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Harem Cabin - Part One



The windshield wipers beat against the glass. They hit in a steady rhythm across my vision as I squinted through the storm. I glanced at the radio display. It was still four miles until my turn, and then I would be at the cabin.

The dull drivel of the podcast I had put on in the background continued on, though I wasn’t able to fully make out the words over the sound of the rain against the roof. The road continued to wind through the trees, each curve going deeper and deeper into the unknown.

There was a spark of anticipation now that I was only a few minutes away. I was determined to have a good, quiet, calming weekend. I needed this. I needed some time to myself. It had been too long since I had even focused enough to write a single sentence, let alone finish my novel.

My fingers drummed against the leather steering wheel, and I glanced down at the radio display again as I checked my location.

“Oh, fuck!” I hissed, slamming on the breaks as I almost missed my turn.

The car skidded, continuing to slide as I kept a tight grip on the wheel. When the car finally stopped, I let out the breath I had been holding. I checked behind me at the dirt road that would have been hard to see in the best of times, but was practically invisible now in the storm. I set the gear shift to reverse, double checked the rearview mirror for any lights coming up behind me, and backed the car up until I could turn down the road.

I drove slow. My car was not built for this muddy, unpaved, one lane road. I bounced in the seat as I hit a small hole, and slowed down even further to a crawl. I inched forward, praying to whatever God was out there that I did not pop a tire in the middle of nowhere during a downpour.

After what felt like an eternity, I finally saw the roof of the cabin rising up from the top of the hill. The car made the climb, and as I got closer I noticed that there was already another car parked out front.

I parked beside it, sitting back into my seat with a huff. The rain had begun to ease, but now I had a new problem to consider.

I leaned against the steering wheel, staring up at the cabin. It looked almost exactly as its picture online. All wood, two stories with a slanted roof and a wrap around porch. There was even a bench swing out front, swaying back and forth in the wind. It was the perfect quintessential getaway, except I was supposed to have it all to myself.

I pulled out my cell phone from my back pocket. My own face stared back at me from the screen. I really did look as tired as I felt. There were dark bags underneath my brown eyes that aged me about ten years, and the patchy five o'clock shadow darkening my face wasn’t doing me any favors.

The home screen came to life, and I tried to pull up my email confirmation from the Airbnb website. It failed, and so I looked at the corner of my screen only to be greeted with the dreaded icon that was everyone in the twenty-first century’s nightmare: No Signal.

I groaned as I turned off the car, and resigned myself to have a long, awkward conversation with whoever waited inside. I was able to exit the car and grab my suitcase from the trunk in record time, the rain keeping me motivated to move as quickly as possible, and I shook off the water as soon as I was under the cover of the porch.

The cold air raised goosebumps across my wet skin, and I hesitated at the door. Should I knock? Should I just go in? Before I could decide the proper course of action, the door swung open and a woman leaned against the doorframe.

She was beautiful. Short bobbed blonde hair, wide blue eyes that stared at me with unhidden curiosity. She tilted her head, looking me up and down as if she were examining me under a microscope. She was dressed in a tight black tank top with a pair of jean shorts, and she had a bright yellow cardigan sliding down her shoulders. I noticed quickly that she wasn’t wearing a bra, and my eyes went straight to her nipples piercing through her shirt from the cold air.

I forced my gaze back up to her face, and hoped I appeared nonthreatening as I smiled.

“Hi,” I said. “My name is George, and⁠—”

“Huh,” she interrupted.

I blinked at her. “What?”

“Sorry,” she shook her head as if to clear it. “I just wasn’t expecting you.”

“Right, that’s what I was trying to explain. You see⁠—”

“Do you want to come in, George?” She asked, stepping aside to let me pass.

I hesitated for a moment, but the heat leaking from the open door helped me to make up my mind quickly. “Thank you.”

I walked past her, taking in the room around me. It was cozy. There was a long, velvet blue sectional that took up the majority of the living room. A fire was already going in the brick hearth. Shelves of leather bound books lined the entire back wall, and I could see through the open walkway part of the kitchen and the wooden stairs that led to the second floor.

I turned back around to the woman, and she smiled at me. Her canines were a little crooked, but it surprisingly only made her more endearing.

“My name is Luna,” she said. “What brings you here?”

“There, uh…seems to have been some kind of mixup.” I explained. “See, I rented this cabin from Airbnb, and I was supposed to be the only one here. I tried to pull up my confirmation so we could figure this out together, but I don’t have any signal.”

Luna chuckled. “That’s not surprising. I was just about to make some tea, would you like some?”

“Oh, I’m not a big tea drinker,” I explained. “I prefer coffee. Have you been able to connect with the WiFi at all?”

Luna began walking back towards the kitchen, calling over her shoulder as she went. “I can put a pot of coffee on for you! Can’t do anything about the WiFi, though. No internet! However will we pass the time?”

I ignored the obvious sarcasm in that question, and moved to sit on the couch. The tension headache was returning, and I rubbed my fingers against the spot between my eyebrows. I suppose there were worse things than being alone in a cabin with a beautiful woman, but I was too stressed to truly be able to appreciate it. This weekend was supposed to help me finish my deadline, and now it looks like I’ll have to make the drive all the way back to the city in the hopes that I haven’t lost too much time. Not to mention I’ll have to report this listing to the Airbnb website, and fight like hell to get my money back.

Luna returned then, her hips swaying as she walked back with two mugs in her hand. She handed me the one with a cartoon of a cat gripping onto a clothesline that said “Hang in There!”.

“I forgot to ask how you take it, so I just guessed.” Luna said, taking a sip of her tea as she sat a couple of feet away from me.

I glanced down at the dark liquid, and took a tentative sip. I sighed as the bitter heat warmed its way through my body; the caffeine already giving me the lovely jolt that I needed to figure out my next steps.

“It’s perfect. Thank you.” I said with complete sincerity.

She smirked. “You look like a guy who takes his coffee black.”

“Is that your polite way of saying I look like a frazzled, overworked artist?” I joked.

She laughed, tossing her head back with complete delight. “Not exactly. You just seem the ‘no nonsense’ type. Like, you want to get straight to what you need, and take the fastest route possible. I can respect that, but I hope you know that there’s more to life than that, George.”

I sipped my coffee as I tried to determine the best way to ask her what she meant by that, when the silence was interrupted by a knocking at the door. I jumped a little in my seat, but thankfully managed to not spill any of the hot liquid in my hands.

Luna set her mug down on the wooden coffee table before leaping up. Her bare feet padded across the floor as she jogged to the front door, throwing it open in the same excitement she had shown me.

At the angle I was sitting, I couldn’t quite see who was standing at the door, but I could hear her voice. Low and husky, with just a hint of a southern accent on the vowels.

“I’m sorry to bother you, but I was hoping you might have a phone I could borrow?” The woman asked.

Luna stepped back, gesturing with her arm inside. “Come on in! I’m sure we can work something out.”

I nearly choked on my drink as the woman walked into the cabin. She was tall, not quite my height, but tall for a woman. Her black hair blossomed around her head in small, tight curls. Golden brown eyes surveyed the scene before locking onto me. Her pouty lips turned down into a frown, and she refocused her attention onto Luna.

“Do you mind if I set down my bag?” She asked, adjusting the towering red hiking bag that was slung over her shoulder.

Luna nodded, her hair flopping around her face. “Yeah, you can just set it down there.”

“Thanks.” The mystery woman dropped her bag down by the door, and it hit the floor with a heavy clunk.

“I’m Luna,” Luna offered, closing the door. She pointed over at me. “That’s George. What’s your name?”

“I’m Sage.”

Luna clapped her hands together. “Welcome Sage! What brings you here?”

Sage shook off her jean jacket, revealing a faded brown “The Smiths” t-shirt tucked into a pair of khaki knee-length shorts.

“I was hiking on the path a little further north from here, and I got lost. Then my phone died. So I would really love to borrow one of y’all’s, or a charger?” Sage directed the question at both of us, but she kept most of her attention on Luna.

“Phone’s don’t work around here,” I said, standing up. “But look, I’m going to be heading back into the city, and I can give you a ride if you want.”

Her eyes flicked towards me. “No thanks.”

“What?” I tried not to sound too offended. “I’m not a serial killer or anything.”

“Funny, that sounds just like what a serial killer would say.” Sage narrowed her eyes.

Before I could even think to respond, Luna was already jumping in between us. “Hey! Guys, come on. No need to stress! We’re all friends here.”

“Are we?” Sage and I asked at once, which earned me another glare.

Another knock surprised all three of us. I walked over to the women as Luna went to open the front door again. This time, I had the perfect view of the new arrival.

“Oh,” she squeaked, green eyes widening as she took in the curious gazes of three strangers. Her dark auburn hair was pulled up into two buns at the top of her head. A few curls had fallen out of the hairstyle, and they clung wetly to her cheeks and neck.

“Hello!” Luna greeted with her typical smile. “You want to come in?”

“I…” the woman blinked, her hands twisting into the denim of the paint splattered overalls she wore. “Okay.”

She walked in, shifting on her feet as she tentatively looked around. I sucked in a large breath. My quiet weekend was suddenly feeling very crowded. Besides, I didn’t have any reason to stick around.

“Luna,” I turned to the blonde. “It was nice to meet you, but I think it’s best if I just leave. I think the storm’s cleared up now, and I can make it back to the city before it’s too dark⁠—”

“You can’t.”

We all turned to the newest member of our gang in confusion.

“What? Why not?” I asked.

“There’s…” she cleared her throat, seemingly uncomfortable at all the attention. “A tree went down and blocked the road. That’s why I’m here. I couldn’t make it down the mountain.”

“Fuck!” I hissed.

“Shit,” Sage added. “What are we supposed to do now?”

“The park rangers will get it taken care of by Monday,” Luna said, all optimism. “In the meantime, we have a roof over our heads, and the fridge is stocked. I’m sure we can find something to occupy our time.”

“This is just great,” I muttered sarcastically.

“I need to take a shower. Maybe lay down for a moment.” Sage sighed. “Is there a bathroom here at least?”

“Oh! I could give everyone a tour! How does that sound?” Luna offered.

“That sounds nice, um…Luna?” The red headed woman said the name with a questioning nature to be sure she was getting it right.

“Yup!” She gasped. “Should we make final introductions?”

“I’m Sage,” Sage said, crossing her arms across her chest.

“George,” I offered.

“I’m Isla,” she gave a small smile. “Sorry to interrupt your…whatever you guys were doing here.”

“I just got stuck here same as you,” Sage said. She waved a hand between me and Luna. “I don’t know what their deals are.”

“We accidentally rented the same cabin the same weekend.” I explained.

“I don’t believe in accidents.” Luna said cryptically. “Or coincidences. We were all brought together for a reason.”

Everyone was quiet as they let those words sink in. A shiver ran down my spine, and I started to get the sense that something more was going on here than I had originally thought. Something that Luna seemed to know about.

Before I could analyze it too much, Luna walked further into the cabin and turned with a smile as bright as any tour guide.

“Here, of course, is the living room. The kitchen is through there.” She pointed off to her left. “We’ll go there in a bit. I’ll show everyone the upstairs first.”

