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Chapter 1



This time when I woke up, Sage was laying on top of me. She was sprawled across my chest, breathing deeply and peacefully in her sleep. I almost didn’t want to wake her. The red light from the altar was brighter than it had been the previous day, now that there were two glowing words rather than just one.

I took a deep breath, and I could smell the scent of her conditioner against my nose. She smelled like coconuts and vanilla. It was nice waking up next to someone; it had been years since I had been in the kind of intimate relationship where this was possible. I brought my arm up, being careful so as not to disturb her, and placed my hand along the small of her back. Her skin was smooth against mine, her curves supple and unyielding. I could have laid like this with her forever if I could.

“George? Sage? Are you two doing all right down there?” Luna called from above.

It could have lasted a little longer at least.

“Fine!” I yelled back, and Sage stirred across my chest.

She grumbled, rolling off of me and onto her back. “Fuck, what time is it?”

“I have no idea,” I said honestly.

Her arms came up into a stretch above her head, arching her back upwards. My eyes were drawn straight to her chest. The mountains of her breast pointing up in a tempting tease. She caught me staring, giving me a smirk.

“Didn’t get enough of them last night?” She lilted with amusement.

“No,” I chuckled. “I’m not sure I did.”

She gave me a playful slap across my chest, then rolled over as she got to her feet. Slipping on her clothes, she glimpsed over her shoulder at me as I watched her.

“Are you going to stare at me the entire time?”

“Maybe.” I smirked.

She chuckled as she finished getting dressed. “I suppose we should join the others now.”

I sat up. “Well I did work up quite the appetite last night.”

“I know!” She whirled around. “What even was that? I’ve never experienced anything like that before.”

“And apparently we have to do it all again tonight.”

She quirked her head to the right. “What do you mean ‘we’? It’ll be you and Isla tonight, right?”

I grimaced. “Not according to my dream last night.”

“So when you say ‘we’...?”

“Everyone. Together.”

Sage looked at the altar. The two words glowed that same dull red color. She glowered at it.

“You guys really need a fucking orgy? I mean, really?” She scoffed.

“I thought you didn’t believe in all of this,” I argued.

Sage shrugged. “I’ve learned to keep a more open mind.”

When we finally emerged, we found Luna and Isla seated at the dining table, and there was a large stack of pancakes sitting in the center. I blinked in the morning light that streaked in from the open window, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes and holding back a yawn. I was exhausted, both from the marathon sex last night and from sleeping on the ground again.

“Did you two have fun?” Luna asked, and I could tell by the smirk on her face that she already knew the answer. They definitely heard us last night.

Sage, rather than answering her truthfully, only gave a scoff.

“It was fine. I’ve gotta go take a shower.” Her hair was wild around her face, and she smelled like cum, but she walked away with her chin held high like this was nothing out of the ordinary.

“So,” I said, glancing between Luna and Isla. “Did you two get up to anything last night?”

Isla shook her head as Luna gave me another cheshire grin.

“I had a great night with my trusty vibrator. Listening to you two was very hot.”

I flushed, sliding into one of the empty seats as I made a grab for a pancake.

“You brought a vibrator?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “I told you before I didn’t know what to expect, so I brought what I thought were the essentials.”

“And that includes a vibrator?”

“Yes,” she insisted.

I shook my head, turning back to Isla. She looked more resigned than how she had been yesterday.

“Isla? Are you okay?”

Her head jerked up at the sound of her name. “Yes, I’m…I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?” I checked.

She nodded, looking back down as she picked at the food on her plate. I shot a look over at Luna, but she only gave me a shrug as if to say she didn’t know what was wrong either. We sat in silence for the rest of the meal, and when Sage emerged from the shower I traded places with her.

I cleaned up quickly, not wanting to take too long lest I miss our usual morning meeting. I chuckled a little at that; I kind of liked that we were in a routine now, albeit a strange one.

Once I was done, I changed into the pajamas I had brought and hadn’t gotten a chance to wear yet. Just a simple pair of black pants and a grey t-shirt that had a few holes. I didn’t think the women would mind so much if I dressed a little cozier today. They had all still been in their sleepwear themselves.

I found Luna and Sage in the living room chatting on the couch, but I was surprised to find that Isla was missing. Out of curiosity, I glanced into the kitchen and found she wasn’t there, either.

“Where’s Isla?” I asked.

Sage shrugged. “She said she wasn’t feeling very well, so she went back to bed.”

“She’s not feeling well?” I repeated.

“We were going to check on her again in an hour,” Luna offered.

I frowned. I wanted to talk to all of them together given what we were going to be facing tonight. Then if Isla still wasn’t feeling well…would we even be able to finish the ritual?

“I think I’m going to check on her,” I said.

Sage looked ready to argue with me, but Luna placed a hand onto her shoulder, and she kept quiet. I went back up the stairs, and saw that the bedroom door Isla occupied was slightly ajar. I knocked gently, pushing it open to find her sitting quietly on the bed.

Isla sat with her back to me, looking up at the window and occasionally looking back down into her lap. A pencil scratched against paper, and I realized that she must be sketching.

“Isla?”

She turned, her two braids whipping around her face as she stared at me in surprise.

“Hi, George.” She twisted around so that she was facing me properly, and gave me a small smile. “Do you need anything?”

I shook my head. “No, I was just coming to check on you.”

“Oh,” her shoulders sagged a little, and her gaze dropped to the floor. There was a sketch pad resting in her lap, and from my angle I could see the vague outline of a bird sitting on a branch.

“Are you okay, Isla?” I asked her. “Really?”

Her shoulders rose and fell as she let out a long sigh. “I guess I’m just nervous about tonight.”

I sat down in the closest empty chair, nodding sympathetically.

