, but turned out to be a spread of fine chains over and around her abdomen. Anika wore a similar thing that hung over and hid her eyes.  
 
    “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. She had fine gold chains hung over her whole chest and down her ribs.  
 
    “Anika!” Kyra said over her shoulder to her. She was 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 to 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. They had scented their pussies.  
 
    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 or even spoke to any need for restraint. It seemed, by 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, and who didn’t care anymore.  
 
    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 spilled sex and exotic scents. 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 and whimpers and whines. 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 much further since that first tentative and secretive 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 winced 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 throughout her body. We all flopped down over the bed like emptied sacks, until we all started laughing. There was always the laughing.  
 
    We pulled on what clothes we thought to bother with and came down the narrow creaking and winding round 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 more meat and drank more 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. But even they were doubting their words, not just me anymore.  
 
    “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 the old men at the 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 really 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 her hand 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 it.  
 
    “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 Christian mid-western 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. 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-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 either 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 its 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. Accordingly, when we got to Turkey’s shores, the girl’s 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 the dry, fresh air and wondered through the village later hunting for more 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 but for chains and pendants.  
 
    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 some army or anther 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 the side.  
 
    “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 up 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 hidden stairs carved into the wall at the back and went up to a 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 after saying it, 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 much smaller 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 and a blackened fire pit.  
 
    “The kitchen,” I announced, and I put my hands on my hips and gazed around at the narrowing space.  
 
    Kyra found yet another set of curving stairs up into the very 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 below, 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 from. 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 — not yet. Nothing we were ready to be arrested for in a foreign country.  
 
    “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.  
 
    “Hittites,” Payton said. “And then much later, early Christians occupied them, it says, 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. It felt 4,000 years old in there.  
 
    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. It was naturally climate controlled by the walls.  
 
    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 or millenia 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, olive green robe and red scarf we bought you, and the sandals?” she said. “With your beard and your hair like that?”  
 
    “I wasn’t 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, and she snorted.  
 
    “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.  
 
    “He could even have come to 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 like a string of Christmas 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 at once, we 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 in our white and green and red robes and sandals, and we looked for good bread and fresh wine.  
 
    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 low 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 wavey 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 re-entered Europe.  
 
    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 on 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 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 of the crowded market.  
 
    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 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 oddly shaped 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, squeezed 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 opened 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-squeezed 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 and 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 unexpected three days in Paris, the unexpected end to our European adventure.  
 
    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 and 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 swooped. 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. My middle finger slid up between her pussy lips. She was nearly dripping down my finger. And she nearly burned me, too, 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 her pussy around 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 back 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 pushed but I held her off. She groaned like a woman dying. I finally 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 the whole city of 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, 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 me,” I said to myself under my breath, and I climbed in. 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
(<L)
. —
8

=
- —

—

(1]

(7]