I followed behind the three women, and I let my mind wander for a moment. They were all attractive in their own different ways. While I had no intention of making a move on any of them, it didn’t do any harm to admire them, did it?

Luna, mental issues aside, had this cute girl-next-door vibe that was captivating. Cute, bubbly, exactly the type of girl I would usually go for. Sage on the other hand, was the opposite. She was off-putting, gorgeous to the point that it almost ached to look at her too long. Most of all, she was hopelessly out of my league. Then there was Isla. Shy and quiet, she seemed the embodiment of the manic pixie dream girls I used to write as the love interest in all of my pretentious stories as a teenager.

Luna showed us all the bedrooms, and they were divided accordingly. Luna and I took the single rooms, and I was surprised when Sage offered to share with Isla in the larger room. When we were done, Luna moved back towards the stairs, blocking the top as she looked at everyone in turn.

“Now,” her voice took on that lilt again, and she had a strange look in her eyes. “Do you want to see the really interesting bit here?”

“What does that mean?” Isla asked, the timidness back in her voice.

Luna only smirked, and raced down the stairs. The wood creaked under her weight, and she leaped off the last two steps as she turned towards the kitchen.

“So, do we think she’s completely off her rocker?” I asked in a poor attempt to ease the tension.

“Probably,” Sage admitted.

Isla straightened her back, and followed after Luna.

“After you?” I gestured to Sage, who scrunched up her nose, but took the offer.

I brought up the end again as we all entered the kitchen. It looked exactly like the pictures I had seen online. A stainless steel refrigerator covered in a collection of cheap souvenir magnets from the majority of the continental US. A white marble countertop with a brand new stainless steel stove. I saw the kettle and coffee maker that Luna must have used earlier, but my attention was taken quickly by the open door in the corner.

I walked towards it, staring down at the stairs leading to what I could only assume was the basement. The way was poorly lit, with a soft yellow glow coming from the very bottom.

“Luna?” I called.

After a few heartbeats of silence, I heard her voice call out. “You guys have to see this!”

I turned back towards Sage and Isla, who kept a much safer distance from the door.

“I’m not exactly thrilled to go down into the creepy Evil Dead basement.” Sage mumbled.

I walked down the stairs.

Squinting through the darkness, my eyes struggled to adjust to the dim lighting. I could just make out Luna’s silhouette as she stood on the other side of the basement. She held a candle out in front of her, the wax dripping down over her fingers. It didn’t seem to phase her, and she smiled at me as I joined her.

“Check this out,” she whispered, whirling the candle around behind her.

The light revealed some kind of stone altar. In the center was a raised carving of a man and a woman. The woman stood tall, her long hair flowing over her naked body as it curled around her breasts to down between her legs. The man knelt by her feet, dressed in a full set of ancient armor, staring up at her with complete adoration. Above them, three words were carved along a semi-circle. Actus, Flagranti, Amor.

“What do you know about the Roman gods, George?” Luna asked.

I turned to her, watching the flame from the candle flicker in her eyes.

“As much as anyone, I guess.”

I looked back at the structure. This had not been on the rental listing. Were the people who owned this place some kind of history nerds? Obsessed with the Roman Empire enough to make a replica of an ancient altar? The stone looked old though. Like it really was over two thousand years old.

The wood squeaked behind me, and I heard Sage’s voice call out, “Luna? Did you murder George?”

“Still alive,” I called back.

Luna chuckled beside me, and moved to greet our companions as they came down the stairs. I kept my eyes on the altar. There was something strange about it. It tugged at a corner of my brain like when I was trying too hard to recall a particular word in my writing.

Even as Luna took the only light with her, the stone still seemed to glow before me. My hand raised, and I let my fingers graze the outline of the woman’s face. To my shock, the carving was warm. Like a fire was blazing behind it.

“What the fuck?” Sage asked behind me.

I pulled back my hand, almost embarrassed by the way I was so entranced with this thing. I shook my head, hoping it would help to clear the fog that had coated my mind.

“It’s incredible, isn’t it?” Luna asked the group. “I knew there was something here, but I never expected it to be an actual altar of Venus and Mars.”

“What?” I turned towards her. “What do you mean you knew there was something here?”

Instead of answering, Luna only smiled. She turned, and began walking back up the stairs. I didn’t hesitate to follow her this time. I reached the stairs, and turned to see that Sage and Isla were still lingering by the altar.

“Hey, I don’t think you should stay down here by yourselves,” I called out.

Sage turned, blinking at me as if I had woken her up out of a dream. She reached out and gently tugged at Isla’s hand.

“Isla, come on,” she said. Isla, too, seemed confused to have someone pulling her away.

At least I’m not the only one this thing seems to have an affect on.

Luna was back in the living room. She bounced eagerly on the tips of her toes. Once Sage and Isla arrived, we all sat a respectable distance from each other on the couch. Luna stayed standing. Her hands were clasped in front of her, pushing her breasts up against her clavicle. I tried to keep my eyes on her face, but they were quite distracting.

She took a deep breath in before beginning her tale. “So, I’m completely aware of how this is going to sound to you all, but I want to assure you that it’s very true. And very real. I came here to this cabin, for this specific weekend. See, I’m a follower of Venus, the Roman goddess of love.”

Sage snorted, but Isla quickly shushed her.

Luna continued as if she hadn’t been interrupted. “There’s a very special conjunction happening between the planets Venus and Mars this weekend. The planets will cross in their trajectories, intersecting at less than one degree, and then drift apart again. This specific conjunction only happens once every one hundred years. I came here to perform a very special ritual, and I trusted my goddess to provide me what I needed. Which…seems to be all of you.”

I had a number of follow up questions, but Sage beat me to one of them.

“What kind of ritual?” She asked, narrowing her eyes.

“Well, Venus and Mars are lovers, but they have to meet up in secret. Venus is the goddess of love, and Mars is the god of war. They’re opposites, but always drawn to each other. When the two meet, in the form of this conjunction, it is the time in which love and action are combined. It’s when you can achieve anything. Your deepest wishes, your dearest dreams.” Our eyes met as she continued, “whatever your heart desires.”

I flushed at the insinuation, but Sage continued her questions.

“Okay great, but you still didn’t say what this ritual is exactly.”

“It involves mirroring Venus and Mars,” Luna said as if that were enough of an explanation. “They come together for passion and love, and so we have to do the same to honor them.”

“So this is a sex thing.”

“It’s not just about sex. It’s about connection. We were all brought here to experience and share in this together.” Luna argued.

Sage stood up. She scowled as she stared down Luna. “You can count me out. I’m not going to be involved in this weird, psycho bullshit you’re trying to do.”

“It’s not bullshit⁠—”

“Sorry, Luna, I agree with Sage,” I said, standing up. “This is just a lot to take in, and I know you think this is real, but⁠—”

“It is real!” Luna exclaimed. “I’m telling you the truth. If we perform the acts that are required of us, we all get rewarded. I came here because there’s something that I want, and I’m willing to do whatever it takes to get it. I’d bet each of you have something that you want that badly, too.”

“What kind of reward?” Isla asked softly.

Sage whipped around to her. “You’re not actually considering this.”

“But you felt it, right?” Her green eyes were wide as she looked at Sage. “There was something weird about that altar. It’s like…like it was calling to me.”

Luna nodded appreciatively. “Did it say anything to you?”

“Don’t encourage this!” Sage snapped. “The only weird thing about this is that Luna is trying to get us to have one giant orgy, and I am not doing that.”

“To be fair, she never said orgy,” I pointed out, but it only served to turn her anger on me.

“Oh, I bet you’re just loving this aren’t you?” She hissed. She got into my face, sneering up at me. “Are you in on this? You get your crazy girlfriend here to convince us of her goddess nonsense so you can get your dick sucked by all of us? You’re pathetic. Men like you are all the same.”

That pissed me off, and I clenched my hands into fists.

“You think I planned this? Right, sure. Let’s walk through that, shall we?” I gritted my teeth. “I rent out a cabin in the middle of nowhere, and just hope that three attractive and age appropriate women happen to stumble across my path. I also manage to summon a thunderstorm that knocks down a tree that blocks any of us from leaving anytime soon. Then, I try to convince them that there’s some magical reason that we all need to have sex, and, again, just hope that they all agree. Does that sound right to you?”

Sage opened her mouth to answer, but I kept going.

“And just to sell it, I get someone to make a carving of some Roman gods, carve some Latin into it, and get not only through the front door, but all the way down to the basement. Let’s not forget it probably weighs a thousand pounds, and would absolutely break the wooden floor, not to mention the stairs. Do you really fucking hear yourself? But…who knows? Maybe this is a common enough occurrence for you since ‘men like me are all the same’.”

Sage seemed to deflate as my rant went along. Her eyes turned to the floor, and she actually looked ashamed.

“You’re right,” she admitted. “That was…a ridiculous thing to accuse you of.” She turned back to Luna, pointing one long index finger towards her. “But that doesn’t mean I’ll join your sex cult.”

“It’s not a sex cult,” Luna mumbled.

“I’m going to go and take a shower. I need to clear my head.” Sage stalked over to her bag, throwing it back over her shoulder as she stomped up the stairs. “And nobody better try to get into the shower with me!”

Her loud footsteps echoed through the cabin, followed shortly by a doorslam.

Luna walked around the coffee table, collapsing onto the couch on the other side of Isla.

“I guess that could have gone better,” she sighed. “Honestly, I’m kind of new at this, too. I thought if you all could just see the altar then you would believe me.”

“I don’t know if I believe you completely, but I do agree that there’s something bigger going on here.” Isla shared. “I felt something down there. Maybe if I go back…”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I interjected. “I think it’s better if we just…get through this weekend as smoothly as possible. With no funny business.”

“Venus and Mars might have other ideas,” Luna said. “I’m not sure if we’ll be able to opt out of the ritual.”

“What does that mean?” I asked.

Luna shrugged. “Just something in my readings. The gods don’t like to be told no. There could be consequences.”

“Any ideas what those consequences might be?”

She shrugged again. “Sometimes they curse people. Turn them into plants or animals. Could just be a good old fashioned smiting, too. They’re gods. They get pretty creative.”

“If they’re so strict that they’ll curse someone for telling them no, why would you follow them?” Isla asked.

Luna leaned her head back onto the couch. “When I was younger, Venus spoke to me. She came to me in a dream, emerging from a shell, and she was so beautiful. She told me that I was special, that she would need me one day, and she would reward me with what I wanted most in the world. The gods can be cruel, but they can also be kind. I don’t know why she chose me, but she did. And for a lonely girl with no family, and no friends, it made me really happy.”

Isla scooted closer to her, and her smile was kind. “What do you think you’ll be rewarded with?”

“That’s a secret,” Luna whispered with a wink.

My stomach grumbled, loud enough that the two women heard it.

I grimaced. “You said there was a fully stocked fridge?”

We all gathered in the kitchen. I could see out the window that the sun had started to set, and the sky outside was a dazzling array of violet and magenta as the last of the storm clouds rolled east.

As I looked through the fridge I saw that Luna had been right, there was plenty of food in the fridge. At least enough to feed four people over a couple of days. I surveyed its contents with care, taking a mental inventory of what would be a good first meal.

“Any dietary restrictions?” I asked, and got two shaking heads in response. “I’m thinking omelets, then.”