“That makes sense that you’re nervous. I’ve been nervous every single night.”

“Well, it seems like you’re not doing too bad,” she said with a reassuring smile.

“I barely know what I’m doing,” I argued.

She hummed, tapping her pencil against her cheek. I could practically see her thoughts racing along her mind. Something was bothering her, something she wasn’t saying.

“Are you nervous about being involved? Is that it?” I asked.

“Yes. Especially because…” She bit her lip, hesitating out of anxiety. I waited patiently for her to continue. “Well, this is the big one, isn’t it? The final night that will seal the ritual? It’s just so big, and you’ve succeeded twice now, and I feel like this one is all on me. What if I mess up? What if I ruin it for all of us?”

“Woah, hey.” I moved from my seat to bed so I could put my arm around her. She leaned into me, accepting the comfort that I offered her. I rubbed her shoulder in an attempt to be soothing. “It’s not just on you, and even if it was, I have no doubt that you’d be able to accomplish this. I mean, love? If anyone here is going to represent love I think it’d be you.”

She looked up at me with her wide green eyes. “You do?”

I nodded. “Absolutely. You are so kind, so sweet, and the least judgemental person I have ever met. You listened to Luna and believed her even when Sage and I were fighting against it.”

She giggled. “I don’t know, I’ve always trusted in things like the universe and magic. There’s so much beauty and mystery to this world, why would I ever expect to know everything about it?”

“You’re incredible, Isla,” I said. “You have such a big heart. I swear to you, everything is going to be fine. Besides, it’s not just on you and me tonight.”

“It’s not?” Her brows pulled together and she sat up so that she could look at me properly.

“I had another dream,” I explained. “After Sage and I completed the second ritual. Venus informed me that tonight was going to be with all of us. Together.”

She took in a sharp breath. “Together? Really?”

I nodded. “That’s what she said.”

Then, Isla grinned. Her smile split across her face so wide and bright I almost had to look away.

“That’s perfect!” she cried. “Oh, that’s so perfect and beautiful and…what did everyone else say?”

“I haven’t mentioned it to Luna yet,” I explained. “Though Sage thought it was unnecessary.”

“She would,” Isla acknowledged, though that fact didn’t seem to bring down her mood in the slightest. “I bet Luna’s going to love it. We should go tell her together!”

She got to her feet, spinning in a small circle as she made her way out of the bedroom. I followed after her. The glee she exuded was contagious, and I found myself smiling right alongside her as we walked down the stairs.

“Sage!” Isla exclaimed as she skipped into the living room. “Did you tell her yet?”

“Tell who what?” Sage asked, just as Luna asked, “Tell me what?”

“It’s going to be all of us performing the ritual tonight!”

Sage scrunched up her face. “Right. That.”

Luna, however, matched Isla’s infectious grin with one of her own. “What? How do you know that?”

“George told me!”

The three women all looked at me expectantly.

I cleared my throat, not prepared for the sudden attention. “That’s what Venus told me. The ritual of amor demands all of us.”

Luna nodded. “That makes sense. For all of us to form a bond, we should all be together. Otherwise, it would just be George bonded individually to the three of us, and that doesn’t exactly work for Venus. It needs to be a circular bond.”

“So we have no choice but to have an orgy.” Sage sighed. “I guess there are worse people than you three to have one with.”

“That’s the spirit!” Luna said with a laugh. “And don’t forget we still have plenty of alcohol if you need some extra courage.”

Sage rolled her eyes, but I noticed she was in a much better mood. If I had told her yesterday that we would be having an orgy, she would have figured out how to walk home from here. Now, she was giving just a small push back with more teasing comments than outright hostility.

She noticed me watching her, and narrowed her eyes. “What are you smiling at George?”

“You,” I answered truthfully.

She scoffed. “Why?”

“Because it’s nice seeing you be less argumentative,” I said.

She stuck her tongue out at me.

Isla watched the interaction with a soft expression on her face. “I want to do something. Is that alright?”

“What do you want to do?” Luna asked.

“I want to paint you three. Together,” Isla said. “I want to capture this moment so that I’ll never forget it.”

How could any of us deny her anything? We all agreed, and Isla set to work getting her supplies together. Me, Sage, and Luna all huddled together on the couch as Isla got ready. She had a box of her paint supplies, an easel, and an empty canvas she grabbed from her car. It was fascinating to see her work. Her eagerness became more subdued as she focused instead on making sure that everything was exactly how she needed to be.

With the easel, she carefully arranged the three legs, lowering it so that it sat at the height of her waist, and angling it so that the canvas would lean just a little away from her. Even her paint supplies were sprawled out from lightest to darkest colors. She pulled the coffee table closer to where she sat across from us so she could use it for her acrylics and brushes, and she had even changed into her overalls to keep from getting the pajamas she had borrowed from Luna free of paint.

“Should we all be naked?” Luna asked as Isla set up the finishing touches. “So she can draw us like one of her French girls?”

“No thanks,” Sage replied instantly.

“Come on,” Luna pushed. “We’re going to all have sex with each other tonight anyway. It’ll be fun! What do you think, Isla? You’re the artist.”

Isla’s head poked out from behind the easel. “I think you’ll all get too distracted if you’re nude. Clothes stay on for now.”

Luna sighed as Sage gave a smug smirk. I tried to hold in my laughter at their antics. It was nice, this final day that we were spending together. Even if we were all a little nervous about what tonight might hold, I liked that we were able to just spend time enjoying each other’s company.

Isla placed a pencil between her teeth, pulling the stool she had grabbed closer to the easel. She explained that she would sketch us all first, and then she would add in the paints and the color as she went.

