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

Once I reconnected with Bette, I was in heaven.

I’d never had a girlfriend like her and I was over the moon about it.

That should have been enough.

But it wasn’t.

Not just because I wanted more, although I did want more.

I never would have considered what came to pass unless Bette wanted it too.

Did she really want it, though?

Or was she just telling me what she thought I wanted to hear?

See what I mean about her being the perfect girlfriend?

Do you get what I’m saying?

Do you?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I stayed over at Bettie’s apartment, at her invitation, the night of her party. At her insistence, really. She didn’t quite beg me to stay but I caved before it came to that. I didn’t feel great about it though. It just didn’t feel right.

“Thanks for giving us a chance, Oliver,” she said as soon as I woke up. She was already awake from what I could tell. She didn’t make a big deal about it, which is good because I already felt bad enough. I’m sure this isn’t going to work out between us, but I said I’d give it a month and I’m a man who keeps his promises.

So a month it will be.

Once I was awake, we cuddled but didn’t make love. We didn’t have sex last night, either, and I can tell that Bettie wanted to, both last night and this morning, but I just felt so guilty that I didn’t even get hard when she took off her dress and came to bed last night. I’d had a fair amount to drink, something I need to cut back on, but that’s never been a big problem and I’m pretty sure it wasn’t the problem last night.

“I want to say again how much I appreciate this, Oliver. I know it’s not really what you want.”

I rolled onto my side to face her. “Then why are we doing it, Bettie? I don’t get it.”

She looked like she was going to cry but she didn’t. She held it back. She just looked down and nodded slightly. “I’ll try to explain but not right away. For now, can you just hold me?”

It was my turn to nod. I pulled her close and smelled her hair, which smelled fantastic, as usual. That’s the thing - I like Bettie, I like her a lot. I could even see myself falling in love with her but I don’t know where we would go if that happened. It’s not like I’m in a great spot in my life. I’m a college dropout with just a year of schooling, and I’m sure I’ve forgotten everything I learned. I’ve got no plans or even any desire to go back to school, either. Until I reconnected with Bettie, I was perfectly content with my job as a bartender at a nice downtown restaurant but there’s nowhere for me to go - no opportunities for advancement or a career. It’s not some big corporate chain or anything, just a locally owned place with the founder’s family in charge and I’m fine with that. I have no desire to become a manager - I doubt I’d be good at it even if there was an opportunity for me, which there isn’t.

So, with no prospects and precious little ambition, I don’t have much to offer a girl like Bettie. I got to know her last year when we both started showing up at the dog park midway between our apartments at the time, she with her three Bichon Frise and me with my then-girlfriend’s Chihuahua. But we lost touch after I moved and then broke up with my girlfriend because she took her dog with her and I had no idea where Bettie lived - I only knew her from the dog park. At that point, I didn’t even know her last name.

But when I got my own dog, Laddie, a rescue mutt that I’m thrilled with after just a few months, and after I moved back to the same neighborhood so that I could take him to the dog park, Bettie and I reconnected. Which was wonderful. Until it wasn’t.

So as we were lying in bed I started feeling more and more uncomfortable. As I looked around her room, which is huge and a big part of the problem, I didn’t know what to say so I said nothing. Finally, she seemed to notice. She pulled away from me and sat up. I propped myself up on my elbow and faced her.

“So, can we talk?” she asked without a hint of anger or animosity. “I hardly slept at all last night.”

“Sure.”

“I know I put you on the spot last night and if you want to change your mind, I’ll be disappointed but it won’t kill me.”

I didn’t know what to say so I just stared at her. She closed her eyes briefly and nodded.

“Anyway, here’s what I propose we do.” She sighed and hesitated but then she stole a look at me.

“Go ahead.”

She looked at me again, longer and with sad eyes before she smiled. I could tell it was forced but I didn’t know what else to say. “You’re not making this easy.”

“Sorry.” I meant it, too, but I knew it sounded like I didn’t. She didn’t react, though.

“I know you said you’d give it a month but I won’t hold you to it. If you want out at any point, I’ll understand. Just let me know and I won’t bother you anymore.”

“You’re not bothering me, Bettie. I just don’t know how it would work between us.”

“That’s what I want to show you, Oliver. If you’ll let me.”

I wanted to reach for her but I was sure that would send the wrong message, so I just stayed still and waited for her to say what she wanted to say. I could tell she was working up to it because everything Bettie was thinking came through in her expressive eyes. Those big, beautiful, brown eyes. I half expected her to start crying again - she cries so easily - but she held it together. I could tell how much of an effort it was for her which only made me feel worse. I really hate it when she cries.

“So, a couple of things. There’s a lot I haven’t told you about myself and even then I wasn’t completely honest with you, but I was scared, Oliver.” She sniffed back a tear and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand.

“It’s okay, Bettie,” I said gently. “I get it.”

“Thanks. I love that you’re so understanding.” She peeked at me and a hint of a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. “I promise, no more fibs.”

She had told me that the apartment she lived in with her two roommates belonged to her family when in reality it belonged to her. Worse, she told me she was estranged from her parents when the truth was they’d died, her mother when she was a young girl, and her dad when she was twenty-two. It was strange to me that she felt the need to hide those things from me, but I can get over it. I already have. As long as she’s honest with me from now on.

“So, there’s a lot I haven’t told you but I don’t want to just dump it on you all at once. So, here’s what I propose we do. Each day, you get to ask me one question, and no matter what it is, I’ll answer it as truthfully and as completely as I can. I won’t lie to you ever again, Oliver. I swear on my mother’s grave.”

I smiled at such an old-fashioned notion and wondered briefly if she was kidding, but the look of determination in her eyes told me she wasn’t. I nodded as solemnly as I could.

“Can we start now?” I asked suddenly. She looked surprised, then doubtful, but finally, she nodded.

“Okay,” she whispered.

“First question,” I began. “What do you want from me, really?”

She stared at me with her lower lip almost quivering and I felt like I went too far right from the start, but then she shook her head and got a grip on herself.

“That’s fair, that’s fair,” she said as much to herself as to me. “I just want you to like me, Oliver.” She gave me such an earnest look that although I’m tempted to roll my eyes, I don’t.

“That’s it?”

“One question per day. That’s the rule.”

“I don’t much like the rule, Bettie.”

She smiled but held firm. “You get another question tomorrow.” Then she almost threw herself into my arms. I caught her - what choice did I have - and she kissed me hard and fast.

When we broke from the kiss, I asked, “So, I get one question and then you get to have your way with me?” I tried to use a light tone so she knew I was joking but the look on her face made me wonder if I’d screwed things up again.

“I want to ask you a question now,” she said finally. I nodded. “Did you get enough sex with Chloe?”

I just looked at her with my eyes wide. “Seriously?” was all I could come up with.

“We both get one question a day and you have to answer and it has to be the truth, okay?” She looked so sweet, even more than usual, which is saying something. I thought about her question - not so much whether to be completely honest but how she might take it if I was. I quickly decided to go with the whole truth and nothing but the truth, so help me god.

“No, not really,” I said softly.

She said nothing for a long, uncomfortable moment until I realized that like me, she wanted to ask another follow-up question but her rules forbade her from doing so. I smiled a bit and then she did as well.

“Sauce for the goose?” she asked as her smile turned into a subtle smirk.

“Yep.” We laughed and I pulled her to me for another kiss, one that we stayed with for a nice, long time. God damn, she’s got an amazing mouth!

As I maintained our kiss and deepened it with my tongue, I flipped her onto her back and slipped my hand down to her pussy. She was so wet for me that all my early doubts evaporated as she moaned into my mouth with an irresistible yearning. I fingered her gently at first but she urged me on with her tongue and cupped the back of my neck with her hand, so I slid my body onto hers and she grabbed my erection as she spread her legs for me. I entered her easily and she broke away from kissing me to arch her back and gasp out loud, as if I was so big that I overwhelmed her. I knew it wasn’t true but I appreciated the sentiment just the same. She hooked her heels behind my thighs and urged me to fuck her, which I did, gladly. Her pussy was so wet and tight, as if we were made for each other, something I’d noticed the first time we fucked and every time after as well. God damn, she was tight and wet for me!

“Fuck me, Oliver. Fuck me hard,” she whispered urgently, desperately in my ear as I pounded my dick into her in a near frenzy. I was so hard, and I wanted her so badly that I lost it too soon. “That’s it, Oliver. Cum for me. Cum in me, don’t hold back.”

I didn’t.
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Bettie fell asleep in my arms after we made love. I was content to hold her but Laddie wasn’t going to last forever without going outside, so around ten o’clock I prodded her awake. She was so adorable as she slowly opened her eyes and smiled at me, it almost melted my heart. I know that’s a cliche but it’s exactly how I felt. My heart was just melting, or breaking because there was no way things would work out between us. She kissed me and then slipped out of my arms and the bed and scurried to her bathroom.

Her huge, luxurious-beyond-belief bathroom in her huge, opulent penthouse apartment that she shares with her two gorgeous, highly-paid roommates whom she’s hinted she’s in love with. Where or how I might fit into this life of hers is beyond my comprehension but I kept my doubts to myself for the moment. Last night, I told her I’d give it - give us - a month, so that’s what I’ll do. But then I’ll have to break up with her.

“What do you want to do today?” she asked as she walked back to bed in a silk bathrobe that looked amazing on her. “And that’s not a serious question like before but you still have to answer it.” She smiled but there was a hint of sadness in her eyes and I wondered how in the world we’d manage this charade for the next thirty days.

“I’ve got a shift tonight at the restaurant,” I told her in the hope that she’d realize I should go to my own apartment at some point.

Turns out I was wrong on that score.

“You should move in with us,” she said out of the blue. I just gaped at her.

“Say what?”

“I’m serious. If we’re going to give us a try, you should move enough of your stuff in so you don’t have to go back to your place every day.” She looked around. “I’ve got plenty of room, you know.”

I scrubbed my face with one hand. “I’m sure you do, Bettie. I just don’t know if that’s such a good idea.” She took what I said without making a fuss but without agreeing with me, either. I sensed a pattern in the way she dealt with adversity.

“Well, think about it, okay? I think you’d love it here.” I almost choked when she used that word but she didn’t give any indication that it was too soon to say something like that, which it clearly was to me. So I decided to take a different approach.

“Don’t you think Marcella and Jackie would be miffed if I just moved in all of a sudden?”

She shook her head. “No, I already talked to them about it and they’re fine. They think we’re a cute couple.”

Again, I gaped. “Seriously? You already talked to them? We hadn’t even discussed it before last night, or this morning, really.”

“Well, I wanted to make sure there weren’t going to be any issues.” She looked at me with concern in her eyes. “Did I upset you?”

I had to work hard not to roll my eyes. “No, that’s not it at all. I’m just surprised you were thinking that far ahead. We haven’t known each other that long.”

She looked sad again. “I feel like I’ve known you forever, Oliver. We got along so well when you were with Chloe and I was with Steve.”

“Yeah, but that’s different, Bettie. We were involved with other people.”

“And now we’re not, so nothing is standing in our way.” She got really quiet. “Unless you don’t want to.”

“I’m just not sure it’s a good idea, is all.”

She nodded. “Okay, let’s do this, then.” She walked to where my clothes were lying from last night and picked up my pants. “Put these on and let’s go talk to them so you can feel comfortable with the idea that they don’t mind.”

I marveled at how persistent Bettie could be when she wanted to. She was a strange combination of tenacious and submissive in a way I’d never experienced before. My former girlfriends, all three of them, were just the opposite - bossy as hell about the small shit but unreliable in the things that mattered. I felt like I was the one who needed to supply all the energy in those relationships which was somewhat exhausting. Bettie seemed to be much more focused even though she didn’t have a job or any visible means of supporting herself.

“Okay, if you think it’s a good idea,” I said as I pulled on my pants. I reached for my shirt but she snatched it off the floor before I could pick it up.

“You’re good like that,” she said with a smirk. I shrugged and followed her into the living room.

I was mildly surprised to find Marcella and Jackie sitting in the living room when we entered the room. Marcella was leafing through a fashion magazine while Jackie was working on her laptop. Marcella looked up and smiled when she saw me but Jackie didn’t break at all from the furious typing she was applying to her keyboard.

“Hey, you two,” Marcella said with a twinkle in her eye. “Get any sleep?”

I’m sure I blushed hard at her obvious implication but Bettie seemed to take the comment in stride. “Sorry we’re late,” she said incongruously. Did we have an appointment or something, I couldn’t help but wonder.

“No problem,” Marcella said with a wave. “I made coffee though,”

“Thanks, I appreciate that,” Bettie said as she walked into the kitchen. “Pancakes okay for everyone?” I just looked at her roommates as it dawned on me that they were waiting for Bettie to make them breakfast.

“Sounds great, Betts,” Marcella said as she went back to her magazine. Jackie had yet to acknowledge either Bettie or my existence.