I started preparing the meal as Luna got up from the table, walking with a purpose towards the freezer.

“I found this earlier, and I think it might be a good time for it,” she said, opening the door and producing a mostly full bottle of vodka.

Isla’s eyes widened. “I saw some shot glasses a minute ago! Let me see…”

As she opened up a few more cabinets, Luna unscrewed the top and took a large sip straight from the bottle. She made a face, sticking out her tongue as a shudder went down her body.

“Want some?” She asked, handing the bottle towards me.

I did want it. I took the bottle from her and took my own sip, though I was able to take it better than she could. The familiar burn was nice, but the alcohol in my empty stomach went almost straight to my head.

“So is this part of your master plan?” I asked Luna, and she raised an eyebrow at me.

“What? Get you all drunk so you join my sex cult?”

I laughed. “I thought you said it wasn’t a sex cult.”

She only grinned in response.

Isla found the shot glasses, setting out four on the dining room table. I passed the bottle off to her, and she began to fill them carefully.

“Should we wait for Sage?” She asked when she was finished.

I shook my head. “She’ll catch up.”

We each grabbed a glass, and Isla raised hers in a toast.

“To new friends!” She said with a smile.

“To the goddess!” Luna added.

“To sex cults!” I finished.

We all took our shots, and this time I did wince as it sloshed in my empty stomach. I shook it off, turning back to the stove with renewed energy. Luna took her place back at the table, placing her elbow up and resting her head in her hand.

“You got a girlfriend, George?” She asked.

The question threw me for a moment. I felt my face warm, and kept my attention on the food.

“No,” I answered with some trepidation.

“A boyfriend?”

I gave her a look. “Definitely not.”

She held up her hands in mock surrender. “Alright, just a question. I’m curious why a cute guy who can cook decided to take a solo trip out to the middle of nowhere in the first place.”

“You don’t know that I can cook yet,” I joked.

“You know how to work a stove, you’re already ten times better than the last guy I dated.” Luna argued, earning a laugh from Isla.

“My mom taught me how to cook. She made sure I would know how to take care of myself.” I offered.

“That’s sweet,” Luna sighed. “What does she do?”

I hesitated. “She was a history teacher.”

“And now?” Isla asked.

I looked at her. She was watching me as if she already knew what I was about to say.

“She died my senior year of college.”

I waited for the general wave of sympathy, the unnecessary apologies, but neither came. I looked between the two women and saw something I wasn’t expecting. Understanding. Grief that recognized grief.

There were footsteps on the stairs, and Sage came around the corner. She had changed into another pair of clothes; an oversized t-shirt with a panda bear on it and red pajama bottoms. She must have been planning to camp somewhere out here, or was at least going to stay the night at a hotel since she brought an extra pair of clothes. She took in the scene for a moment, and then her eyes jumped straight to the vodka sitting on the table.

“Oh, thank God!” she cried, heading in a beeline towards the shot waiting for her. She tossed it back, coughing once before she started pouring another one.

“There’s at least two bright spots in this shit show of a weekend,” she continued, tossing back her second shot. “Vodka, and the shower has phenomenal water pressure.”

I breathed a small sigh of relief for the sudden change in subject.

“So, what are we all talking about down here?” She looked around the room curiously.

“Just getting to know each other a little,” Isla said.

“Oh!” Luna jumped up in her seat. “We should share our astrological signs. Does everyone know their big three?” The question was met with blank stares and she sighed. “What’s everyone’s birthday? We can start there.”

“March sixteenth.” Isla offered quickly.

I gave her a glance. When she first arrived, she seemed shy and reserved. Maybe it was the alcohol, or the atmosphere, but I noticed that she was starting to talk more. She seemed more eager to share. It was nice to see.

Luna nodded her head as if that made sense. “You’re a Pisces. Water sign. You’re a dreamer, compassionate. I can definitely see that about you. George?”

“April first.”

“Aries!” Luna exclaimed. “Fire sign. You’re a natural leader, did you know that?”

I chuckled. “I did not, but that’s nice to hear.”

“Sage?”

Sage plopped into one of the empty chairs. “December thirteenth.”

“Sage the Sagittarius," Luna lilted. “Another fire sign. Another natural leader. You and George are extremely compatible.”

She groaned, and I decided it would be best to keep my mouth shut.

“What about you?” Isla asked.

Luna smiled. “August eighth. I’m a Leo. Another other fire sign. It seems that Venus chose to bring a lot of us together for this. Which is great! Fire signs are the most passionate, the most adventurous. And then we have our sweet little Pisces to round us out and keep us grounded.”

Isla’s smile widened at that.

Sage snorted, but didn’t offer any further comments.

I pulled the bacon off of the burner, and started to cook up the eggs.

“Sage,” I turned back to the table where everyone else sat. “Is there anything you don’t eat?”

She shook her head, and started to pour what I was counting as her fourth shot.

“Nope, I’m not picky.”

I snickered before I could think better of it, and I could feel the tension shift from her.

“What’s so funny?” She asked, her voice lifting higher to give it an air of false innocence, but I knew she was pissed.

Fuck it.

I whirled around. “You are probably one of the most judgemental people I have ever met, and that’s saying something considering I have to rub elbows with pompous authors and their overinflated egos all the time. So, I do think it’s pretty funny that you suddenly don’t have any fastidious opinions or unnecessary outbursts to share.”

She glared at me, eyes narrowing down to slits. “You’re an asshole.”

“And you’re a fucking bitch.” I snapped back.

The chair legs scraped roughly against the wooden floor as she got to her feet.

“I’m not hungry anymore.” She snapped, storming out of the room.

Isla watched her go, turning back to me and Luna helplessly.

“I’ll go talk to her,” she said before following her up the stairs.

I went back to my cooking, flipping the eggs that had turned a little too brown while I had been distracted. I wasn’t going to feel bad about defending myself. I wasn’t. She had started it. But, there had been the slightest wobble of her bottom lip after I had called her a bitch. That word had affected her more than she wanted to admit, and it made a tiny flare of guilt worm its way into my chest.

I added the onion, garlic, bacon, and cheese to the eggs, closing it and letting it cook together for another minute before transferring it to one of the empty plates. I held it up towards Luna, and she walked over to take it from my hands as I started on the next one.

Luna took a massive bite of the omelet, humming in approval as she chewed the food. Her eyes closed for a moment, and she let out a huge sigh.

“This is really good, George.” She admitted. “Thank you for cooking.”

“It’s my pleasure,” I told her, my chest puffing out with praise.

She went back to the table to finish eating, pulling her legs up and under her as she sat. Her cardigan had been thrown over the back of the chair, leaving her shoulders and arms exposed. It had gotten a bit hotter in the kitchen since I had started cooking, and I was starting to sweat myself. There was a light sheen to her skin, a dampness that made her seem to shine in the light.

I ripped my gaze away from her body, and forced myself to focus on finishing the food. After a few more minutes, I had three omelets and I sat down at the table to eat mine. Isla and Sage still hadn’t come back down, but I had made food for them anyway just in case.

Luna stood, putting her empty plate into the sink before grabbing the other two plates.

“I’m going to drop these off, and I’ll be back to help with dishes, kay?” She flashed a cute smile.

“Um, you—you don’t have to help with that,” I said, trying to ignore the way my stomach was flipping at the way she was looking at me.

“Nonsense! You cooked, so it’s only fair that I clean.”

With that, she sauntered off up the stairs. I watched her go, noticing for the first time how short her shorts really were. They had been covered by the cardigan she had been wearing, but now I could clearly see the bottom line of her ass cheeks peeking out from under the hem. My cock twitched in my pants.

I took in a sharp breath, shoveling the rest of my food into my mouth as I worked to distract myself from the image. It had been awhile since I had been with anyone. That, with the alcohol and the sex talk from earlier, was proving to be a dangerous combination.

Luna returned shortly. She was empty handed, which must have meant that the two women had accepted the food without putting up too much of a fight. That helped to ease a little bit of the guilt I had felt from earlier. Sage must not have been too mad. I’ll apologize to her tomorrow.

Luna went to the sink, filling it up with hot water and soap. She hummed to herself, a melody that I was unfamiliar with, but one she enjoyed. Her body began swaying along to the music in her head, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. She did a little twirl as she began to scrub the pan, and she caught my eye as her gaze passed over me.

She smiled. “Are you done?”

“What?” I blinked.

She pointed at the empty plate in front of me, and I nodded. I walked over to her, feeling as if I were being pulled by some outside force. She took the plate from my hands, sliding it into the soapy water. She peeked up at me from the corner of her eye, and there was a light pink beginning to color her cheeks.

“Do you want to help me dry?” She asked.

I couldn’t answer, so I just nodded again. She handed me the newly clean plate, and I started drying it off with the nearby towel.

We worked like this in silence for a few more minutes, until all of the dishes were cleaned and put back into their places. My heart was pounding in my chest, and even though I had checked to make sure the stove was indeed off, the heat in the room had only grown worse.

Luna pulled the plug out of the sink, watching the water swirl around and around until it disappeared down the drain. We stayed standing next to each other. Bodies close enough that if either of us moved just a fraction of an inch, our skin would brush against each other. I didn’t realize how much I wanted that until her face turned towards mine. Her breath was coming fast, and I was mesmerized by the way her chest rose and fell in quick succession.

“George?” she whispered. “Do you feel it, too?”

“Yes.”

Though I wasn’t quite sure what it was. Attraction? Arousal? Whatever it was, I was feeling all of it.

Her hands climbed up my arms, each touch sending shivers of pleasure through my body, until her arms wound around my neck.

“Kiss me,” she commanded, and I obeyed willingly.

Our lips moved together, and she opened her mouth eagerly as I slid my tongue over hers. She moaned, and the sound dropped straight to my thickening cock. My hands were on her waist, pulling her closer as she sucked on my tongue. It only served to make me picture those lips sucking on my dick instead.

I pressed my body further against hers, pining her to the sink. She adjusted quickly, leaning back until she could hop onto the counter and wrap her legs around my middle. I settled between her thighs with a groan, and her hips bucked up to grind teasingly against my growing erection.

Fuck. Was this really happening right now? I could barely concentrate on anything except for how good her body felt against me, how smooth the skin of her stomach was as I snaked my hands up her shirt. When my thumb brushed against the bottom of her breast, her back arched, and she gasped into my mouth as her hips pressed further against me.

Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck.

“George,” she breathed, pulling back just enough to take in some air. “George, let’s go downstairs.”

“Downstairs?” I echoed, my sex fogged brain refusing to connect the dots.

She nodded, biting her lip. “This is what she wants. We need to do this in front of the altar.”

That was enough to bring me back to my senses for a moment. I backed away, untangling myself from her limbs to put some distance between us.

“I…I don’t…”

She slid off of the counter, moving slowly towards me again as she reached for my hand.

“Trust me,” she gave a reassuring smile, and squeezed my hand. “The worst thing that can happen is you have sex with me, right? What have you got to lose?”

I blinked at her. It was a surprisingly compelling argument. She wanted this, and I wanted this. I really didn’t have anything to lose.

“Okay.”