“I probably won’t be able to finish this today, but at least I’ll have a good start and something to do once we all go home tomorrow,” she said.

There was a shred of melancholy that lingered in her voice as she said the word tomorrow. My own sharp stab of sorrow mirrored in my chest. I would miss them all when I left. I would have to go back to my old life, and pretend that I hadn’t been permanently changed by this weekend.

“So,” Sage began. “Do you want us all to sit perfectly still, or…? How do you want to do this?”

Isla shook her head. “No, I’d much rather you talk. Actually, I’d like to ask you all questions you can answer if that’s okay? It helps me figure out how to properly capture your essence when I’m doing portraiture.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“Well, everyone has an essence about them,” Isla explained. “An aura if you will.” She smiled at Luna who seemed to like the use of the word. “And even though I feel like I’ve come to know all of you pretty well, I guess I still want to make sure that I’ve really got you. That I know exactly what makes you, you. So to speak.”

“All right,” Sage said. “As your questions.”

Isla had a mischievous glint in her eye as she looked right at Sage. “What does love mean to you?”

Sage grimaced. “I see you aren’t giving me an easy one right out the gate.”

“Nope!” She giggled.

“Fine. What does love mean to me…” Sage crossed her arms across her chest. “I guess to me it means showing up for someone. Showing them you care through your actions rather than just your words. Making sacrifices when you must, compromising when you can. Taking the time to do mundane tasks that you know your partner hates just for a chance to make them happy.”

Isla nodded along thoughtfully as she listened to Sage’s words. She put the pencil to her easel, and the granite scratched across the surface. She made a few strokes, leaned back to examine her work, and then dove in again as she made the adjustments only she could see. Finally, she gave a nod of approval, turning to Luna next.

“Luna,” she smiled. “Same question. What does love mean to you?”

Luna pulled her legs up under her as she got more comfortable. “To me, I think it means holding onto the people you care about. Whether that’s fighting for them, standing up for them, or even just being there when they need a shoulder to cry on. It’s wanting someone around because of the comfort they bring to you, the comfort you bring to them. It’s knowing that no matter how hard things get, at least you have each other.”

Isla sketched, taking the time to put to shape whatever it was that she was seeing as Luna talked. She swiped at a loose strand of hair that got into her eyes, tucking it swiftly behind her ear with her free hand as she continued to sketch with her right.

I shifted as she sat back and turned to me.

“George? What do you think?” she asked with a tilt of her head.

“Well…” I paused, trying to put my thoughts in order before I answered. “I think it means being selfless. Putting someone else’s needs before your own, in whatever way that means. Doing something kind, making a hard choice. It can show up in all of the small things you do.”

The pencil scraped against the easel again as she crafted whatever my essence was. I was beyond curious, but I would be patient for her. I watched as she seemed to focus in on one area in particular, her tongue poking out the side of her mouth as she did.

“What about you, Isla?” I asked.

She blinked, pulling her gaze away from her work. “About what?”

“What does love mean to you?”

She gave me a wry smile. “Are you trying to capture my essence, George?”

“Maybe,” I chuckled. “I only think it’s fair for you to give your answer. After all, you’re observing us, but we are also observing you, too.”

“I suppose you have a point,” she agreed, setting down her pencil so she could focus on her answer. “I’d have to say that I agree with all of you. How it’s about taking care of someone, craving their closeness, choosing their own happiness over your own. For me, love is everything. My parents died in a car accident when I was too young to remember them, and I was raised by my grandmother. She made sure that I felt loved every moment of every day. She would tell me when I woke up, she would tell me when she picked me up from school, she would tell me before I went to bed. So for me, it’s about making sure that the people you love know without a doubt that they are loved.”

“Your grandmother, is she still around?” Luna inquired.

“No.”

We all expected that answer, and yet it still saddened us to hear it.

“But,” she continued. “When she died she left me her house. I sold it, and used that money to go to art school to follow my dream. I know it’s what she would have wanted for me. Though now…”

She squeezed her eyes shut, as if the reminder of the loss of the one thing that still brings her joy was too painful to bear. Blinking back tears, she gave us all a watery smile.

“I’ll be fine. This weekend has made me feel less alone. It’s reminded me that there’s still so much good in this world, and that I should never forget that.”

She went back to her sketching, and we all remained quiet now as she worked. After several minutes, when she felt confident about her sketches, she began to add the paint. She was using acrylics, and while I didn’t know much about painting, I did know that it was what most painters used. Her palette was piled high with dried paints, and I wondered at how she was able to still mix the colors she needed.

She worked diligently, able to pick the exact color she wanted with hardly a glance at her organized pile. We were all mesmerized by her, hypnotized by the way she moved and crafted. I had no doubt that the painting would be a masterpiece simply from the way that she treated it as such already during the creation.

“Isla?” I finally asked, breaking the silence.

She hummed in response, barely looking away from her work.

“If we can really ask Venus for anything after we complete the ritual, what are you going to ask for?”

She paused, her paintbrush inches away from the canvas. She set it aside as she made sure all of her attention was on me.

“I want to create a work of art,” she replied. “A painting that will last long past I’m gone.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Why do you want to write books?”

I should have known she would turn this around on me, yet I was still caught off guard. “Because I have to. Because I have thoughts and feelings that I want to share with the world. I want to put something of myself out there.”

She shrugged. “I suppose I’m the same way. I want to leave something that says ‘I was here’. A proof of my existence I suppose.”

“But why wish for that when you could wish to be healed?” I asked.

Luna and Sage stiffened beside me. So I wasn’t the only one who had thought about this. They were thinking about it, too.

“Because it doesn’t matter,” Isla said. There was a defensiveness in her tone that I had never heard before.

