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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.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“What’s going on?” Jackie asked when she came through the doorway of our penthouse apartment. She was rolling her carry-on suitcase, having just returned from a weeklong trip for her job. I was sitting on the sofa between Bettie, my girlfriend, and Marcella, Jackie’s girlfriend, but none of us answered her right away, which only made her smile. It wasn’t a friendly smile, though. Sarcastic, perhaps, or predatory, which was worse. Far worse.

For me.

“Nothing much, girlfriend,” Marcella finally spoke up as she rose from the sofa and greeted her actual girlfriend. They kissed and embraced before Jackie practically peeled Marcella away from her body, clearly intent on grilling the rest of us.

“Seriously, now,” she said in a lighter tone. “What’s this all about? Y’all look like someone died and nobody wants to tell me.”

“Nobody died, Jackie,” Marcella said with a slightly forced laugh as she came around the other end of the sofa. “We were just hanging out.”

“Uh, huh,” Jackie said with a look at me. “What else have you been doing?”

“Nothing much,” I said with an innocent smile I wasn’t feeling. “You’re home early, aren’t you?” I asked, trying to deflect her suspicions and easing my guilt. Although why I felt guilty was beyond me – Jackie had already said that she wanted me to sleep with everyone who lived in the penthouse, including her girlfriend, Marcella. I just felt guilty doing it for the first time ever while Jackie was out of town.

“I needed to see my sweetie,” Jackie said with a surprisingly loving tone, not because she doesn’t love Marcella but just because she can come across as quite the hardass when she puts her mind to it. Which was most of the time. But not now. She went to Marcella and wrapped her arms around her neck, reaching up to do so as Jackie was a couple of inches shorter than the tall Spaniard. They kissed like they hadn’t seen each other in months instead of days. I was almost embarrassed to watch them – it felt as if I was intruding.

“Uh, I’ve got to get ready for work,” I said at last, but with no effect on the two lovebirds. I gave Bettie a look and she just smiled at me, as if she got it but didn’t want to comment on the circumstances. “I’ll see you guys tonight?” I asked as I retreated toward the bedroom I shared with Bettie.

“Count on it, big fella,” Jackie called out as I closed the door. I changed quickly into my work clothes for the restaurant a few blocks from the apartment and checked the weather out the window. The sun was still shining so I didn’t put on a jacket, just my white shirt and black chinos being enough for the unseasonably warm weather we’d been having. I checked myself in the mirror before I left the bedroom, all the while wondering if I’d find Bettie alone.

“Yeah, they’re in Jackie’s room,” Bettie told me, answering my unspoken question when I looked around. “You okay?” she asked, which surprised me.

“Yeah, why wouldn’t I be?”

“No reason,” she said cryptically. I gave her a look. “I mean, it’s kinda weird seeing Marcella kissing Jackie after…” She didn’t finish her thought. She didn’t have to – I got it.

“It’s not like anything’s changed, Betts,” I consoled her. “We’re still doing this, right?” By this, I meant the whole sharing-Oliver thing that the three of them had dropped on me like a cruise missile a couple of weeks ago. Nothing had happened that first week, but when Jackie went out of town five days ago, everything had changed. Well, everything between me and Marcella and Bettie. Now, we had to navigate the further changes that seemed inevitable now that Jackie was back in town.

“Do you mind if I talk to them while you’re at work?” Bettie asked me. I gave her a look.

“Why would I mind?”

“Well, I mean about what’s been going on while Jackie was away.”

“They’re your roommates, Bettie. Of course I don’t mind if you talk to them. As long as you don’t throw me under the bus.” I smiled but she looked horrified, as if I was being serious. “I’m kidding,” I added quickly.

She frowned, and she looked like she meant it. “Don’t do that to me, Oliver. You know how nervous I am about all of this.”

“I understand,” I said to placate her. Bettie can be so sensitive and I’m still getting used to it. On the one hand, she can be unbelievably confident, insisting that she wants to share me sexually with her gorgeous roommates. But she’s also incredibly self-conscious about her looks, her personality, and especially about the fact that she relies on those same roommates to pay for her living expenses because she doesn’t work. Well, she doesn’t work outside the home, as the women's libbers love to say. Bettie works incredibly hard to keep the apartment spotless and feeding us, not to mention the shopping and everyone’s laundry. She says it’s because she loves doing that kind of work but I think it’s because she feels guilty, or inadequate, or both.