“Hey, Chella?” Bettie said from across the room as she pulled a mixing bowl out of a cabinet. “Oliver wants to talk to you guys.” She didn’t say anything else but turned to the refrigerator to grab the ingredients she needed to accomplish her assigned task. Marcella turned to me without putting her magazine down but at least she stopped flipping the pages. Jackie just kept hammering away at her keyboard.

I cleared my throat as my eyes bounced back and forth between them but it was clear that I wasn’t going to get through to Jackie so I turned my full attention to Marcella. She cocked an eyebrow at me and smiled but it was a slightly impatient smile. I glanced at Bettie but she was busy and not looking my way.

“So, Bettie and I were talking,” I began, warming to the subject slightly. “And we were thinking that I might move in with her for a little while to see how things go. We were wondering if that would be okay with you two.” I said in a slightly louder voice in an attempt to get Jackie’s attention. Which failed. I turned back to Marcella.

“Sure, why not?” she said with a warmer smile. She turned to Jackie. “You hear that, girlfriend?”

“Sure, whatever,” the beautiful blonde said without looking up from her laptop or breaking concentration on whatever it was she was doing.

“You’re in, big fella,” Marcella said with a lilting laugh. “Now, go get me some coffee, okay?” She went right back to her magazine and began flipping pages as if I had disappeared entirely. “Cream and no sugar, hon,” she went on without looking up.

I walked into the kitchen to ask Bettie what the hell that was all about when she gave me a look that clearly said ‘Don’t’. So I didn’t. I just walked to the coffee maker and poured a cup for Marcella. As I was doing so, Bettie went to the fridge, pulled out a small carton of cream, and handed it to me.

“Thanks, baby,” she whispered and nodded at the coffee cup. “Same for Jackie, okay?” she added before she turned back to the pancakes already cooking on the range.

I poured another cup of coffee and took them to the living room feeling way too much like I was already at work and serving drinks, but I didn’t make a fuss. I handed Marcella her cup and she thanked me. When I went to Jackie she didn’t look up so I put the mug of coffee on the table next to her.

“Thanks, Oliver,” she said suddenly as I started to walk away from her. When I turned to look, she was smiling at me and I felt noticed for the first time, which was oddly wonderful. How the fuck does she do that, I wondered. I went back to the kitchen to find Bettie serving up the pancakes already and she whispered to me to put the plates she’d already loaded with short stacks on the dining room table. Place settings had already been laid out, by Bettie, I could only assume. I wondered what the fuck was going on - was she their servant?

“Breakfast is served,” Bettie called out to the living room and Marcella got right up and moved to the table. Bettie handed me two more plates of short stacks - for her and me, I had to assume - so I carried them to the open place settings and she followed me with two more mugs of coffee.

“This looks great, Betts,” Marcella said with a warm smile as she sat down and put her napkin in her lap. “Is there any orange juice?”

Bettie spun on her heels and almost sprinted to the fridge where she pulled out a bottle of juice and poured some into a glass. She asked if anyone else wanted some and when Jackie didn’t say anything I said I was fine. Bettie came back to the table with just one glass of juice and set it before Marcella who thanked her but it still struck me as so odd that she expected Bettie to do that for her.

“These are great, Betts,” Marcella said after she tasted her pancakes and Jackie finally paid Bettie enough attention to agree. I did as well and Bettie smiled as if she’d just won the lottery. I wanted to say something but I held back under the assumption that to make a big deal out of it in front of them would only embarrass her.

But I vowed to myself to bring it up in private.

“So, Oliver,” Jackie said between bites and sips of coffee. “You’re moving in? Did I hear that right?”

“He is,” Bettie said excitedly and then looked down as if she spoke out of turn. “Sorry.”

“Is that okay with you?” I asked, trying to cover for Bettie and feeling worse and worse about how her roommates treated her.

“No problem,” Jackie said with a look at Marcella. “You?”

“None whatsoever,” Marcella said. “It’ll be good to have a man around, you know?”

“Why’s that?” I asked without thinking. Marcella shot Jackie a look who shot it right back. Neither of them looked at me.

“No reason,” Marcella said with a smirk.

“What?” I asked, in no mood to let shit slide.

Jackie turned to Bettie who had been eating silently. “He doesn’t know, does he?”

“Know what?” I asked, controlling my growing sense of dismay.

“Can we not do this now?” Bettie asked, almost in tears. God damn, the girl is almost always on the edge of losing her shit when I’m around. I wondered again what the fuck I was doing here.

“Do what?” I asked, unable to shut myself down. “What are you not telling me?”

“I really think we should do this now, Betts,” Jackie said in a voice that left no room for debate. Bettie didn’t say anything in response but bowed her head so that I couldn’t see her eyes. I’m almost sure she was crying again.

“So, Oliver,” Marcella began, diverting my attention away from Bettie. “What has our Bettie-girl told you about Jackie and me?”

I glanced at her and gathered myself. “She said you love each other and will never leave each other.”

Marcella looked at Jackie and smiled. “That’s accurate, right babe?”

“Spot on,” Jackie said without smiling. “I can’t imagine life without you, Chells.”

“Same,” Marcella responded and I suddenly felt like I was butting in on a love-fest of sorts. Then, just as suddenly, Marcella looked at me again and lost her smile. “But you saw us the other day at your party, too. Did that surprise you at all?”

I considered my response but decided once again to go with being completely honest. “It did at first, but Bettie said you’re both bi more than gay, so…” I let it hang and Marcella didn’t seem to mind.

Jackie, however, did take offense. “We’re queer, big fella. Not gay.”

“There’s a difference?” I asked and she rolled her eyes and then leveled a look my way. She has a pretty ferocious look about her when she puts her mind to it.

“Let’s not get lost in the terminology shall we?” Marcella said in a tone that told me she was used to sanding off her girlfriend’s abrasive edges. “But she makes a good point. Most lesbians–and we are more lesbian than not– don’t care for the term ‘gay’ when it’s applied to us. Kind of like calling us one of the guys, which we are most assuredly not.”

“So what does queer mean?” I asked. “I thought that was kind of derogatory.”

“Shit, Ollie,” Jackie almost sneered. “it’s twenty-fucking-twenty-four, in case you hadn’t noticed. Where the fuck have you been the last ten years.”

“He’s a boy, babe,” Marcella explained in a rather patronizing tone. “What are you, Oliver? Thirty or so?”

“I’m twenty-eight,” I said defensively.

“God, he’s a boy,” Jackie actually sneered this time. She turned to Bettie who had remained silent for all this time. “Robbing the cradle, are you, Betts?”

“He’s a good man,” she said, almost whining, which made me cringe.

“Barely,” Jackie said with a wave.

“We are getting way off track here, people,” Marcella said in a voice that commanded our attention. I was beyond caring, though.

“How old are you all?” I asked as defiantly as I could manage.

Jackie snorted and barked a laugh while Marcella looked at me with a sad smile. “Oliver, baby. Don’t you realize how rude it is to ask a woman’s age?”

“Right after she asked mine?” I countered. “Goose-gander comes to mind.”

“Fine,” Marcella said with a slightly evil smile. “Bettie, you want to go first, or have you already shared?”

“No, I haven’t,” Bettie said in barely a whisper.

“Well, go on then,” Jackie ordered, which also made me cringe.

“I’m almost forty,” Bettie mumbled. I tried not to react but a laugh from Marcella made Bettie blush so hard I thought surely she would cry again.

“We all are, Ollie,” Jackie said. “We all met in Mrs. Russell’s third-grade class about a million years ago.” She glared at me and I tried like crazy to hide my shock to no avail - these women did not look nearly forty. Hell, I don’t think I’ve ever slept with a woman who was older than me at all. Until Bettie, that is. I was stunned. But I kept my mouth shut.

The women - no way am I calling any of them girls ever again, even in my own mind - were content to wait me out and sit in increasingly-awkward silence, until Marcella finally asked, “What’s the matter, Oliver? Cat got your tongue?”

“No,” I said in a voice so whiny even I heard it.

“Surprised that your girlfriend was already friends with us the year you were born?” Jackie asked with an evil grin. I didn’t bother answering her.

“Stop it, you two,” Bettie said finally. “Just stop it.”

“She’s right,” Marcella said. “This is cruel. But you might as well know what you’re getting yourself into, Oliver.” She looked at me and cocked an eyebrow.

“What do you mean?” I asked in a sullen tone.

Marcella looked at Bettie and then at Jackie, as if they were communicating telepathically which for all I knew, they were. Finally, she said simply, “We share.”

I looked up at her. “Say what?”

“I said, we share.”

“Share what?”

“You.”
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I looked at Bettie but she wouldn’t look at me. I turned to Marcella and she was smiling at me, warmly but there was something else there as well. A look of…desire? Was I imagining it? I tore my eyes away from hers and came back to Jackie who had dropped the bombshell on me in the first place. She was smirking, there’s no other word for it. She knew she’d blown me away and she was pleased with herself.

“What are you talking about, Jackie?” I said in a voice that, so help me god, cracked. She almost laughed at me but she didn’t. Thankfully.

“Come on, Ollie. I know you’re young but even you should be able to figure out what I’m telling you. We share boyfriends. If you move in with our Bettie-girl, who seems to have lost her ability to speak, you’re moving in with all three of us, with everything that implies. We get to share you with her.”

I looked at Bettie and she was still staring at her hands. I waited until the silence grew awkward and she finally looked up at me. Then she went right back to looking at her hands. I turned to Jackie again as she was clearly in charge.

“Do I get a say in any of this?” I asked in a bit of a huff. I’m not proud of myself though. Not at all. I felt like a fool.

“Seriously? You’re going to put up a fight?” She rolled her eyes hard. “Come on, Ollie. You know you couldn’t possibly resist.”

“Is that what happened with what’s-his-name?” I asked Jackie.

“Steve?” She laughed. “No, it wasn’t like that at all with Steve. He would have loved that but we weren’t interested, were we, Chella?” She looked at her girlfriend who nodded and smiled.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Because it was obvious that was what he wanted all along. He wasn’t all that into Bettie, was he, Betts?” She looked at Bettie who nodded almost imperceptibly without looking up.

“Bettie, you need to say something,” I said to her a little too harshly. “Is this what you want?” I couldn’t imagine it was. From what I’d seen so far, Bettie was completely intimidated by her roommates and was just going along with this because she felt some sort of strange obligation to give them what they wanted. On top of the even stronger feeling I had that they were just fucking with her for some strange reason. Why in the world would they be interested in me except for the fact that I was interested in Bettie? This struck me as some sort of mean-girl game to make Bettie miserable. I wouldn’t be a party to it. No fucking way.

“It’s what I want, too,” Bettie finally said in a voice so small I barely heard her. I couldn’t believe I heard what she said, either.

“What?” I asked, not really asking. “Why?” That question I meant.

“I just do,” she whispered.

“Don’t worry, Ollie,” Jackie said with a laugh that was more condescending than anything. “We won’t try to steal you away from Betts or anything like that. We just like to have some fun once in a while, don’t we, Chella?” She eyed her girlfriend across the table and I watched as something unspoken passed between them.

“What the fuck is going on here, Bettie?” I said to her in my most emphatic tone. “Talk to me.”

“Just go along with it, okay,” she pleaded with me, her eyes filled with tears. “For me?”

“Come on, Oliver,” Marcella said in a much kinder tone than Jackie had been using. “We’ll have some fun but we won’t interfere with you guys.” She looked at Bettie whose face was pointed down again. “You’re so adorable, you two.” She turned to Jackie. “You okay with playing it cool, babe?” Jackie rolled her eyes.

“Yeah, I guess so,” she said after a beat.

“Look, Oliver,” Marcella said to me. “We’ll leave it in your hands. If you don’t want us, we won’t force ourselves on you. You get to make the first move, okay?”

I looked at her and tried to figure out what kind of game she was playing. Both of them. I looked at Jackie again but she was still smirking. “Really?” I asked Marcella.

“Scout’s honor,” she said with a solemn look that drew a snort from Jackie. Finally, Bettie looked up and her eyes were on me. She was crying but she looked at me as I had to say something.

“Okay, if that’s what you want,” I said to Bettie, mostly, but to the others as well. “I guess we’ll see how things go.” She looked at me again and smiled. It was a sad smile but at least she wasn’t crying anymore.

“We’ll let you two have some time to talk,” Marcella said as she rose from her chair. “I’ve got to get to a meeting anyway,”

“Me too,” Jackie said as she pushed back from the table as well. “You’ve got this, right Bettie?” She didn’t wait for an answer or even expect one as far as I could tell. I just stared at them both as they headed for their bedrooms.

“What the fuck, Bettie?” I asked in a low voice, although I’m not really sure why. “What’s going on here?”

“Can we talk after I clean up, Oliver?” she said as she rose from her chair as well. She began gathering up the dishes, something her roommates seemed to expect of her and I just let my mouth hang open in surprise. “It won’t take long.” She scurried to the sink with the plates and utensils like a busser at my restaurant. I shook my head and moved to help her.

