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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Now that Danielle has agreed to join our new family, things are changing quickly.

We’re adjusting but it’s a challenge and a joy at the same time.

I’ve got my hands full but I’m not complaining.

Especially when I get my first glimpse of Danielle’s ex, Chloe.

Who might join us as well.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Anyone hungry?” Marcella asked softly as she rolled out of bed. I’d been awake for a few minutes but I love lying in our oversized, custom-made bed and just luxuriating in the reality that I found myself in. As the sole male in a family that includes four incredibly beautiful, sexy, loving women. I was a lucky guy.

“I could eat,” I whispered to Marcella, not wanting to wake anyone still sleeping. I’d been listening to all four of them sleep-breathing for a while and it’s one of my favorite moments. She popped her head up to look at me and she smiled. Aside from being gorgeous, preternaturally cheerful, and sexy in the extreme, Marcella has become an excellent cook. I assigned her the task of making sure our family was well-fed a couple of months ago and she took her new job seriously. She signed up for and worked hard at a couple of cooking classes and it showed. Her meals have gone from somewhat mediocre to excellent in no time.

“What’s your pleasure today, Oliver?” she whispered as she walked to the bathroom. “Fruit and coffee or something more substantial?”

I know I could ask for anything from waffles and bacon to fresh raspberry muffins and Marcella would handle it, but I’m working hard to stay fit.

“Fruit sounds great, Chella. What do we have?” I kept my voice low but some of the sleeping beauties in my bed stirred. Marcella giggled.

“You got it, Oliver. Give me about ten minutes, okay?”

“Take all the time you need, Marcella,” I said a little more forcefully to see if anyone else would wake up. It’s not like I’m starved for attention or anything, but if someone woke up and wanted to fool around a bit before breakfast, I’d be fine with that.

I’d be more than fine – I’d be downright enthusiastic.

The three naked women in my bed didn’t stir, unfortunately, so I slid out of the tangle of limbs, bodies, and blankets and ambled into the bathroom. I closed the door – now that I’m up there’s no reason to wake them – and relieved myself. I stopped to brush my teeth and used mouthwash because in this household I want to be ready at all times for a kiss and whatever it might lead to. Not that anyone has offered any complaints.

I finished my morning routine and exited the bathroom on cat’s paws. I slipped into a pair of running shorts even though I’ve got no plans to go for a run, not without my wife, Bettie. She’s almost as fast as I am now that we’ve been running together since we got together last year. She’s a lot shorter than me but she churns those short, shapely legs of hers like nobody's business when we jog, usually with our dogs around the city. I’ve never had anyone to exercise with before Bettie and it’s fantastic. She even comes with me to the gym in our building and she’s getting into free weights which is shocking to me. I’ve often seen women use machines at the gyms I’ve used in the past but rarely did I see any women pumping iron in the old-fashioned, Arnold Schwarzenegger sense. We’ve only been married for a few months and life just keeps getting better and better.

“What happened to fruit and coffee?” I asked as I exited the bedroom and closed the door carefully behind me. I smelled muffins in the oven as soon as I entered the living room. I walked toward Marcella in the kitchen and she turned to give me a cheeky smile. She was wearing an apron and nothing else which I continue to find astounding and so delightful. I went to her and wrapped my arms around her waist, kissed her neck, and rubbed my suddenly hard dick between her naked cheeks. I’m tempted to bend her over the island but I don’t want to risk burning the muffins.

Besides, I got my balls drained last night, like most nights sleeping with four women who think I’m a pretty damn good lover.

“You want to eat now or wait for the others?” Marcella asked softly as she reached back to stroke my cheek with her hand. “Or do you want to fuck me?”

“I’ll wait on breakfast and I don’t want to distract you,” I said but with a tone that was easy to read – I’d love to fuck her. She turned around and kissed my mouth quickly before she dropped to her knees and pulled my shorts down. She took my hard dick into her mouth and buried her face in my pubic hair, then she licked the tip before she stood and bent over the kitchen island.

“You won’t distract me,” she said with a warm smile as she looked over her shoulder. “I’ve got the timer on so if you don’t take too long…” She doesn’t finish her thought. She doesn’t have to.

I stepped out of my shorts and she reached between her legs to guide my dick into her wet pussy. Marcella has one of the sexiest bodies I’ve ever seen anywhere and on top of her perfect breasts, sexy ass, and slim waist, she’s always wet. I mean, always. It’s a gift that keeps on giving, no question about it.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned as I drove my erection deep into her cunt. She leaned forward and when she pressed back against me it was all I could do not to cum immediately. I never used to be so quick to recover after a night of sex, but since I moved in with Bettie, Marcella, and Jackie, and then added Danielle to the mix a few weeks ago, my recovery time has improved dramatically. I’d always heard that the more you use your dick the faster it generates a fresh load and I’m living proof of that scientific phenomenon.

I pumped in and out of Marcella’s sweet pussy for several enthusiastic minutes before I groaned and shot my load deep into her. She moaned with me and I marveled at how much I love it when any of the women I live with respond to me in such a satisfying way. Once my dick was done spurting into Marcella’s body, I collapsed on her back and she moaned again. I know from experience that she enjoys it when my cum drips from her hole as she never cleans up after I’ve made love to her. Never.

“I should probably get that,” she said as I realized that the kitchen timer was beeping behind me. I stood up and let my dick slide out of her pussy and some of our juices drip down her thighs. I watched with a smile on my face as she pushed herself up from the counter and went right back to dealing with breakfast as if nothing happened.

“So, still want to wait until after you walk the dogs, or…?” She held a muffin up and waved it under my nose. It’s tempting to just let Bettie walk the dogs when she wakes up but I shook my head and frowned.

“I’ll wait,” I told her. She shrugged and put the muffin on a plate, then piled all six muffins on it and put it back in the oven but turned off the heat.

“That’ll keep them warm until you get back if you don’t dawdle at the dog park, Oliver.” She smiled at me and went back to fixing breakfast for our lovely little household and I turned to go back to the bedroom for my sneakers and a shirt.

“Hey, there,” Jackie, our resident platinum blonde and a stunning beauty as well, said as she stretched and yawned when I walked into the room. “What have you been up to?” she asked with a smirking smile that I know all too well. The woman has an uncanny ability to hear things that no human should be able to hear, so I’m sure she heard me fuck her wife just now in the kitchen even though the bedroom door had been closed.

“She offered,” I said simply before I added, “so how could I refuse?”

“Why should you refuse is the better question,” Jackie said as she slid off the bed. She came to me and wrapped her arms around my neck to kiss me. I leaned into her kiss with real enthusiasm as she is so fucking gorgeous that just kissing her was rejuvenating my erection, astoundingly. I swear if I’m not careful, living with these women just might kill me.

But what a way to go.

“I feel you, Oliver,” Jackie said with another playful smirk. We’re both big fans of the old HBO series, The Wire, and we’re constantly using lines from the show for inside, double-entendre jokes. I shrug and smile, as if to say, What can I tell you, Jackie?

“Hey, keep it down, will you guys?” Bettie moaned from the bed. She covered her head with one of the pillows and must have jostled Danielle because she stirred as well. Bettie added, “If we’re going to fuck every night, Oliver, you need to let me sleep in the morning.”

“Duly noted, wife of mine,” I said with exaggerated solemnity. I let go of Jackie and she headed for the bathroom. The one drawback of having five people sleep in one bedroom is the traffic jam that tends to occur in the facility. We have three other bedrooms in our penthouse apartment, each with its own en suite bathroom but we all love sleeping in the same bed so much that we’re almost always in Bettie’s original bedroom when the lights go out.

Which is exactly the way I like it.

“Come on, Betts,” I said as I pulled on my sneakers and a shirt. “We need to walk the dogs.”

She groaned and sat up to glare at me for a half second before she smiled and wrapped her arms around my neck for my third kiss of the morning. I’m tempted to wait long enough for Danielle to rise and shine so I can get the full set of sunrise smooches but the dogs are weighing on my mind.

“Shake a leg, Bettie,” I called out as she disappeared into the bathroom with Jackie. We finally had to make a rule that no one gets to lock the bathroom door when using it, even if the need for privacy feels overwhelming. If I need to be alone as I do my business, I use one of the other bathrooms in the apartment. And since I set the rules around here, everyone has to follow my example.

When I exited the bathroom a few seconds later, I heard a new voice.

“You people can be so rude,” Danielle whined without opening her eyes. “It’s really annoying.” She’s lying face down on the bed and her naked ass is just too inviting so I smacked it hard enough to make her squeak and jump. She popped up and turned to give me a fierce look. I just smiled at her.

“You know how I feel about that, Oliver,” she said with anger in her tone. I wondered for a second if I went too far. When we first invited Danielle over to see if she’d be a good fit to join our household a month ago, I went too far and we almost lost her for good. Only a concerted effort, led by Marcella, and a heartfelt apology from me turned things around for us. Now, I’ve put everything in jeopardy for a stupid prank.

“Hey, I’m sorry,” I said quickly and sincerely. The last thing I want to do is fuck things up again especially when everything has been going so well since Danielle moved in with us. I was ready to get on my knees to beg her forgiveness when she smiled a sly little smile at me and I almost lost it. In a good way.

“You little scamp,” I yelled at her, and I tried to swat her again. She slithered off the bed in the other direction and laughed at me. She could have run away to the bathroom but instead, she came around the bed and stood in front of me as if she was a little girl who needed a good talking to. Or a spanking. I thought about turning her over my knee but then I decided I’d learned my lesson, so I just stood up and took her into my arms and kissed her, thoroughly and deeply.

I got to complete my morning makeout rounds after all.

“So, about Danielle,” Bettie said as we were walking the dogs to the dog park where we reconnected almost a year ago. I’d known Bettie since before the pandemic when we first met at this very park. We lost touch during those dark times but last year, in a non-so-subconscious effort to get back in her life, I adopted Laddie, a rescue mutt, and the rest is history. We were so good together that I moved in with her and her two roommates a few months into our romantic relationship and we married early last year.

“What about her?” I asked, suddenly feeling like I’d done something wrong again not half an hour after she fooled me about smacking her ass in bed.

“Well, she asked me to talk to you about this, just so you know,” Bettie said in a tone that seemed halfway between embarrassed and amused. I looked at her and the look on her face was more amused so I calmed down. Somewhat. It’s still a little nerve-wracking living with four beautiful women no matter how much I try to be in charge. It’s a process, I keep telling myself.

“Okay,” I allowed and nodded for her to get on with it.

“She’s…intrigued,” Bettie said, sounding more embarrassed now.

“By what?”

“By the whole thing that happened that first time she came to the apartment.”

I stopped, which resulted in me yanking Laddie’s leash but he’s fine. I stared at Bettie and now she looked embarrassed. For real.