“I’ll talk to Jackie about what happened while she was gone, assuming Marcella hasn’t already told her, which I’m guessing she hasn’t.”

“Really? You think she’s telling her now, while they’re, uh, reconnecting?” I motioned with my head at the closed door to Jackie’s bedroom.

“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Bettie said with a look in that direction. “In fact, I’d be way more surprised if she wasn’t telling her, if not right now then before the night is out.”

“Will you wait up for me?” I asked in an attempt to change the subject. I guess I was okay with Bettie and Marcella bringing Jackie up to speed about what went on since she went on her trip, as long as Jackie is as cool with everything as she said she’d be before she left. Bottom line for me is that I don’t want to be walking into a shitstorm when I get home from work.

“Of course,” she said with a warm smile. “I can’t wait to have you all to myself again,” she added, which made me wonder, not for the first time and certainly not for the last if she was being completely honest with me when she told me she doesn’t feel jealous about Marcella and me. And we haven’t even added Jackie to the mix yet.

Fuck.

But I didn’t say anything – I didn’t have time. If I wasn’t out the door in the next five minutes, I’d be late for work, something my boss gets all kinds of bent out of shape about, not so much with me but just in general. His favorite expression is ‘if you’re not early, you’re late.’

And lately, I’ve been late way too often.

“I can’t wait, Betts,” I said without going into any further details. I kissed her quickly, which prompted a slight moan of disappointment from her which made me smile. I patted her head and left.

The Friday dinner shift can be a nightmare at the restaurant, mostly because people can be fried by the week that just ended. Sometimes they go too far the other way, intent on starting the weekend off with a bang and getting carried away. But that night I got lucky – nobody made a scene or got falling down drunk or started a fight over who-knows-what. I didn’t have much time to dwell on what was going on at the apartment, either, as we were busy nonstop until pretty close to the last call. I had already asked my manager if I could duck out early and he gave me permission so I was out the door before anyone could change their mind.

I walked the short distance to the apartment with my nerves on edge as I was able to think about what might be in store for me. I’d pretty much moved into the apartment two weeks ago and began sleeping with Marcella on Monday night. To say it went well is a massive understatement. Marcella is an incredibly sexy woman and completely different from Bettie in style and temperament. Plus, after she and I spent one night together, just the two of us, Marcella joined Bettie and me in our bedroom for the rest of the week, which was a dream come true for me and Bettie. Me, because I’d never slept with two women at the same time before, Bettie because she’s had a crush on Marcella for some time.

On top of those high expectations, the reality of our nights together couldn’t have been more perfect. Marcella was an amazingly generous lover with both me and Bettie, something I’m still getting used to as I’ve never been with women who love sex as much as they do. I’d had a few girlfriends before I got serious with Bettie a few months ago and none of them compared to my two current lovers in any way. Bettie can’t get enough of me and I feel the same way about her, while Marcella has what I can only describe as a European attitude towards sex in that, as she put it, if it feels good then why the hell not go for it, which suited me just fine.

But now that Jackie was back in town – why does the old song Mack the Knife always start playing in my head whenever I think of that phrase? – I’m worried that everything will fall apart. Not just because as complicated as a threesome can be I can’t even imagine how to navigate a foursome, should it come to that. I’m somewhat tempted to suggest that we all just pair off if that’s the way everyone wants things to happen, but a part of me – a big, disgusting, selfish part of me, make no mistake – wants to be in bed with three beautiful women at the same time. Was that wrong? Probably. Dangerous? Undoubtedly. Guaranteed to happen if I get my way? You’re damn right.

All these thoughts were banging around in my head without mercy all the way back to the apartment, so that by the time I arrived at the door, I’d made no decisions about what I was going to do, assuming I had any say in what was about to go down. So I just let myself into the apartment and braced myself.