She held my hand, and led me down the stairs into the basement. It should have been completely dark, but there was a pink light coating the room just enough to see the stone altar. With a start, I realized that the light was emanating from the stone itself, shining out from the two figures. It brightened as we approached, and Luna dropped my hand.

I stayed still as she approached the altar.

“Venus,” she announced, spreading her arms out. “I humbly ask you to accept our offering, and we ask that you bless us and guide us through in your wisdom.”

She turned back towards me, giving me a shy smile. She crossed her arms across her chest, and peeled off her tank top. I licked my lips, watching the way her newly exposed breasts bounced as she moved to take off her shorts. Slowly, so slowly I felt like I was losing my mind, she slid her shorts down over her legs until they were in a pile at her feet. She stood naked before me, and all I could do was take her in. Her legs, her hips, her eyes; the way that the light from the stone shone behind her like a halo. She was beautiful, and I wanted her.

“Come here, George,” she ordered.

I took a step forward, and she lifted a hand to stop me. I stopped.

“On your knees,” she smirked.

I didn’t even remember falling to my knees. One second I was standing, and then the next I was crawling over to her on all fours. Exactly as she had ordered me to. I was unable to deny her anything in this moment.

Once I made it to her, she took my head into her hands, staring down at me with tenderness and affection.

“Do you want to make love to me, George?”

Something tugged at the back of my head, like this was both my experience now, and a distant almost forgotten memory. Like everything in my life had led up to this moment, and nothing would be the same after this.

“Yes.”

I pressed my mouth against her thighs. My lips and tongue sliding across her skin as she moaned above me.

“Touch me,” she ordered.

I slid a hand up her leg, leaving goosebumps behind. She sighed, trembling as my hand came up between her legs. I could feel the heat radiating from her pussy, and my mouth watered as I ran a finger between her folds.

She gasped, her head falling back. “Just like that…”

I pressed another finger against her cunt, slipping them in just enough to coat them in the wetness that had begun to gather there. Sliding up, I drew slow circles around where her clit sat.

I could tell by the way her nails dug into my skull that it must have felt amazing. I continued my movements, teasing her and almost getting off just from her reactions.

She hummed, fighting with all of her might to stay standing. I wasn’t going to help her. I wanted to bring her down to me, to make her feel so good that she would collapse enough that I could have her way with her. I wanted that. To have her feeling so good that the only thing she could say, the only thing she could even think, would be my name.

I’d never felt like this before, but I didn’t have any plans to make it stop.

“More…” she gasped again, hips bucking against my fingers as needy moans left her mouth. “I need more…”

I slide my hand back, pressing my middle and index finger against her gushing entrance.

“Yes—there…”

She didn’t need to say anything else. My fingers penetrated her, and she moaned long and loud as I curled them towards me. She pulled my face closer to her cunt, and I could smell her arousal. I groaned, burying my nose into the dark curls of her pubic hair.

I thrusted into her, again and again. She mewled with each press, shivering and trembling, but remaining upright. Her walls fluttered around my fingers, and I got the feeling she was close. My index finger joined the other two, and her muscles stretched to accommodate. If she was this tight from just my fingers, I wondered how it would feel around my dick.

That thought brought me back to the straining erection in my pants. In my thrill to please her, I had almost forgotten my own needs. I pulled my fingers free, bringing them to my mouth as I licked them clean. The sweet, musky scent of her coated my tongue, and I couldn’t help the moan that tore from my throat.

She whimpered, looking down in disappointment.

“Why did you stop?” She whined, and the noise went straight to the heat in my stomach.

“I need something, too,” I pointed out, giving her a cheeky grin. “Don’t you think I’ve earned it?”

She smirked. “You haven’t earned anything until you make me cum. Which you haven’t.”

“Yet.”

She reached for the hand that had been inside of her just a moment ago, bringing it back up so that it could caress against her cunt again.

“Keep using your fingers like that,” she whispered. “And add your tongue. I’ll be finished soon.”

I did as I was told. Pushing my neglected dick to the back of my mind, I focused solely on the task in front of me. I thrust three fingers into her again, moving at a steady and structured pace she seemed to like. Her legs were spread completely to me, and I pressed my face against her again, but this time I slipped my tongue between her folds against her engorged clit.

The moment my tongue slid against it, her knees buckled as she cried out. I caught her easily before she could hurt herself, and I coaxed her down to the ground. She went easily, and I could sense how far gone she was. She sat down, her legs spread wide as I dove back in to finish what I had started.

I increased my speed, timing the thrusts of my fingers with the flicking of my tongue, and her cries became more frequent and higher as her hands pushed my face as close to her as I could get. Her legs had wrapped around my face, trapping me against her. I was unable to move until I brought her to completion.

I moaned against her, and the added vibrations seemed to be the tipping point. With one last strangled cry, her body shuddered violently. I felt and tasted the increased liquid that dripped deliciously from her pussy. Her shaking continued for several seconds, and then she finally let out a long, contented sigh as her body sagged with relief.

I released her, licking my lips and running my clean hand over the cum that coated my face. I had never made a woman squirt before, and there was a vicious sense of pride that filled me knowing that I had done that to her.

She was on her back, and a giddy laugh bubbled up from her throat.

“I think that was the best anyone has ever eaten me out,” she giggled.

“You think you can return the favor?” I asked.

She grinned, sitting up faster than I thought she would be able to. She pushed me back, coercing me to lay back onto the ground as she straddled me.

Luna unbuttoned my pants, pulling them and my boxers down low enough that she could pull my cock free from its restraints. It was hard, red, and I moaned long and loud as her hand wrapped around the shaft. Her movements were slow, methodical, each swipe of her thumb over my tip bringing me closer to delirium.

“Luna…” I panted. “Luna, I need…”

She leaned forward, and I shivered as her breasts brushed against the top of my dick. She continued stroking me, and I was so close to cumming all over her.

“What do you need, George?” She whispered. Her eyes were heavy with lust, lids hanging low as she stared down at me. “Tell me.”

“Your mouth. I—fuck…I need your mouth.”

She smiled, removing her hand as she began to readjust herself. My dick ached from the loss, but it would get over it soon. She slid her body down so that her mouth was closer to my waiting dick.

Her lips parted, and her tongue swirled around the head causing stars to explode behind my eyes. I was not going to last very long. Not after I had already been brought so close to bursting already.

She kept one hand to grasp the bottom of the shaft, and her other hand reached down to cup my balls. She massaged them with expert precision, and I barely had time to appreciate that before her mouth was sucking on the head of my cock again.

My hands flew to the back of her head, pulling her hair hard enough that she moaned around my dick. I let out a sigh as the reverberation echoed up my spine. I bit my lip as I fought to keep my control. I didn’t want to hurt her, but it took all of my effort to keep from shoving my cock fully down her throat.

Thankfully, she seemed to sense enough of what I wanted and began to slowly ease her mouth further and further down my shaft. Her tongue flattened under my head, rubbing against the skin in just the right way.

Her hand that had been cupping my balls slid lower, rubbing against my taint and pressing upwards.

The shock of pleasure made me gasp, and my hips bucked up with a mind of their own, causing Luna to gag on my dick as I went too deep.

“Fuck…fuck I’m—” I was about to apologize, but my words died as she took me even deeper. I felt the tip of my dick hit the back of her throat, and I knew I was a goner.

“Luna—Luna, I’m gonna⁠—”

She didn’t stop her movements. I pushed her head down further as I came down her throat. I felt her gag, then swallow around my cock as I pulsed into her mouth. The orgasm extended as she continued to moan and suck against me and my eyes rolled back into my head as she gave me one last torturous lick from base to tip.

“Good?” she grinned.

“Fucking fantastic,” was all I could answer.

She leaned back onto her knees staring at me like she was ready for more. I saw her lips move. I was still coming down from the orgasm, head still foggy from the rush of adrenaline and endorphins, and so I didn’t hear what she said at first.

“What?” I asked.

“I’m not finished with you yet,” she repeated, enunciating each word so that I could understand.

“I think I need a minute before…” I trailed off as I watched my erection growing anew. Right. The magic altar worked faster than viagra.

She raised herself so that the tip of my cock lined up with the opening of her cunt, and I gasped at how hot and wet she felt. My hips bucked up instinctually, slipping inside of her just enough that her own gasp passed her lips. Then she slammed herself down, sheathing the entirety of my length inside of her in one thrust.

I groaned as I felt her walls clench around me. She whimpered above me, her head thrown back as she adjusted to the sensation.

“You’re bigger than I’m used to,” she admitted shyly.

My cock twitched inside of her, and I had to grasp desperately to her hips to keep from cumming too fast again. I raised myself up, just enough to capture her mouth again. We could taste ourselves on our lips, and she moaned against me, hips grinding forward as she leaned in for more. I lifted her up by her hips, and brought her back down, encouraging a rhythm that would work for both of us. She complied, working her thighs as she kept up the plight.

I watched the way my cock disappeared inside of her. The way she took all of me so greedily, like I was the only one who could fully satisfy her. Her tits bounced in my face, and I reached for one, marveling at the way it fit perfectly into my palm. I massaged it, and she mewled at the action, throwing her head back in utter ecstasy.

I pinched at her nipple, watching the pink flesh pucker and harden at my command. She gasped, her moans increasing in frequency and pitch as I continued to play with her.

I was close again, and I could tell she was too by the way she was clenching against my dick. I bit my lip, fighting my incoming orgasm just enough to let her reach hers first. With one final cry, her body tensed, then shuddered as her release poured through her. I grunted, flipping her over onto her back as I finished chasing my own pleasure. Her walls pulsed around me as I thrust into her, harder and faster than I had before. I felt the pressure build against my tip, and I pulled out quickly before I could change my mind.

She stared up at me, pupils blown wide as I furiously stroked my cock until my own orgasm crashed through my body. I grunted as the pleasurable release flowed through me, and I painted Luna’s chest and stomach in thick white ropes of my cum.

We watched each other, panting and spent as we came down from the highs of satisfying sex. I laid down next to her onto my back, my eyes feeling heavy as they fought to stay open.

Behind us, the pink glow brightened, and we both turned to look at the altar. The first word, Actus, turned red. The light increased in its intensity until I had to turn my head away.

Then everything went black.

I sat up quickly, blinking in the sudden onslaught of sunlight. I looked around, my confusion only growing as I found myself sitting on an empty beach. The sand stretched around and behind me seemingly endlessly, with nothing and no one else in sight. Gentle waves lapped at my feet, and I noticed only then that I was completely naked.

I stood, brushing the sand off my legs as I turned in a slow circle. It felt real, it looked real, but there was no way that I was actually here.

“Hello, George.”

I whirled around, and Luna stood before me. Except, it wasn’t her exactly. This Luna’s hair was long, sliding down and over her naked body to act as some kind of cover against impropriety, though it was a poor attempt at it.

“What’s going on?” I asked, running through plausible scenarios in my head. Did I drink too much? Was the vodka laced with hallucinogenic drugs?

“You completed my first binding ritual! I’m so happy.” Not-Luna grinned at me.

“Binding ritual…?” I put my hand to my head, pleading with my brain to come up with an answer. The only one it gave me was one I was not ready to accept. “You’re not…?”

I blinked, and Luna suddenly became Isla. She was presented the same way, with her red hair flowing across her naked body. Then in another instance she was Sage.