“I’ve got this,” she told me as she took my plate from me. “You go relax.” I shook my head again, too confused and pissed off at the inequity of it all to argue with her - she’d been through enough. But I was going to need explanations and need them fast.

I thought about going to our room but decided I’d wait for Bettie on the sofa in the living room. I pulled out my phone but put it on the coffee table almost immediately, too distracted to look at anything on it. Bettie worked quickly and silently to clean up after breakfast but not before her roommates came out of their respective bedrooms dressed for work.

“See you later, Betts,” Jackie said as she came to the living room to grab her laptop. She winked at me and smiled seductively–she is a beautiful woman–and left without waiting for Marcella who appeared a few minutes later. She said goodbye to Bettie as well but then she came over to where I was sitting and leaned down to kiss my cheek. I was too stunned to react and let her without making a fuss.

“We’ll see you both later?” she asked in a tone that left a lot of doubt in my mind about what she meant. She smiled warmly - it’s the only way she can smile, really - and she strode to the door while saying goodbye to Bettie as well. I debated going back to the kitchen to question Bettie but decided she’d had enough pressure on her already and that I would wait for her to come to me.

Five minutes later, after she wiped down the table for the third time, she finally walked into the living room and sat across the coffee table from where I was sitting on the sofa. I looked at her for a few seconds before I patted the sofa next to me and she nodded and looked down again. Has she always done that and I just never noticed? I wondered–and eased herself onto the sofa a foot or so away from me. I briefly considered insisting she sit next to me but decided I’d rather be able to see her face so I could read her emotions as we talked.

“Did you know about all this?” I asked as gently as I could.

“All what?” she asked in an innocent tone that almost made me laugh.

“Come on, Bettie. Don’t be like that.” She looked down again and I mentally kicked myself - I needed to be nicer, like, all the time with her.

“Yes, I knew about it,” she whispered, staring at her hands folded in her lap. I reached over and touched her chin so that she would look at me.

“Why didn’t you warn me?”

“I didn’t know how Oliver. I would have if I could figure out a way to say it.” She was on the verge of tears again so I leaned back and tried to soothe her.

“Look, Bettie,” I began in a soft voice. “I don’t blame you for feeling that way - it’s pretty strange when you think about it. This isn’t normal from what I can tell. Right? Don’t you agree?”

She nodded and kept her eyes on mine.

“What I don’t understand is why you seem to be going along with this. Is it to please them? Is that it? Do you worry they’d leave or something if you didn’t pretend to go along?”

“But I’m not pretending, Oliver. I’m really not.”

I just stared at her. “That makes no sense to me, Bettie. Why don’t you want me for yourself? I thought you loved me.”

Shit. I didn’t mean to say that. She never really said it - I just assumed. But she didn’t get upset. If anything, she looked pleased.

“I do love you, Oliver. I do.” She started crying again. “It’s just…” She struggled to find the words and closed her eyes in frustration from what I could tell. She kept her eyes closed as she went on.

“I do love you, but I love them, too. And I want them to love you. I don’t know why, I just know that’s what I want.” She opened her eyes and the tears continued to flow down her cheeks. “Does that make me a bad person?”

“No, of course not, Bettie. Unusual, maybe, but certainly not bad.” I slid over on the sofa and finally took her into my arms. She sobbed into my chest. “But I don’t think I’m ever going to feel about them the way I feel about you, Bettie.” A knife stabbed at my heart when I remembered that I didn’t see our relationship working out because of our differences in status, but now was not the time to get into all that, I decided.

“You don’t know them the way I know them, Oliver. Give them a chance and you’ll feel differently, I know you will.”

“I don’t know, Bettie,” I whispered. “For one thing, I’m not liking the way they treat you. What’s the deal with you doing all the cooking and then cleaning up afterward? That isn’t fair.”

She pushed away from me slightly and looked up at me with horror in her eyes. “No, it’s not like that. I don’t have a job, so I should be doing what I can around the house. They both work so hard at their jobs, which they don’t really like all that much, by the way. And I don’t do anything.”

“But that doesn’t mean…” I began but she put a finger over my mouth, a pretty bold move for her, I have to say.

“No, I love doing it. It’s my way of contributing since I can’t do anything else.” She leaned against my chest again. “I want to do the same for you, too. I love taking care of you. And them. I don’t mind at all. I love doing it.”

“It just feels like they’re taking you for granted, Bettie. I’m pretty sure they are, too.”

“That’s fine, Oliver. I want you to take me for granted. I want to do your laundry and cook your meals for you. I want to do all that stuff. I love doing it.”

I held her for a few minutes, just feeling her against me. Finally, I had to ask. “Does this have anything to do with your mom dying, Bettie? Did you take care of your dad like this when it was just the two of you?”

“Yes, I did. And I loved doing it, Oliver. I loved it. So let me do it for you, too. Okay?” She looked up at me and I had to smile.

“Okay, Bettie,” I whispered and she smiled back at me.

Then she surprised me. She sank to her knees and reached for my belt.

“What’s this?” I asked, already knowing the answer but feeling a little uncomfortable about what she was getting ready to do. “You don’t have to…” I began

“I know that, Oliver. But I want to do this, too. I love doing this for you.”

So I let her.
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For the first week after I moved into Bettie’s penthouse apartment, things seemed to be pretty normal. I didn’t make a move on either Marcella or Jackie and they left me alone as well. I watched in confusion as Bettie did almost everything that a maid and a cook might do for a household, from the shopping and cooking, to laundry and dishes, even dusting and vacuuming when it didn’t look to me to even need to be done. I’ll admit that having lived only with guys and sloppy girlfriends may have impeded my ability to see things like dirt and dust except when they became a health hazard, so I might not be the best judge of such things. But Bettie seemed to go out of her way to keep the penthouse immaculate for whatever reasons she had.

Meanwhile, we walked the dogs every morning come rain or shine, which Laddie and Pepper loved, and had a lot of time to ourselves to talk. I kept trying to get Bettie to open up to me about what she went through when her parents died but she kept shutting me out.

“I don’t want to talk about it, Oliver,” she told me in what passed for exasperated in her world. More than once, I marveled at the way she took everything in stride–nothing seemed to get to her. Even when Jackie was in a particularly bad mood, which happened somewhat frequently when she got home from work, Bettie never took her snide remarks or lack of praise about dinner to heart. If anything, when Jackie said something that made me want to get all up in her face just to protect my new girlfriend, Bettie bent over backward to diffuse the situation.

At the end of our new household’s first week together, I found myself wondering what the weekend would be like. I work most weekends, from the dinner shift on Friday night, a double shift on Saturday, and another long dinner shift on Sunday. I knew that Marcella and Jackie worked regular weekday hours and had weekends off when Marcella wasn’t in a play so I’d be missing everything for most of that time. Mondays and Tuesdays were my weekend, so when Monday morning rolled around and Bettie and I were alone, I asked her to tell me about her weekend.

“It was good,” she said in a tone that told me she was hiding something. I gave her a look and she almost broke down, which made me wonder if I’d ever get used to how fragile she seemed to be all the time.

“I didn’t mean to make you cry, Betts,” I said as soothingly as I could.

“It’s nothing,” she sniffed when it was clearly something.

“What happened?”

She looked up at me and smiled through her tears. “I just missed you, is all.”

“I have to work. You get that, right?” I said and immediately regretted my choice of words. But she didn’t take offense. Of course, she didn’t. She never does.

“Yeah, I know. But what if you didn’t have to,” she said without looking at me.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, let’s play ‘what if’, okay? What if you didn’t have to go to work, Oliver? What would you do? How would you spend your time?” She peaked up at me from under the crook in my shoulder and smiled that cute smile of hers that just melted my heart.

“I don’t know, but I have to work so what does it matter?”

“Humor me,” she said with a tone of determination in her voice that I hadn’t heard before.

“Okay,” I said with a look of my own. “I guess if I didn’t have to work I’d probably look at going back to college, although if I didn’t work I don’t see how I could afford to.”

“What would you study in college?”

I hesitated. “I don’t know for sure, but probably some kind of engineering since I’m pretty good at math.”

“Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why would you study engineering?”

I thought about it. “Because I’d be good at it, I just told you.” I didn’t understand what she was getting at.

“But do you know what you’d do with your degree after you graduated? What job you’d do?”

I thought about it again. “No, not really. I guess I’d figure that out as I went.”

She stared at me for a few long, silent moments. “But what if you didn’t have to get a job after you graduated? Would you still study engineering?”

“I don’t know, maybe. Maybe not. But why would that matter, even? If I went to college I’d no doubt rack up a lot of debt to pay for tuition so I’d only go if I could get a good job to pay for going. That’s how it works, Bettie.” I hesitated to bring up how she went to college when it occurred to me that I didn’t even know if she did–she was that vague about her past. “Did your dad pay your tuition?” I winced as that came out a little harsh.

“Yeah, he did. He was really good about planning and all that, so I had a nice college fund that I used to pay for everything. But I’m not sure that was really all that good for me because I didn’t have to worry about what I’d do once I graduated.”

“What was your degree in?” Finally, I was getting some information about her past.

“Economics and business. I did a double major.” She almost looked apologetic.

“Really?” I gushed. “That’s amazing, Bettie. I didn’t know that.”

“Yeah, I don’t talk about it,” she admitted with a crooked smile.

“Why not? I think it’s really cool that you’re super educated.”

“Yeah, I guess.” She didn’t seem very convincing.

“But you never did anything with your degree?”

“No, not really. I thought about it but I never really used it.” She looked off into the distance for a while. “My father was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer a few months before I graduated, so I didn’t get a chance to attend any of the recruiting events at school. Not that I’d been planning to. I didn’t think that far ahead.”

I wrapped my arm around her shoulder. “I’m sorry about your dad, Bettie. I really am.” She looked up at me and smiled that sad smile of hers that just about broke my heart every time I saw it.

“It was a long time ago,” she whispered. “I’m over it.”

“Okay,” I said, not believing her.

“But let’s get back to you, Oliver. Let’s say you didn’t have to pick a field of study that would lead to a job. What would you study in that circumstance? If you could just pick something that you’re interested in.”

“I don’t know,” I said in all honesty. I don’t have a lot of outside interests. Up until I reconnected with Bettie I never seemed to have the time. Or the energy. Or the money.

“How do you spend your time?” she asked before she realized her mistake and blushed. “I meant before we got together.”

“I played video games but I wasn’t good enough to do it for a living or anything.”

“You can play video games for a living?” she asked, clearly astonished.

“Yeah, on Twitch and some other gaming platforms.”

“I had no idea.”

“Some people make millions but they’re the exception. And they’re good at whatever it is they play. I’m not that good at anything.”

She nudged me playfully. “Don’t sell yourself short, big fella.” She smiled at me and I laughed. “What else did you do before I barged into your life?”

“Well, I was never much for sports or anything like that.”

We were getting ready to take the dogs to the park and it was raining again, so we put on slickers and boots before we leashed Laddie and Pepper. They were beside themselves as usual and it was infectious–I was in a better mood just watching them get excited. Bettie was, too.

“So, you like video games but not sports, and you’re not good enough to make a living playing video games,” she said as she went out the door and I pushed the elevator call button. “Do you like video games enough to play them all the time anyway?” She asked in such a way that I knew what she was asking. Was I one of those guys, the ones who ignored their girlfriend to play World of Warcraft all the freaking time? I’d run into enough women who complained about that kind of behavior with exes–it seemed to be one of the biggest reasons couples broke up in my age group.

“No, I’m not that into it,” I said, truthfully. Oh, I could waste an hour or four once in a while if I got into a groove or something, but I never understood the guys, and they were almost always guys, who could spend hours upon hours playing first-person shooter games until their fingers were raw.

“So, other than sex, what are you into?” she asked without looking at me. I was kind of shocked by the way she framed the question.

“Do I ask for too much sex, Bettie?” I had to ask. Her question almost embarrassed me.

“No, not at all. I love making love with you, Oliver,” she said as she hooked her arm in mine and snuggled close as we walked through the rain. “I think a good girlfriend should never turn down her boyfriend when he wants her. It’s only right.” She looked up at me and smiled.

I was blown away. I’d always assumed that guys were just hornier than women. All of my experience with prior girlfriends and just shooting the shit at work with male bartenders and even some customers led me to the same conclusion–guys are hound dogs and women tolerate us at best, kick us the fuck out at worst.

“You really think that? Or are you just shining me on?” She looked up at me, stricken.

“Why would you say that? Have I not been…?” She stopped before she could finish the question, mostly because I was already backing down from what I’d said.

“No, no way, Betts. I have no complaints in that department at all. You’re the best I’ve ever been with.” I felt a little odd about saying it that way, and a little worried she might take offense, but she didn’t. That’s the thing, another thing, with Bettie–she rarely takes offense at anything anybody says. It made me wonder if that was part of the reason she got taken advantage of by her roommates.