Only to find that the living room was dark and deserted. I didn’t see any light coming from under Marcella’s bedroom door or Jackie’s but the light in Bettie and my bedroom was on so I just walked across the ridiculously large living room to see what was what. Bettie was lying on our bed in her bathrobe and watching TV but as soon as I walked into the room she grabbed the remote and shut it off.

“Hey, how was work?” she asked in a too-innocent tone that made me smile.

“It was fine. How was your evening?” I cocked an eyebrow at her and she scrambled off the bed to come to me, which was a huge relief, I was surprised to discover. We hugged and kissed before she took my hand and led me back to the bed where we sat side by side and she turned to face me. I gave her a look and she laughed gently.

“It’s all good, Oliver. No need to look like a man on his way to the gallows.” I forced a smile and she patted my arm. “Really, it’s okay.”

“I believe you, Bettie. Just tell me how everything went.”

She smiled again but it was different this time, as if she knew something I didn’t know and she wasn’t going to share it with me. Which turned out to be pretty much the case.

“Well, the three of us had a long talk and we all decided that the best thing to do would be for Marcella and Jackie to have some alone time tonight and then we’ll all get together in the morning to talk about it.” She put her head on my shoulder and stroked my arm. “You okay with that?”

“Do I have any choice in the matter?”

“No, I’m afraid you don’t.”
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I had only been in the apartment full time for a couple of weeks but I’ve already learned to look forward to breakfast on Saturdays. Bettie went all out, something she started doing for her father when she was a young girl after her mother died, by making way too much food that was way too tasty and fattening, although the last part didn’t bother me at all. Marcella and Jackie berated her every week but in a good-natured way and Bettie took it as such. We just moaned and groaned as we scarfed down her waffles, bacon, hash browns, and croissants until we were stuffed and almost ready to go back to bed with insulin hangovers.

Jackie’s first day back after a week’s absence seemed to push Bettie to do even more for her return and she busied herself in the kitchen making three kinds of pastries, from scratch, to make sure she drove the point home. I cooled my heels on the sofa, banished from the kitchen as usual, while Jackie and Marcella took their sweet time emerging from their bedrooms. Or bedroom – I never was clear on who slept where with those two.

“You sure I can’t help?” I called out to Bettie as I watched something on YouTube. I knew the answer before I asked so I wasn’t surprised when she told me to stay put and relax. I was pretty sure that wasn’t going to happen as I waited for her roommates to emerge so we could have ‘the talk’.

I’d pressed Bettie after we made love the night before about how things went while I was at work but she put me off again, just like when I first got home. For a girl who wears her heart on her sleeve most of the time, she can tap a deep reserve of steely resolve when she puts her mind to it. I didn’t press too hard, of course, but I did want some sort of heads-up on what to expect in the morning. The fact that she gave me nothing did little to relieve my anxiety.

I bounced off the couch to get another cup of coffee just as Marcella and Jackie emerged from Jackie’s bedroom, their arms wrapped tightly around each others’ waists and their smiles sweet and sexy. Their hair had that just-fucked look I love but I kept that to myself and wondered if I’d totally misjudged Marcella. After she and I had spent just one night together, I became convinced that there was no way she could possibly be a lesbian, or even bi-sexual, she loved my dick so much. Or, is she didn’t and it was all an act, then she deserved an Oscar for her ear-splitting screams of ecstasy as I fucked her. Repeatedly.

But here she was, canoodling with Jackie as if dicks were the furthest thing from her mind. I was sure it must have been the case at that moment, which didn’t bode well for me ever getting back into her bed. I wanted to kick myself for thinking that way – I kept asking Bettie how she could share me when in fact it was almost all I could think of once it happened. And now we were supposedly going to discuss adding Jackie to the mix, which made me wonder if my head was going to explode. So I just kept my mouth shut and waited for Jackie, who seemed to run the show in the apartment when she was there, to start things off.

I didn’t have to wait long.