“You cannot be serious,” I said in my best John McEnroe in his prime impersonation. I’m a big fan, by the way, even though he was long retired when I got interested in tennis.

“I know, right?” she said with a head tilt and a crooked smile. “I mean, seriously?”

“What the fuck, Betts? Is she trying to make me crazy or something?”

“I don’t know what to tell you, Oliver,” Bettie said with a sigh as we began walking toward the park again. I just mulled the conversation in silence as we arrived at the gate and I pulled it open so that Bettie could walk Jackie’s dog, Pepper, into the enclosed space where Pepper and Laddie could run free with their park buddies.

“This feels like a huge unnecessary risk, Bettie,” I said in all seriousness. “I don’t want to fuck up what’s been working so well so far.” Danielle only just moved in with us and we’ve only been a family for six months if you’re counting from the day I moved in with Bettie, Marcella, and Jackie. “Why did she even bring it up to you? We haven’t done any of that shit since she walked out that night.”

“I don’t know, Oliver,” Bettie said with the utmost patience, which is how she always is. Bettie is the most patient individual I’ve ever known and I feel lucky beyond all reason to be married to her. It’s been a dream come true, one I didn’t even know I had.

“Should I talk to her?” I asked. I know I’m supposed to know everything when it comes to our group dynamics according to the women in my life, but I’m so far from being that guy I can’t even tell you. I still feel like I’m way over my head with all of this.

“I don’t know, Oliver,” Bettie said as we sat on our usual bench while the dogs played. “Do you want me to have Jackie talk to her?”

“Jackie? Why her?”

“Well, she’s the one who started it all.” Bettie turned and looked at me.

“No, I need to talk to her. I’ll do it.”

“Okay.”

We sat there watching the dogs in silence for a while, each of us lost in our thoughts. I had something else on my mind that I wanted to ask Bettie but I wondered if I was pushing my luck. Finally, I decided to just go for it.

“Should I bring up Chloe?” I asked softly. “While I’m at it?”

She turned to look at me. “What about her?”

“Well, she hasn’t mentioned her at all since that first night when we invited her to join our family. I just wonder what happened. Maybe she changed her mind or something.”

Bettie didn’t say anything. She looked away and I got the strong impression there was something she wasn’t telling me. I waited and finally, she looked at me again.

“She asked me not to say anything to you, Oliver,” she whispered with tears welling in her eyes.

“Betts, what’s wrong?” I was stunned. I had no idea what she was talking about which made her sudden meltdown even more confusing. Bettie is usually quick to cry but she’s been doing less crying lately, mostly because our lives have been so good. What the fuck just happened, I wondered. “Tell me.”

Her lip quivered. “Chloe is a lesbian, Oliver.”
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“Seriously?” I asked, stunned. “She’s not bisexual, like everybody else?” I figured Bettie knew what I meant – not everybody in the world or even everybody in our building, just everybody in our family. All of the women, at least.

“Danielle said she’s still a virgin, technically,” she said, further confusing me. I’d been lectured more than once by Jackie that girl-on-girl sex is still sex, just different from hetero-normative sex, whatever the fuck that is.

“But…” I began and Bettie quickly shut me down with a dismissive wave.

“Don’t even go there, Oliver,” she said. “Just listen to the woman.”

“Okay, but I don’t understand,” I whined. “What would happen if she…?” I didn’t finish my question – I didn’t need to.

“I’m not sure,” Bettie said with a look. “And I’m pretty sure Danielle doesn’t know what would happen, either.”

“Then, why?” I left it at that. Fill in the blanks as you see them, Bettie, I said to myself. I was lost.

“That’s why she’s been avoiding the subject, Oliver. She’s embarrassed.”

“She said that?”

“She didn’t have to,” Bettie said with as much impatience as I’ve ever heard from her. “It was obvious.”

I sat back against the bench and thought about it. “I don’t think it matters, Betts,” I said fairly quickly. “I mean, I don’t need another woman in my life or my bed.”

“You can’t say it like that, Oliver,” she said with a side-long glance at me. I nodded.

“No, yeah. I can see that, for sure.” I nodded and looked away. “But you get what I’m saying, right?”

“Yeah, I do, Oliver.” She reached for my hand and squeezed it. “And that’s what I thought you would say, for what it’s worth.”

“Did you tell Danielle that?” I didn’t know if I was hoping she had or if I was hoping she hadn’t. I’d only seen a photo of Chloe up until then but it was a phenomenal photo. The woman is an eleven and I’m one to know – I live with two matched sets of tens. Not that I would ever say something so crass to anyone.

“No, of course not,” she said quickly. “That’s for you to say to her.”

“And how do I go about it, Betts? Do I just walk up to her and say, ‘Hey, Danielle? I hear your ex is a full-blown lesbian. What’s up with that?’” I gave her a look and she shot one right back at me.

“Obviously, not,” she sniffed. “You’ll figure out a way to bring it up, I’m sure of that.”

“Maybe she wants to just drop the whole idea, Bettie. Maybe now that she’s had time to think about it, she’s not so all fired up to bring another woman into our household.”

“That may be, Oliver,” Bettie said with a tone I know all too well. It’s the one my wife uses when she nominally agrees with me while really disagreeing with me. It’s a sly strategy and it works every time. “But it’s not going to go away of its own accord.”

“Why not?”

She shot me another look. “I think you know why not.”

“No, I don’t, Betts. Enlighten me.” I’m supposedly in charge of our household and I just gave my wife a direct order, risking life and limb, I’d wager. She doesn’t respond immediately but I can see this is a tactic I should employ very judiciously if I know what’s good for me. And I do know what’s good for me.

Slowly, almost methodically, she turned to look at me again. “Because Jackie will be most disappointed if she doesn’t get to fuck Chloe.”

“Shit, really?” I knew Jackie was salivating when she got a look at Chloe’s photo the night we asked Danielle to join our family. But I had no idea it would be such a big thing for her.

“Marcella, too.” She cocked an eyebrow at me just to drive home her point.

I should have guessed as much. The only reason we formed our unique and unusual household in the first place was that Bettie found out, after ten years of living with them but having no clue what was going on, that Marcella and Jackie were serial sluts, their words, not mine. They would regularly go on the prowl for unsuspecting men and women to take to their bed, and as beautiful as they are, they never came up empty. Oh, plenty of women turned them down for one reason or another, but those two are like guys when it comes to one-night stands, or at least they used to be before we all got married, me to Bettie and Jackie to Marcella. Since then, they have cut way down on their, shall we say, predilections.

But apparently, the desire is still there.

“Why does this fall to me if they’re the ones that are all fired up to bring Chloe into our bed?” I wondered briefly how that would work, having a guy in bed with a confirmed lesbian, but I put it aside for the moment.

“I don’t know, Oliver,” she said in a tone that bordered on sarcasm. “Maybe because you’re in charge?” She side-eyed me hard and it pissed me off a little.

“Come on, Bettie,” I almost growled. “You know what I’m saying, don’t you?”

She softened quickly. “Yeah, I kind of do. Maybe we should just have a big family meeting and hash things out once and for all.”

I nodded. “Yeah, that sounds good.”

When Bettie and I got back to the apartment with the dogs, I rounded everyone up for a meeting in the living room. Marcella had finished baking and making the rest of breakfast but I had lost my appetite and just wanted to get on with the discussion. I didn’t get any pushback from anyone even though the apartment smelled crazy good from the muffins.

“This won’t take long and then we can eat,” I said after Bettie got back from caging the dogs. We usually let them roam free in the apartment when someone is home, which is pretty much all of the time, but I didn’t want any distractions during the discussion.

Of course, Jackie picked up on that immediately.

“Big news, Oliver?” she asked in that tone she’s got when she wants to get under my skin. Mission accomplished, I think to myself.

“No, not really,” I said as we all settled in around the coffee table. We have three big sectional sofas that face the TV but that was off, of course. I wanted no distractions and we don’t watch that much TV anyway, especially in the morning.

“So Bettie told me something that surprised me at the dog park,” I began. No one said a word. I turned to Danielle. “She said that your ex-girlfriend is a confirmed lesbian,” I said as gently as I could. “Is that true?”

Danielle’s beautiful face sagged noticeably. “Yes, it’s true,” she whispered.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner?” I asked in a bit of a whiny tone. Then I made it worse. “Why didn’t you tell me at all?” My voice rose like a girl’s as I spoke.

“I didn’t know how,” she said softly. “I’m sorry.”

“Am I that much of an ogre to you, Danielle?” I was genuinely curious. I didn’t think I’d done anything since my first faux pas with her to warrant this kind of treatment.

“No, not at all, Oliver. I just didn’t know how to start the conversation with you.”

“But you had the conversation with everyone else, right?” I was trying hard not to come off too harshly but I knew I wasn’t pulling it off, not really. Danielle began to well up.

“Oliver,” Bettie said gently.

I turned to look at her. “I’m not trying to be a son of a bitch here, I just want to understand what happened.”

“Well, you are being a son of a bitch, Oliver,” Jackie said. “So cut it out.” She glared at me.

“What am I supposed to say?” I looked around at all of them.

“Maybe this isn’t about you, Oliver,” Marcella said. “Did you ever think about that?” I looked at the woman and I felt like my head was going to explode. How can it not be about me, I wondered. I thought I was in charge here.

Luckily, I didn’t verbalize that thought.

Bettie turned to Danielle. “Do you still want to bring Chloe around to see what we have here?”

Danielle took a long time to answer. She even had time to take the tissue from Marcella who had gone to the kitchen to get it for her. She wiped her eyes and nose before she composed herself.

“I do,” Danielle said at last. “I really do. I’m not sure why, to be honest. I love it here with all of you and I don’t want to do anything to jeopardize what we have so far. But I miss her and I think she would like this.”

I had a million thoughts running through my head. Is this a ploy to get her back? Do you think she’ll fit in with a family in which a man is not only involved with everyone but the leader as agreed to by all parties? Do I even matter here?

“What’s your ultimate goal, Danielle?” Jackie asked. “What’s the ideal outcome in your mind?”

I wasn’t surprised that Jackie was stepping into the leadership vacuum that was created when I was shunted to one side of the discussion. I wasn’t surprised but I wasn’t happy about it, either. Still, I was smart enough to keep my mouth shut and let them hash it out. Without me, apparently.

“I’m not sure, Jackie,” Danielle said with anguish almost choking her. “I wish I knew. I guess I haven’t talked about it until now because I kept hoping something would come to me, some plan or a reasonable course of action, but…” She gave Jackie a half smile through her tears. “I just don’t know.”

The five of us sat in silence for a few long minutes. Finally, I’d had enough. “Should I step away from this for the time being?” I asked the group. I kept my eyes on Danielle.