“Complete the ritual, George,” she said. “Disobey me, and there will be consequences.”

She placed a hard kiss against my mouth, and everything went black again.


2








Harem Cabin - Part Two



I woke up with a sore back and a throbbing headache. I sat up, groaning as my back screamed at me. Rubbing the sleep out of my eyes, I took a look around me as I tried to remember where I was. It was dark, and a dull red light shined out behind me. I turned, coming face to face with the Venus and Mars altar.

“Shit,” I scrambled backwards, the action harder than it normally would have been as my pants were pulled down to my knees.

What the fuck?

Then it hit me. All of the memories of the previous night came flooding back. The heat, the ritual, and the…

“Luna!” My head jerked around as I searched for the woman, but it was only me laying on the dusty floor.

I moved fast, standing up as best as I could, and pulling my pants up in one motion. The altar was still glowing, although it was different than it had been last night. Or earlier? It was hard to tell what time it was down here without any windows.

The word Actus was glowing at the top of the altar. It shone like someone was shining a red floodlight through the back of it. Otherwise, the altar remained the same as it was. Just as old, but now with an extra eeriness that made my skin crawl.

I turned away from it and headed towards the stairs, taking them two at a time.

“Luna!” I called as I entered the kitchen. The room was empty, the dishes that had been cleaned from last night still sat in the drying rack. It didn’t look like anyone else had been in yet, and when I looked out the window I saw it was still dark. Either it was still night, or possibly early morning.

I went up to the second floor, my ears prickling as I picked up the sound of a shower running. The bathroom door was cracked, and I debated on whether or not I should knock. Deciding that the anxiety of it was too much, I rapped gently on the wood. The door creaked as it opened a bit more, and the shower curtain rustled.

“Luna?” I called. “Are you in there?”

A soap covered head popped out on the other side of the curtain, hiding the rest of the body from view. I jumped a little as Luna laughed at me.

“Oh! You’re awake! That’s good,” she smiled. “I tried to wake you, but you were pretty out of it, so I figured you’d want to sleep some more.”

I rubbed a finger over one of my eyes. “Do you know what time it is?”

“It’s a little after three a.m. I seriously needed a shower, but you’re welcome to it after me, or…” she smirked. “You can join me if you want.”

I flushed. “Well…I⁠—”

She giggled. “It’s not like we haven’t seen each other naked. Oh, actually I guess you saw me naked, but I only saw you partially naked.”

“That’s okay,” I shook my head, hoping to stop this more it spiralled too much. “I’ll just wait until you’re done.”

“Okay!”

She disappeared back into the shower, and I went to the bedroom that I had picked out earlier that day to wait until she was done. There was a digital clock that sat on the end table beside the bed. The yellow digits read 3:27, and I fought to piece together the timeline from last night.

I had made dinner around six, after the sun had started to set. That had taken thirty, maybe forty minutes? Then clean up must have taken another fifteen minutes, and during that was when me and Luna had started hooking up.

I shook my head. I was still a little foggy on the details, but it had felt almost like I had been possessed. One minute I was just fine, and the next I was lusting after Luna. Not that I didn’t think she was attractive, because I did, but I had never been that impulsive before in my life.

Then there was her perspective. She had just seemed her usual chippy self, but was that because she was trying not to make a big deal out of it? Well, she had been the one to suggest it in the first place, so maybe she was completely fine, and this was just a normal everyday weekend for her.

There was a knock on my door, and I was yanked out of my mental spiral.

Luna stood in the doorway, a towel wrapped around her body and one wrapped around her head.

“Hey, George. Shower’s free.”

“Thanks,” I said. She started to leave, and I felt the need to call out to her, “Wait!”

She stopped, looking at me with a tilted head. “You okay, George?”

“That’s, uh…kind of what I wanted to ask you,” I admitted. “Are you okay? Or I guess, are we okay?”

“Yeah,” she giggled. “It’s just sex. Pretty good sex I thought.”

“I–yeah. Yeah it was…pretty good.”

Fuck. I’m supposed to be a writer and suddenly I can’t talk at all.

She smiled. “It’s fine. We did exactly what we were supposed to. Get some sleep, and we can talk about it more in the morning, okay?”

I nodded, and she gave me a quick two finger salute before she went into her own bedroom. I stood up, and went to go take my own shower.

Sage had been correct earlier. The water pressure was phenomenal. It beat heavily against my body and I groaned as it hit all of the sore muscles in my back. I stood under the water for a long time. I still had no idea what was happening here, but I couldn’t deny any longer that it didn’t exist. I had felt something, and I had seen something that was unexplainable by anything that I knew to be true. Luna had said we would talk more in the morning, and maybe then I could get some more answers.

I turned the water off, drying myself with one of the towels that had been provided in the bathroom, and went back to my room. However, as I laid down in the bed, I found that I was actually wide awake. I glanced at the clock. It was 3:58. Only a couple of hours until the sun came up anyway.

I sat up, and pawed through my suitcase for my laptop. Even if I didn’t have WiFi, I could at least read over my draft and edit it for my needs. I pulled up the Word document, and looked at the last words I had written:

He didn’t know how to tell her

That was it. I sighed, looking at the words and remembering how bad my writer’s block had been the last several months. I couldn’t even remember where I had been going with the sentence. I hit the backspace until the words had been completely erased from my memory. The blinking cursor seemed to mock me as I stared at the blank page.

And then, I typed a new sentence. Then another. Then another. The words somehow seemed to flow out of me, even though I didn’t have access to my notes or my outlines. My hands moved almost of their own accord, but the words were all mine. I continued typing until I saw the early streams of sunlight cut across the window blinds.

I stared at the screen in amazement. Somehow, in the span of two hours, I had managed to write more words than I had in three months. There was a deep swell of pride in my chest, ballooning outwards as my body hummed in excitement.

Even as I was thrilled by this accomplishment, my eyes felt heavy again. I had barely slept, and it seemed I was finally ready to crash after everything that had happened. I put my laptop away, and climbed back into the bed.

No sooner than my head hit the pillow, I was being awoken by a pounding on my door. I sat up, blinking in the brightened room as I glanced at the clock. 11:15. I must have been more exhausted than I thought. Another banging knock stole my attention. It sounded like someone was hitting the side of their fist against the wood.

“George! You awake?”

I recognized the voice as Sage’s. I couldn’t hear her that well through the door, so I just shouted, “Come in!”

The door swung open, and Sage stormed in. She wore a red flannel tossed over a black tank top and jeans. She glanced at me, eyes widening and cheeks reddening as she quickly looked away.

“Fucking hell,” she grunted. “Next time you tell someone they can come in, make sure you put on some clothes first.”

I looked down. I had gone to bed naked, but the blanket was covering the lower half of my body. Was she that embarrassed at just seeing my bare chest?

“Sorry,” I offered. “Did you need something?”

Sage huffed, crossing her arms over her chest. She still refused to look at me. “Group meeting downstairs. Now.”

“I’ll be down in a few minutes,” I said.

She twisted around, stomping back out of my room and slamming the door behind her. I shook my head, throwing off the blanket to begin getting dressed. I put on the first clothes that sat at the top of my suitcase; a black t-shirt and a pair of jeans. I didn’t feel the need to take my time to look especially nice. Besides, Sage made it seem like something urgent was happening, and truthfully I did want to talk to Luna, too.

The women were already waiting for me when I arrived downstairs. They were all seated on the couch, but I noticed that they were all situated a little closer than they had been last night. There was a large stack of books pulled from the shelf and piled on top of the coffee table.

“Good morning!” Luna greeted me. She was draped in her yellow cardigan again, but this time it was over a pair of grey sweats and a white t-shirt.

Isla smiled up at me. Her red hair was loose today, cascading down her shoulders over a pretty yellow sundress.

“Your dress looks nice,” I told her, and her smile widened.

“I borrowed it from Luna. I didn’t have anything else to wear.” she explained.

“So,” Luna clapped her hands together. “Should we talk about the elephant in the room, or do you want to continue pretending like I don’t know what I’m talking about again?”

Sage scoffed. “Just because you and George hooked up last night, doesn’t mean it was some big magical thing.”

“You told them about that?” I asked Luna. I could feel my face reddening.

“Of course I did,” Luna said. “And especially since Isla came to me asking questions about last night⁠—”

Sage jumped to her feet, standing over Isla. “What did you tell her?”

Isla blinked up at her. “Just the truth. About how we felt the pull, and⁠—”

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of! It’s all a part of the process.” Luna explained.

“Like hell it is!” Sage cried. “Just like it’s none of my business what you and George did, it’s also none of your business what Isla and I⁠—”

“Did you two have sex?” I blurted out as the pieces clicked in my head.

Sage’s mouth snapped shut, but she refused to make eye contact with me. Isla looked down in mild embarrassment as she played with the hem of her dress.

“Isla told me that she and Sage felt the same things we did.” Luna answered. “The heat, the string drawing them together. Though, I suspect that it wasn’t quite as intense since they weren’t at the altar.”

Sage huffed. “Plenty of things can contribute to the need for heightened stimulation. We were stressed, we were overwhelmed, we had been talking about sex earlier that day. There’s plenty of explanation besides your magical bullshit.”

“As much as I wish that’s all it was,” I said. “I’m going to have to agree with Luna on this one.”

She grinned at me, and Sage scowled.

“What? Just to give you an excuse to have more sex?” She tilted her head. “Not good enough to get any on your own?”

“Oh, I can assure you that George was very good if that’s what you’re worried about.”

I didn’t know if I should thank her, or be proud of that, or melt into a puddle. Sage made a face.

“Look,” I started, hoping for a change in subject. “All I know is that I felt something wanting Luna and I to have sex. Not like force, it was more like…encouraging? Is that what you two felt?”

Isla nodded. “Yeah, yeah it felt like that.”

Sage said nothing.

“Then did anyone have any weird dreams?” I asked.

The other three women looked at me as if I were suddenly saying things that were too strange.

Luna snapped out of it first. “What kind of a dream?”

“I was on a beach, and there was a woman,” I explained. “Well, she kept changing her appearance, but I knew it was the same one. And she told me that we needed to complete the ritual or there would be consequences.”

“What kind of consequences?” Sage asked.

I shrugged. “She didn’t elaborate. I woke up before I could ask.”

Luna was nodding like things were starting to make sense to her. “After George and I finished, the first word on the altar started to glow. That must mean that there are three parts to this. One for each word.”

“Do you know what they mean?” I asked. “The first word, I think it was actus?”

“It’s Latin,” Sage answered, clicking her tongue against her teeth. “It means action. The second word, flagranti, refers to passion. The last is amor, which is⁠—.”

“Love,” Isla finished.

Sage nodded. “Yeah.”

“You speak Latin?” I asked her.

Sage glared at me. “I’m a PhD student doing my dissertation about fungi. Of course I know Latin.”

That got everyone’s attention.

“Is that why you were out hiking? You were looking at mushrooms?” Luna asked.

“That’s…an oversimplification.” It was the only answer Sage seemed willing to give at the moment.

“So, this ritual,” I started, bringing the conversation back around. “We completed the first one it seems, so do we just have to do the same thing again tonight? To avoid whatever these consequences are?”