“Of course it matters, Isla–”

“No, George!” She stood, the stool scraping against the hardwood floor. “It doesn’t. Not in the grand scheme of things. Not when we are all going to die anyway. I have had time to accept this about myself, and if I have to choose between my art and my sight I will choose my art. That is the most important thing to me. If I can create just one piece of art that means something, then I would give a lot more than my sight.”

She sat down with a huff, and we were all quiet as we processed her words. I was wounded, aching as I saw the pain evident in her features. I could tell she thought I didn’t understand, but I did.

“Do you know what I would do if I couldn’t write anymore?” I asked her.

She glanced up at me, shaking her head from side to side.

“I would rather die.”

The bluntness shocked everyone, and Isla’s mouth fell open.

“I’m sorry,” I told them. “But it’s the truth. If I lost the ability to think or write I would rather die. It’s such a part of my identity that I cannot imagine being separated from it. It’s who I am, it’s what I love, it’s how I survive this world. I’m not upset because I didn’t make any money off of my book, I’m upset because I’m worried that not selling books will keep me from doing what I love. But of course, that’s ridiculous. I could lose my publisher and my agent and my book deal tomorrow, but I would still be able to write. If and when you lose your eyesight, how will you be able to paint? You won’t. Not in the same way you can now at least. So then, what are you going to live for without it?”

Her jaw was set as she looked at me, and it was the closest to anger I felt she could properly get.

“It’s my wish, George. You don’t have to like it, but I hope that you’ll respect it.” she said. With a sigh, she looked back at her canvas. “I’m tired, and I think perhaps we should all eat dinner before we get started tonight.”

“That’s a great idea,” Sage said, thankful for the change in conversation. She gave me a quick glance as if to say, ‘drop it’, and got off the couch. “Can we see what you made?”

“Yeah, of course.” Isla smiled, and we all went to look at her portrait of us.

She had the base of the painting done. She still needed to add the details, the highlights and shadows, yet I could see the vision. The way she captured all of us was extraordinary. Sage sat, her posture strong and stern, yet there was a caginess to her expression as if she were afraid of being truly vulnerable. Luna, on the other hand, had nothing but openness in her posture, yet there was a mysterious smirk to her expression that hinted there was more lurking beneath the surface.

Then there was me. I sat between them, drawing the eye immediately. This man that Isla had interpreted me as was confident, sure of himself. He sat straight back and eyes forward, but he did not seem to be cocky. His eyes were kind and gentle. I stared at him, at this man that she saw in me, and more than anything I wanted to be him.

Night was approaching, and we all knew what was coming. I wondered how different it would feel this time, and how the magic would affect us. The logistics would be a bit more complicated than just simply having sex, and there was a part of me that feared we would get it wrong.

The women gathered extra pillows and blankets in order to prepare. They wouldn’t let me go down into the basement to see what exactly they were setting up. They seemed to want to keep it a surprise.

“Let us have a little fun, George,” Luna teased. “Who knows how many times we’ll get to have a night like this.”

Isla giggled, following behind her like a golden retriever puppy. She cradled a few candles against her chest, probably borrowed from Luna.

Sage bumped my hip with hers as she went past me. She had pulled the cushions off of the couch.

“The blanket helped, but if I’m going to be sleeping on the floor again I’m going to need something else for my back.”

I groaned. “Tell me about it. I haven’t really slept in a bed properly the entire weekend.”

“But you have had hot, amazing sex with multiple beautiful women,” Sage pointed out. She smirked playfully. “I think that’s a good payoff.”

“I guess you’ve got a point,” I replied with a laugh.

I watched them all disappear down the stairs, and I began trying to prepare myself in my own way. I went upstairs to take a shower, letting the water ease the knots and tension that had formed in my muscles. Between the sex and sleeping on the hard floor, I had been more sore than usual. I didn’t consider myself to be out of shape, not by any means, but I almost wish I had been able to have one night of rest before having to figure out how to pleasure three women at once.

I lathered the shampoo into my hair, titling my head back until the water washed out all of the soap. My thoughts were a convoluted mess, and I didn’t want to admit to the women that I was indeed nervous.

Should I watch some porn to get ideas for movements and positions? No, I couldn’t do that. There wasn’t any WiFi in this damn cabin. I sighed, running a washcloth over my chest and back as I tried to think of another solution.

I hadn’t put this much thought into the previous nights. It wasn’t just because I was inexperienced with things like orgies. I also wanted this to go well. I wanted to do this right. If we did, and we truly got rewarded like the books said, then maybe I’ll be able to give Luna, Sage, and Isla everything that they wanted.

That thought surprised me. I wasn’t even thinking about what I would get when this was over; my wishes were focused solely on them.

I turned the water off, exiting the shower as I wrapped a towel around my middle. I wiped the condensation from the mirror, taking a good hard look at my face. Somehow, despite the intensity of my actions from this weekend, I looked better than I had in a long time. There was a glow to my skin, and the dark bags that had beneath my eyes for years were finally clearing. I felt good, strong, confident in ways that I had never been before.

Luna’s words from when I first arrived echoed through my mind.

“I don’t believe in accidents, or coincidences.”

I had thought she was foolish for believing that, but here I was starting to have the same mindset. What had started as an isolationist vacation turned into the best weekend of my entire life. I met these incredible, beautiful, inspiring women who saw something in me that I had never been able to see in myself. They trusted me, and wanted me to succeed, just as I trusted them and wanted to see them succeed.

I loved them all, I realized. I was desperately in love with every single one of them. Luna, with her endless optimism and trusting nature; the way that she could charm a fish out of the water. Then there was Sage. Smart, sexy, infuriating Sage who could never back away from a challenge. Who challenged me in return, to step out of my comfort zone and find my own confidence. Finally, there was Isla. Isla, who was truly the best of us. Her kindness shone brighter than the north star, who deserved every bit of goodness that this world had to offer. I wanted to spend the rest of my life with them, but after this I wasn’t even sure if we would ever see each other again.