“So, Oliver,” she said with a look and smirk, first at me and then at Marcella. “I hear you and my girlfriend here got to know each other while I was away this past week.” I studied her closely for any signs of ill will, repressed jealousy, or outright animosity and saw nothing, but I wasn’t foolish enough to think that just because I couldn’t see it, that didn’t mean any or all of it didn’t exist. I did, however, take too long to answer her, not that she’d asked a question or anything. “What’s the matter, Oliver? Cat got your tongue?” She smirked at me again and I’m sure I blushed hard. That was confirmed when she turned to Marcella and asked, “Isn’t he cute when he’s embarrassed?”

“Oh, you have no idea,” Marcella said with a smirk of her own. She reached across the table for my hand and gave it a squeeze, which was even more embarrassing, I have to admit. I wondered if living with these three women would always be so uncomfortable for me.

Bettie picked that moment to come to the table with three plates loaded with breakfast, a much needed distraction. She then went a step further and frowned at Jackie.

“You said you were going to be nice to Oliver,” she said with an exaggerated pout.

“I am being nice,” Jackie exclaimed with a laugh. “In fact, I think once we finish eating I’ll take him to bed and be all kinds of nice to him. What do you think, Oliver? Does that sound good to you?”

I just stared at her with my mouth hanging open before I had the presence of mind to nod. Then, a beat too late, I added, “Yeah, that sounds great, Jackie.”

“You won’t mind if I borrow your man, will you Betts?” she asked with a syrupy tone that almost made my teeth hurt, all while she kept her eyes locked on mine and with a sexy smile that made me hard just looking at her. Fuck, this woman was something else. But I forced myself to look around the table to see how the other two women were reacting. Marcella was smiling like crazy but Bettie wasn’t, which hit me hard.

“What’s wrong?” I asked her, knowing it sounded ridiculous but she’s the one who told me she wanted this to happen.

“I guess I was hoping I’d get to join you two,” Bettie whispered, which blew me away.

“Seriously?” I blurted before I could stop myself.

Jackie just laughed at Bettie. “No way, Jose. I get him all to myself the first time, just like Marcella did.”

I didn’t know what to say. A session with Jackie alone struck me as a dream come true and intimidating as all get out. I didn’t seem to have much of a say in the matter, which, I decided, was probably a blessing in disguise. I figured if Bettie was having any second thoughts about me being alone with her alpha-dog roommate, I could use the excuse that I was just following orders, which felt like it was exactly the case.

“What time does your shift start tonight, Oliver?” Jackie asked just before she took a bite out of a slice of crispy bacon.

“I have to be there at three,” I said as I forced myself not to wolf my food.

“So, I only have four hours? Pity,” she added in a deadpan tone that I felt had to be put on. “I was really looking forward to confirming what Chella told me last night about your ability to, uh, recover.” My head snapped around to look at Marcella who was laughing and putting her hands up like she was surrendering.

“Hey, that was supposed to be just between us, Jacks. What gives?”

“I think we should all come to an agreement,” Jackie said in a mock-serious tone that was belied by the ironic smile on her beautiful lips. “No more lies, even little ones, from now on.”

“Oliver and I already made a promise to that effect,” Bettie said in a soft voice. “I think that’s a great idea.”

“And what’s the punishment going to be if we catch anybody telling fibs, then, hmmm?” Marcella asked with a cocked eyebrow directed right at me.

Jackie laughed and stood up from the table. “Oh, that’s easy. As the new man of the house, Oliver gets to spank whoever needs to be punished. Is that okay with you, Bettie?”

“I think that’s perfect,” Bettie said enthusiastically, which floored me.

Marcella asked, “But what happens if Oliver tells a fib?”

Jackie looked at me like she’s going to devour me. “Well, then maybe he gets to choose who spanks him.” She turned to Bettie and motioned at the dirty dishes. “You got this, girl?” Without waiting for an answer, she walked away from the table and disappeared around the corner that leads to her bedroom. I just stared at Bettie with my mouth hanging open before I heard Jackie’s voice drift back to the kitchen.

“Coming, Oliver?”

I swallowed hard and glanced at Bettie one last time to see if there was any remorse in her eyes. Quite the contrary, she gave me a look that was loving and excited, as if this was going to be the fulfillment of her long-hoped-for desire. I’m still at a loss as to why she felt that way, but given how she handled me and Marcella, I was more confident about Bettie’s ability to deal with it.