She looked stricken. “No, I couldn’t ask you to do that, Oliver. This is your family.”

“I think I see what he’s saying,” Bettie said softly. “It’s not forever, just temporarily, right?” She looked at me.

“Yes,” I said. I wanted to add, ‘Of course,’ but I didn’t. No need to be a dick about it. I just watched the group.

“Okay, would that make things easier, Danielle?” Jackie asked. “If Chloe met us but not Oliver?”

Danielle still looked very uncomfortable. “It might but it wouldn’t be honest. And it wouldn’t be fair to Oliver. Or to Chloe.”

“She makes an excellent point,” Marcella said with a hint of a smile. I knew what she was doing but again, I kept my mouth shut.

“Then what do you suggest we do,” Danielle?” Jackie asked gently.

Danielle looked at Jackie then slowly went around the room and caught everyone’s eye. When she came to me, she stopped.

“I guess I should explain a little about how things were between me and Chloe,” she said. “When we were together, we had an unequal relationship.” She looked down. “I was the dominant and she wasn’t exactly a submissive, just…” She struggled to find the words. “I was the top, she was the bottom. Okay?”

“Sure,” Jackie said, maintaining her control of the conversation. Danielle turned and talked to her.

“It wasn’t like what I saw when I first came here,” she said softly, without animosity. “There were no beatings or cages or anything like that, you understand.” She looked at me briefly but turned back to Jackie before I could say anything. “It was more of a relationship thing.”

“Sure, we get it,” Jackie said as she turned to Marcella. “We had a relationship much like that ourselves, before Oliver came along, or even Bettie, to be honest.”

“What was it like for you when Oliver entered the picture?” Danielle asked Marcella. “When he took over as the dominant partner in your family?”

“Well, that didn’t happen right away, you understand,” Marcella said with a glance at me. “It took us all some time to realize that’s what we wanted.”

Danielle frowned. “But once this dynamic asserted itself. How did you react to seeing Jackie in a subservient relationship with Oliver?”

Marcella looked at me. “Not gonna lie, I fucking loved it. I still do.” She kept her eyes on me for a long moment before she turned to look at Jackie, who was smiling.

“We both love it,” Jackie said softly.

“Really?” Danielle asked. “Why is that do you think?”

Marcella looked at her. “I don’t know. I just know that I love it.”

I wanted to ask a question but kept quiet – I felt like saying nothing was more important than anything. Fortunately, Bettie asked the question for me, as if she’d read my mind.

“Had there ever been any talk between you and Chloe about men?” She looked at Danielle who blushed.

“A little, but it never went anywhere.” She looked like she had more to say but stopped herself.

“Why not?” Bettie asked.

“It was pretty obvious how she felt about men,” Danielle said in a voice so small I barely heard her. But I heard her, loud and clear.

“Well, that’s going to be a problem, then,” Bettie said. “Isn’t it?”

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Danielle added.

“You’re asking the wrong question,” Jackie said out of the blue to Danielle, who turned to look at her.

“What?” Danielle asked Jackie.

“You’re asking the wrong question. You’re worried about how Chloe will feel about Oliver. The thing you have to ask yourself is, how do you feel about Oliver?”

Danielle looked at me. “I feel really good about Oliver.”

“Why?” Jackie asked her.

“Because I like how he makes me feel. I like that he’s in charge.”

Jackie nodded. “I felt the same way. I still do.” She looked at me and smiled warmly. “And that contentment comes through, doesn’t it, Chella?” she asked her wife.

“It does,” Marcella said with a beaming smile. “It really does.”

Jackie nodded. “And that’s what’s important. If you want a relationship with Chloe, and I have no doubt that you do, she’s got to see how happy you are handing the reins to someone else. Just because that someone has a dick…”

“A very nice dick,” Danielle interrupted with an embarrassed smile that was endearing as hell.

“Agreed,” Jackie said. “Just because that someone has a very nice dick doesn’t change the fact that he makes you happy. That should be all that matters to Chloe, if she really loves you, Danielle.”

“Don’t you get jealous?” Danielle asked Marcella. “Isn’t it a problem that Jackie loves Oliver…” She cut herself short.

“More than she loves me?” Marcella finished Danielle’s question. “No, because it’s not true. I know I’m first in Jackie’s life and always will be. That’s why I can feel completely unthreatened by Jackie’s love for Oliver. It’s complimentary, not competitive. And together, their love for me makes my life so much better. Not to mention Bettie and you, Danielle. I honestly feel like I’m drowning is the sea of love, just like the old song.” She laughed and it was such an honest, genuine laugh that everyone smiled. Even Danielle.

But she got serious again in a flash. “Yeah, but you guys are bisexual. Chloe’s not.”

“Are you sure?” Jackie asked. Bless her soul.

Danielle looked at her. “Yeah, I am. She’s been pretty clear on that point.”

“I don’t have any issues with that, Danielle,” I told her. “I mean, I wish it wasn’t true because I find Chloe incredibly attractive, even if I’ve only ever seen her photos.”

“We all do, Oliver,” Jackie stage-whispered. Everyone smiled again.

“But seriously,” I continued. “It’s not a big deal for me. I mean, look around.” I opened my arms in an expansive gesture. “I’d have to be nuts to complain about this. And I’m not. No way.”

“But it’ll be a sore point,” Danielle said. “That Chloe’s not interested, won’t it?”

“Not to me,” I said. “Honestly. If you’re happy, and if she’s happy, that’s all that matters to me.”

“How would it work in bed, though?” Danielle asked. “Won’t it be awkward?”

I was tempted to roll my eyes but I didn’t. Barely. “The only thing that’ll be awkward is having six people in that bed at the same time.” I looked at Bettie. “It might be time for us to upgrade again.” We’d bought an extra large California King when Danielle joined us. It’s huge but not surprisingly, it can get a little cramped. Which suits me just fine.

“I don’t think there is an upgrade from what we already have,” Bettie said with a concerned look.

“I looked into it,” Jackie said. “They make a bed that’s twelve feet wide now.”

I looked at her. “You checked?”

“I wanted to see what we could do if we had to,” she said without embarrassment.

“Is that big enough?” Bettie asked.

“If not, I heard they’ll work with us on something custom-made,” Jackie went on. “As long as we’re willing to pay, they’ll make it happen.” She looked at me. “Of course, we’d have to pay for it in advance and we wouldn't get it for months.”

I smiled. “Order it,” I said as I glanced at Danielle. “I don’t care how much it costs, order it.” 
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“So, how are we going to do this?” I asked Bettie as we walked the dogs later that day. “Any thoughts?”

“No, not really,” she said without looking at me. “What do you want to do?”

We walked in silence for a while as the complications of adding another prospective member to our rapidly expanding family presented themselves. I wondered again if we were biting off too much.

As usual, Bettie seemed to read my mind. “You okay?” she asked softly.

“Yeah, I’m just getting a little overwhelmed, I guess.” I gave her a look. “You think we’re overreaching?”

“No, I really don’t. I think Danielle is more in love with Chloe than she’s willing to admit, even to herself.”

“Really? Did we make a mistake with Danielle?”

We let the dogs off their leashes and sat on our favorite bench. We watched them romp with their park buddies for a few seconds until Bettie turned to look at me.

“I don’t think so. I mean, we’re pushing things, there’s no denying that. But I like Danielle so much, I can’t imagine not having her in our lives. And our bed.”

“She is something, I’ll give you that.” I look at Bettie hard. “Are we okay, though? You’re okay with all of this? Because if you’re not, I need you to tell me, Betts. You’re the most important person in my life.”

She blushed and smiled. I loved it. I can still make her blush. And smile.

“I’m fine, Oliver.” She looked at the dogs again. “I never thought I could share the man I loved. But it feels so good to watch you with, well, everybody. It’s so surprising to me.”

“I know what you mean,” I told her. “When you’re in Danielle’s arms and kissing her, I feel like I’ve given you this amazing gift, the same way you’ve given it to me. I had no idea it would feel so good.”

“I know,” she said with a nod. “It’s incredible.”

“And the thought of bringing another person into our lives and our bed, it just feels so good. I can’t wait to see you making love to Chloe.”

“Even though we’ve never met her?” she looked up at me.

“Yeah, I know, right? It’s almost scary.”

“It is scary for me, though,” she admitted. “Because you won’t get to share her with me.”

“Yeah, I get that. But that just makes it better for me, Betts. That I’m giving you permission to be with her even though I won’t be. I don’t know why but that thrills me even more.”

She turned to look at me again. “Really? It doesn’t make you feel left out?”

“It does but that’s part of the allure. You get to have something that I won’t share with you. I don’t know why I find that so exciting but I can’t wait.”

“You mean that?”

“I do, Betts. I really do.”

“Why?”

I looked at her. “Why what?”

“Why does it excite you that you won’t get to share?”

I stopped short. “I guess because I’ve got so much now, it’s like I never have to be left wanting for anything. It’s wonderful but I almost feel myself getting spoiled. You know what I mean?”

“Yeah, I think so,” she said without sounding convincing. “I’m kind of in the same position.”

“Yeah, but it’s different for you, isn’t it? I mean, for the likes of Marcella and Jackie, and even for Danielle for that matter, it’s different because they’re all bisexual. You’re not. So even though you get to be with them, it’s not the same for you. Is it?” I wondered if I’d gone too far all of a sudden. But Bettie took my question in stride.

“Yeah, it is. But it’s not a problem or anything. I enjoy being with all of them.”

“But it’s not the same, is it? As being with me?”

She stared at me for a few seconds and then a smile crept across her face. “Okay…”

I smiled back. “Too much?”

“Maybe a little,” she said but then she elbowed me in the ribs. “No, I get what you mean. It just came across a little, you know…”

“Yeah, like I’m full of shit, right?”

“Well, maybe full of yourself.” She wrapped her arm around mine and pulled me close. “But you deserve to be full of yourself, Oliver. Can you believe what we’re doing here? What we’ve accomplished already, even before we bring Chloe in?”

I nodded. “It’s amazing, truly amazing, Betts. But it’s mostly because of you. You do realize that, right?”

“I couldn’t have done it without you, Oliver. You’re the one who made it possible, really.”

We sat on the bench and watched the dogs romp for several quiet minutes while we basked in our love for each other. Finally, I looked at Bettie. “So, we should come to some sort of decision about how to approach Chloe, right?”

“I think we should leave it up to Danielle,” Bettie said. “She knows her better than anyone.”

I nodded. “But she seems to be so uncertain about how to approach her.” I looked down at her but she kept her eyes on the dogs.

“No, that’s not quite true, Oliver. Danielle didn’t know how to approach you. I think she’ll be fine with Chloe now that she’s convinced you’re okay with everything.” She looked up at me. “You’re okay with everything, right?”