But since we were finally talking about it, and alone in the park by then, I decided this would be the perfect time to revisit Jackie’s bombshell from the prior week. “Can we talk about what Jackie said, Betts?” I asked in a low voice.

“Sure,” she said in a way that made me think she didn’t want to talk about it at all, but would if I wanted to. It was just like her to say that, by the way.

“Why aren’t you more upset that Jackie thinks she has a right to tell us what to do?”

“That’s just Jackie, Oliver. She’s used to getting what she wants in life.” She didn’t look at me when she answered. Against my better judgment, I kept pushing.

“But it seems like Marcella feels the same way.”

“She goes along with Jackie. We both do.”

“So, it’s not what you want, despite what you said?” I kept looking at her but she didn’t look at me. She just sat there and chewed her lip. “Bettie?”

Finally, she turned to me and took my hands in hers. “You need to understand something about me, Oliver. I know it’s going to sound weird but it’s a hundred percent true. You have to believe me, okay?”

“Okay.”

She sighed and looked away. Then she looked at me again. “I don’t feel jealousy. I never have and I’m almost sure I never will. It’s just not anything I understand. I don’t know why people get jealous. I really don’t. If the person I love wants to have fun with someone, whether it’s playing tennis or going to a movie or anything, I don’t know why I should feel bad about that.”

“But isn’t sex different from tennis, Bettie? Doesn’t that change things?”

“Not for me. I don’t care. Maybe that makes me a monster or something, but if you want to have fun and you do have fun with either Marcella or Jackie, or both of them, I feel happy for you. I do.”

“Are you sure? I’m not saying I want to put that to the test or anything, but if I did, maybe you’d feel differently, you know?”

“It’s never happened before,” she said, but I wasn’t sure I understood what she meant. I told her so.

“I had a boyfriend in college who cheated on me,” she said softly. “He slept with someone else when we were supposed to be exclusive. But it didn’t bother me at all, Oliver. I knew it was supposed to but it just didn’t. I didn’t feel anything like pain, or rage, or whatever jealousy is supposed to feel like.”

“You weren’t hurt by his dishonesty? That he lied to you?”

“But he didn’t lie about it. He told me almost as soon as it happened. He felt guilty about it so he told me right away. And I said I forgave him even though I didn’t feel like there was anything to forgive.”

“Did you break up with him over it?”

“No, why would I? I forgave him and even told him it didn’t bother me.”

“Did he sleep with anyone else after that?”

She looked down–clearly, I’d struck a nerve. “Yeah, I encouraged him to.”

Now it was my turn to look like a nerve had been struck. “Really?”

“Yeah, I did.”

“Why? Were you afraid of losing him or…?” I shut down but it was too late. I felt like a jerk.

She gave me a look but didn’t lose her temper, which I would have understood if she had. “No, it wasn’t like that. We had a lot of long talks, some of them a lot like this one. He didn’t believe me at first, either. It took a lot of convincing.”

I nodded but I was really confused. “Why did you want to convince him, Bettie? Why not just stick with the typical monogamous relationship like everybody else?”

“It would be dishonest to pretend I felt something that I didn’t feel.” She looked at me. She wasn’t crying for a change.

“Aren’t you afraid you might lose me?” I almost wanted that to be true so I wouldn’t have to deal with the issue anymore.

She shook her head. “If I lost you then I never really had you in the first place.”

I looked at her, stunned. “You really believe that?”

“I believe it with all my heart. And besides, what could be better than having a girlfriend who shares you with other women? I know what men are like. Sowing the wild oats and such. It’s in your nature, if not your DNA, to want to sleep with as many women as possible to spread your seed. It’s how you’re built, so to speak. Why would I want you to fight that basic, primal urge? Wouldn’t you resent me for asking you to be something you’re not? Would you feel trapped, or worse?”

“But most women expect their man to be faithful, don’t they? And most men are faithful, aren’t they?”

“Maybe, although the statistics on cheating are a lot higher than most people realize. And even the men who don’t cheat think about cheating. I’m not saying they would if they could, but I’m not not saying it, either.” She giggled. “So why not go with the flow, Oliver? Do what comes naturally. You can’t tell me that you’re not attracted to my roommates. I’ve seen how you look at them when you think I’m not looking.” She cocked an eyebrow at me and I felt my face flush.

“I didn’t mean to, Bettie,” I said in the voice of a whiny little bitch.

“But I don’t blame you, Oliver. They’re gorgeous! I’d be with them myself if I could get up the nerve.” She seemed suddenly embarrassed as if she’d said too much. Which she kind of had.

“Do you want me to sleep with them so I will bring them to our bed, Bettie?” I couldn’t believe I actually asked that question but I got caught up in the moment. And I wanted to know.

“No, Oliver. If you wanted to keep them all to yourself and never invite me to join in with you and them, I’d be fine with that. I’d wish I could join you but I wouldn’t feel like I was being left out or anything.”

“You wouldn’t be jealous?” I asked with an ironic smile.

Bettie looked up at me for a second before she looked away. “No, I wouldn’t be jealous. Sad, maybe, that I was missing out but not jealous.” She looked up at me again. “You do believe me, don’t you, Oliver?”

I smiled warmly. “Of course, Bettie.”

What else could I say?
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Given where we’d left our conversation at the dog park I shouldn’t have been surprised at what happened that night. I was off from work so I was home with Bettie when Marcella arrived home from her latest photo shoot. She was still between gigs in her acting career so she was home with us for the evening, I soon discovered. But I was surprised to find out that Jackie had left town for the week on business, so we wouldn’t be seeing her again until the weekend.

“Dinner will be ready in about twenty minutes,” Bettie announced after she’d spent a half hour in the kitchen. I was on the sofa watching TV and Marcella was in her room getting changed from her job. I didn’t think much about it one way or the other when she joined me in the living room and let Bettie continue cooking on her own–I guess I was getting used to the way things were between them.

“You guys do anything fun today?” Marcella asked when she sat down. I turned down the volume on the TV and turned to her.

“We just went to the park with the dogs,” I told her. She rarely gets involved with them since her dog died and I wondered if she’d be put off by my comment but she seemed to take it in stride.

“Fun,” she said simply and smiled at me. “So, you guys have a chance to talk?”

I raised my eyebrows, confused. “About what?”

She rolled her eyes but with a big smile. “About what Jackie said Friday night, silly.” I blushed hard and glanced at the kitchen but it seemed like Bettie was too far away to hear Marcella’s comment.

“Not directly, no,” I said, which was kind of true.

“Why not?” she asked. Clearly, she wasn’t going to let it go, which surprised me. I thought from what Bettie had said that Marcella was just going along with Jackie’s lead and wasn’t all that into the whole ‘sharing’ thing.

“I’m just not comfortable with the idea, Marcella,” I said softly.

“Why not, Oliver? Don’t you find me attractive?”

“You’re beautiful, Marcella,” I quickly added. “It’s just, I don’t know. I thought…” I hesitated because I wasn’t sure how to say it without insulting her.

“You thought it was all Jackie’s idea?” she said, as if she could read my mind. I wondered briefly if Bettie had said something to her. “Well, I’m all in too, Oliver. Just so you know.” She smiled again but it was a much more seductive smile, as if she was turning on the charm. For me.

“Did you and Jackie share any of Bettie’s other boyfriends?” I’d only just come to understand that although they didn’t share her last boyfriend that didn’t mean they never shared.

“Of course,” she said as if that was obvious. “We just didn’t like Steve. We like you, though. A lot.” She was coming on to me, which was flattering as hell but I was so uncomfortable, what with Bettie being in the next room, no matter what she said to me about not being jealous. It just felt weird.

“I don’t know,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

She softened a bit and nodded. “Look, I get it, Oliver. I really do. We’ve run into this more than a few times with Bettie’s boyfriends. So, let’s try something that’s worked before, okay?”

“Try what?” I asked.

“Hey, Bettie-girl,” she called out so that Bettie could hear her. “Come here for a sec if you can.”

“Be right there,” Bettie said as she turned off the water in the sink. She arrived a few seconds later while she wiped her hands on a dish towel. “What’s up?”

“Oliver and I have been talking and I was wondering if you’d be okay with me kissing him?” she said with her eyes on Bettie. I turned to look at my girlfriend as well, my heart in my mouth at the nature of Marcella’s request. Bettie looked at me and didn’t flinch.

“Of course,” she said simply. I gulped.

“Seriously?” I said to both of them.

“If you’d rather not,” Marcella said as she stood up from where she was sitting and walked toward me, obviously not meaning what she said. “Bettie, you sure?”

“Absolutely,” she said with her eyes on me. “Oliver? You don’t mind, do you?”

“Mind?” I asked, not knowing how in the world what she was asking of me was even possible. Bettie was standing to my right and Marcella was to my left. She’s several inches taller than Bettie and almost as tall as I am so she was looming over me. “No, I guess not,” I managed to say and she sat down next to me.

If I haven’t mentioned it before, I have to tell you that Marcella is a very beautiful woman. She’s Latin, of course, coming from Spain and she looked it, with big brown eyes, full lips, and a voluptuous body. As usual, she was wearing loose clothing–shorts and a tank top, her standard look when she was hanging around the apartment. As she sat down next to me, she curled her feet under her legs and snuggled into my arm but she wrapped one of her arms around my shoulders. I could feel her breath on my neck but she didn’t nuzzle me. Not yet, at least. She just whispered in my ear. “Is this okay, Oliver?”

I looked at her and nodded–my voice was stuck in my throat. Bettie hadn’t moved so I glanced back at her to see how she was taking this and she smiled at me. It didn’t look like a sad smile, which is what I expected. She looked excited for me, if that’s even possible. Or maybe I was projecting. I don’t know.

“Hey, Oliver,” Marcella whispered. “I’m over here.” I turned back to her and she reached for my face with her other hand to pull me in for a kiss, a light melding of our lips, so delicate but so damn sensual. I’d thought about what it would be like to kiss those luscious lips since Jackie’s announcement last week but now that it was happening, I was blown away. She nibbled at my mouth and closed her eyes as if she wanted me. She tasted sweet and sexy, unlike Bettie, unlike anyone I’d ever kissed before. It was amazing.

I heard Bettie walk back to the kitchen as Marcella continued to kiss me. Then she pulled away and spun her body around on the sofa so that she was sort of lying in my lap. I wrapped my arms around her and she took my face in both of her hands to bring our mouths together again and she kissed me deeply, our tongues touching, tentatively at first but then intertwining and exploring, her thick, soft lips so delicious, her taste so delightful. I was blown away.

Finally, after we had explored each other’s mouths for several incredible minutes, she leaned back and looked at me, her eyes soft and her smile almost shy.

She took a breath. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” she whispered and it was all I could do to shake my head, my voice still unusable. “We’ll continue this after dinner if you like.” She sat up and stood up from the sofa, then she reached back for me and took my hand to walk me to the dining room table, where Bettie was serving dinner.

“Okay if I steal your boyfriend tonight, Betts?” she asked as we arrived. “I really need to get laid, if you don’t mind.” I looked at her in amazement. Bettie laughed.

“Is that all he is to you, Chella?” Bettie asked with a huge smile. “A random penis?”

“Oh, he’s a nice enough guy and all,” Marcella said as she took her usual seat. “But, yeah. Pretty much.” She laughed at her own joke and reached for my hand. “No offense, Oliver.”

“None taken,” I said in a daze.

“He’s good, right?” Marcella asks Bettie. “I mean, he’s young so he’s got stamina and all, but does he know what he’s doing in bed?” I turned to look at my girlfriend with my mouth hanging open.

“Oh, he’s wonderful,” Bettie said without a hint of irony. “And he is young, so…” She gave me a look that I couldn’t decipher. “He’s really young.” She blushed hard. So did I.

“I was counting on that, Betts,” Marcells said with another sly laugh. “It’ll only take an hour, if you want me to send him back to you.” I glanced at Bettie completely dumbfounded–they were talking about me like I wasn’t sitting right there in front of them.

“No, you can keep him overnight if you want to,” Bettie said without looking at me. “He’s really good first thing in the morning, too. You should keep him.”

“Do I get a say in any of this?” I asked at last.

They both looked at me and answered in unison without smiling.

“Nope.”

If we talked about anything for the rest of the meal then I don’t remember what was said. All I could think about was the prospect of making love to Marcella, which made me hard and embarrassed at the same time. I kept sneaking looks at her when I could but it was tough–even as she and Bettie talked to each other, they kept glancing at me. I’d turn away when either of them caught me staring but for some reason, they stopped teasing me about it.

“I’ll get the dishes,” Bettie said unnecessarily when we finished eating. “You two go have fun.”

I almost gulped. “Already?” I asked her as I blushed hard.

She smiled at me. “You know you want to,” she whispered with a smile that didn’t seem to contain any sign of sadness. “And I want this even more than you do, Oliver. I really do.”