“I’m not sure if it’s going to be the exact same thing,” Luna said. “Sex is a part of it, of course, but I think there has to be something different about each night. I can’t be sure. Which is why I brought down all of these.” She gestured to the books on the table.

I picked one up, examining the cover. It was old, leather bound with gold calligraphy scrolled across the top.

“The Cycles of Venus,” I read. “You think these will help us?”

“I’m willing to bet that these books will explain it all better than I can by myself.” Luna pointed out. “They were left here for us for a reason.”

Right. I forgot that she believed in things like destiny and fate. Though, I suppose I was starting to believe in those, too.

Isla sat up, grabbing a book off the top of the closest pile to her. Sage shook her head.

“I think I need another drink,” she said, disappearing into the kitchen.

I sat down at the end of the couch with my book and began to flip through the pages. It seemed to detail all about the different cycles that women experience, and how each one represented a part of Venus.

“Here,” Luna snatched the book out of my hand before replacing it with a new one. “I think this one might be more beneficial to you.”

“Virillity,” I read. “Why is this more beneficial to me?”

“Its focus is more on Mars,” Luna explained. “Which is who you are representing. We are all representing Venus.”

“Why does Venus need more than one representative?”

Luna pursed her lips. “I think it has something to do with how she’s the goddess of love and beauty. There’s no one real standard of beauty, it’s subjective. So like how you said she appeared to you as multiple women, she also needs multiple women to properly represent her power. Mars only needs one.”

“So I could have just been any man?” I asked. For some reason, the thought of being that replaceable in this stung. I hadn’t asked to be here, but now that I was, I had hoped it was for some kind of higher purpose.

Luna shook her head. “No. We all need to be compatible. That’s why I asked for everyone’s star signs. We all share similar traits, goals, and aspirations. That’s very important. We may only need one man, but it had to be you, George.”

I couldn’t help but smile at the reassurance. “Thanks, Luna.”

We settled in with our books and began reading. Sage was gone for a while, but it gave the rest of us plenty of quiet time to see what we could figure out. When Sage did finally reappear, she begrudgingly grabbed a book, sat on the floor, and casually flipped through it. I assumed she wasn’t paying attention to any of the words, but she was the first person to break our silence.

“I think I found something,” she said. She brought the book up closer to her face, running her finger along the words. “It’s talking about flagranti, and the different ways that passion can be interpreted.”

Luna scooted down to the floor and moved to sit beside her. “How can it be interpreted?”

Sage shrugged. “It doesn’t make the most sense. It mostly goes on and on about the explosive connection that people can have, how the line between love and hate is thin. It doesn’t exactly give out clear instructions.”

Luna tapped her chin with her finger. “Perhaps that’s a clue as to who has to perform the ritual next. We already know George will be there, but it comes down to you and Isla.”

“Explosive connection doesn’t really sound like me…” Isla said.

Sage leapt to her feet, throwing the book aside. “You don’t think that means me do you?”

“It does say love and hate can almost feel interchangeable,” Luna pointed out.

Sage glanced at me, and I held up my hands innocently.

“Hey, look, I’m just along for the ride now.”

“I am not going to have sex with you,” Sage sneered. “This is ridiculous, I don’t even know why I’m playing along. There’s no such thing as magic rituals or goddesses. I’m a scientist for fuck’s sake! I don’t need this!”

She stomped up the stairs, each footstep reverberating loudly through the cabin until they heard the bedroom door slam shut.

Isla shifted in her seat. “Should I…?”

“No,” I stood. “I’ll talk to her this time.”

Luna nodded in agreement.

I took a deep breath, and headed for the bedroom that Sage was using. Bracing myself, I knocked lightly on the door. To my surprise, I heard her call out, “It’s open.”

I opened the door and found Sage sitting on the edge of the bed. She looked up and her face was as open and vulnerable as I had ever seen it before. But it was gone in the next second as she processed it was me who had come to talk to her.

She went back to her usual scowl. “I thought you were Isla.”

“Would you rather it be Isla? Since you two have gotten so close?” I asked.

It was the wrong thing to say. She flushed, and got to her feet.

“Get out.”

“Okay, wait,” I tried again. “I just…I think we got off on the wrong foot, and I wanted to apologize. For whatever I did to offend you when you first got here, and for calling you a bitch last night.”

She huffed, crossing her arms across her chest. “Well I did call you an asshole, first.”

I smirked. “Is that your version of an apology?”

“You wish.”

I looked around the room. It was bigger than the one I was sleeping in. The king size bed took up the majority of the space, but there were a couple of arm chairs and a desk in the corner. I took a seat in one of the arm chairs, and Sage seemed to relax as well. She sat back down on the quilted comforter.

“So you’re a scientist?” I asked.

She raised an eyebrow. “Is this your way of winning me over? Shitty small talk?”

I laughed. “I’m just trying to start over. We don’t know anything about each other, and we might have to have sex tonight. Which, just for the record, I’m not exactly thrilled about the idea of having sex with you either.”

“Please,” she rolled her eyes. “You’ve been interested in me ever since I walked through that door. I could see it in your face.”

I felt heat rise up my neck. “Is that why you don’t like me? Because you could tell I thought you were attractive?”

“Not exactly.”

“Then, why?”

She turned away, running her hand along the blanket underneath her. It was a collection of interconnected multi-color triangles stitched intricately together. She picked at a loose thread to give her something to do as she thought about how to answer me.

“You remind me of someone,” she started. “Or at least, you look like someone I knew.”

“Someone you hate?”

She nodded. “My ex. Major fucking asshole. Treated me terribly, and then had the audacity to break up with me.” She gave a harsh, choked laugh. “I’ve kind of been avoiding all men like the plague since then. I just assume they’re all creeps and trash.”

I pursed my lips. “Would this be a bad time to say ‘not all men’?”

My stupid joke worked, and she laughed again. A real one, and my heart flipped in my chest at the sound.

“Well, George. It was sweet that you cooked dinner last night. And,” she gave me a look. “Don’t let this go to your head, but it was a pretty solid omelette.”

I puffed out my chest. “A compliment from Sage? Wow, maybe the world is about to end.”

She rolled her eyes, but there was some affection in them now.

“So,” I crossed my ankle over my knee. “What kind of work are you doing with the fungi around here? I’m curious.”

“You really want to know?” There was skepticism in her voice.

“I do,” I answered with earnestness.

Her entire demeanor shifted. Her eyes widened in excitement, and she sat up a little straighter. “There’s a new subspecies of amanita muscaria around here. It’s a type of mushroom that a lot of people use for hallucinogenic purposes, but it’s usually too dangerous as consuming too much can become toxic. But there’s been an increase of its usage, and the ones that have been found in this area are not toxic. It’s a game changer for psychedelic research.”

“You’re researching shrooms?” I asked her. That was not where I had expected this conversation to turn.

“Kind of,” she turned her body towards me. “So psychedelics have actually been proven to improve or even cure several mental disorders. The research is highly limited considering that it’s technically illegal, but I’m going for the ‘better to ask permission than forgiveness’ route. If I can prove that this stuff does more good than bad, I’ll be able to help people, and change lives.”

“That sounds like a really worthy cause,” I said.

“Thank you.” She brightened. “If only I could get other people to see it that way.”

“Your professors don’t support you?”

She shrugged. “They do and they don’t. But it’s not just them. It’s our society. They ban things because they’re scared of them, or they think they know what’s best. In truth, I think they just do it because they don’t like it.”

“Yeah, I can see that,” I agreed. “It’s like how banning books is becoming more popular. It’s just a bunch of people getting mad about something, and then they decide to take it away from everyone else.”

“You passionate about books, George?”

“I’m very passionate about books,” I corrected her. “I’m a writer.”

She raised her eyebrows. “That was not what I was expecting.”

“What were you expecting?”

“You kind of seem like the ‘mid-life crisis’ banker type honestly.”

I gaped at her. “‘Mid-life crisis’? How old do you think I am?”

“And how do you know you’re not already halfway through your life?” She shot back.

“Well that would be too depressing.”

“Why do you say that?” She asked with a tilt of her head.

“Because I’ve barely done anything with my life,” I answered. “I’ve published one novel, one, and it was a complete failure. I have been graciously allowed to continue with the sequel, but only because the publisher bought it as a duology. If I can’t get people interested in this, then my writing career is dead before it even started to live.”

She sucked on her teeth. “That’s hard. Art is hard. I guess I have to give you some credit for that.”

Now I was the confused one. “What do you mean by that?”

“Well, I admire people who do art. It’s not easy. Sure I have my own troubles, but at least everything for me is based on things I can prove. Facts that you can hold in your hand and be certain that they are true. Art? It’s all subjective. Your creations are simply left to the whims of whoever is viewing it at the time. Are they in a bad mood? Do they have different life experiences from you? All of that can impact how they view your art, and can even make them see it negatively. Maybe your book didn’t do well because it wasn’t the right time. Hell, how many artists don’t get the recognition they deserve until after they die?”

I sighed. “I…do not want to have to wait until after I die.”

“Of course you don’t!” Sage agreed. “That’s why I think artists are very brave. I think you’re brave, George. And if we make it through this weekend, I’ll try to go and check out your book.”

“Really?” A smile twitched against my lips.

“Don’t get too excited,” she rushed out. “I’ll probably hate it.”

“Hey, as long as you paid money for it, I’ll consider us okay.” I grinned.

“Nah, I think I’ll get it from the library.”

“The library? Come on⁠—”

“What have you got against the library, George? They’re important pillars of the community!”

I laughed, and she did, too. Something had shifted between us. It wasn’t the same animosity that had been in the air even just this morning. It still wasn’t quite like, but at least I didn’t feel like she was going to bite my head off the next chance she got.

There was a knock, and then Luna was opening the door.

“Sorry,” she said. “I wanted to make sure you didn’t kill George.”

“He’s fine,” Sage rolled her eyes.

“We’re fine,” I added.

“Good! Because Isla and I think we found something interesting about the ritual. Wanna come downstairs?” Luna asked.

Sage and I exchanged a glance. I could tell she still wasn’t sold on this stuff, but she was in a better mood than she had been earlier. She seemed willing to at least listen. Shrugging, she stood and followed Luna out the door. I took up the rear until we were all gathered in the living room again.

Isla gave us a brilliant smile. She sat with her legs crossed beneath her, and she had a book spread out wide in her lap. The soft look in her eyes told me that she could see the change that had happened between Sage and I, and I was happy to have made her happy. It was strange how close I suddenly felt to these women when I didn’t even know them two days ago.

Sage sat next to Isla and threw her arm around the back of the couch. I sat down on the other side of them as Luna curled up on the floor. She rested her head in her hand.

“Would you like to share what you found?” Luna asked Isla.

Isla, a little shy at being addressed so blatantly, blushed and went back to the book in her hands.

“It details the union between Venus and Mars. How they have different aspects of themselves that they let shine through each, um…copulation.” She shifted a little in her seat. “How when they first came together they were drawn like magnets to each other, and how they made the choice to act upon their feelings.”

“That sounds similar to what happened last night,” I observed.

Isla nodded. “Right, that's what I thought, too. And it keeps going. So their continued meetings turned into a continuous passionate love affair.”

Sage made a face, thinking back to our earlier conversation.