“I am.”

Later that same night, everyone was sitting in the living room after dinner. We’re all dressed – the girls are usually naked in the apartment but not when we’re expecting a guest – and I’m about to ask Danielle how she wants to proceed with Chloe arrives, but she beat me to the punch.

“I have a couple of things to say tonight,” she began. I expected her to take the lead but I don’t know what the second thing is all about, so I just wait.

“First,” she began, “I want to thank you all so much for doing this for me. I can’t tell you how happy it makes me that you’re willing to talk to Chloe, especially you, Oliver.” She looked at me and I nodded.

“My pleasure, Danielle.”

“That said, I still have no idea what I’m going to say to her,” she admitted with a nervous laugh. “I can’t believe how much of a basket case this is turning me into.”

“You’ll be fine, Danielle,” Bettie said with a firm tone. “I know you will.” Marcella and Jackie nodded and murmured their agreement. “Just tell her how you feel.”

“I know, and I will,” Danielle added. “But before she gets here, I have to admit something to you all, and especially to Oliver.” She looked at me.

“What?” I asked.

“I’ve been feeling bad about something,” she began. “And I want to let you all know that I may be having second thoughts about it.”

I looked at Bettie with alarm. “What are you feeling bad about, Danielle?” Bettie asked.

“Well, when y’all first invited me over and…” She stopped and looked down. And blushed. “When you showed me how things were here,” she said so softly I wasn’t sure I heard her.

“You mean…?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said quickly as if to cut me off from saying any more about it.

“The cages, and the wooden spoon?” Bettie asked. Danielle just nodded.

“What about it?” I asked, which got me a look from Bettie.

We all waited for Danielle, though. Finally, she said, “I feel bad…”

Bettie looked at me again. “About?”

“That all of that…stopped.”

“We thought that’s what you wanted, Danielle,” I said. “We thought it was important to you that it stopped.”

“I thought so too,” she whispered. “But now I feel bad about making you stop.”

“Is that all you feel bad about, Danielle?” Marcella asked. I’m lost but I keep quiet. “Or is there more?”

Danielle looked at Marcella and her lips quivered. “There’s more,” she whispered.

“Tell us,” Marcella said softly.

“I’m…interested.” She kept her eyes downcast. “In that.”

“You want to try it?”

“Maybe,” she said without looking up. I was dumbfounded. I looked at Jackie and then at Bettie but they both kept their gaze on Danielle. I couldn’t believe we were having this conversation now. It was time for me to step in.

“Let’s set this aside for the time being,” I stated as forcefully as I knew how. Everyone turned to look at me. “We’ll deal with it after Chloe leaves.”

“Assuming Chloe leaves,” Jackie said with a smirk.

“What was that?” I asked her with my eyebrow raised. Now was not the time for being flip.

“Never mind,” she said with a dismissive wave.

Bettie looked at me. “Are you intending to invite Chloe to spend the night?” I looked at Danielle.

“Is that something you’d want, Danielle?” I asked her. She shook her head.

“I don’t know,” she said after a bit. “I don’t think so but…” She looked at Bettie. “Would you mind?”

“Why ask me?” Bettie said quickly. “It’s a group decision if not Oliver’s.”

“I’d say it’s Chloe’s decision, but…” I said with a crooked smile. Everyone smiled to break the tension. “If she wants to stay, I have no issues with inviting her to stay.”

“We might be getting way ahead of ourselves, you know,” Jackie said. “Let’s see how things go before we make any decisions about…any of that.”

“Agreed,” I stated just before there was a ding from everyone’s phone – the doorman had alerted us by group text that we had a visitor.

“All set?” I asked as I stood up. Danielle looked at me with consternation on her lovely face. “No good?”

“Let me get the door,” Marcella, our perpetual hostess said as she bounced off the couch. “Bettie, you come with me,” she called over her shoulder. Bettie didn’t hesitate and joined her by the front door.

“Danielle,” I said. “You go, too.” She nodded and looked grateful that I pushed her to go.

I stood up from the couch and looked on as Bettie opened the front door. At first, Chloe stayed in the hall, perhaps a bit surprised or even intimidated by having three beautiful women greet her but she soon appeared and moved quickly to hug Danielle. I couldn’t really see her until they broke from hugging and I finally saw her for the first time.

She was breathtakingly beautiful.

She wore a sexy red dress that was open from her neck to her waist with just a knot holding the two sides together but hinting at the fabulous body underneath. Her hair was dark brown and gorgeous – it framed her face so seductively.

But that face. Full lips, high cheekbones, thick eyebrows, gorgeous bedroom eyes, perfection. She looked slightly overwhelmed but with a hint of a smile gracing her sensual mouth, her eyes darted back and forth between Danielle, Bettie, and Marcella. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her until finally, Jackie caught my attention and nodded for us to go to the foyer to join them. I followed her.

“And this is Jackie, Marcella’s wife,” Bettie said when our blonde roommate arrived to air-kiss our guest. “And this is my husband, Oliver, the head of our little household.” I glanced at Bettie to acknowledge her boldness in introducing me but quickly turned my attention to Chloe. She looked up at me with those gorgeous brown eyes and I found myself tongue-tied.

“Nice to meet you, Oliver,” she said as she offered her hand. I shook it and managed to find my voice.

“Welcome, Chloe,” I said at last. “We’ve heard so much about you from Danielle.”

“Good things, I hope,” she said with a defiant smile. I returned her smile and nodded.

“Nothing but the best,” I added and we all moved to the living room.

“What can I get you to drink, Chloe?” Marcella asked as she hovered behind our guest. “We have everything.”

“Just tap water is fine,” Chloe said. “I want to stay sharp for this.” She didn’t seem anything but sharp, but I got her meaning – alcohol was not on her agenda.

“The same for me, Chella,” I said and everyone else joined in. We would all stay sober for this discussion.

“So, tell me about this unusual family you’ve found for yourself, Dani,” Chloe said to her former girlfriend. Danielle smiled and almost blushed – she looked thrilled to be in the company of the younger woman but I fully understood why. Even with so many beautiful women in the room, Chloe stood out. She almost radiated a subtle but sexy vibe that was hard to ignore. Even Jackie, who is usually immune to such things, seemed taken with her.

“Well, I moved in with them a month ago,” Danielle began. “We’ve been getting to know each other since then. Oh, and I quit my job at the restaurant. I’m a kept woman now.”

Chloe’s eyes widened at the news. “Really?”

“Yeah,” Danielle said with a shy smile. “Bettie here is a financial whiz and she’s made enough money that none of us need to work anymore. She’s teaching investing to Oliver so he can get more involved in managing our money.”

“Our money?” Chloe asked with wide eyes as she turned to look at Bettie.

“We’re all in this together,” Bettie said. “We haven’t put Danielle on the deed to the apartment yet but we plan to. She’s a full member, just like the rest of us.”

I watched Chloe’s reaction to the news and it was priceless. She looked at her former girlfriend with a combination of respect and envy as far as I could tell, which was exactly what Bettie was going for, I assumed. Now that we’ve met Chloe I could see that everyone wanted her to join us.

“Is there anything in writing to that effect?” Chloe asked. “I mean, what if y’all change your minds a year or two from now? Then what?”

“We haven’t decided how to handle that,” Bettie said with authority. “We’re still in the honeymoon phase of our relationships, to be honest.”

I saw that as my opportunity to enter the conversation. “I’ve decided to give Danielle a sum of money to put just in her name and a monthly stipend to add to it. My goal is to make her feel independent as quickly as possible so there’s no question about her commitment to our family. I don’t want anyone to think that she’s here because we take care of her, even though that’s what we’ll be doing.”

Danielle looked at me with her mouth open and her eyes wide. Bettie and I had been talking about this forever since she moved in with us but we waited to tell her until now. I’m glad we did.

“How much are you giving her?” Chloe asked. All eyes turned back to her but she kept her eyes on mine.

“Five hundred thousand in a lump sum and ten thousand dollars a month,” I said with a glance at Bettie. She smiled and reached for my hand.

“Seriously?” Danielle asked, clearly caught off balance. “That’s too much.”

“We don’t think so,” I said, then I amended it. “I don’t think so, I should say.”

“Is this your money or Bettie’s?” Chloe asked.

“It’s our money, all of us. We’ve moved everything into a joint account.”

“But you decided how much to give Dani?” Chloe persisted.

“I did,” I said simply.

“He’s the head of our household,” Bettie explained. “We’ve given him full control to make all decisions for the family.”

Chloe looked at Jackie. “Is that your understanding as well?” she asked, someone impertinently. Jackie smiled but there was a slight edge to her look.

“Of course,” she said in a light tone that wasn’t confirmed by the look in her eyes. “Oliver’s in charge.”

“What about…?” Chloe began but then stopped. “Isn’t that…?” She stopped again.

Bettie spoke. “It’s the way we agreed to arrange our lives together. We trust Oliver and we want him to be the head of our household.”

“Did you know about all this?” Chloe asked Danielle.

“I knew that Oliver was in charge but I didn’t know about the money until just now.” She smiled at Chloe who looked at me.

“Are you just buying her off?”

I was taken aback. “No, not at all. We’re giving her the money so she has the freedom to do whatever she pleases and isn’t tied to us unless she wants to be.”

“Chloe,” Danielle said softly. “Don’t be…”

Chloe cut her off. “I’m just getting a bad feeling about all this, Dani. Can’t you see what they're doing to you?”

“No, I don’t,” Danielle said forcefully. “I see an incredible act of love. I feel loved here, Chloe. I feel cherished. We have something very special and I won’t let you spoil it.” She stood up. “Maybe this was a big mistake.” She glared at Chloe who glared back.

I stood up. “Let’s all calm down here, okay?” I said mostly to Chloe. “We’re not bad actors in all of this. We have Danielle’s best interests at heart. She’s free to leave anytime she wants to but more than anything we want her to stay. I’m giving her the money so she has the freedom to leave if she decides to do so but we want her to remain here if she wants to.”

Chloe turned to me. “Why am I here, Oliver?”

“Because Danielle still loves you, Chloe,” I said firmly.

“But she threw me out,” Chloe said, tears welling and streaming down her cheeks. “You threw me out,” she said to Danielle.

“I threw you out because I loved you,” Danielle said, tears flooding her cheeks as well.

“Well, that’s a strange way to show it,” Chloe said, almost choking on the words.

“You wanted an open relationship and I didn’t think I could do that. Now I know I can,” Danielle whispered and Chloe’s whole demeanor changed.

“What about him?” Chloe said with a wave of her hand at me. I felt my face color deeply. “I’m not…” She turned to me. “No offense.”

“None taken,” I said with a catch in my voice. Fuck.