I was way more worried about my own ability to deal with Jackie.

But I bucked myself up and left the kitchen without another word. I’d already confirmed a half dozen times that Bettie was cool with what was about to happen, and I didn’t feel like Marcella had any claim on me even though I’d slept with her every night for the past week except for last night. When I looked her way I was not surprised to see her smiling at me, almost a smirk but not quite. Marcella, I’d discovered, was more or less an open book emotionally. She didn’t play any games and was direct in saying what she felt about things, including me. So I left the kitchen with as much confidence about the relationships I was leaving behind as I could have hoped for.

It was the relationship I was about to dive into that had my heart pounding hard in my chest. As I’ve said before and will say again, Jackie was the alpha dog of the apartment. She just has this air about her that puts her in charge of almost everything, and the other women seem to be fine with ceding control to her. Which Jackie was also fine with.

On top of her dominant personality is the fact that Jackie was one of those women, and we’ve all known them if you’ve been around at all, who is so good-looking that she gets treated differently than everyone else, women and men alike just because she’s used to it and has come to expect it. She was blindingly beautiful, sexy as hell, and incredibly sure of herself. I imagined that one thing led to another in that regard – if you always get what you want in life, you come to expect it as your birthright, I guessed – not because you deserved it or anything but just because it always seemed to come to pass. I’ve never seen how Jackie operates in the world outside our apartment but I didn’t have to. I’ve seen other women, all of them attractive enough but not nearly as breathtakingly beautiful as Jackie, make their way in the world and it’s a sight to behold. I can’t see Jackie being any different than those lesser beings.

When I got to Jackie’s room, the door was open, but I was so intimidated that I stopped and stood in the doorway. She was standing by her bed looking at her phone but she must have sensed my presence because she looked up almost immediately and smirked at me.

“Don’t be shy,” she said in a slightly condescending way. “I won’t bite. Unless you’re into that sort of thing.” She laughed gently which was a good thing because if she had doubled over with laughter I don’t think I could have taken it. This was proving to be hard enough as it was. “But close the door behind you,” she added almost as an afterthought. Which I’m sure it wasn’t.

“I gotta tell you, Jackie,” I began. “You’re not making this easy for me.”

She stared at me for a long moment before her look of surprise turned into a smirk. “Really? I’m about to take you into my arms and my bed, fuck your brains out and you’re whining that I’m being difficult?” She shook her head. “Oh, Oliver. You disappoint me.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “You know what I mean, Jackie.”

She softened slightly, thank god. “Okay, that’s fair. But there’s absolutely no reason for you to be nervous, Ollie. Bettie has been singing your praises for some time now and Marcella raved about you last night. Wouldn’t shut up, in fact. I almost feel like I’m the one who should be nervous.”

I almost did a double take. “Why on earth would you be nervous, Jackie?”

She shrugged. “It’s not easy being a middle-aged woman these days, Ollie. You have no idea.”

“Middle-aged?” I almost cried out. “You’re incredibly beautiful, Jackie. You must realize that.”

“Oh, I know I used to be, back a million years ago,” she added as she wrapped her arms around my neck. “But it’s kind of you to say.” She kissed me lightly on my lips. “I appreciate it, Oliver. I really do.”

“Marcella tells you that you’re beautiful, doesn’t she?” I asked, struggling to find my footing in this very strange conversation.

“Yes, of course she does,” she said as she looked into my eyes. “But she loves me, so it’s not the same. Besides, you’ve seen her body. She’s incredible.”

I was about to agree with her when I stopped myself. This wasn’t the time of the place, I decided just in time. She watched me, though, as if she could read my thoughts. It was a disconcerting feeling. “It’s okay, Ollie. You’re not supposed to not notice things.”

I stared at her. “What do you mean?”

“Look, I know this is all new for you, so it’s understandable that you’ll have a lot of different and even difficult thoughts. Bettie is the sweetest girl, and it’s obvious how in love you two are. And Marcella is a goddess, pure and simple. I mean, my god, that body. I love it as much as you do, so there’s no need to pretend otherwise, you know?” She smiled and kissed me again. “I get it, Ollie. This is a lot. So don’t worry about saying the wrong thing to me. I’m almost forty years old. I can take it.”