When I entered my room, I put very little effort into getting dressed. What would the point be if I was just going to take off all of my clothes again? I pulled on a pair of sweatpants, and left it at that. They’d be easy to remove, but it wouldn’t be quite as jarring as walking down to the basement as naked as the day I was born. I needed some class at least.

The downstairs was eerily quiet. My ears strained for any sign of the women, and I found none. Curious, and a little worried, I went to the opened basement door and looked down. It was too dark to really see anything, but I didn’t hear them from where I stood, either.

“Luna?” I called. “Sage? Isla?”

Quiet was my only answer for one long minute.

“Are you ready, George?” Luna’s voice answered.

I heaved a sigh of relief. “Are you guys?”

“We’re ready for you,” Isla called back.

I took a deep breath to make sure I was ready for them, and then I walked down the stairs. It took a second for my eyes to adjust, but once they did I gasped at the sight before me.

Sage, Luna, and Isla lay naked across the makeshift bed they had created. It was constructed from a mixture of the couch cushions and the pillows from the beds upstairs, with a myriad of fleece blankets thrown on top. A dozen candles were lit around the bed, with various sizes of melting wax. A few candles flanked either side of the altar.

Venus and Mars stared out at us, watching us as if they were waiting for us to begin. I gave them a nod, before turning my full attention to the women.

“You’re wearing too much clothing, George,” Sage said with a wink.

I grinned, pulling down my sweatpants and kicking them away.

“Come here,” Isla reached out her arms, and I crawled onto the bed with them.

They surrounded me, and I simply enjoyed laying with them for a moment. There was a comforting intimacy in the action, and all of my fears and worries vanished like they had never been there in the first place.

“So,” I began. “How should we start?”

Luna and Sage exchanged a glance that did not go unnoticed.

“We thought you and Isla could start us off,” Luna said. “Since you two haven’t really been able to have one-on-one time like the rest of us.”

Isla blushed, her cheeks turning a red that mirrored her hair.

“If that’s okay with you,” she said.

“That is very okay with me,” I said. “I’ll follow your lead.”

She bit her lip, thinking about what it was that she wanted. I could read her expressions so clearly now. It was still hard to believe that I had only known her a few days.

“Lay down,” Isla commanded. She had a smile on her face, like she was enjoying being in charge.

I did as I was told, laying onto my back as she straddled my hips. She made sure to angle herself carefully so that her cunt hovered just over my waiting dick. She bit her lip, looking down at me as she teasingly lowered herself just enough that the tip of my dock grazed against her wet folds. The minute I tried to enter her, she raised herself up, and I lost the moist warmth I was searching for.

An unrestrained whimper came out of me before I could stop it. Luna and Sage settled in behind Isla, I felt both of them placing themselves onto my thighs. Luna on my left, Sage on my right. The heat and wetness of them seeped onto my legs, and it only added to my desire to feel Isla’s around my cock.

Luna leaned closer to Isla, placing a kiss against her shoulder. “Don’t tease him so much, he can’t take it.”

Isla giggled as Sage came up on the other side, pressing a kiss against her neck.

“I say tease him more,” Sage argued. “He’s getting three women at once. We should make him work for it.”

They were like the angel and the devil sitting on Isla’s shoulder, trying to coax her on the best way to fuck me. Truthfully, I didn’t know which one of them I wanted to win. I tucked my hands behind my head as I waited to see what she wanted to do. I told her I would let her lead, and I meant that. It did also give me a lovely view of all three naked beautiful women staring down at me.

“You look like you’re already enjoying yourself, George,” Isla noted.

“I am,” I admitted, giving them a smirk.

Isla slowly lowered herself again, this time taking in just a bit more than the tip. I groaned, the sound coming from the bottom of my throat as I resisted the urge to thrust into her all at once. She lifted herself up again, but returned down almost immediately. The pace was slow, agonizingly so, and my cocky attitude began to dissipate as I was the one being worn down into a whimpering simp.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “God that feels—fuck!”

Isla has taken all of me inside of her, sitting proudly as she ground her hips just enough to hit a little deeper. She leaned down to press a chaste kiss against my lips, and I felt my own moan vibrating against her mouth.

As she sat back up, Luna and Sage had already started to entertain themselves. They watched us, Luna with her bottom lip stuck between her teeth, and Sage with an open hungriness like she couldn't decide which of us she wanted more. They rubbed themselves against my thighs, using the friction to relieve some of the arousal that they were experiencing. Isla leaned into them, and both Luna and Sage began to grope at her tenderly.

Sage had one hand massaging Isla’s breast, pinching at the delicate nipple to elicit short, staccato moans from her pink lips. Luna’s hand reached across to caress her clit, and Isla shuddered at the attention. Her head was thrown back, and it was all she could do to continue her slow thrusts onto my cock.

I decided to help her out. I grabbed her hips, lifting her up and down so that all she had to worry about was her own gratification. I kept the torturous pace she had set, despite my desire to slam up and into her. I waited for her to voice her needs.

“Does it feel good, Isla?” I asked her, my words coming out gravely. “You look like you’re enjoying yourself.”

A smile fluttered across her lips.

“I am,” she admitted. “It’s…the best I’ve ever felt…in my life.”

“The best, huh?” I said with a smirk. “I think we can do better than that. Can’t we ladies?”

“I think so…” Sage agreed, nipping at Isla’s earlobe.

Isla moaned, and I couldn’t take it anymore. My hips jerked up, hitting her harder than I had been before, and the answering whine I received only made me want more.