“You won’t have to do anything you don’t want to, Chloe,” Jackie said. She stood up and walked to face Chloe. “We’re all fine with whatever you decide and whoever you decide to do.”

“Is that for real?” Chloe asked me. “Because I won’t be changing my mind about that.”

“I know that, and it’s fine. I’ve got more than I can handle as it is.” I gestured at the others in the room.

“Really?” Bettie asked with a look of surprise. Then she smiled. “I’m kidding.”

“Does he really fuck all of you?” Chloe asked. I looked at her. This girl spoke her mind.

“He does, and he’s fantastic,” Marcella said with a giggle. “You might want to reconsider, Chloe.”

She shook her head. “Not a chance,” she said with a look of pure disgust. “Again, no offense, Oliver.”

“None taken, Chloe. I wouldn’t want to get fucked by a dude either.”

Everyone laughed and the tension eased at last. We all sat down again.

“So, how does this happen?” Chloe asked Danielle. I wondered briefly if Chloe would ever look at me again. Which made me a little sad because, good god, the woman is so fucking gorgeous.

“What do you mean?” Danielle asked her.

“Do we all just jump into bed together or do we get to know each other first?” Chloe looked at all the other women one by one but didn’t look at me. It was obvious she was interested in jumping into bed with all of them. Obvious to me, at least.

“Well,” Danielle said as she looked at me. “Oliver is the head of the household, so it makes sense that he should decide what comes next.” She smiled at me and I smiled back. I was impressed. And grateful.

My eyes went to Chloe’s. She was staring at me and the look in her eyes was clear to me – why the fuck does he get to decide? I thought for a second about letting Chloe make the call but decided against it. I just smiled at her.

“Let’s all go into the bedroom.”
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“Shit, this really is a bed room,” Chloe said when she saw our room. The new bed had arrived ahead of schedule and it dominated the space. Which was fine with us.

“I’m going to sit over here,” I said to no one in particular but making sure that Chloe heard me. “And just observe.”

“Is that where you’re going to sleep?” she asked impertinently. Danielle gave her a look.

“Don’t be like that,” she scolded her ex. Then she walked to her and wrapped her arms around her neck. “I’ve missed you so much.”

“But you haven’t lacked for company, have you?” Chloe said with a sudden look of remorse. “Sorry, that was uncalled for.” She looked down and Danielle touched her chin to raise it. She leaned in and kissed her gently as the other women looked on. I took my seat on the couch under the window.

“I missed you,” Chloe said when they broke from their kiss. “I missed you so fucking much, Dani.” She looked as if she was going to cry again. Danielle pulled her in for a full-body hug.

“I’m sorry, Chloe. I really am sorry.” She just held her as the other women closed in to touch her shoulders and waist. Chloe raised her head and looked around at the others.

“This is…something,” she said and everyone smiled. “I’m more than a little overwhelmed.”

“You ain’t seen nothing yet,” Jackie said with a devilish grin. “Come on, let’s get you out of those clothes.”

Chloe just watched as the other women set to undress her, not in a rush, not with anything resembling urgency, just slowly, almost methodically but sensually, too. It was almost as if they’d rehearsed it. Marcella went down to her knees and unbuckled Chloe’s high-heels while Bettie unzipped her dress, slowly, while kissing her shoulder. Jackie joined Marcella on her knees and undid her other shoe.

They had Chloe naked in short order.

Each of them kissed her, deeply, full-body kisses with arms around her nakedness. It was a sight to behold. While one of them was kissing Chloe, the other busied themselves removing their own clothing and when the entire group was naked, another incredible sight, they eased Chloe onto the bed. She watched with undisguised amusement as they surrounded her on the bed and touched her body. They took turns kissing her mouth, her breasts, her pussy, not deeply but just in passing as if to tease her of things to come.

Finally, Danielle slid down and positioned herself between Chloe’s thighs with the obvious intent of making love to her with her lips and tongue. Jackie took it upon herself to kiss Chloe’s mouth while Bettie and Marcella each attended to her hard nipples and gorgeous breasts. They made love to her, all four of them, for several minutes before all at once and simultaneously, they rotated positions, with Bettie between Chloe’s thighs and her face buried in her pussy, Danielle and Jackie licking her breasts, and Marcella kissing Chloe’s mouth. Check that – Marcella was making love to Chloe’s mouth. Chloe moaned and mewled under the onslaught of attention.

I watched with my erection throbbing in my pants.

It wasn’t completely obvious to me at first but soon enough I realized that the girls were edging Chloe. She moaned loudly a few times but never seemed to fully climax. Once each of my girls had rotated to each position around Chloe’s gorgeous body, a full-blown lesbian orgy seemed to break out, with mouths and fingers touching nipples and clits in unbridled combinations and configurations. Each time a woman was left unattended, someone took note and attended to her, without comment, without instruction, just instinct and loving intent clear as day in every gesture. I found myself wondering why women even give men the time of day as we are in no way as loving, attentive, and gentle as they were with each other. Even Chloe, now not the focus, was impressively engaged in making love to the women in my life. If I couldn’t make love to her myself, it was a true joy watching her make love to the women I love.

After an hour, Bettie looked at me on the sofa, my dick flaccid now, unable to sustain an erection even with the delightful live porn show a few feet away from where I was sitting.

“I need you, Oliver,” Bettie said as she reached for me. “Come join us.”

I stood up and began undressing. The other girls look my way, including Chloe, but she doesn’t object to having a man in her bed. Which is my bed. I took that as a good sign, not that I want anything to happen between us but if she’s going to join our family, she’s got to get used to me being naked in bed with her, if only at the other end of the biggest bed any of us has ever seen.

“Lie down,” Bettie said when I was naked. “I want that cock inside me.” She’s been getting more aggressive lately and I love it, as if she’s feeling a bit possessive with all the competition for my time and erection. Not that anyone has made anything of it – I do my best to spread myself around as much as they want me. It’s kind of funny to me: I’m in charge in every other aspect of our lives but in bed I put myself in their hands, to share me however they deem best. It’s worked so far but I’m a little nervous about Chloe.

Luckily, she was fully engaged with Danielle – making up for lost time, I imagined – and I slipped onto the bed without causing any disruptions. Bettie took my flaccid dick in her mouth almost immediately and enthusiastically sucked me until I was hard again, then she climbed onto me and impaled herself as she rode me cowgirl style, her favorite position.

Marcella slid over and kissed me as Bettie rode me and I forgot all about Chloe and the risk she posed to our sexual bliss. I’ve become so accustomed to being the center of attention that I realized suddenly I’m more than a bit uneasy about the presence of a confirmed and almost militant lesbian in our bed and our family. But Bettie and Marcella are doing their best to ease my concerns even if I haven’t voiced them.

“Are you going to share?” Jackie asked Bettie after a time. Bettie kissed her before she climbed off my dick and Jackie took her place. I’m getting spoiled – I never have to do the work of fucking any of my women – and Jackie rode me as her wife continued to make love to my mouth with her own. Marcella is by far the best kisser of the four mostly because of her thick, luxurious lips but also because of her natural enthusiasm for all aspects of sexual contact and life in general.

When Marcella got a nudge from someone and let me up for air, I was surprised to find Danielle ready to kiss me. I looked beyond her and was even more surprised to see Chloe watching me and all the attention I was getting. I made eye contact with her but didn't say anything as Danielle was on me quickly, kissing me lovingly and deeply, her tongue penetrated my mouth as if she was out to prove something. I wondered if she was.

“Mind if I get on?” she asked Jackie after a time and one of my stunningly beautiful blonde roommates swapped out for my other gorgeous blonde roommate. Instead of riding me cowgirl style, Danielle laid her body on top of mine and kissed me as she fucked me. She paused only long enough to whisper in my ear.

“I want you to cum inside me, Oliver.”

I looked into her eyes but I could feel Chloe watching us. I didn’t look over at her – I kept my full attention on Danielle. She needed to prove something and even though I have no clue what I was fine with giving her what she wanted. Unlike most nights, I flipped her on her back and fucked her missionary until we both climaxed simultaneously. I collapsed on her and we were both panting and recovering for a few minutes until I lifted myself up and looked around. The other women were all staring at us, including Chloe, and I wondered if the shit was about to hit the fan.

Bettie broke the tension that had suddenly taken hold when she asked, “Mind if I clean him up, Danielle?” I extracted myself from Danielle’s arms and sat on my haunches as Bettie dived in and took my still-hard dick in her mouth to lovingly clean our juices from it. Everyone watched, including Chloe, who had yet to say a word. I looked at her and she saw me. Our eyes met but she said nothing. I wondered again if the shit was about to hit the fan.

Then Bettie surprised me again. She finished cleaning me and sat up, then she looked at Chloe. The woman, a girl, really, looked at her, and not a word passed between them but Bettie just cocked an eyebrow and tilted her head. Chloe nodded almost imperceptibly. Bettie moved toward her and kissed her, fully, deeply, giving Chloe – I could only assume – her first taste of a man’s essence. Bettie didn’t make a huge deal out of it, only kissed her enough for Chloe to taste me, and then she sat back and looked at me.

“That was nice, Oliver. Thank you.” I nodded and kissed her as well.

“Good night everyone,” Bettie said before she put her head on the pillow. “Get the light, please.” I reached over and switched off the light as everyone settled in for the night.

We all were asleep in no time.
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I was awake before anyone the next morning, as usual, and I rolled out of bed and used the toilet. When I emerged from the bathroom, all the women in bed were sleeping except Chloe. Her eyes met mine and I raised an eyebrow, then nodded at the door. She propped herself up on her elbows and nodded. I slipped into some shorts – I’d been naked and she seemed unfazed by the sight of my flaccid dick – and exited the bedroom. She joined me in the kitchen a few minutes later and I poured her a cup of freshly-brewed coffee.

“So,” I said as she took a sip.

“So,” she said with a look I couldn’t read at all.

“What did you think?”

“About last night?”  She shrugged. “It was amazing. I’ve never done anything like that.”

“No problem having a man in your bed?” I asked with a crooked smile.

She didn’t smile back at me. “Well, it’s a big bed, but no, I didn’t have a problem with you being there.”

“What about the rest of what happened last night?” I felt that a wide-open question was the best way to go because so much happened, both in bed and before.

“Yeah, that was interesting as well,” she said cryptically. “Are you really giving half a mil to Danielle?” she asked pointedly.

“I don’t lie about anything, Chloe.”

“Well, you could always change your mind,” she said but it didn’t feel like she meant it.

“What’s really on your mind about that?”

She looked at me. “It’s just a little, I don’t know, quick?” She took another sip of coffee. “And to tell me about it…” She gave me a look.

“What do you mean?” I had a guess but I wanted her take on it.