“I appreciate that, Jackie, I really do. But you have to understand something. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met face to face and it’s intimidating as hell. I’m trying to keep my shit together but it’s tough. I’m blown away by how gorgeous you are. I think we all are.”

“You’re sweet, Oliver. I can certainly understand why Bettie fell in love with you. You’re a true gem.”

“Can I ask you something, at the risk of screwing this up? Since you said I could not worry about saying the wrong thing, and all.”

“Of course,” she said with just a hint of a smirk.

“Why do this, the whole sharing thing, if you know that I’m in love with Bettie? Is that the kind of thing that friends do to people they like and respect?”

She eyed me for a long, excruciating moment. I wondered if I really blew it. If the whole arrangement would come crashing down around me before it ever got off the ground. Shit.

“That’s a fair question, Oliver, and I don’t hold it against you. That would be pretty shitty of me if I did, having just said you could say whatever was on your mind. But that’s a good one, I have to say. Not only good-looking and kind but smart, too.” She looked away for a second and I wondered what she was going to say, but I really wanted to know.

She went on. “I guess it’s just something I’ve come to understand about myself. I love Marcella more than anything, and I plan to spend the rest of my life with her. She’s the most amazing thing that’s ever happened to me and I love her so much it hurts.”

I waited but then I couldn’t not say it. “But?”

She gave me a look. “But.” She leaned away from me and looked me up and down. “There’s something about the male body that is just irresistible. I know you don’t get it, being a full-blown heterosexual and everything. But men are just so fucking delicious. Hard, not just down there but all over. Don’t get me wrong, I love how soft and supple Chella is, so much, I can’t even tell you. But sometimes, just sometimes, I want to be with someone who is just full of muscle and testosterone and everything that implies. I just love it when a man takes over and just uses my body as the instrument of his pleasure. Marcella does that to a certain extent but it’s not the same.” She looked up at me again. “Can you do that for me, Oliver? Can you use me?” She kissed me. “Can you?”

I swallowed. “I’ll try, Jackie.”
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A few delicious seconds later, Jackie and I were lying with each other naked in her bed. If there was any downside to her being almost forty, I didn’t see it. Her breasts were incredible – full and round, not as big as Marcella’s but perfectly proportioned for her smaller body. Her ass was incredible as well, even though I didn’t get a good look at it as we climbed into bed. But the thing that jumped out at me was her pussy. It was bare, absolutely hairless, but it had none of the telltale signs of a pussy that gets shaved often, like stubble or little blemishes from ingrown hairs. I haven’t been with a ton of women but I’ve seen enough porn to know that look and Jackie didn’t look like that at all. Her skin above her vagina was flawless, smooth and white, in stark contrast to the rest of her which was tanned. It took me a few seconds to realize that Jackie had tan lines, something I also had never seen in real life before.

“You like?” she asked with a little smirk when it became obvious that I’d been staring at her.

“It’s amazing. You’re amazing,” I quickly added. “Incredible.”

“I got to lie out a bit on my trip,” she said, clearly proud of her appearance.

“You shave?” I asked against every instinct, but I had to know.

She smiled again. “I had everything below my neck lasered away years ago. Not having to shave is so great.” She caressed my face. “I haven’t had to touch a razor in years, unlike you.”

“I didn’t get to it this morning,” I explained. “I hope that’s not a problem.”

She shook her head. “No, I like it, in fact. Chella is so smooth but sometimes it’s really nice to get a little chafed, if you know what I mean.”

I had an idea but I wasn’t sure, so I just nodded.

“I was dead serious about you using me, Ollie,” she began as she leaned in and kissed me lightly on the lips. “I wouldn’t mind if you took care of me first, though.” She kissed me again and I nodded.

“Do you like to do it together?” I asked with the color rising in my face. I’m not a big fan of sixty-nine and even less enamored with the term. I go to all kinds of unreasonable lengths never to use it.