“Then it finishes with how their love has grown and created something new,” Isla continued. “They had multiple children, but the most well known is Eros, or Cupid. And the book goes on to talk about how much life and hope that Cupid has brought to the world. How when people come together to complete the ritual of Venus and Mars, during the time that their planets are at their closest, then those people can bring new life and hope into the world with their combined love.”

We were quiet as we tried to work out exactly what that meant.

Isla glanced at Luna. “But…there is more. It also says that the other children of Venus and Mars, the embodiments of fear and terror, could also be summoned. That if this ritual is not completed with love in mind, then what wins out is war, and the people who fail will…suffer for the remainder of their days.”

“I don’t like the sound of that,” Sage blurted out.

“So our choices are to have consensual loving sex and live in harmony, or fail and live the rest of our lives in misery?” I asked.

Isla shrugged. “It’s not exactly specific about what happens when we succeed. It just talks about how everyone apart of the ritual will contribute something of meaning to the world.”

Something of meaning…

“Like a book?” I asked, and I turned to Sage. “Or life changing medicine?”

For the first time, Sage looked more interested than she had before.

“No,” she shook her head. “No, there’s no way that doing this…thing is going to help me with submitting my research.”

“But what if it does?” I stood. “Luna? You mentioned that Venus told you once that you were going to be special to her. Is there anything that you want to do in your life? Something you’ve never been able to accomplish before?”

Luna’s eyes were wide, and she gripped the table in front of her. “I…yes. There is.”

“Isla?” I asked.

Isla shrunk in on herself, and it was Sage who put a hand on her thigh. She squeezed the skin gently.

“Yes,” Isla confessed.

“Something else happened to me this morning,” I continued. “I’ve been working on my new book, a book that I haven’t been able to write a single word for in months. And then this morning, it was like I couldn’t stop writing. And I didn’t hate any of it! I felt like something was finally going right in my life, and I think it’s because Luna and I completed the beginning of the ritual!”

Luna stood. “I want to open a school. I want to help young girls who don’t have anywhere else to go. I want to create a place where they can be safe, and where no one will tell them that they’re not worth something.”

“That sounds amazing, Luna.”

I meant that with all my heart. She smiled.

Sage stood as well, and gave a shrug. “I want to heal people with psychedelic mushrooms.”

“I want my words to mean something to people,” I shared. “I want it to inspire others, too.”

Isla looked between all of us. Finally, she stood, too.

“I want to create something beautiful,” she whispered. “I’m…I’m a painter. I was trying to paint a natural landscape, and I’ve always been drawn to this mountain. I thought coming up here would help me with…with my problem.” She closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and then opened her eyes again. “I’m going blind. Not tomorrow, not all at once, but it’s happening slowly. My eyesight is continuing to get worse, and before it fully goes, I want to make something beautiful to leave behind.”

It was Sage who wrapped her in a hug first, then Luna, and I finished us off. We all held onto each other maybe a bit longer than necessary, but it felt good. Right. Isla sniffled in the center, and none of us commented on it. If she needed to cry, she could cry. None of us would deny her that right now.

Several minutes passed before Isla finally pushed us all away, wiping under her eyes as discreetly as she could.

“We should do something fun. Take our mind off of all of this.” Sage suggested. She turned to Isla as if silently asking her if that was okay, and Isla gave her a smile.

“There’s plenty of vodka left,” she added.

Luna whooped in excitement as she ran off to the kitchen.

“Wait!” I called after her. “We should eat before we start drinking.”

“Well, Chef George, what's on the menu tonight?” Sage asked.

“Me?”

She laughed. “Yes, you. You are now the designated chef. I’m pretty sure none of us can cook as well as you proved yesterday.”

Isla nodded in agreement.

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, fine. I’ll do my best.”

We spent the rest of the afternoon with each other. I did my best to cook up another meal for us, and the women helped with the prep work. Well, Luna and Isla did most of it and Sage kept trying to correct every single thing I did.

“I’m happy to step back and let you take over,” I offered when she finally grew too much.

“Nonsense, George, you’re doing great,” she replied with a wink.

I just tried to ignore her until I was finished.

Once the meal was prepared, we squeezed around the dining table as we ate. I did think I had done pretty well for myself despite the shortcomings. Pasta with zucchini and chicken drizzled in pesto sauce, and a salad with fresh veggies.

“You really did a great job stocking up on food, Luna,” I told her.

“I appreciate the compliment, but I did not buy all of that.” Luna admitted.

I stopped with my fork halfway to my mouth. “Wait, but you were here first. I just assumed…?”

Luna shook her head. “Nope! Not me.”

Sage stabbed at her salad. “Maybe it was Venus.”

The comment was sarcastic, but it did give everyone a small shudder. We had been trying not to bring her up, or the impending ritual that was growing nearer with every minute that passed by. From the readings it seemed like it would come down to Sage and I tonight, and I was having a hard time containing my nerves.

“Let’s have that drink now,” I suggested, and I went to the cupboard to fetch the vodka that was now almost halfway gone. “Did you see any other liquor around here while you were snooping yesterday?”

Luna scoffed. “I wasn’t snooping! But yes, I did see some more alcohol. Over in that cabinet to your right. No, your other right.”

Isla and Sage chuckled at my inability to tell my left and my right apart, but I managed to find the right cabinet nonetheless. I opened it, and was thrilled to find an unopened bottle of brandy, and two more unopened bottles of wine. I grabbed the bottles of wine first, and carried them plus the vodka back over to the table.

Drinks were passed around, and stories were told about the lives we lived outside of these cabin walls. Luna opened up about how she grew up moving from foster home to foster home. She never knew her father, and her mother had gone to prison when she was very young, and she didn’t have any other family to take her in. But, she was able to finish school by the skin of her teeth, and build herself a good life as a marketing manager.

“That is…not what I was expecting,” Sage admitted.

“What? Did you think I ran a witch shop or something?” Luna asked.

“Or something,” Sage muttered into her wine, and I had to stop myself from choking on my vodka.

“Well we can’t all be scientists,” Luna teased, wagging a finger at her. She was definitely the most drunk out of the four of us right now.

Sage rolled her eyes. “I guess I’m not a scientist yet. I still have a couple more years of research before I can defend. And then I’ll be a doctor.”

“What made you want to do that?” Isla asked. Her fingers played at the edge of her cup, and I noticed she hadn’t been drinking as much as the rest of us.

Sage finished her wine before beginning. “Well, my father was an officer in the Marine Corps. Served three tours. I was young when he left for his first one, but I remember each time he came back it was like he had lost a piece of himself. The last time he came back was…much different. He wouldn’t talk about anything he had done, or seen. My mother tried to get him to go to therapy, but he claimed it didn’t help. When I was sixteen years old, he killed himself.

“After that, I did a lot of research on my own about depression and PTSD. Found out that there had been a lot of work done with psychedelics, and how they believed that utilizing the drugs you could cure PTSD. So, I worked my ass off to get into a good school, majored in biology, and now I’m getting my PhD. Not much else to it than that.”

“I guess we’re all a little fucked up,” I said, looking around to the women around me.

“It’s a good thing we were all brought together,” Luna added. “I feel like we kind of needed each other.”

Sage rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. Isla laid her head onto Luna’s shoulder.

“I’m happy I met you all,” she shared.

It was clear that we were all feeling that sentiment. However, the day gave way into the night, and with it came the tension and anxiety we had all been avoiding.

Luna shoved a blanket into my arms.

“It was cold last night, and having sex on the ground kind of sucked so I figured you could use this,” she said.

“Thanks,” I told her. I turned back to Sage who was refusing to look at me. “I guess it’s time, then?”

“Good luck!” smiled Luna, and Isla gave a thumbs up behind her.

I tried to smile back, but it just felt forced. Honestly, I wasn’t sure if we were going to be able to complete this ritual. The book said it had to be consensual, so what would happen if Sage still refused?

I led the way down to the basement, and Sage followed after me, albeit reluctantly. The altar loomed before us. It taunted us, as if it knew the struggles we had been having and found the entire thing to be hilarious.

“I hate that thing,” Sage hissed. “Do we really have to have sex in front of it?”

I agreed with her, but I thought it best not to vocalize my opinion. We still needed Venus’ approval. She could decide at any moment that we weren’t worth the trouble, and cut her losses by getting rid of us. I really hoped she wouldn’t do that. I was quite attached to being alive.

I unrolled the blanket, a soft red flannel material that would probably feel much more comfortable than the hard ground. I was glad that Luna had thought that far ahead this time. Sage stood off to the side, staring at the altar like she was scared to go near it. She looked uncomfortable, but I had no idea how to make this easier for her.

“Do you…want to lie down?” I suggested.

Sage shrugged, but she came up and laid down on the blanket. She was on her back, arms held rigidly by her sides.

“You remember that you need to be an active participant in this, right?” I asked her.

Sage glared at me. “It’s not like I can just ‘turn it on’ like a man can. I need to be…eased into it. I thought we would get that pheromone cloud or something again.”

“Pheromone cloud?”

“I don’t know! Whatever it was that happened last night!” Sage covered her face with her hands, and groaned.

“So you do believe in magic now?”

“I don’t know,” the words came out muffled since her hands were still over her face. She dropped them, looking over at me like she was lost. “I don’t know what to do.”

I sighed, sitting down beside her. “What if we start with something easier? What turns you on?”

Sage sat up. Even in the dim light, I could see the color darkening her cheeks. She didn’t look me in the eye as she started talking, “I like…dirty talk. I kind of like…” she bit her lip. “Degradation.”

I blinked at her. That had not been what I was expecting at all.

“So…you like it if I call you names?” I asked.

“Not bitch,” Sage added hastily. “I hate that, but I kind of like being called a slut.”

“Okay,” I nodded, ignoring the way my dick was already thickening in my pants. I had never once called a woman a slut while in bed, and suddenly it was all I could think about. I didn’t want to intimidate her, not when she was finally opening up, so I tried to keep my voice neutral as I continued.

“Do you like being…touched? Or held down?” I asked. “What about being told what to do?”

Sage nodded, sucking on her bottom lip in a way that made me want to grab her and kiss her. I tried to hold back. She wasn’t ready, not yet, but maybe she was getting there.

“I like when the guy is more dominant,” she admitted.

I swallowed. Again, this was something I was not used to when I slept with women, but now I was itching to do it. Maybe it was just my motivation for the rewards at the end of this, or maybe I was just beginning to learn more about myself through these acts. Whatever it was, I was now feeling very turned on.

I licked my lips. “Take off your shirt.”

“Excuse me?” Sage retorted.

“You heard me,” I kept my voice low, and did my best to sound the opposite of how I usually did. No more shy, quiet George. No, this time I would be assertive, and hopefully be exactly what Sage wanted me to be.

She still didn’t move, she just looked at me like I had suddenly sprouted two heads.

Without breaking, I leaned in closer to her so I could growl, “If you don’t take off your shirt, I’ll have to do it for you.”

Her breath hitched, and I was almost worried I had gone too far, but then she was crossing her arms over her chest and peeling off her shirt. Sage was wearing a simple black bra, no lace or frills. Very practical. Very Sage. Her perky breasts rose and fell with her breath, and her eyes were glued to me as I stood up.