“Well, if I’m understanding what y’all were saying last night, you’d like me to join your family, if things continue to go well, right?”

“Yeah, that’s a fair assessment.”

“And if I do, will I get half a mil, too?”

“Probably. I haven’t gotten that far in the discussion with Bettie but I can’t imagine we’d treat you any differently than we’re treating Danielle.”

“See, that’s what I’m talking about, Oliver. It makes no sense to tell me that when we all just met. It’s foolish on your part and unfair to me.”

I sat back and stared at her – I wasn’t expecting this from her. “How is it unfair, Chloe?”

She sighed. “How can I make an honest decision about how I feel when you put that kind of money into the mix? It’s ridiculous. Why wouldn’t I say yes, if for no other reason than to get a boatload of cash with, if you’re being honest about that part too, no strings attached?”

She made an excellent point. “Well, I can’t disagree with what you’re saying, Chloe. But look at it from our perspective. We can afford to share our wealth with Danielle. We want her to be happy with us and we want her to feel like she’s not stuck with us because she quit her job and gave up her apartment and all. The money is to give her a sense of freedom so that if she stays with us, it’s not out of some financial need or lack of choices. It makes sense for her and that’s why we did it.

“But I get what you’re saying about how all that is different for you. You’ll know what’s going to happen if you say yes to our invitation, should we actually offer you one.” I looked at her hard. “You do realize that we haven’t exactly made the decision to ask you to join us, right?”

“Technically, yes. I get that. But practically? I mean, come on, Oliver. I know what I bring to the table, even in this household.” She cocked an eyebrow and I leaned back in my chair again.

This woman was impressively self-confident.

“I can’t argue with that, Chloe. You are an incredibly attractive woman.”

She stared at me without talking for several seconds and I got the sense that she was trying to decide exactly how to word her response. She didn’t disappoint.

“It’s not just the way I look, Oliver,” she said softly. “It’s more than that.”

I waited.

“I was shocked when Danielle asked me to leave,” she whispered. “Absolutely shocked. No one had ever rejected me before.” She looked at me. “Do you get what I’m saying when I tell you that, Oliver? Really?”

“Why don’t you explain it, Chloe? So there’s no doubt for either of us.”

She waited again. “Okay, but don’t take this the wrong way, okay? I mean, I know how men are even if I’m not interested in them sexually.”

“Okay.” I didn’t know where she was going with this.

She looked away. “All my life, I’ve had this effect on people. Everyone. Young, old, male, female, it didn’t matter. Everyone wanted me, even when I was young. I never was molested or anything, so don’t feel sorry for me. But I was always the center of attention, wherever I went. Always.”

“That must have been…tough?” I wasn’t trying to be flip. “I mean, I get what you’re saying, Chloe. You’re incredibly attractive and I can see how that would affect the way people treated you.”

She nodded. “It’s hard for me to talk about, actually. I know I sound like a whiny little bitch and I don’t mean to do that.” She looked at me. “I’ve talked with Danielle about this but no one else.”

“I’m honored that you feel comfortable talking to me, Chloe.” I meant it.

“Yeah, I can see why you have your own little cult, Oliver. You’re easy to talk to.”

I frowned. “I don’t think we have a cult, Chloe.”

“Yeah, I know. I was kidding. Mostly.” She shrugged. “If it works for y’all, that’s great.”

“So, you were saying…?” I wanted to bring the conversation back to her.

“Yeah, sorry. Where was I?” She sighed again. “Oh, yeah. So, I know the effect I have on people and it was pretty clear to me last night that I was affecting your women, Oliver.” She paused, then added, “And you.”

I stared at her for a long moment. “I’ll admit, I’m attracted to you, Chloe.”

“But do you understand it’s never, ever, going to happen between us, Oliver? Do you understand that?”

“Yeah, I do. And that’s fine. I told Bettie and I’ll tell you. I’m blessed with four beautiful women who think I’m pretty special. How many men get to say that?”

“None that I know of.” She smiled, finally. “It’s pretty damn amazing.”

“I know, right? So I can’t be with you, big whoop. Poor me.” I grinned and she laughed. “See what I mean? It’s ludicrous that I might have anything to complain about in all of this.”

“Then why am I here, Oliver? You’re in charge, from what everyone said last night. You’re the head of the household. If I don’t sleep with you, what the fuck am I doing here?”

I was surprised. “You really have to ask, Chloe?”

“Well, I get it with Danielle. I mean, I thought she still loved me when she threw me out and after last night, I’m convinced she still loves me. And I still love her. But how does that affect you?”

I smiled. “Come on, Chloe. That’s a no-brainer. I love Danielle, too. I want her to be happy. And if inviting you to join our family makes her happy – and I agree with you about last night, it’s obvious she’s gaga over you – then you should join us. For her.”

“Is that your only motivation?”

“No, it’s not. Ever since we saw your photo, the girls have been anxious to meet you and see if you’d be a good addition to our family. I’d say last night was pretty conclusive in that regard.”

“So, a one-night stand is all it takes?” she asked with a smirk.

“No, that’s not what I’m saying. We met you and that went well. We all like you, Chloe. That’s a good start. But it’s only a start. We dated Danielle for almost a month before we invited her into our family.”

“A whole month? I’m impressed,” she said with an innocent smile.

“Funny.” I shrugged. “But we’d like to start the same process with you, Chloe. Go on a few dates, have you over again. See how it goes.”

She smiled at me again but there was something behind this smile. A knowing look, a plan. I raised my eyebrows. “What if I don’t want to wait, Oliver? What if I just want in?”

“Right now? Immediately?”

“Yeah. Is that on the table?”

“I don’t know, Chloe. That’s asking a lot of us.”

“I know. I also know that the others would say yes. You’re the only one who would hesitate.” She walked to me. She was wearing her panties and a tee shirt I didn’t recognize, maybe one of Danielle’s. She looked good, even after a night of sex. Maybe because of that.

“It’s too soon, Chloe. You know that.”

“Yeah, I do. That’s why I’m asking, Oliver. Are you going to stand in the way? Because I won’t fuck you?”

I stared at her. “No, that’s not it, Chloe and you know it. It’s too soon.”

“Come on, Oliver. Do you really think anyone in there,” she motioned at the bedroom door, “will say no? To me?”

I stared at her again. “You’re pretty full of yourself, aren’t you, Chloe?”

“It’s like I said, Oliver. I’m used to having a certain effect on people. And I had that effect on all of your women last night. Even you can’t deny that.”

I stared at her again. And said nothing. She was right.

“So, what’s it going to be, Oliver? Are you going to make me an offer?”

“No, Chloe. Not yet.”

“Fine.”
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Chloe marched into the bedroom and emerged a few minutes later dressed in the same clothes she wore the night before, that sexy red cocktail dress and stilettos that would be the ultimate outfit for a walk of shame. I tried to stop her but she left without saying a word.

The girls came out of the bedroom almost as soon as Chloe stormed out of the apartment.

“What the fuck, Oliver?” Jackie almost screamed at me. “What did you do?”

I looked at them and held up my hands. “I didn’t do anything. I just said we’d need to go slow before we made any decisions.”

“Why the fuck do you say that?” Jackie yelled.

I stared at her. “Because it makes sense to go slow?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Do you all feel that way?”

Bettie and Marcella looked at each other and nodded. “Yeah, we do,” Bettie said. “We want her.”

“Just like that? After one night?”

“Yeah, just like that,” Marcella laughed. “Come on, Oliver. You saw her.”

“She’s young,” I began. “She’s arrogant, too.”

“Of course she is, you moron,” Jackie said, laughing and yelling. “She fucking gorgeous. Who wouldn’t be?”

“So that excuses irrational behavior?” I yelled right back at her.

“You know,” Bettie said in a calm voice. “We haven’t heard from Danielle yet.” She turned to the newest, so far, member of our family and she looked like a deer in the headlights.

“I’m the last one you should ask,” she said finally. “Y’all know how I feel about her.”

“See,” Jackie said in a more normal tone. “It’s going to happen, Oliver, so why wait?”

I waited. And looked at each of them. Was this the time for me to make a stand? To assert my supposed status as head of our household?

Yes, I decided.

“Look,” I began. “Either I’m in charge or I’m not. Which is it?”

That hit them like a ton of bricks, especially Jackie. She blinked as she stared at me.

“I fucking hate it when you make sense, Oliver. I really do.”

“So, is that a yes? I’m in charge?”

They all nodded.

“Good.”

Being in charge comes with its own set of problems and challenges. I knew in my heart that I’d eventually say yes to Chloe joining our family, but I also knew that saying yes after one night together made no sense. So I told everyone that we’d use the same plan with Chloe that we used with Danielle – one date, one-on-one, with everyone individually. Obviously, I’d go last again, which nobody had a problem with. In fact, everyone was happy to get some alone time with Chloe. She had that effect on each of my women. Me too, if I’m being completely honest about it.

When Danielle went off on her date with her ex, everyone looked at me like I was being an idiot. Maybe I was but I stuck to my guns. I just felt like saying yes immediately was nuts and a date with each of us wasn’t too much to ask. We all waited up for Danielle to get home from her date with Chloe.

Which she didn’t do.

Oh, she went on the date, she just never came home. Until the next morning. Late the next morning. And looking like she’d been ridden hard and put away wet. Which I’m sure was exactly what Chloe had in mind all along.

“So, it went well?” Marcella asked with a smirk.

“Yeah, of course,” Danielle said. “But can we talk about this later? I’m exhausted. I got almost no sleep.”

“No, it can’t wait,” Jackie said with a laugh. “I’m sorry but I want to ask a few important questions.”

“So, go ahead,” I said and Danielle nodded.

“Did you two have fun?” Jackie asked, snarkily. Danielle just deadpanned her.

“Did you decide anything we should know about?” Bettie asked.

“Like what?” Danielle asked defensively.

Bettie gave me a look as she asked, “Like, are you colluding to get Oliver to say yes to her joining our family?”

“Hey, that’s not fair,” I said. “I’m just being responsible here.”

“Sure, Oliver,” Bettie said. “That’s all it is.”

“What are you getting at?” I asked Bettie.

She looked at me hard for a few silent seconds and then scanned the others. “We all think you’re being a dick because she won’t fuck you.”

I knew it but I was still shocked that she’d say it, my own wife, out loud. “You’re really going to go there?”

“If the shoe fits…” she added.

I’d never seen this side of Bettie before. I didn’t like it. Not at all.

I whispered, “So, what do you want to do? Cave to her demands and let her in, right now?”

“It’s not a demand, Oliver,” Danielle said. “It’s an admission of the reality of what’s going to happen. You know it, we know it, and Chloe sure as hell knows it. That girl always gets what she wants in life.”