“No, I’m not, but I’ll do it if that’s what you like, Ollie.” I shook my head and kissed her again. I got a strong sense that it was time to stop talking. She kissed me back and even moaned into my mouth, something I just love. I was surprised by it, too. I still couldn’t wrap my head around the idea that this older, beautiful woman was turned on by me. It made no sense but I tried to get with the program. I kissed her deeply for a few glorious minutes before I ducked down to suck on her gorgeous nipples, which were already hard for me.

“I have very sensitive nipples, Ollie,” she whispered. My first inclination was to think I was being too rough with them but I decided to assume she just meant to pay a lot of attention to them, so I did. I licked and sucked and nipped at them until it was time to move further south. I sat up and slid down the bed, and when she spread her legs for me I looked up at her and smiled. “Fucking hell, Jackie. You look amazing.”

“Thanks,” she said with a surprisingly shy smile. “It’s nice of you to say so.”

As I got myself into position to go down on her, I took in the magnificence of her bare naked pussy. I’d never seen one so perfect before – not a hair, not a blemish, nothing but a smooth white triangle of skin surrounded by tanned thighs and a flat stomach. I kissed her mound and then her thighs to tease her a bit which she seemed to enjoy, then I slowly circled her pussy and her clit as she spread her legs even wider for me. Then I reached up to fondle her nipples as I licked her slit for the first time and she moaned deep and long, eyes closed, head tilted back against the pillows as if she was about to lose herself in an ecstasy unlike any other. It was amazing.

I licked her clit slowly and teasingly at first, something Bettie taught me to do and which Marcella said she liked a lot as well. Jackie turned out to be no different. She responded immediately to my teasing – she grabbed my hair and mashed my face into her pussy, grinding my mouth up and down her slit as she moaned and spasmed under my attention. It was incredible to have such an effect on a woman I found to be so desirable and so unattainable, which I know sounds stupid because there I was, naked in her bed and licking her sex. But Jackie was just so fucking intimidating that even as I made love to her, I couldn’t imagine what I was doing there. I had no business being with this goddess. It just wasn’t right.

“Oh, fuck,” she said in a breathy voice that was just so goddamn perfect. “Oh, fuck, Oliver. Just like that, just like that. Oh, my god, that’s it, that’s it, THAT’S IT!” she screamed and I almost felt embarrassed because I knew Bettie and Marcella were outside her door and could hear everything. They probably had a good idea of what I was doing to Jackie to get her to vocalize like that.

Something else Bettie told me, something I’d never heard from any other woman I’d ever slept with, was that as she climaxed she really, really liked it when I pinched her nipples, hard. Harder than I ever thought she’d go for, but she did. Marcella was the first woman I got to try that technique on without being told to do so, and I was nervous as hell when I did it with her, but it worked. She loved it too.

Now, I got to try it again, with a woman who could have any man she wanted and I felt nervous as hell because I didn’t want to ruin things just when they were getting good. But I decided that I’d give it my best shot and if I’d learned anything with Bettie and Marcella, it was that this was something too good to be scared out of trying. So just as Jackie climaxed, her thighs clamped down on my face and her fist practically yanking the hair out of my scalp, I pinched her nipples so hard I thought I might rip them right off her breasts.

She loved it.

“Oh, my god,” she said as she reached for my hands to ease them away from her. “That’s enough but holy shit, that was amazing. I mean, amazing. Where did you learn to do that?”

I was surprised she even asked but I’d already decided that I was going to implement a strict ‘Don’t ask, don’t tell’ policy with all three women just to protect myself. We were still in position when she asked me, my face just above her pussy and my hands still on her breasts, which I found kind of funny as if she couldn’t wait to grill me on where I picked up such a technique.

“Sorry,” I told her, feigning sadness. “A gentleman never tells.” She laughed and took my hands in hers, interlocked our fingers, and dragged me up her body. Suddenly, I found my dick poised at her opening as she gave me one of those looks of hers. The kind of look that said nothing and everything.

“Go ahead,” she told me at last. “You know you want to.”