The movement of my thighs caused the other two women to slide further up, until they were all pressed together. As my cock pumped into Isla, my legs moved with more urgency across Sage and Luna’s cunts. I watched with delight and heavy arousal as I was simultaneously able to pleasure all three women at once.

They writhed together, clutching each other as they desperately reached for their pinnacles. It was only a question of who would reach theirs first.

Luna mewled, and her caresses against Isla’s clit slowed as she began to climax.

“Sage, take over for Luna,” I ordered.

She did so happily and Isla turned her head to the side to press a kiss against Luna’s cheek as she cried out with her pleasure.

Her orgasm rippled through all of us like the falling of dominoes. Isla went next, then Sage, then me. A chorus of ecstasy sang out from all of us at once at our delectation. I felt the weight of all four orgasms spread through my body. It was almost unbearable as it raced from my head, through my stomach, and out of my cock.

It probably only lasted a minute or two, but it felt like it stretched out for much longer. Isla pulsing around me, my own cock mimicking the rhythm. Sage and Luna trembling around us both as they came down from their releases.

I was mesmerized, intoxicated, as they all looked at me with satisfaction and desire. Their desire was mirrored in me, and I sat up with great care as we all moved in unison to find a new position. Isla, weary from her ordeal, sank back onto the makeshift bed, and I found I was not done with her yet. I sank between her thighs, and licked lovingly up her leg. She twitched, humming as I moved with gentleness and precision up towards her cunt.

Her wet, puffy folds welcomed me, and I kissed and nibbled at them as she mewled her encouragement. Sage moved in as well, coming in to clench her mouth onto one of Isla’s pink plump nipples.

Isla sighed, bringing her hand down so that she could caress Sage’s own need. Sage moaned, the sound muffled slightly by the nipple that she pulled up with her lips, sucking hard until she let it loose with a loud pop.

Isla twitched, and her hips jerked up closer to my face. I leaned in, licking up her clit as she sighed sweetly.

“It…feels nice,” she hummed.

Luna leaned in to press a kiss to her lips. “We want you to feel nice, Isla.”

“Just enjoy yourself,” Sage echoed.

“Want more,” Isla whispered, her words getting lost as I distracted her with my tongue. “I want your…George!”

She cried out, cumming again as the rush of her release emptied onto my tongue. I didn’t let up, I felt her tense again beneath me as I closed my lips around her swelling clit. Sage continued suckling at her breast, and Luna had moved to giving small nips and kisses against the underside of her jaw.

“Oh, God!” she screamed, another orgasm hitting almost as soon as she was finished with the first. She shuddered, trembling helplessly as Sage ran her tongue over the nipple she had been abusing.

After licking her mercilessly through her aftershocks, I climbed back up her body, pressing chaste kisses along the skin of her stomach. Each brush of my lips made her jolt, like I was sending little charges of electricity through her body.

“Do you still feel good, Isla?” I asked her.

Her eyelids fluttered, and she gave a small smile of satisfaction.

“Yes.”

“Do you still want more?”

She licked her lips, looking up at the three of us as we waited patiently for her answer.

“Yes.”

Sage leaned in, capturing her lips with her own. My dick twitched as I watched their tongues sliding over each other. Sage led confidently, opening her mouth wider as she coaxed Isla to do the same. Watching Sage’s tongue work her magic gave me an idea.

“Sage,” I ordered.

She turned back to me as Isla moved her kisses down Sage’s neck.

“I want you to eat Isla out next.”

Her eyes widened in delight at my idea, and she cradled Isla’s head in her hands.

“Isla, sweetie, lay back down. It’s my turn with you.”

Isla happily obliged, falling back again in an obedient heap. Sage settled herself down in her thighs, angling her ass up in the air. She waved it around, and I knew she was teasing me to take it. Luna settled back, watching everything unfold with great interest. Her own fingers slipped down to her cunt, rubbing slow circles around her clit. I’d have to turn my attention back to her again soon, but for now I wanted to orchestrate the idea that was laid brilliantly before me.

As Sage began licking against Isla’s cunt, I came in behind Sage. I gave her ass a good smack, enjoying the way that both she and Isla jumped at the action. My dick was aching, and I wanted to feel Sage around me again. I slid into her, and the moan she released was downright pornographic. Isla, too, answered her moan as she must have felt it resonating against her pussy.

I gripped Sage’s hips hard, and rather than thrust into her myself, I pushed her on and off of my dick. The pace I settled on was hard, and fast. I forced her hips back and forth, controlling her ability to please Isla as well. I had full authority over both of their pleasures, and I marvelled at the way they both crumbled underneath me.

Isla’s eyes locked on me, watching the way I fucked Sage with a nearly insatiable hunger. She lifted her hips up to give Sage better access to her, while at the same time asking me to allow her to receive more from Sage as well.

I complied, pressing my body harder into Sage so that her face was buried between Isla’s thighs, holding her in place securely with one hand on the back of her head, and I thrust my hips frantically inside of her.

Sage was lost in the pleasure, as Isla brought up her own hips up clumsily to make herself cum against Sage’s tongue, and I used her pussy for my own selfish desires.

I came first, grunting as I pulled out to cum all over Sage’s back, and Isla followed. Our eyes locked on each other, daring the other to look away first as we watched each other finish. Luna’s answering moan was the only thing to pull us away.

“God, that’s so fucking hot…” She moaned, her fingers moving faster against her own clit as she came. Her toes curled, mouth parting as the soft cry escaped her lips.

Sage rolled onto her back, licking her lips in satisfaction.

“Don’t forget about me,” she lilted.

“I didn’t,” Isla insisted. She adjusted herself so that she was right beside Sage, and she moved her hand to massage her clit.