“You threw her out, Danielle,” I snapped and immediately felt like a dick. But it was true.

“And now she’s back in my life,” Danielle countered. “So…”

“Okay, okay,” I said, pumping my hands as if I was pumping the brakes. “Can you all just humor me? It’s a week, more or less. You can’t wait a week?”

“As long as you don’t make a big deal out of us spending the night with her,” Jackie said, her first words since the discussion began. I looked at her, astonished once again.

“Did you all discuss this ahead of time?” I asked.

“We didn’t have to, Oliver,” Marcella said gently. “We know the score. You do, too. You just won’t admit it.”

I shook my head. “I know what’s happening, Marcella. I just think…”

“That taking it slow is the right thing to do,” Jackie said in a sing-song voice that almost pissed me off. But then she smiled at me and winked. Who the fuck winks anymore?

“Fine,” I said, ending our discussion. Or so I thought. I was mistaken.

“You get to sleep with her too, Oliver,” Danielle said. I turned to look at her, dumbfounded. Then she smiled and added, “You just don’t get to fuck her.”

The week passed normally and each of the women in my life spent the night and most of the next morning in Chloe’s bed. They always came home smiling, which I took as a good sign even if they wouldn’t share any details with me, same rules as applied with Danielle’s trial run. It was maddening, frustrating, and delicious all at the same time.

By the night of my date with Chloe, I was practically beside myself. How a man with four women in his life can get so bent out of shape by another woman, one who will not let me make love to her under any circumstances, was beyond me but what can I say? Chloe has that effect on people, and I’m people. Sure as shit.

The night finally arrived and I put on my best suit, my only suit, and went to her apartment. She lived in a nondescript apartment building in a part of town I wasn’t familiar with but not far from one of my favorite restaurants where I made a reservation for two. I would wine and dine her, then take her home and leave. I wouldn’t ask to come in and if she surprised me by inviting me in, I planned to decline. I wasn’t expecting her to try to ambush me but I wasn’t going to take any chances, either.

She upended everything by inviting me in when I arrived at her door.

“I made dinner for us,” she said as if I should have known that’s what she was planning all along.

“Did you cook for the others?” I asked as I took off my coat. She took it from me and hung it in the closet near the front door.

“No, we went out,” she said without elaborating.

“Then why did you cook for me?”

She turned and looked at me. She was wearing a simple outfit – a white blouse, pleated green skirt, flat shoes – not nearly as sexy as the dress she wore to our apartment but she looked good even when she wasn’t really trying. Or maybe she was trying and I just couldn’t tell. I was so confused.

“Because we have a lot to talk about, Oliver,” she said simply. “I didn’t want to waste time at a restaurant.” She motioned for me to sit at the kitchen table where she had set two place settings. I did so as she went to the stove and stirred something that, in all honesty, smelled fantastic.

“What is that?” I asked.

“Bolognese,” she said as she tasted it. “I hope you like garlic.”

“I guess that means we won’t be kissing tonight,” I said and immediately regretted it.

“Let me ask you something, Oliver,” she said without reacting to my lame joke. “If I was a guy, would you make a joke like that?” She turned and looked at me over her shoulder. I felt like an idiot.

“No, I wouldn’t.” I looked away but she put the spoon down and came to the table where she sat across from me.

“Look, I’m really not trying to bust your balls here, Oliver,” she said softly. “I’m really not. But you’ve got a lot to learn about lesbians if we’re going to make this work, you and me.”

I was intrigued. At least she wasn’t blasting me for being an idiot. In fact, she was being pretty big about it.

“Go on,” I said.

“Well, you live with four beautiful women who enjoy each other sexually, as we both know. And they enjoy you sexually, from what I saw last week at your apartment. And that’s great. More power to you. But you have to understand that I’m a lot more like you than I am like them.”

“Okay, explain, please.”

“I don’t like dicks. I wish I had one, but I don’t want to touch one, taste one, or fuck one, not at all. I imagine you feel the same way, all except for the part about wishing you had one, obviously.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to process everything and failing miserably.

“I’m gay, Oliver. I am not bisexual, like Danielle, Marcella, and Jackie. I’m not totally convinced that Bettie is bi but she sure as hell isn’t gay. That’s completely obvious. God, that girl loves you.” She rolled her eyes. I’m sure I blushed.

“Yeah, you’re right about that,” I said, unconcerned about coming off full of myself. I know how Bettie feels about me. “But she loves Jackie and Marcella, too. And Danielle.”

“Yeah, I don’t doubt that she has feelings for them, but I’m not convinced she’s all that attracted to them sexually. I think she sets aside her sexuality more than anything else when she’s with them, but you know her better than I do, obviously, so take my opinion with a grain of salt.”

Chloe stood up and went back to the stove. I was left to think about what she’d told me.

“And don’t get me wrong, Oliver,” she went on. “I think Bettie is amazing. Pretty, smart, and one of the nicest people I’ve ever met even if I don’t know her all that well. I’m looking forward to getting to know her better, that’s for sure.”

She emptied a pot of boiling water into a colander and tossed the pasta into the pan with the sauce. She then plated the pasta and brought both plates to the table, placing one in front of me and one at her place setting. She sat and motioned for me to dig in.

“It’s nothing special, just a jar of sauce with added garlic. Real simple.”

I tasted it and was impressed. It was simple but delicious. I told her so.

“You’re too kind,” she said as she sampled her own. “I didn’t want the food to be the focus tonight. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” I said as I continued to eat. I was hungrier than I realized and the pasta really hit the spot.

“So tell me more about yourself, Chloe,” I said between bites. “What do you want out of life?”

She snorted. “I have no freaking idea, Oliver.” She deadpanned me.

“What do you do for work?”

“Graphic design for a mid-sized company. I’m a cog in a machine, mostly. Some of the creative work is interesting but it’s not my dream job. That’s the problem – I don’t have a dream job. I thought design would be fulfilling but it’s not, not so far. It’s a way to pay for this palace since Danielle kicked me out.”

“Are you still bitter about that?”

She shook her head. “No, not in the least. I mean, it still hurts. It was the first time I had ever been rejected by anyone, anywhere. I got my job after one interview, every girlfriend I ever had before Danielle, I was the one who broke things off. When she told me she wanted me to move out, it took me a long time to understand the words. Not only was it out of left field but the thought had never even occurred to me that she would or could do something like that. It was unreal, and humbling.

“But it led to you and your family. Which, I gotta be honest with you, seems like heaven on earth, Oliver. I don’t know if you realize how lucky you are.”

“Oh, I do, Chloe. I’m well aware.” I didn’t elaborate. I didn’t think I had to.

“Yeah, that’s probably true. But to show that possibility to me and not expect me to jump in with both feet? I mean, come on, Oliver. What the fuck were you thinking?”

I nodded. “I guess I wasn’t, Chloe. Sorry about that.”

“Yeah, no shit. But that’s why you’re here tonight, so we can get any doubts you have out of the way. So hit me. What’s got you pumping the brakes on me moving in with you?”

I smiled. “How about, we just met? Doesn’t that strike you as somewhat ludicrous? Shouldn’t we take our time and be absolutely sure?”

“Nope. I don’t see that as a real possibility. I’m sorry, but I love Danielle. I always have and I’m almost certain I always will. And now I find out that the only way to get back together with her is to join her family, or cult, or whatever the fuck you guys have going on over there, but who cares, I love what you’ve got going on over there and I want in so bad. Don’t you get it, Oliver? Don’t you fucking get it?”

I nodded and kept my eyes on her. She wasn’t crying but it seemed like she might if I said the wrong thing. And for some reason, the last thing I wanted was to make Chloe cry. I get enough of that at home.

“Okay,” she said with a catch in her voice. “Tell me a little about you, Oliver.” I gave her the quick and dirty about my foray into college, my bartending, and my love life before I reconnected with Bettie, such as it was, and she just took it all in. Finally, I had to ask.

“Why do you care, Chloe? I’m the one person you’re not at all interested in.”

She looked at me like I just sprouted another head. “Are you serious?”

“As a heart attack.”

She kept looking at me and then finally looked down at her food, which she had barely touched. “Okay, that’s fair. I’m not interested in you sexually, but I saw how it was, Oliver. You’re the man of the house over there, with all that comes with it. Full responsibility. In charge. I might not be interested in you sexually, but if you let me join your family, you will be in charge of me, too. I won’t be any different from the others except that you won’t be fucking me.” She stopped and looked at me. “Right?”

“Yeah, I guess that’s right.” As soon as the words left my mouth I wanted to take them back. She gave me a look but didn’t say anything. She could have jumped down my throat for such a weak-ass response, but she didn’t.

I was impressed.

We set aside the serious discussion at that point and talked about the apartment and how we all get along day to day and mundane things as we finished eating. I helped her with the dishes, something I hadn’t done at home in months and as we stood side by side at the sink, washing and drying and stowing the pots and silverware, I was struck by how comfortable I felt with Chloe. The lack of any possibility of sex made it easier to be with her and talk about things that didn’t matter and didn’t need to. I had no agenda, but it was…enlightening.

“So, about tonight,” she said as she put the last dish in the cupboard. “We should talk about it.”

“What’s to talk about?” I asked, confused. “I’ll just head home at some point.”

“Nope,” she said simply. “You’re spending the night with me.”

“Why?”

“Because we need to do that. I’ve never slept with a man in my life unless you count last week, which I don’t because there were four other bodies in the bed with us and mostly between us. We need to be alone, you and me, to prove that we can be alone and nothing is going to happen.”

“So, you’re testing me?” I was a little surprised and a little pissed. She picked up on it.

“No, not really. I trust you, Oliver. I just want you to be comfortable with me. And I want to show you something.”

“What?”

“Come to the bedroom with me,” she said with a sly smile.

“I’ve seen you naked, Chloe. Remember?”

“How can I forget? You’re the only man who ever has, Oliver. Or ever will.”

“Really?” I was touched, surprised, and intrigued. “No one else?”

“Nope.”

“I’m honored,” I said sincerely.

“You should be,” she said with a cheeky smile. “But I have something else I want to show you,” She began to undress. I was confused.

“I’m confused.”

“You won’t be for long,” she said as she pulled her skirt off and then her panties. “Feel free to get naked yourself, Oliver.”

I hesitated, but then I began to remove my clothes. She was naked soon enough and she climbed onto her bed, a small one, maybe a single. I was curious as to how we would be able to sleep together without…touching. But she didn’t give me a chance to say anything. She shifted around so that he vagina was aimed at me and I had to slide my suit pants down to reveal a raging hardon. “Sorry about this,” I said and she frowned.

“I’d be disappointed if you weren’t hard, Oliver.” She lifted her legs to show me her slot and I got even more confused, and nervous. And a little pissed. Again.