I was just about to say again that I didn’t quite understand or believe her really when Marcella stood up and walked toward her bedroom. “Coming?” she asked me when she stopped and held out her hand to me. I wiped my mouth with my napkin and walked over to take her hand and she leaned in and kissed my mouth, gently, quickly, but with an easy warmth that thrilled me. The woman knew how to kiss.

“Come on,” she coomed as she led me to her bedroom. “Let’s get to know each other.”

I followed her into her room which I’d never seen before and was surprised to see that she had decorated the space with muted colors and spartan furniture. The bed was obviously expensive but nothing like Bettie’s floral, canopied, and heavily pillowed setup. The headboard was a plain slab of wood but polished to a brilliant shine, low and unobtrusive. The room was devoid of knick-knacks or decorations of any kind, which created a sense of order and tranquility, not what I expected from Marcella at all. But my instant impression was quickly overwhelmed by the woman who lived here as she turned and wrapped her arms around my neck while she smiled seductively.

“I’ve been waiting for this moment since we met,” she whispered. I wanted to express my surprise but she kissed me again, deeply, passionately, her tongue exploring my mouth so thoroughly I felt as if we’d been lovers for months, or years. She was so uninhibited and yet so exquisitely feminine and tender. I was thoroughly captivated by her.

We stood there kissing for several delicious minutes as my hands roamed over her body. Marcella is almost as tall as I am but so voluptuous and delightfully supple. I hesitated to fondle her ass until she finally broke from our kiss, smiled at me knowingly, and moved my hand from her hip to her cheeks. She pressed into my almost painful erection with her belly and moaned into my mouth when she kissed me again, the perfect signal to take our explorations of each other to the next level. Then, as if to leave absolutely no doubt as to her already clear intentions, she did what every man dreams of when in the presence of a gorgeous woman–she reached for my belt to unbuckle it.

“I want you naked,” she whispered as she kissed my neck and loosened my jeans, then she pulled my shirt up over my head and tossed it on the floor. “Right now,” she added with a quiet urgency that thrilled me. Suddenly, we were in a near frenzy to strip each other out of our clothes but I watched closely as her body was revealed to me for the first time. I’d wondered if her breasts were natural as she was so voluptuous and perfectly shaped. But as soon as I saw her naked I knew she was gloriously unenhanced, something I’d come to loathe from years of watching pornstars with their bolted-on tits. Marcella was older but that just made her mounds more enticing for me somehow, and when she pressed them against my naked chest I sighed with unbounded pleasure.

“God, you’re big,” she said with a catch in her voice that also thrilled me. I’m not porn star big but I guess I was a little intimidated by Marcella’s age and obvious experience. I’ve been with maybe a half dozen girls in my life so I’m hardly egotistical about myself, especially when it comes to first impressions. “And thick,” she said when she wrapped her hand around me. “I think I’d like to suck you at some point but right now, I just want you inside of me.” She let go of my dick and led me to her bed by the hand. It felt a little embarrassing, I have to admit–being led around by an older woman.

“I’m already wet, so…” she said with a coy smile that was so fucking hot. I made her wet. What could be better than that to calm a guy’s nerves? Still, as I slid onto the bed next to her and got my first glimpse of her body I was in awe. She was a goddess and who was I to think I could please a woman like Marcella? Suddenly, I was a bundle of nerves again. Luckily, though, my jangling nerves didn’t hit me where it mattered most–I was still hard.

Marcella wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me again, urgently, deeply. I ran my hand down her flank as we lay on our sides facing each other but she spread her thighs in an obvious invitation for me to touch her pussy. When I did, I couldn’t help but back away and look at her with undisguised astonishment.

Her pussy was bare. Not just bare but smooth as silk–not a trace of stubble. I’d never felt anything like it and I wanted to look at it but I wasn’t sure that would be received well. After all, the porn sites are filled with women who shave their pubic hair so I didn’t want to come off as a rube who never saw one in real life, but that’s what I was and I couldn’t hide the fact that I was amazed. Needless to say, she picked up on my reaction.

“I lasered it years ago,” she said with a smile that was warm and not condescending at all. “It’s one of the best decisions I ever made.” She eased herself back slightly and spread her legs even further. “Look if you want to,” she said in a voice that was so irresistible I had to listen to her.

I ducked my head down to see a mound as smooth and blemish-free as any I’ve ever seen, including on the internet. Her lips were spread slightly and wet, just like she’d said earlier. I was overwhelmed with the realization that this beautiful older woman was, as promised, excited to be with me, something I never would have thought possible a few hours ago. I looked up at her face and saw her smiling at me but warmly, her eyes dancing with anticipation. I leaned in and kissed her again and she pulled my body on top of her.

“Fuck me, Oliver. Fuck me now.” She reached for my dick and guided me to her wet folds, then she hooked her ankles behind my thighs and pulled me into her. I entered her tight sheath easily but slowly as she gasped and her eyes went wide as I penetrated her.

“Fuck, Marcella,” I said in a low tone and she moaned her approval as I pressed deep inside her. “Oh, by god, Marcella,” I kept repeating inanely. She just kissed me to shut me up and I began to pump myself in and out of her unbelievably soft yet tight vagina, so tight but so wet I knew I wouldn’t last long.

“Yes, Oliver, yes,” she said as she arched her back and broke from our kiss. “Oh, yes. Oh, yes. Oh, yes,” she said over and over in time with my thrusts. “Harder, deeper, fuck me, yes, fuck me,” she said until she tensed and groaned as my dick swelled, too soon, I thought but she pulled me close and whispered, “Cum in me, please. Just cum in me, Oliver.”

Which I did. Hard.

“Yes,” she whispered as I grunted and spasmed inside of her. She whispered my name as I emptied myself deep inside of her until I collapsed and gasped for breath, spent and sated. She stroked my back and kissed my neck, her hands so soft and warm. Loving, almost.

Which made me feel guilty. I was falling in love with Bettie, so what was I doing fucking her roommate? Suddenly and without any warning, I had a severe case of post-nut clarity and it felt bad. Really, really bad.

Marcella seemed to notice the change in me. She rolled me onto my side but kept my dick in her pussy. She looked at me hard, which startled me.

“What?” I asked as I tried to catch my breath and not feel like a complete asshole.

“It’s okay, Oliver,” she said in a softer tone than her face would have predicted. “It’s okay. Really. I know you’re thinking about Bettie right now and she’s fine. We’ve done this before and she’s okay with you having some fun with me. You’ll see, but for now, you just have to trust me.” She kissed me again, gently, lovingly, which kind of helped but kind of didn’t. I let her kiss me but I didn’t kiss her back. She noticed that, too, and pulled away from me again.

“I don’t know what to say,” I said at last. “It feels wrong.”

“I know, baby,” she said, which startled me. “See, that’s the thing. I don’t love you, so when I call you ‘baby’ or ‘honey' or anything like that, you know it’s a lie right away, don’t you? You know I don’t have feelings for you and I know you don’t have feelings for me. It’s just sex, which is great, by the way. You were fantastic, even for our first time. But I’m not going to fall in love with you and you’re not going to fall in love with me, are you?”

I hesitated, not because I was afraid she was wrong but just because I didn’t know what I was doing. How could I predict the future? “I guess not,” I said without sounding the least bit convincing.

“Aww, that’s so sweet,” she said when she reached up to stroke my cheek. “Hey, I know what it’s like, being in love, because I’m in love with Jackie. And it’s not just a fling or something that’s going to fade away. I’m head-over-heels in love with her, Oliver. I have been for years and it’s only gotten stronger the longer we’re together. She’s everything I could ever want in a lifelong partner with one key exception. Can you guess?” She side-eyed me with a knowing smile and I had to laugh.

“No penis?”

“Give that man a kewpie doll,” she laughed. “I almost wish she did, but then she wouldn’t be who she is and I adore the woman that is Jacklyn Marsten. So you don’t have to worry about me falling in love with you, Oliver.” She kissed me again which didn’t help.

“But what if I fall in love with you?” I asked, regretting it as soon as the words left my mouth.

She gave me a look. “Seriously? Bettie is gaga over you, Oliver. You know that, right? Are you going to screw that up by falling in love with me, a woman who will never love you back? I don’t know you all that well but you seem to be smarter than that.” She kissed me again and then hugged me. My dick was still lodged in her pussy and it began to swell as she pressed her breasts against me. When she kissed my neck and ear, I became almost fully erect again.

“See, that’s what I love about you young guns. You recover so quickly. Now, fuck me again, and let me cum this time, okay?”
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By the time morning rolled around, I’d lost track of how many times I’d made love to Marcella. She was nearly insatiable, which she explained when we were done with our second round of the morning and just before we smelled Bettie cooking breakfast for us.

“I’m sore as hell now and I thank you for that, Oliver. I needed last night, and this morning.” She rolled out of bed and walked to her bathroom while I watched, my dick worn out but twitching at the sight of her incredible body. “Go tell Bettie that I’ll be ready for breakfast in about twenty minutes.” She closed the bathroom door so I assumed she was going to get ready for work and I was dismissed. Which was fine with me. Sort of.

I pulled on my pants and walked into the kitchen with my tail between my legs and steeled against Bettie’s reaction to my having spent the night with her roommate, but I didn’t need to worry–she gave me a big smile and a warm hug and kiss as soon as she saw me.

“Did you have fun?” she asked without a trace of anger or even irony. I wasn’t sure how she did it but I found myself hugely relieved that she did.

“It was good,” I said to come off as neutral as possible. She shot me a look that told me it wasn’t going to work.

“Oh, you can do better than that, Oliver,” she almost scolded me as she stood at the range cooking bacon and pancakes. “Come on, tell me what it was like for you.”

“Really? You won’t get upset?” I was still coming around to the idea that Bettie wouldn’t be jealous. Old habits die hard–what can I tell you?

She turned away from the stove and wiped her hands on a dish towel. “Oliver, sit down and listen to me, okay?” I did and she sat next to me with her hands out for me to hold them, which I did. “I need you to understand. I love Marcella. I love her almost more than anything in the world. Someday, I’ll explain why but for now just understand that she means so much to me it’s almost frightening. So if I can share my boyfriend with her and make her happy, it’s a dream come true for me. A privilege, really. Do you get what I’m trying to tell you? Do you?”

She stared at me without smiling and I thought she might start crying at any moment but she didn’t. She just stared at me. “Okay, yeah. I get it.”

“Really?”

“Really.” I smiled and she smiled back. “It’s just all so new for me, Bettie.”

“Yeah, I get that. But I need you to know that it’s never going to change for me. I’m never going to feel something that I’ve never, ever felt before, so stop worrying about it, okay?” She leaned forward and kissed my hands, one after the other. “And it doesn’t mean that I don’t love you, Oliver, because I do love you. I know it’s only been a few weeks and all but I know I love you and I think you love me, too.” She looked up at me through her eyelashes and smiled as her eyes filled with tears.

“Why are you crying, Bettie?”

She looked away and wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “Tears of joy is all.” She stood up and I stood up with her, then I pulled her to me for a hug. She wrapped her arms around my waist and held on to me for dear life, it seemed. “Tears of joy,” she whispered again but I wondered if that was all, if she was being totally honest with me.

“Are you sure?”

“I’m as sure of that as I am about anything, Oliver.” She let go of me and walked back to the stove. “So, as I was saying, how was last night?” She kept her back turned to me so I couldn’t see her face and I still wasn’t sure if she really wanted to know. I sat down and sighed, but I decided she wouldn’t stop asking unless I said something.

“It was great, Bettie. Marcella is a wonderful lover and we had a great night together.” I waited before adding, “Is that what you wanted to hear?” She just nodded without looking at me.

I felt like a damn fool for thinking this wouldn’t blow up in my face.

“Are you ready to eat?” she asked after a long, uncomfortable silence.

“Should we wait for Marcella?” I asked and regretted it immediately.

“Sure, that’s fine,” she said. “I’ll just put everything in the oven until she comes out.” She began piling the pancakes on a platter and switched on the oven when Marcella’s door opened. I looked up as she rounded the corner. She was ready for work and looked great, which depressed the hell out of me.

“So,” Marcella said with a big smile. “You two get things all sorted out between you?”

“No, not really,” Bettie said. I looked at her but she was still facing the stove.

“What’s the problem?” Marcella asked as she took her usual seat.

“Oliver still thinks I’m going to get jealous if you guys have a good time in bed together,” Bettie said when she brought two plates of pancakes and bacon to the table. She gave the first one to me and the second to Marcella who gave me a look.

“You’re still going there, Oliver?” she asked me in a light tone. “Come on, give it a rest already.” She grabbed the syrup as if nothing was wrong.

“I can’t help feeling the way I feel, Marcella,” I told her as she passed me the syrup. Bettie brought her own plate to the table and sat down with a very serious look on her face but without looking at me or Marcella.