“Take off your bra,” I ordered, and I unzipped my pants.

Her eyes glanced down at my movements, then back up at my face. Slowly, her hands reached behind her back and unsnapped the hook of her bra. She slipped the straps off of her shoulders, and as she did I slid my cock out of my boxers.

It sprang free, hard and weeping just from talking about sex. She licked her lips as she stared at it, and it twitched in my hand under her hungry gaze. My eyes were on her now exposed breasts. They were bigger, rounder than Luna’s. Her dark nipples were already hard. I wanted to put my mouth on them, but I restrained myself. There would be plenty of time for that soon, but first I wanted something else.

I pumped my cock once, twice, letting out a small moan as I did. Her eyes looked up through her long lashes, staring at me as she waited for my next instruction.

Jesus fucking Christ.

I could feel it in the air now. That same heat that had been prevalent last night. But instead of being influenced by it, it was like we were the ones starting it this time.

I stepped closer to her, pressing the tip of my cock closer to her mouth. She didn’t move, and out of curiosity I leaned in a little more until the tip brushed against her lips. It felt so good, and as I pulled away she licked up the bit of precum I had smeared on her bottom lip.

“Fuck,” I hissed. I grabbed the back of her hair, pulling it hard enough that her head fell back and she gave out a small cry.

She stared up at me, pupils blown, and I knew then that I had her. This was different from Luna’s, so much different. With Luna it had felt like a guiding hand, both of us being led to where we wanted to be. Now, I was doing the leading. It felt like it really was only me and Sage, with no other outside influences.

“You really are a little slut, aren’t you?” I asked her.

She gave a small smirk, the corners of her mouth twitching up in amusement and arousal.

“I am,” she whispered.

“Open up.”

She did, and I guided my dick straight into the warmth of her mouth. My lengthy moan didn’t quite do what I was feeling justice. It wasn’t just about how good her lips around me felt, which felt fucking amazing, but the way in which she sucked my dick was unlike anything else I’d ever seen. She was all tongue, licking and kissing my dick like a sloppy whore, and I held her head back so all she could do was take it as I thrust into her.

Her moans reverberated up my cock and went straight to my stomach. My toes curled as I began thrusting harder down her throat. She didn’t cry, she didn’t gag, she just stared up at me with hazy eyes as I fucked her mouth.

My orgasm surprised me, I was so caught up in the sensation that I had barely noticed I had reached my limit. I hadn’t even gotten the chance to warn her as my cum shot down her throat and across her face. She hadn’t been fully prepared, and she did choke a little as I came down from my pleasure high.

My cum coated her cheeks, and it dripped down her chin and onto her chest. My softened cock barely had time to rest before it was lengthening again. I blinked down at it. I had never been able to get hard that fast ever before.

Sage swiped a hand across her mouth and grabbed her discarded shirt which she used to clean the rest of her face off. She raised her eyebrows as she noticed I was hard and ready for action again.

“Lucky me,” she smirked up at me, and I almost insisted on having her blow me again.

“Take off your pants,” I ordered as I started slipping mine off. I pulled them down to the floor, kicking them off until I was naked from the waist down. “I’m going to fuck you.”

She leaned onto her back, unbuttoning her jeans and yanking them off. I pulled off my shirt and was down beside her in a second.

“I want you on your knees. Roll over.”

She obeyed me perfectly, moving to her knees and putting her head down so that it rested on her elbows. It put her into the perfect presentation for me. I kneaded her ass, squeezing and rolling the muscles against my palms. She groaned, and from this angle I could see her wet, dripping pussy all ready and waiting for me.

I dragged my fingers against her wet folds, and she mewled, moving her hips back towards me even as I pulled away.

“You want it so bad don’t you, slut?” I asked. “Come on, I want to hear you say it.”

Sage mumbled the words into the blanket, the articulation lost in the fabric. I yanked on her hair, pulling her head back again.

“I couldn’t hear you. Speak up.”

“I want it!” She yelled. “I want it, please, I want it so bad.”

“Good girl.”

She shivered, and I didn’t have time to fully appreciate it. I was too focused on one thing. I didn’t even make sure she was prepared before I was spearing into her. I dropped her hair, grabbing her hips with both hands. She was so tight, clenching onto me so hard I wasn’t sure I could move. I felt her relax ever so slightly, and then I pulled back until it was just my tip left inside, and then I slammed fully into her again.

She yelled, practically screaming with ecstasy as I did it again, and again. Each time going a little harder, and a little faster, until I was pounding into her cunt. I was rutting her into the blanket, and she writhed beneath me unable to do anything but drown in the pleasure I was giving her.

“You like that, huh? You fucking slut. Look at you. Taking my cock so well. You’re practically sucking me in, you greedy little slut.”

I wasn’t even sure what I was saying anymore. Words and phrases fell from my mouth without me even thinking about it, but Sage was loving it. She moaned and whimpered at every insult, and anytime I said something she really enjoyed her walls would grip me tighter.

I leaned further over her so that my chest covered her back and I could hit deeper inside. She felt so good, so fucking good, and I knew I was going to cum again soon.

I got closer to her ear, and whispered, “Touch yourself. I want you to make yourself cum.”

She groaned, moving her arm with difficulty to place it between her thighs, and then she started rubbing her clit. The minute she did, she tightened further around me. I gritted my teeth, trying to prolong my orgasm until she got hers first. I pumped harder, I felt her fingers graze against where we were connected, hips jerking as I thrust faster into her as well.

With one final shudder, and another high pitched cry, she came hard against me. I felt the gush of her pleasure spill over my cock, and I followed half a second later. I emptied myself inside of her, thrusting until every ounce of pleasure had been extracted from both of us.

I pulled out, and she trembled again. Her ass was still in the air, right where I had left it. Her pussy was dripping with her and my cum, and I felt the rush of desire build in me again. My dick didn’t even soften this time.

“Sage, you’re not tired are you?” I asked her.

She glanced up at me, her eyes were heavy with lust, but they were alert. She shook her head.

“Good. Get on top of me.”

I laid down on my back, bringing her ass towards me so she understood what I wanted from her. She straddled my face, and laid across my chest so that her mouth lined up with my dick.

I didn’t wait for her to start, I dove right in. My tongue went straight into her cunt, and I eagerly lapped up everything that was dripping out of her. I’d tasted my own cum before, once out of curiosity, but it didn’t taste quite as good then as it did now. Leaking out, mixed with her own hot slick, I felt like I was eating a gourmet meal.

Sage mewled and whimpered pathetically over me, trying to return the favor by giving me another blow job, but becoming far too distracted with what I was doing. She pushed her hips closer to me, encouraging more from me as I began impaling her with nothing but my tongue. She rocked her hips back, and I let her fuck herself. It didn’t take long before she was screaming my name as she came again.

Exhausted, she collapsed on top of me, and I rolled her over onto her back. She was out of it, drunk on sex and endorphins, but I was still hard.

“Sage?” I laid across her, and her legs opened for me instantly. I smirked. “You still need more don’t you?”

She nodded, her hair flopping around her face.

I pressed my lips against her mouth, and she moaned as my tongue slipped inside. The same tongue she had just used to fuck herself to completion. Like the blow job earlier, her kisses were all tongue. They fit against each other, curling and twisting together. I ground my hips against hers, my erection rubbing against her thigh.

“George…” she moaned, and she had barely gotten my name out before I was inside of her again.

This time I lifted her hips up as I stayed on my knees. I plunged deeper into her, and she dug her hands into the blanket beneath us as she cried out. I kept going. I watched as her body jerked against each thrust. Her breasts bouncing against her chest, her arms splayed out behind her. Our moans intermingled, louder than I had even been with Luna. In the back of my mind I was aware that they could probably hear us, but I didn’t care.

My balls slapped against her thighs as I urged on more, more, and more. We came together this time, yet we continued on as if possessed by our unsatisfied desires. I did not rest in my movements, and she never asked me to stop.

The sickening squelch of my cum sliding out of her pussy gave my sex crazed brain another idea, and I pulled all the way out of her even as she yelled her protests.

“George,” she mewled, elongating my name into multiple syllables. “Why are you stopping…?”

I pumped my cock furiously, knowing I was seconds away from coming yet again. I had never cum this much in my life, not even when I was a hormone riddled teenager. It was exhilarating, though in the back of my mind I knew I would be feeling it in the morning.

“You’re not dirty enough for me,” I grunted, feeling the build up of tension in my abdomen. “I want to see you…covered in my…oh, fuck…”

I came hard, no longer all white, it was mostly clear now. Still, it was exactly what I wanted to see, what I only had a glimpse of earlier. Sage covered in my cum, and she arched her back beautifully so that the majority of it covered her tits.

“Fuck…” I collapsed on top of her, feeling the last of my energy finally begin to drain. “You really are a massive slut, Sage.”

She hummed, her arms and legs circling around me again.

“And are you really going to leave me hanging?” Her voice was husky and raw from all of the noises she had been making, and it sent another jolt of electricity through me.

One more. I can do one more.

I adjusted myself, no longer surprised to find my dick still hard, and I lunged into her welcoming warmth again. Despite my exhaustion, I pushed through so I could give her exactly what she wanted. Her ankles were locked behind me again, holding me in place, and her nails dug into my back, egging me onward.

I wanted to give this to her. I wanted to make her feel the best she’d ever felt in her life, and judging by the noises she was making I was succeeding.

With one final push, we both came again.

She shuddered, her orgasm ripping through her and cascading over my dick as my own mirrored hers. My vision went white for an instant as my release pumped through me again, and again, and again. I felt I had cum three times at once, and it was almost a relief when it was finally over.

I rolled onto my back, blinking back the encroaching blackness. If Sage asked me for another one, I truly didn’t think I had it in me. She gasped beside me, the aftershocks still ghosting through her body. I wondered if she had felt the same way I had. Maybe it was even better for her.

Her eyes stared at me with great difficulty, and a smile twitched against her lips.

“That wasn’t too bad, George,” she whispered.

“I’d say it was pretty fucking incredible,” I answered.

“Better than Luna?” There was a teasing lilt to her voice, with an underlying curiosity.

“Just different,” I answered. It was the truth. Both had felt amazing, and I was more than satisfied.

Sage frowned a little, but didn’t push the issue. “Did we complete the ritual?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “Last time it was kind of obvious. The altar was glowing and…”

As if on cue, a deep red glow covered both of us. I tilted my head back to look at the altar, and saw the word flagranti blazing like a fire.

Sage sat up in awe, and I realized that she had never seen this before. Maybe, she was finally starting to believe in it.

“What the fu⁠—”

Everything went dark again.

When I came to, I was on the beach again, and this time the woman, Venus, was sitting beside me. She looked like Isla this time, but her smile was off. There was a maliciousness there that I knew didn’t exist in the real Isla.

I sat up, feeling the sand slide along my skin.

“Are you here to tell me that I completed night two? And that the next one is going to be with Isla?” I asked her.

“You did complete night two. The next one is going to be with Isla.” She agreed, then gave me a smirk as she became Luna. “Plus Luna. Plus Sage.”

“All four?” I asked in bewilderment. “Why?”

She giggled, and when I blinked again she was gone.
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Harem Cabin - Part Three



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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