“What’s…?”

She cut me off. “Look close,” she said as she reached under her thighs and pulled her lips apart. I had a perfect view of her hole. “See it?” she asked and I tried to look at her eyes but I couldn’t take my eyes off of her vagina, which spread before me.

“Of course,” I said, still confused.

“Not my pussy, Oliver. My hymen.”

Oh.

Seriously?

“Yeah, I guess I do,” I said softly. I’d never seen one before – never even seen a photo of one. But once I knew what I was looking at, it became obvious. There was a small ring of flesh with a very small hole in the center of it. Delicate.

“You really are a virgin?” I asked like an idiot.

“Clearly,” she said gently. Which was nice of her.

“But, you’ve never had anything…?” I didn’t know exactly how to finish my question, but she got it.

“I’ve used my own fingers but not deeply. I mostly just rub my clit and the opening. I guess I wanted to make sure I didn’t break it. I love having it. It makes me feel special.”

“You should feel special,” I said. “This is fucking amazing, Chloe.”

“I’m glad you think so. And now I feel a lot better about sleeping with you tonight, Oliver. Not that I was worried, but now, you get it.”

She lowered her legs and shifted to sit on the edge of the bed. I sat next to her, both of us naked. My penis was still rigid, more so, if that was even possible.

“I hear there’s a thing called blue balls,” she said.

I looked at her. “There is,” I admitted. I didn’t say anything else. I wondered where she was going with this.

“I’m sorry I can’t help you, but if you want to take care of it…” she looked up at me.

“I don’t have to. I’m fine, really.”

“Are you sure?”

“Chloe,” I said patiently. “I get more than my share of sex most nights. If I have to restrain my urges for one night, it won’t be a problem. Trust me.”

She smiled. “I’m sitting here naked with you, Oliver. I’d say I’ve already proved that I trust you.”

“Can I ask you a question, though? And if it’s out of line or makes you uncomfortable, just forget it, okay?”

“Sure, go ahead.”

I hesitated. I wanted to say this in just the right way. “You are an incredibly beautiful woman, Chloe. And you have an amazing body.” I paused to see how she reacted. She didn’t. I went on. “Would you ever consider kissing me?” I cocked an eyebrow and she didn’t run screaming from the room, which I took to be a good sign.

I was wrong.

“Do you ever get the urge to kiss another man, Oliver?” she asked in an even tone. “Ever?”

“No, I don’t.”

“Good night, Oliver,” she said as she stood up and walked around the bed to climb in on the other side. She turned her back to me, which I tried to see as the natural thing for her to do, given what she’d just explained to me, but I was still disappointed.

I realized the disappointment was going to be part of my daily life from now on.

I could live with it.
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“Why don’t you pack a bag and come with me back to the apartment?” I told Chloe the next morning as we got up to get dressed. I had pulled on my underwear but she was still naked. She gave me a look.

“Really?” she said with a hopeful but skeptical tone.

“Yeah, really. I know how this is going to go so why wait? I’m sure Danielle and the others will be thrilled.”

She almost jumped into my arms, still naked, and kissed my mouth. Not for long and not deeply, but it was still a kiss. Finally. And I hoped it wouldn’t be my last.

“Oh, Oliver,” she said when she pulled away. “Thank you so much.”

“No, thank you, Chloe. Last night was amazing.” She side-eyed me hard with her arms still around my neck.

“Seriously? It wasn’t pure torture for you?” She cocked an eyebrow and we both laughed. But she let me go which was a shame. I loved feeling her breasts against my bare chest. Fucking hell, she’s got amazing tits!

“It was an honor, as I said last night.” She bowed slightly and I did as well.

“So, we’re good, you and me?” she asked. It wasn’t quite a rhetorical question so I answered it.

“We’re good, Chloe. Great, even. I know you’re going to be an interesting addition to our family.” I reached for my suit pants and she pulled on her panties.

“Interesting, huh?” she said with a twinkle. “Is that a good thing?”

“It is, and you know it. You’re going to make everyone very happy.” I smiled and she almost looked embarrassed. It was adorable.

“Even you, Oliver?”

“Especially me, Chloe. Especially me. You’ve undoubtedly heard the expression, ‘Happy wife, happy life’, right?” She smiled broadly. “How good is it to have four happy wives?”

“Not five?” she asked, surprising me.

“Really? You want me to…?” I wasn’t sure how to finish the question.

“We’ll have to talk about it, yes. I want you to think of me as your wife in a way, Oliver. Not in the traditional sense, obviously, but…” She cocked an eyebrow at me.

“We’ll give it some thought, then,” I agreed.

We got dressed without talking until we were done and she pulled out a small carry-on suitcase to pack a few things. I went into the kitchen to brew some coffee. When I went back into the bedroom, she was almost finished packing.

“I wanted to tell you something, Oliver,” she said without looking up. “I’m so impressed by the way you refer to your situation as ‘Our family’ and not ‘My family’. I think it says a lot about you as a man.”

“That’s kind of you to notice and say, Chloe. I’m touched.” I was. I almost felt myself tearing up.

“No, I mean it. It’s one of the things that made it easy to do what we did last night. That was a big deal for me, in case you were wondering.” She gave me another look and I was surprised to see tears streaming down her beautiful face. I went to take her in my arms. She let me and buried her wet face in my shoulder.

“I knew it was big, Chloe,” I said exaggerating slightly. “I didn’t realize it was as big as that, though.”

“It was huge, Oliver. Huge.” She looked up at me and I was sorely tempted to kiss her again. But I restrained myself. I let her go and went back to the kitchen. I poured two cups of coffee and put them on the table to wait for her to join me, which she did a few seconds later. We sat in silence for a few moments and sipped our coffee when she looked at me. I raised my eyebrows.

“What?” I asked when she seemed to hesitate.

“I want you to feel free to kiss me, Oliver. I liked it.” She looked down again.

Now it was my turn to hesitate. “I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to do, Chloe. I’m fine with whatever makes you comfortable.”

She nodded without looking up. “That kiss in the bedroom?” She glanced at me. “That was the first time I’ve ever kissed a man.”

I didn’t know what to say. Finally, I decided to say, “I’m honored.”

“You should be,” she said with a slight smirk. “No, I’m kidding. It was nice, though. Better than I thought it would be.”

“We’ll take it slow, okay?” I offered and she tensed a bit. I hurried to add, “But I know it doesn’t mean anything else is going to happen.” She looked at me again.

“This is really hard, you know?” she said, her eyes wet. Tears weren’t flowing but it seemed like they might.

“I don’t want it to be hard, Chloe. I want it to be whatever you want it to be. If we never kiss again, that’s fine with me. I don’t mind being the only man who ever kissed you and only once. That’s kind of a cool thought, to be honest.”

“So long as you know…” She hesitated again.

“I know, Chloe. I know.” I reached out and took her hand. I squeezed it and she looked at me again. It looked as if she was about to break down but instead, she smiled.

“I really get what the others see in you, Oliver. You’re a good man.”

“Thanks, Chloe. I try.”

She squeezed my hand again. “You really are.”

At the apartment, I let Chloe precede me into the living room with her roller bag and it signaled to everyone there exactly what I expected it to. Screams of joy emanated from the living room before I cleared the threshold.

“This is so amazing,” Marcella gushed as everyone crowded around Chloe to congratulate her. “I fucking love this,” she added as she kissed Chloe’s cheek.

“Thank you, Oliver,” Danielle said in the most serious tone. I nodded and smiled.

“I think this is the right move for us,” I told all of my women.

All of my women. Now that is a heady phrase.

“We should celebrate,” Jackie said as she bounded into the bedroom. I was surprised – did she mean sex? This new arrangement would take some getting used to and I didn’t want to force the issue by hopping right into bed. But I misinterpreted Jackie’s intent. She emerged from the bedroom with a handful of…something. I couldn’t tell what.

“We talked while you were gone last night, Oliver,” Jackie said excitedly. “And we decided we don’t need these anymore.” She held out her hand and I recognized four pill dispensers. Birth control pill dispensers. “We’re giving these up.”

I looked at her with wide-eyed astonishment before I looked at the others. They were all smiling and nodding. “I guess I don’t get a say in this decision?” I regretted my words immediately.

Jackie didn’t bat an eye. “Of course, you get a say in this decision. As long as it’s the right one.” She gave me a look and then burst into laughter. “Oh, the look on your face, Oliver.”

Bettie moved to take my hand in hers. “It’s what we want but only if you want it, honey. We’ll do whatever you want us to do.” I looked at Marcella who was nodding and smiling, then at Danielle who was doing the same, and finally at Jackie. She was giving me a shit-ton of attitude, but finally she relented.

“Of course it’s your decision, Oliver. You’re the boss around here.”

Finally, it dawned on me to look at Chloe to see how she was taking this. She looked stunned, amused, and maybe I was projecting, jealous. Yeah, I’m sure I was projecting. I turned back to Bettie.

“So, you all want to get pregnant together?” I asked a bit numb from the implications of that aspect of this incredible turn of events.

“Absolutely,” Bettie said with a beaming smile. “We love the idea of being pregnant together, having our babies together, and raising them together.”

“Okay,” I said in the most noncommittal voice imaginable. Which was not going to cut it, I realized immediately. “I’m in, one hundred percent.” Why not?

“Oh, I knew you’d be thrilled,” Bettie exclaimed. “Oh, but there’s one other thing,” she added.

“What?”

“Do you remember my college roommate, Sigourney?” she asked.

“I remember the name but…” I didn’t think I’d ever met her.

“Yeah, that’s what I meant. She needs a place to stay for a little while, so I invited her to stay with us.”

I didn’t process what she was saying so I just nodded. “Sure, Betts.”

“You’ll love her, Oliver,” she assured me. “We all will.”
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My Penthouse Harem (Part 7)
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Now that Danielle has agreed to join our new family, things are changing quickly.

We’re adjusting but it’s a challenge and a joy at the same time.

I’ve got my hands full but I’m not complaining.

Especially when I get my first glimpse of Danielle’s ex, Chloe.

Who might join us as well.

Click here to leave a review of

My Penthouse Harem (Part 6)
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

Email me to sign up for my newsletter and I’ll send you a book of mine, your choice, for free!

(Be sure to let me know which one you want)

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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Cruise du Kinque 1 ~ Cruise du Kinque 2
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Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss
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Reluctant Cuckold ~ Country Cuckold ~ Cuckold Dreams
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Another Cuckold  Tale ~ Black Owned Hotwife ~ First Time Hotwife
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Trophy Hotwife ~ Unicorn ~ Socialite Hotwife
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Whore ~ Escort ~ Hooker
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A Cuckold’s Tale~Black Bull Club~The Hotwife Whisperer
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