“What are we going to do about young Oliver, Bettie?” Marcella asked as she took a bite of bacon. “He’s so serious about everything.” She looked at me and winked, as if she was kidding around. I glanced at Bettie but she was still focused on her food.

“I don’t know what else to tell him,” Bettie said. Suddenly, they were talking about me as if I wasn’t sitting right there. Again.

“Well, here’s the thing, Bettie-girl. We need to figure this out because you were right–he is fantastic in bed.” She was ignoring me now and focused strictly on Bettie who turned to her suddenly and sighed.

“I know, right? He’s so amazing,” she said to Marcella in all seriousness. I blushed hard.

“Maybe we should…?” Marcella didn’t finish her thought but Bettie seemed to know what she was saying. They stared at each other for a few seconds before they turned to look at me.

“What?” I said, confused and feeling like a bit of an idiot.

Bettie turned to look at Marcella. “You remember what happened the last time we did that, right?”

Marcelle nodded. “I don’t think we have a choice. We need to get this right before Jackie gets back from her trip.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked but they continued to ignore me.

“Okay,” Bettie said to Marcella as she continued to ignore me. “How do you propose we do this?”

“Let me think about it,” she said as she finished eating and stood up from the table. “But I’ve got to run now, so I’ll see you two tonight.”

Bettie and I didn’t talk much more about my night with Marcella until we got to the dog park about an hour after breakfast. I didn’t want to talk about last night or what was going to happen tonight at all but Bettie wouldn’t hear of it.

“We need to figure this out, Oliver. You need to get comfortable with me sharing you.”

I sighed but didn’t look at her. We were sitting on our usual bench and watching the dogs play with their friends. She put her hand on my knee and squeezed it. I looked at her and she smiled at me. “So, tell me what last night was like.”

I sighed again. “I’m not sure what you want to know, Bettie. It was good. We had a good time.”

“Were you surprised by the way she looked?” Bettie asked.

“You mean her pussy?” I blinked – the word just popped out of my mouth unexpectedly but she didn’t react.

“Yeah, that. My last boyfriend that I shared with her liked the way she looked. Did you?”

“I guess,” I said, uncomfortable as hell again.

“Would you like me to get my pussy lasered like that?”

I turned and stared at Bettie until she turned to look at me. “I would never ask you to do something like that.”

“Why not?” she asked in all seriousness. I was astounded.

“Because it’s so permanent. What if…?” I stopped, not comfortable with the way this conversation was going.

“What if I do it and then we break up?” she whispered.

“Yeah, that.”

“Then I’d always have something to remember you by, Oliver. That would be lovely. But I don’t think we’re going to break up, so it’s fine if that’s what you wanted me to do. I’d do it.”

I stared at her again. “You really feel that way?” I didn’t but I wasn’t going to say that to Bettie. I still felt like with all our differences, not to mention her strange attitude toward her roommates, we didn’t have a chance of making it.

Yeah, I know. I’m a piece of shit.

“I do, Oliver. I know you have your doubts and you’re entitled to them. But I don’t have any doubts. I think we’re going to be great together, for a long time. Maybe forever.” She put her head sideways on my shoulder. “And I’m sorry if that feels like I’m putting pressure on you because I’m not. If you decide you don’t love me or don’t want to be with me, I’ll survive. Truly I will. But I can’t think like that. I believe we’re going to be great together and grow old together and everything, and I’m just going to continue to believe it until you do. Or you leave me.”

I slid away from Bettie and turned to face her. “Don’t you see, though, that you are putting pressure on me, on us? How can I not feel like a complete asshole for not being as sure about us as you are? It’s crazy, or it’s driving me crazy. I feel bad about all of this, Bettie. Don’t you see that?”

She didn’t cry for once. She just kept looking at me with those sad eyes of hers but they didn’t fill up with tears. Thank god. Then she smiled. It was a sweet smile, full of empathy and perhaps love, because it occurred to me at that moment that maybe I didn’t know what love was all about and that’s what Bettie was trying to show me. But it still felt shitty because I knew deep down that she was going to get hurt and I was the one who was going to hurt her and I didn’t want to do that. So I decided to switch tactics to see if I could prevent a fucking disaster.

“Have you ever felt this way about anyone else, Bettie?”

“No, I never have.” She said it immediately, without missing a beat. I was skeptical and I let it show. “Seriously, Oliver. I’ve thought that some other men might be the one but I never felt like this about them.”

“Really? Never?”

“No, never.”

I pressed on. “How many men have you shared with Marcella and Jackie?”

She hesitated. “Why do you ask?”

“I just want to know.”

She hesitated again. “There were three others.” She hesitated again, then added, “Is that a lot?”

“I have no idea, Bettie. But how did you feel about them? Didn’t you love them, too?”

“No, not the way I feel about you, Oliver. This is different.”

“Why?” There it was. The stupidest question imaginable. But I asked it. Fuck.

She hesitated a good while but then she smiled. “I don’t know, it’s just different with you. You’re better than they were.”

“How do you know that, Bettie? We hardly know each other.”

“That’s not true. I got to know you last year. And now that we know each other intimately, well…” She colored and looked away. Fucking hell, it was so adorable. I felt like my heart was going to swell right out of my chest, but I still felt like she was asking too much from me. And if I couldn’t give her what she wanted, I’d break her heart, and I didn’t want to do that. So I decided to be brutally honest with her.

“I’m a loser, Bettie. I’ve got no prospects. I’m stuck in a job that’s going nowhere, I’m uneducated, I live with a bunch of juveniles who…”

She put her finger over my mouth to shut me up. “I don’t care about all that, Oliver. I don’t, because it doesn’t matter to me. You are more than your job or even your circumstances. Don’t you know that? And you are a good person, a kind person, the kind of person I want to spend the rest of my life with no matter what you do. Don’t you understand?”

I just shook my head. “It’s not that easy, Bettie. I can’t give you the life you’re used to and I don’t fit into the life you’ve built for yourself. I just don’t.”

“Marcella disagrees, Oliver.” She cocked an eyebrow and smiled. I had to laugh.

“So I’m a good lay for your lesbian roommates to get their fill of dick once in a while? That’s a reason for us to be together?” I laughed to try to cover up how harsh I was being but I didn’t take it back.

Bettie just smirked. “It’s a start.”
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With Jackie still on the road and Marcella at work, Bettie and I were alone in the apartment all day. I tried to pitch in but she kept brushing me off as she cleaned the place from top to bottom and did several loads of laundry, including Marcella’s sheets. I don’t know why that fact embarrassed me–I’m sure we made quite a mess of them–but it did. When I tried to apologize, Bettie just laughed and waved me off.

“It’s fine, really,” she said as she carried the bundle to the laundry room which was right off the kitchen. The fact that she had a washer and dryer right there in the apartment drilled home once again just how different our circumstances were–I hadn’t used anything other than a communal or commercial laundry to wash my dirty sheets since I’d left my parents’ home eight years ago.

Bettie may or may not have picked up on my sudden loss of self-esteem when she took a break and sat next to me on the sofa in the living room. I stopped scrolling on my phone and she snuggled close enough for me to kiss her, deeply, which was surprisingly reassuring. She wrapped her hands around my arm and put her head on my shoulder, which made me feel like all of my reservations about us were overblown, and maybe, somehow, this might work. We sat in the calm quiet of the apartment just luxuriating in each other’s presence for a long time and it felt wonderful.

“Let’s get back to our discussion about what you want to do with your life,” she said softly. Which ended my feeling of contentment. Immediately.

“I don’t know what to tell you, Bettie. I’m at a loss to give you an answer.” I looked down at the top of her head but she didn’t budge.

“Well, you seem taken with Laddie. Are dogs a passion for you?”

I considered it for a few seconds. “You’re right about Laddie. I’m amazed at how happy I am that he’s mine now. But I don’t know what I’d do with that, career-wise. It’s not like I’m going to go to vet school or anything.”

“There are ways to make dogs a priority without becoming a veterinarian, Oliver.”

“Like what?”

“Well, how about opening a training school?”

I kissed the top of her head again. “I don’t know the first thing about training dogs, Betts. I didn’t do shit with Chloe’s little mutt and if Laddie hadn’t come fully trained when I got him, I doubt I’d have done anything with him, either.”

“Okay, then how about a no-kill shelter?” She leaned away from me and looked up at me with those gorgeous, hopeful eyes of hers and my heart surged again. But I didn’t see anything in what she was suggesting.

“I don’t know the first thing about running a shelter, Bettie. And I’m sure opening a new one would take a boatload of cash that I just don’t have. I’m barely paying for my apartment and all as it is.” I make a decent living as a bartender but nothing that allows me to accumulate any savings, something that has been bothering me more and more lately. “And even if I did, how does a dog shelter make any money?”

“What if you didn’t need it to make money? Would you be interested then?”

“I don’t know. Maybe.” I took her hand in mine. “Is that something you’d want to do, Betts?”

“Perhaps, but we’re talking about you now. Is there anything else you’d rather do?”

I shifted on the sofa. She was putting me on the spot again, trying to get me to commit to something, anything, which I got but didn’t see the point of. All this talk about my long-term hopes and dreams just seemed to me to drive home the fact that I didn’t have any. Which kind of pissed me off. But I didn’t say that to Bettie.

“I don’t know,” I whispered instead.

“Well, I’d like you to think about it, Oliver. Because I might be able to help you with that.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What are you talking about?”

“I didn’t want to say anything until the time was right,” she began. “And I guess I’m a little worried that you’re still feeling uncomfortable about this place and what it represents to you.” She looked around at the apartment and I did as well, almost involuntarily.

“I still don’t get what you’re trying to tell me, Bettie.”

“What I’m saying is that I’ve got some money set aside, Olver. Enough to allow us to start a dog shelter, if that’s what you want to do.” She said it so matter-of-fact that I didn’t quite grasp what she was saying. Not even close.

I didn’t know what else to ask, so I started with the most basic question. “How?”

“I’ll explain how and everything eventually, but not right now. Not with everything that’s going on with us. Just trust me when I tell you that I do, okay?”

“Okay.” I didn’t know if I meant it but I decided that I would just go along. For now.

“So, give it some thought, okay? If you want to open a dog shelter, we can do that. If you don’t, figure out what it is you want to do. Not what you need to do, or what you think you should do, what you want to do. Okay?”

“Okay.”

Bettie and I spent the rest of the day just being a couple. We went to the dog park and I took a greater interest in the other dogs there but I was already pretty sure that running a dog shelter wasn’t my dream job. When I briefly asked Bettie how I would exist if I quit my bartending job she shut me down with what was becoming her standard move–she put her index finger on my lips to shush me. It was a little rude but also adorable so I let her and just kept my questions to myself. For now.

We did some grocery shopping with the dogs in tow, which went pretty well but was a first for me. I love how well-behaved Laddie is and Pepper is almost as calm around crowds. Being a smaller breed, she’s a bit more high-strung so I try to make allowances. But it’s tough. Never having been around dogs when I was growing up keeps them at arm's length for me but I didn’t share my thoughts with Bettie. She looked as happy as I’ve ever seen her, as if a weight had been lifted from her which was true of course. I just had no idea what she was getting at.

Money set aside? But she needs her roommates to pay her taxes and fees on the apartment? It made no sense and I was dying to ask the obvious questions, but I knew better than to go there until she was ready. It was the first time I’d experienced Bettie’s more direct, almost forceful side, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. But I did my best not to dwell on it and just go with the flow for once.

When we arrived back at the apartment late with a few bags of groceries, I tried to help Bettie unload them but she chased me into the living room again. “I’ve got this, you go relax,” she told me and I listened. I flipped on the TV but couldn’t find anything interesting so I pulled out my phone and scrolled the news while she worked. I felt a little guilty about it again but I was getting used to her doing everything around the apartment. I wondered briefly if I was being a dick but she kept insisting that she could do it all. So I tried to put it out of my mind. Eventually, I wandered back into the kitchen to watch her start dinner.

“Hey, you two,” Marcella said with a huge grin when she arrived at the apartment after a long day at work. “Been looking forward to getting back home with you guys all day.” She came to the kitchen and kissed Bettie’s cheeks, one after the other in the European fashion, then she came to me and kissed me full on the mouth, in the ‘you’re my guy and I can’t wait to fuck you again’ fashion, which felt weird as hell. As she was kissing me, I felt Bettie’s eyes on us, but when Marcella pulled away, I had to look at her smiling face and my dick swelled in my pants even more than what the kiss had done. Fucking hell, she was just so damn gorgeous.

As soon as we were done kissing, though, Marcella went to the stove where Bettie was working her magic on roast chicken with mashed potatoes and green beans, one of my favorites of hers. Marcella draped her arm over Bettie’s shoulders and whispered something I couldn’t hear from the other side of the island, but Bettie just nodded and Marcella kissed her cheek again, just one, like a big sister would. I wondered if Marcella knew that Bettie wanted to be more than a younger-sibling type relationship, but I was knee-deep in my own whirlpool of relationship issues with both of them and figured I would be smart to just stay out of it.