Sage’s back arched, letting out another obscene cry as her hands grasped Isla’s shoulders tightly. Sage gripped her like her life depended on it, and Isla’s fingers moved with expert precision as she moved fast and hard against her.

I watched it unfold, wondering if I should move to Luna now, but I was unable to tear my eyes away from Sage and Isla. Isla wrapped her leg around Sage’s thigh, grinding against her as Sage continued to reach for her climax. My dick twitched for attention, and I began stroking it as I watched them pleasure each other.

Sage’s moans shortened, growing higher and louder as I knew that meant she was close. Isla whimpered against her, frantically reaching for their shared release. I groaned as my own strokes turned harder again. My dick was slicked with wetness; from my cum, from Isla’s, from Sage’s, and it made my hand slip even faster along my shaft. It was glorious.

Sage screamed out as she hit her climax.

“Oh fuck–fuck–fuck–god–don’t stop⁠—”

She shuddered hard, and Isla followed almost instantly. She hummed, pressing into Isla as if they could get even closer than they already were. They held each other, whimpering and sighing as they came down.

My orgasm hit me again, and I splashed my release onto the blanket beneath me as I got off to watching them. I wondered briefly if it was similar to how they had been together that first night, and the thought of that brought my attention back to Luna.

Luna lounged across the blankets, seeming perfectly satisfied as she watched all of us from the sidelines, but I suspected it was her turn, now.

I gave her a grin as our gazes met, and I crawled over to her.

“You look a little lonely over here,” I observed.

“Do I?” She asked, smirking as I brushed my fingers gently over the soft skin of her calves.

“I think we should do something about that,” I announced. I glanced over my shoulder as Sage and Isla turned their attention towards us. “What do you two think?”

Isla smiled as Sage disentangled herself.

“We have been a little neglectful of Luna,” Isla admitted with a sheepish grin.

Sage crawled over on all fours like a tiger hunting its prey. She settled beside Luna, whose gaze was locked on her the entire time. Placing a hand underneath her chin, Sage lifted Luna’s head up, extending it as far as it would go before Sage finally slipped her tongue into her mouth.

Luna moaned, pulling away for a brief moment as she whispered, “Fuck, I think Sage is the best kisser out of all of us.”

Sage smirked with satisfaction. “You’re not too bad yourself.”

I moved my attention to her small, perfect breasts. Rolling my thumb over her right one, she opened her legs just as Isla moved to settle between them.

Isla took up a different tactic this time. She adjusted herself so that their thighs could rub against each other’s heat, evidently she needed more attention, too. Luna seemed happy about the arrangement, and they moved together in a steady rhythm that had them both whining in pleasure in no time. Sage continued sucking on Luna’s tongue, the lewd smacking of their lips bringing my attention back to my cock. I chose to give it a rest, instead focusing on playing with Luna’s breasts as I laid beside her.

Luna, however, had a better idea. Her free hand came up to cradle my cock, and she stroked me with a relentlessness that matched the speed of her and Isla’s movements. With her other hand, she placed her palm against Sage’s warmth, and we all enjoyed the shared intimacy together again.

I wasn’t sure how many more times I could cum, but having us all together like this, enjoying each other and pleasing one another, it was better than all of the other nights combined. We held each other, cradled each other, caressed and kissed our way across every single inch of each other until there were no secrets amongst us. I knew their minds and their bodies almost better than I knew my own, and I knew they felt the same about me.

The shared love and joy between us swept us up in its current, tossing us across the rocks of ecstasy until we all came together again. We collapsed, bodies tangled together as we all came down from the shared high. The only sound now between us was the panting of our breaths. The smell of sweat and musk and cum hung like a thick fog between us, but it only served as a reminder of our connection, our bond that we had forged together.

Isla giggled, and I raised my head to see what was amusing her, and found my dick was once again standing erect, demanding even more attention.

“Are you still not satisfied, George?” she giggled again.

I chuckled. “I guess I’m not.”

“Three women at once isn’t enough for you?” Sage teased.

“Maybe he just needs a little more from us,” Luna suggested.

She sat up first, curling her finger towards the other women who followed her lead. I laid still on my back, watching and waiting to see what they had planned for me. The head of my dick began leaking again in anticipation.

The women sat together by my legs. Luna on my left, then Sage, then Isla. They exchanged a look, and then in unison they all leaned their faces down to my cock. I gasped, realizing what was about to happen the instant before their tongues collided onto my shaft.

Their tongues slid together, working in tandem to help me fully find gratification. I could only throw my head back, willing my eyes to stay open so I could watch three beautiful women suck me off at the same time. My hands tangled in the blankets beneath me as my toes curled so hard it was almost painful. I whimpered, crying out as I felt the familiar tension tightening in my groin.

Luna’s mouth moved to suck on one of my balls, leaving Sage and Isla to lap at my dick. Sage’s mouth focused on my head, as Isla’s tongue ran up and down my shaft. I’d never felt such a sensation before, and it wasn’t long before I was just on the verge of cumming.

“Fuck…I’m gonna—I’m⁠—”

My dick gushed out, squirting cum all over their faces. My vision went black as the orgasm rushed through my body, and I felt like my skin had erupted into flames. It was perfect, amazing, and as I came down I finally felt the full weight of my elation settle.

Isla spluttered as some of my cum had gotten into her eye. Sage laughed, and she grabbed her face to lick it clean. Luna leaned in and pressed a gentle kiss against my mouth, and I reached up to hold her in place as I deepened it.

I was happy, so ecstatically happy that I almost didn’t care if we completed the ritual or not. We curled up together. Luna was under one of my arms, with Isla on the other, and Sage lay on the other side of Isla.