“So, what’s doing with you two after we eat?” Marcella asked as she walked toward her bedroom to change, I assumed. She didn’t wait for an answer before she disappeared around the corner. I looked at Bettie and she looked at me, gave me a crooked smile, and shrugged. I almost asked her if Marcella knew about the money Bettie had set aside for whatever but stopped myself just in time–I knew it wasn’t the right time to get into it.

“Can I help?” I asked finally as I motioned to the dinner which was coming together with amazing sights and smells, reminders of just how hungry I was.

“No, go sit,” she said as she always does. Bettie’s refusal to let me help her, with anything, was a far cry from my other girlfriends, who never missed a chance to complain about how unhelpful I was around our apartment regardless of how much I did. I’m not saying I was the perfect roommate or anything, but I wasn’t as bad as they made me out to be. Just saying.

“God, that smells amazing, Betts,” Marcella said when she reappeared in her usual casual outfit, short shorts and a loose tank top. I tore my eyes from her after she sat down and turned to see Bettie bringing dinner to the table, our plates first as always before she went back for her own. We ate with gusto and talked mostly about the food and Marcella’s day, which wasn’t great but wasn’t all that bad, her words, as the photographer she was working with for the first time turned out to be a bit of an ass, and misogynistic to boot.

“Why in the world would someone choose that profession if he hates women?” I asked after she’d paused to take another bite of her food.

“Insecurity,” she said after she swallowed. “He doesn’t hate women, but he’s hetero and I doubt he has any game whatsoever, so I’m sure he gets shot down all the time. Being a bully with me and the other models is his way of getting even for the fact that none of us would give him the time of day outside of a shoot.” She took another bite and I just shook my head.

“Men can be pigs,” I said and they laughed. “No, I’m serious. The shit I see at the restaurant would curl your toes. Men can be such assholes.”

“You’ll get no argument from me,” Marcella said. “Which is why you’re such a catch, Oliver. Your asshole quotient is almost non-existent.” She gave Bettie a side-long glance and both of them giggled. I’m pretty sure I was blushing but I should have been getting used to being treated like I wasn’t sitting right there.

“It’s true,” Bettie said earnestly. “I’ve never met anyone like you before.”

That gave me the opening I’d been looking for with both of them listening. “Tell me about the other guys,” I said to Bettie. She blushed hard and looked at her food which made me think I’d overstepped again, but Marcella came to Bettie’s rescue.

“What do you want to know?” she asked with a huge smile. She went on, not bothering to wait for me to answer, also something I was getting used to, “I remember the first one like it was yesterday. His name was Charles and he was way older, like fifty-five or something?” She looked at Bettie but she remained focused on her dinner plate. “Anyway, he was nice enough but he was in way over his head, which didn’t take long for us to figure out. Luckily, he figured it out as well so it didn’t last long.”

“How long?” I interrupted.

“What was it, two or three months, Betts?” Marcella asked and she nodded without looking up. I knew she was mortified but I didn’t see any way to stop Marcella’s recounting. “Anyway, the second guy lasted almost a year, but he wasn’t, how shall I put it, everything he thought he was in the bedroom. I couldn’t wait for Bettie to dump him.” She laughed but Bettie didn’t. I just kept quiet and promised myself never to ask any more questions about the guys who came before me.

“Then there was Raymond,” Marcella said with an exaggerated eye roll. “We had some fun with him but it turned out that he didn’t know how to handle multiple relationships and we had to get a restraining order.” She looked at me and smiled but I was horrified.

“The cops got involved?”

“Just briefly, but it’s fine. He went away quietly. I heard he’s married now and has two kids.”

I wanted to ask how long ago Raymond was involved but I didn’t. I was sure Bettie had had enough of this discussion so I let it go.

“Need any help with the dishes, Bettie?” Marcella asked in a way that made it clear she wasn’t about to help with the dishes. She stood up from the table and started walking toward her bedroom almost immediately. “I’m beat, so I’m going to take a long, hot shower and call it a night.” She was gone a few seconds later.

“Sorry about that,” I said to Bettie who finally looked up and gave me a weak smile.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, then stood up and began clearing the dishes. “Go get comfortable and I’ll be in as soon as I get things under control out here.” By implication, I took it that she wanted me to go to our bedroom which was fine by me. I wasn’t sure how things would go with Marcella after what happened the night before but now it seemed to be a moot point.

“You’re sure I can’t help you clean up?” I asked, knowing full well she’d say no. Which she did.

“I’ll be fine,” she said as she walked to the kitchen with three plates in her hands. “Why don’t you walk the dogs while I’m cleaning up?” I nodded and went to get the leashes, somewhat relieved that the evening was almost over.

Little did I know.
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Bettie and I talked a bit about nothing much as we got ready for bed. I had to smile in our bathroom, a five-piece beauty which meant I got my own sink, a far cry from the bathroom I shared with all of my roommates at my place. Which struck me as so strange–I’d been living at Bettie’s apartment for just over a week and it already felt like home to me, my old place fading quickly into the past. I wondered if that was a big part of Bettie’s plan. Spoil me with a lifestyle I’d never experienced before and dare me to give it up.

The prospect of fucking Marcella again loomed large in my thinking as well. I tried all day not to think about how much I enjoyed our night together in deference to Bettie. Try as I might, I couldn’t shake the feeling of being unfaithful to her even though she’d practically pushed me into Marcella’s bed. And for all my worrying about how Bettie would react after the fact, she didn’t. Not that I saw. Maybe she’s that good an actress but if she is, she’s the first woman I’ve ever known who could bury her true feelings like that. Most women wear their emotions on their sleeves in my experience.

Just saying.

Then it struck me as I finished brushing my teeth–what I’d already experienced with Marcella was also going to happen with Jackie if Bettie got her way. The notion of sleeping with Jackie hit me like a gut punch, even though she was the one who brought up the whole ‘sharing Oliver’ thing in the first place. My mind almost broke as I imagined what that might be like, and I smiled at myself for not even allowing the possibility that it would actually happen.

“What are you smiling about?” Bettie asked me as she stared at me in the mirror from in front of her sink. She looked so good that I almost didn’t have the heart to tell her but something inside me just turned all at once–I was going to tell her the truth and let the chips fall where they may.

“You really want to know?” I asked with a now-crooked smile. She just nodded. “I was thinking about how much fun I had with Marcella last night and how strange it is that you’re okay with it.” I paused to look for a negative reaction, even a hint of one, but I saw nothing. So I pressed on. “Then it occurred to me that if the same thing happens with Jackie, well, I don’t know. It’s like, that’s more than I can even process right now.”

I watched her closely again for any sign of pain or disappointment that I was taking her seriously when she insisted I have sex with both of her beautiful roommates, but once again, I saw nothing. She’s either the world’s greatest actress who never appeared on the silver screen or she’s serious about not feeling jealousy.

She was smart enough to pick up on what I was doing, though. “You’re worried about me right now, aren’t you?”

“I think that’s only natural, Betts. Don’t you? I mean, I understand what you said to me about not getting jealous and everything, but it’s still pretty mind-boggling, isn’t it? You’ve had to get this reaction before from your other boyfriends, right?” I winced at my audacity, or stupidity, at mentioning the men who’d come before me, who stood at this very sink and fucked Marcella and Jackie for who knows how long. But Bettie didn’t react. At all.

“That’s true, but it’s irrelevant how anyone else reacted, Oliver. How do you feel about it?”

“Good, I guess. Just really nervous.”

“Why are you nervous?”

“Seriously? All three of you are so fucking gorgeous, Bettie. It’s a lot of pressure.”

She looked seriously confused. “Pressure? Because we’re pretty?”

“No, you’re not pretty. You’re gorgeous, Betts. All three of you could have any man you wanted. It’s a lot to live up to.” I couldn’t believe I’d been so honest with her, but once you started down that track it was tough to stop.

“I don’t get that at all. We’re just human beings, Oliver. Women who want someone to love them. What we look like shouldn’t matter at all.”

I turned to face her directly. “But it does matter, Bettie. Men are visual creatures, and very aware of status when it comes to other men. We judge each other in a lot of ways but one of the biggest is by the women we attract. We assume that a guy who’s dating a beautiful woman has something special about him–looks, money, power, a big dick. All of the above. Because a great-looking woman can just crook her finger and get almost any man she wants, because, as I said earlier, men can be pigs.”

“Okay,” she said skeptically. “What’s that got to do with us?”

I realized that I’d dug myself a hole that even Bettie wouldn’t let me dig my way out of, so I just shrugged. “I don’t know, Bettie. I’m just nervous, I guess. This is way outside my comfort zone, you know?”

With that admission, she softened considerably and smiled. I held my arms open and she melted into my body, which felt great, even better than usual. I wondered how in the world I could make this work because I wanted to make this work. Even with just Bettie.

Maybe especially with just Bettie.

“Take me to bed, Oliver,” she whispered. “Take me to bed and make love to me, okay?”

“Yeah, I can do that.”

Sometime later, I wasn’t sure how much, I woke up when the door to our bedroom creaked open. I was spooning Bettie in the near-darkness and faced away from the door, so I turned to look, suddenly fully awake and ready to battle a burglar. But I could see in the soft glow of the nightlight it was Marcella, who was stark naked.  She just stood in the doorway without moving but she had to have seen me turn to look at her. We locked eyes for a few seconds as my heart rate came down from racing to merely pounding.

“I didn’t mean to wake you,” she whispered as she left the doorway and walked toward the bed. Bettie stirred beside me so I let her go and turned fully to face Marcella who was already slipping under the covers. I didn’t know what the fuck to do.

“Bettie said this was okay,” Marcella explained just as I felt Bettie turn over behind me. “I hope you don’t mind, Oliver,” Marcella said softly, seductively, as she wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me lightly, playfully, on my mouth.

I tried to process what was happening when Marcella pressed her body against mine, her breasts into my chest, her bald pussy against my suddenly growing erection, and it was clear in an instant what she had in mind. She kissed me again, deeper this time, her tongue insinuating its way into my mouth as she pulled my body on top of hers. I still had my back mostly to Bettie but I could tell she was awake and looking at us. I broke away from Marcella’s insistent lips and looked at my girlfriend, wondering if my head was going to explode.

“I told her to join us, Oliver,” Bettie whispered in a tone that somehow made me believe her. Or maybe I just wanted to believe her. I honestly couldn’t say for sure one way or the other. “I want you to make love to Marcella in our bed, Oliver. I want you to.”

Okay, that made it clear to me that this was happening. I looked at Marcella in the subdued light and she looked amazing, smiling at me with that sexy smile of hers, so inviting, so insistent as she kissed me again and wrapped her ankles around my thighs to encourage me, to urge me to fuck her. My dick was rigid but my mind was reeling.

“I want you to fuck her, Oliver,” Bettie said more forcefully. I turned to look at her and she looked so serious. I tried to decide if she meant it but Marcella wasn’t about to wait for me to get my shit together. She reached down and grabbed my erection, then guided it into her wet pussy and closed her eyes, and moaned softly, a sound that was unmistakable and irresistible. I slid into her wet, tight sheathe and began to fuck her. She just kept moaning and kissing me and suddenly I wanted her as much as she wanted me.

“Fuck me, Oliver,” she whispered in my ear as I upped my tempo, and the exquisite melding of our bodies overwhelmed us. I fucked her hard and deep, savagely, relentlessly, as she gripped my neck with her hands and buried her face in my neck and moaned and gasped and bit my ear and clawed at my back until she shuddered and arched and twisted as I came inside her, my own orgasm just as stunning and staggering and mind-boggling as hers seemed to be. Her silky cunt milked my dick for an eternity until we both collapsed on each other, spent, sated, and thoroughly drained.

As I panted into the crook of her neck and she did the same, I was suddenly aware once again of Bettie lying next to us. I lifted my head and turned to look at her, half-expecting her to be in tears but she was smiling at me, at us, not a tear in sight, incredibly. I wasn’t sure if I should–I had no idea what the protocol was for kissing your girlfriend after you just fucked her roommate–but Marcella somehow understood my confusion and nudged me.

“Kiss your girlfriend, Oliver,” she whispered. “Go on. Kiss her.”

I leaned toward Bettie and our lips met. I disengaged one arm from Marcella to pull her close so we could keep kissing with Marcella inches away and watching us. In that moment, it suddenly became clear to me that this wasn’t a problem for either of them and unless I was an idiot of world-class proportions, I should just get over it and go with the flow. So I kissed Bettie hard and deep, then I did the same with Marcella and they both kissed me back with unrestrained enthusiasm and the world made sense to me, maybe for the first time in my life.

I could do this.

But there was something else that I had to know. Something else that I had to do and I knew it as sure as I knew my own name.

So I lifted myself up and looked down at Marcella as she looked back at me with a mildly puzzled expression for the first time ever. Bettie looked almost as confused but I knew what needed to be done, so I did it, consequences be damned.

“Marcella,” I said in as serious a tone as I could muster. “Bettie loves you. You need to kiss her, and right now.”

Marcella looked surprised but amused. She turned to Bettie who looked embarrassed but hopeful. “Is that true, Betts?” Marcella asked in a serious tone that almost seemed playful, too.

“Yes,” Bettie whispered so softly I almost didn’t hear her. She looked down and then at me, but I couldn’t tell if she was grateful that I went there or mortified that put her on the spot.

I didn’t care if she was embarrassed. For once in my life I knew I’d done exactly the right thing.

“Bettie, you should have said something,” Marcella whispered with a warm smile.

“I didn’t want to come between you and Jackie,” Bettie said in a small voice that was just too adorable.

“Bettie,” Marcella said. “Girl. You know we love you too, right?”

“I guess,” Bettie said, unconvincingly.

“You need to show her,” I said to Marcella as I climbed off of her as my dick slipped out of her vagina. Marcella rolled onto her side to face Bettie and reached for her face. She caressed her cheek before she pulled her close and kissed her lips, lightly, playfully at first but deeply and passionately a few seconds later. I watched with a huge smile on my face as Bettie’s dream, half of it at least, came true.

“We should try to get some sleep,” I said when they came up for air. I had a full day of work scheduled in a few hours and I was exhausted. Happy, but exhausted. “Will you be staying, Marcella?”

“If you’ll have me,” she said as her eyes bounced back and forth between me and Bettie.

“I wouldn’t dream of sending you away, right Betts?”

“No, of course not.” She looked at Marcella who leaned in and kissed her again, lightly but with a soft, lingering tenderness that thrilled me.

Suddenly, though, a thought occurred to me–what would we do when Jackie got home?

But as Marcella wrapped her arms around Bettie and drew her close, I decided we could figure that out when it happened.
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The next couple of nights were a dream for me. I’d get home from work exhausted from a full shift, but as soon as I walked through the door of our apartment–yeah, now it was our apartment–Bettie would bounce off the couch and fly into my arms, kissing me deeply. It’s the best greeting I’ve ever experienced in my life.

Then it got even better.

Marcella would take her time when she walked to where Bettie and I were kissing and waited for us to finish, a warm smile on her beautiful face. Bettie would back away from me and Marcella would step in to repeat the greeting, making it far better than the best greeting I’d ever experienced in my life.

Far better.

“You two have a good day and evening?” I asked the first night and Bettie made it clear that the time for small talk was long over.

“Shut up and fuck us, Oliver,” she said flatly. I laughed, but Bettie didn’t, and Marcella just walked to our bedroom–yeah, now it was our bedroom–and held the door open for us to hold hands and go inside. I made some noise about wanting to take a shower to wash all of the smell of the restaurant off me but Bettie wasn’t having that, either. She just kissed me as she worked at undressing me until Marcella helped her and we all tumbled naked into the bed.

Invariably, I’d fuck Bettie first, giving her a quick penetrative orgasm that she obviously loved. I would try hard to hold off my own climax until I fucked Marcella but her pussy was so incredibly tight and she was so noisy as I fucked her that just as invariably, I’d cum hard inside her.

Then the real fun began.

While I recovered, I’d just lie next to my two lovers as they made love to each other. Marcella would take charge and Bettie was fine with letting her do so. She’d lick Bettie’s nipples as she fingered her pussy, which would send Bettie into convulsing, giggling, and finally, orgasmic ecstasy. As she explained to me the next morning, no man understands a woman’s body like another woman, especially a bisexual woman who for a few years thought she was a confirmed lesbian but eventually decided she wasn’t. I just listened in awe as I was put in my place as an also-ran in the ‘let’s make Bettie cum’ department.

“But don’t get me wrong, Oliver,” she added quickly, no doubt because she could see how I deflated after she extolled the virtues of lesbian-sexual-proficiencies. “There really is no substitute for a good, hard cock.” Then she smiled a smile I’d never seen from Bettie before. “Just ask Marcella.”

Who was sitting right there at the breakfast table, dressed for work but lingering over coffee as we discussed our newly-constituted sex lives. “Oh, she’s a hundred percent correct, Oliver. I went years without getting any back in my twenties and I’ll always regret it. I was operating under the mistaken impression–a common one in the lesbian community, unfortunately–that toxic masculinity is unavoidable unless you avoid the source of that toxicity, the male sex organ. It wasn’t until I reconnected with Jackie that she showed me the error of my ways.”

“So you two haven’t been together since high school?” I asked, eager to change the subject so as to stop making me feel like nothing but an erection.

Marcella gave me a look that fell somewhere between a sigh and an eye roll. “I see what you did there, Oliver, but to answer your question, yes. We went our separate ways in college and got back together a few years after we graduated and came back home.”

“So, it was while you were in college that you gave up on men?”

“That’s right. Jackie and I dated in high school but we were young, right? High school, what a shit show.” She laughed bitterly. “Anyway, in college I got involved with a bunch of militant dikes who just hated men so I went along with the flow, even though it never felt right to me. After school, I stayed in an anti-men mindset for years until I started up with Jackie again, who had never gone down that ugly road in the first place.”

“What do you mean?” Bettie asked.

“She dated women but also slept with men all through college and beyond. As she put it the night we got back in touch, ‘I love penises, why would I ever give them up?’ or something to that effect. It was a revelation to me.” Marcella picked up her phone and said, “Shit, I’m late. See you both tonight? Same as last night?” She was out the door before I knew it.

Bettie turned to me with a surprised look on her face. I nodded.

“You didn’t know any of that?” I asked.

“I had an idea but nothing that concrete. I can’t imagine going years without sex.” She colored when she realized what she’d admitted.

“So, I’m just a good roll in the hay, is that it, Bettie Shaw?” I smiled broadly to emphasize that I was kidding. She smiled weakly in return which made me feel guilty.

But then she reached for my hands. “You are so much more than a good fuck, Oliver Gleason. No question, though, you are an amazing fuck, but so much more than that. Marcella couldn’t agree more, too. As I’m sure she’s made clear to you.”

“No complaints about either of you when it comes to stroking my fragile male ego,” I said with a laugh. She rolled her eyes.

“Are we creating a monster here?” she said as she squeezed my fingers. “Just kidding,” she added quickly.

I gave her a look. “Seriously, though. This has been amazing, but I’m still a little concerned about how Jackie is going to fit into all this.” I couldn’t for the life of me leave well enough alone.

“Yeah, I get that. I’m a bundle of nerves, too.” She sighed. “I guess all we can do is see what happens tonight when she gets home tonight.”

“It’s going to be a long day.”

Bettie gave me a look. “Any chance I can distract you until your shift starts?”

I smiled so hard my cheeks hurt. “Oh, yeah.”

When I got home after my shift, one that seemed to go on forever, I was excited, nervous, and hard. All day long, I wondered how I’d react to seeing Jackie again now that her dictate that Bettie was going to share me had come true with Marcella. I had no way to put Jackie off anymore.

Not that I wanted one. Jackie was a force of nature, I’d come to understand. It was pretty obvious the first time I met her but once I had all but moved in with Bettie, I got an even better sense of how she was clearly the alpha dog in the apartment. It wasn’t anything she did overtly, just the way Bettie and Marcella seemed to defer to her in everything, from when we ended our meals–Jackie was always the first to stand up and announce that it was time to move on–to what we watched on TV if we all happened to be watching together. And it wasn’t like there was a lot of that kind of thing before she left for her week-long business trip, but the few times we were all together, it was clear to me at least that Jackie was in charge.

Then there was the way she looked. She’s the only blonde, of course, and say what you will about how far society has come in being less enamored with blond women, we still put them at the top of the pyramid when it comes to just about everything. Blonde newscasters on the right-wing TV network, blond movie stars in the media, even blond women who disappear and generate a sudden nationwide obsession, society can’t seem to get enough of them.

Not only is Jackie spectacularly blond, but she’s unbelievably gorgeous. Don’t get me wrong–Bettie is my girl and I love the way she looks, and now that I’m also sleeping with Marcella, I’m in awe of her dark, exotic beauty as well. But Jackie is one of those women who is so devastatingly beautiful that she sucks all the oxygen out of a room as soon as she walks into it. More importantly, she knows how gorgeous she is and doesn’t hesitate to take full advantage of the effect she has on people, men and women alike.

All of this was weighing heavily on my mind as I walked home from the restaurant that night and braced myself for what was to come. I was looking forward to it but in a vague, uncertain way, while also almost cringing at the enormous pressure I was putting on myself to live up to Jackie’s expectations of me. Not that I had any clue about her expectations–we never once discussed them. I just knew she had them. I could see it in her eyes and hear it in her tone. What else would you expect from a woman who was so stunningly alluring that she could literally have any man she wanted?

So when I walked into the apartment and Bettie greeted me as usual, I almost made the mistake of putting her off, I was so focused on Jackie. Except, Jackie wasn’t there. I allowed Bettie to kiss me before I looked around and asked.

“Her flight was delayed,” Bettie told me as she handed me over to Marcella so she could welcome me home, too. I kissed Marcella and tried not to look too disappointed or relieved because both emotions were hitting me simultaneously.

“Will she make it home tonight?” I asked when we all walked into the living room together, Bettie on my arm and Marcella holding my hand. I know, I know–I had two incredible women fawning over me and all I could think about was the one who wasn’t there.

Bettie didn’t seem to react to my inexcusable lack of manners but Marcella picked right up on it. When I glanced at her, she was smirking at me. Bettie just answered my question like it was completely normal for me to be focused on another woman. Which, when I thought about it, was perfectly in character for her.

“She’s on the tarmac as we speak,” Bettie said when we all sat down on the sofa with a woman on each side of me. I somehow took Marcella’s attitude to heart and didn’t pursue the line of questioning in my head that would have made me sound like an even bigger horse’s ass than I already did.

Bettie, however, didn’t wait for me to ask. “She should get here in about a half hour. She texted Marcella.” She was leaning into me so I couldn’t see her face but I could hear her nervousness in her voice. I looked at Marcella and she cocked an eyebrow at me with that smirk still on her beautiful lips.

I was dying to ask how I should act when she arrived, but the look on Marcella’s face made it clear that I should just keep quiet. Bettie wasn’t looking at Marcella’s face, however, and I’m not sure she would have noticed if she had. So she kept on talking.

“We should probably discuss how this is going to go tonight, shouldn’t we?” she asked with a tone of neediness, or even desperation, that was both touching and a little depressing. Was she even more nervous than I was? Could that even be possible? I didn’t know what to say so I just turned to Marcella and raised both of my eyebrows in near-desperation.

She laughed at me. Gently, but still.

“Betts, chill out, girl,” Marcella said in a kind voice. I felt Bettie tense up on my arm, but when I looked down at her she looked back at me and smiled, almost embarrassed but also relieved.

“I’m just a little wound up, you know?”

“It’s okay, Betts. I get it,” Marcella whispered. “We probably should talk about it, though.” She looked at me. “What do you want, Oliver?”

“Yeah,” Bettie said with sudden enthusiasm. “What do you want, Oliver?” she echoed as she slid away from me and took my other hand in both of hers.

“I’m not sure,” I said, honestly. It felt good to be completely honest with them, so I stayed with it. “I’ve been thinking about it all day but I guess now that we’re here, I’d like to know what you think, Marcella. Do you want to spend the night with your girlfriend to welcome her home?”

Marcella gave me a surprised look and one of the warmest smiles I’ve ever seen. “That’s sweet of you, Oliver. Really sweet. I appreciate you asking.” She leaned in and kissed me lightly on the mouth. “You’re something else, you know that?”

“Isn’t he, though?” Bettie chimed in from the other side of me. I turned to her and she kissed me as well. “I love you so much, Oliver,” she whispered just as the tears started to flow. But she was still smiling so I had to assume they were tears of joy.

“I can see why,” Marcella added and I swiveled to look at her. She wasn’t crying but she did look happy, which made me happy. And it occurred to me that this might work out after all. I was still nervous, but also content. Almost confident.

Suddenly, we heard a key in the lock of the front door. We all turned as one to look over our shoulders just as Jackie entered the apartment. She dropped her bag in the foyer before she looked up and was somewhat startled to see us staring back at her.

“Hey, you guys? What’d I miss?”

Click here to pre-order
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Now that I’ve moved in with Bettie, she convinced me to sleep with Marcella.

It was all I dreamed it could be and then some.

But when she invited Marcella into our bed,

I made sure Marcella knew why.

Which worked out better than anyone could have hoped.

That leaves Jackie, the one who suggested sharing me in the first place.

Bet you can’t guess what happened next.

Click here to leave a review of

My Penthouse Harem (Part 2)
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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


My Audiobooks
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Part 1 ~ Part 2 ~ Part 3
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Secrets~Delusion~Dilemma~Bliss
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Part 1 ~ Part 2 - Part 3
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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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