“Did we do it?” Isla asked quietly.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. I turned as much as I could to view the altar behind me, but still only two of the words glowed.

The high we had all felt from sex crashed down around us as the doubt began to creep in. I rubbed Isla’s back in a soothing motion, and Luna curled into me further.

Sage loosened a breath. “Even if it doesn’t, even if we all do have to suffer for the rest of our lives…I just wanted to say that I’m really glad to have met you all. I—I love you. All of you. And I wouldn’t change anything.”

Isla sniffled, and her voice was thick with unshed tears as she agreed, “I love you Sage. And George, and Luna. I want to be with all of you forever.”

“Me, too,” Luna added, and she also sounded on the verge of tears. “I never expected something as wonderful as this when I came out for this event. Even if we failed, I’ve never felt so happy or loved in my entire life. You all mean the world to me. I love you all more than I can even express.”

“I…I feel like I came alive this weekend,” I began. “I didn’t realize how truly lost I was, how much I had pushed myself to the side in order to do what I thought was expected of me. You three have taught me so much, and I have never loved anyone in my life the way I love you. Sage, Isla, Luna, I feel so lucky and so blessed to be here. I’m so happy I came here. That I stuck around. That I took a chance. I love you, I love you, I love you.”

The altar glowed. A bright, brilliant red, brighter than anything it had given off before. I held onto the women tightly, squeezing my eyes shut as I waited for the inevitable.

This time when I awoke on the beach, I wasn’t alone. I sat up, finding Luna, Sage, and Isla beside me. They looked around in amazement and wonder at the scene before them. Scrambling to my feet, I looked around to find Venus. Did this mean we succeeded? Was she going to grant us our desires? If she was, I wanted to be sure that she would take my request.

“Well done!” A sultry voice cried.

Our group turned in unison as a woman and man walked across the ocean towards us. The waves lapped at their feet, yet they hovered above the water as if they were walking across a glass bridge.

I gaped at the couple, the most beautiful woman and the most attractive man I had ever seen in my life. The woman wore a silken sheen cloth, draped around her body yet hiding nothing of it. Her appearance shifted like an optical illusion, and I couldn’t quite get a grasp on the color of her hair, her skin, or her eyes. The man was dressed in Roman armor, with long dark hair and piercing black eyes, holding a helmet tucked beneath one arm. He gave me a firm nod once they approached. I nodded back, though I imagined I didn’t look quite as glorious as he did.

Venus walked up to us, her eyes glancing over at each of us individually.

“As promised, I shall grant each of you a wish. Whatever your heart desires. Who would like to go first?” Her eyes, at once golden, green, and silver, turned towards me.

I cleared my throat, knowing exactly what I wanted to ask for.

“I want you to heal Isla,” I said without hesitation.

Isla gasped in surprise, though Venus smiled as if that was exactly what she was expecting.

“I want you to heal her, too,” Luna added.

“That’s also my wish,” Sage finished.

Isla looked like she wanted to cry. Her lip wobbled, and her eyes darted between the three of us like she couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

“But…” she stuttered. “But what about your dreams? I don’t want you to give those up because of me.”

“They don’t have to,” Venus answered. “But they would because of their love for you, my sweet.”

Isla swallowed, jutting her chin out in determination. “Then my wish is for them to achieve their dreams, and…and for all of us to remain together.”

Venus placed a kiss onto Isla’s forehead, then turned her kaleidoscope gaze onto us all again.

“Go out into the world with your new strengthened bond. You shall create and inspire, spreading love and harmony to all in my name. With the love you four will produce, I’m sure I’ll be sustained for at least the next century.” She smiled, and pressed her hand to her lips as she bid us farewell, and the beach dissolved around us.

When I awoke again, I was still curled around Luna, Sage, and Isla. We were all clinging to each other, finding ways to make sure we touched every other person. Luna was already awake, and when she saw me stir, she pressed a kiss against my cheek.

“Do you suppose it’s time to wake everyone up?” She asked.

I sighed. “I guess we will have to leave this place eventually.”

“Maybe we’ll come back one day,” she suggested.

I smiled, thinking of us coming back to this spot like an anniversary. I didn’t know if that was possible, but I hoped it was.

Isla shifted, being woken up by our conversation. Her eyes fluttered open, and she let out a heavy groan.

“Ugh my back is killing me,” she complained.

“Hey, at least this was better than the hard dirt like I had to deal with!” Luna exclaimed.

“And me! Three times as much as you!” I reminded her.

Luna laughed, and Sage rolled over in her sleep.

“Five more minutes…” she grumbled.

I tried to imagine waking up every morning like this. The idea filled me with such unbridled joy I was sure my chest was going to burst wide open.

We allowed ourselves a few more minutes of indulgence until the growling of our stomachs became too much to bear, and then we finally emerged from our nest. There was a hum of tension in the air as we all silently questioned where we would be going from here. Back to our real lives? Away from each other?

“It won’t be forever,” Isla said, breaking up the silence and answering our thoughts.

“You don’t think so?” Sage asked.

Isla shook her head. “No, I think we go back, and we finish our dreams. Then, once everything is settled, we come back to each other. Living the lives we’ve always wanted.”

I smiled. “That sounds nice.”

“Doesn’t it?” Isla asked. “I can’t wait. We have a whole wide future before us, and I know that together we can face whatever it has to offer.”

Luna grinned. “I like that. Should we do a toast? One last one before we go our separate ways for now?”

I grabbed the unopened bottle of brandy from the cabinet, and I poured out a small amount into glasses for everyone.

“What do we toast to?” I asked.

“To us!” Luna exclaimed. “What else?”

We all responded enthusiastically, clinking our glasses together as we said in unison, “To us!”
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