“Do you want me to, is the question.” I don’t know where that came from and it struck me as pretty damn cheeky after I thought about it. And not just because of the surprised look she gave me.

“Of course, I want you to, Ollie. That’s why you’re here.”

“So, it’s true, then,” I said with more fake sadness.

“What’s true?”

“I’m nothing but a hard dick to you.”

She stared at me for a beat before she burst out laughing, which wasn’t exactly the ideal outcome when I thought about it. But she was fine with it.

“We’re going to have a good time together, you and me, Ollie. I can just tell.”

It was at that point that I decided to step up my game. If I let her dictate the terms of our relationship, whatever it turned out to be, then I’d always be off balance with her. And I knew right then and there that I wanted to be on top of things, not to mention her, when it came to sex. Otherwise, I’d run the risk of being run over, sexually, and I didn’t want that. I wanted, for lack of a better term, to run Jackie over sexually. Where that came from, I have no idea. But it turned out to be the best thing I could have done.

With all of the women I’ve slept with in my life – all five of them – I always asked if I could fuck them from behind before I did it. I felt like not all women go for that kind of thing and it’s better to ask first than just assume. That’s the way I’ve always done it.

Up until now.

I lifted myself from Jackie’s body suddenly, which caused her to look at me with a surprised smile on her lips. When I grabbed her arm to lift her body and spin her around, she looked even more surprised but she was still smiling and she didn’t fight me. I don’t know what I would have done if she’d resisted, but she didn’t. She let me put her on her hands and knees as I positioned myself behind her.

I was just about to enter her wet pussy when she looked back over her shoulder at me. She gave me one of those looks that landed somewhere between ‘What the hell do you think you’re doing?’ and ‘So, is this what you like?’ but I didn’t care. I was committed now and to wimp out at that point would have been a disaster, I just knew it. So I doubled down and reached for her hair, wrapped my hand around a fistful, and pulled it, firmly but not violently, with just enough force to let her know that I was in charge.

And fuck if she didn’t let me.

She didn’t say a word as I gripped my dick with my other hand and eased it into her, and as I did she moaned as if she loved it, that when she told me to use her, this is exactly what she meant for me to do. So I did.

I began to fuck her as I pulled her hair and she fucked me back, pushing her butt into my crotch to meet every thrust. Each time I thrust my dick into her, she moaned at just the right time, signaling to me that she loved it, that I wasn’t overdoing it or hurting her, just using her, taking my pleasure from her, fucking her, hard. Good and hard. Harder and harder.

Fuck, it was glorious.

I fucked Jackie at a steady pace but kept pulling her hair harder and harder on each thrust until I began lifting her hands off the bed. She waved them around as I held her up, but she didn’t complain and she didn’t try to stop me. I took that to mean she wanted me to keep fucking her, almost but not quite viciously, my hips slamming into her thighs, my dick battering her cunt, my hand pulling her hair so hard I knew it had to hurt like she’d just hurt me.

Then, when I couldn’t hold off my orgasm any longer, my dick swelled inside of her and I grunted and shot my load deep into her as I fell on top of her and crushed her body into the mattress. I spasmed and twisted as I came in her until I was depleted and collapsed in a boneless heap on her, pressing her body down with my weight, making no effort to hold myself up, forcing her to struggle to breathe. It was incredible.

Then, just as suddenly, my conscience kicked in and I rolled onto my side so she could take a breath, which she did but amazingly, she didn’t turn around to chastise me like I expected her to. I don’t know why I felt like she would take offense at what I’d just done – it seemed way over the top – but she didn’t. She just panted and breathed and made these adorable little noises as if she was helpless and scared which was so unlike her in every way imaginable.

“You okay?” I asked, at last, unable to stay silent. She didn’t move except to nod her head, almost imperceptibly, but enough to let me know she was good. I stroked her back for a few seconds before I just rested my hand on her shoulder.

Finally, after what seemed like an age, I leaned close and asked if she was okay again. She moaned one of those tiny little moans as she lifted her head and turned to look at me. She was smiling but it was a dreamy smile, her eyes mostly closed, her hair a mess. Finally, she opened her eyes to take me in.

“That was freaking amazing, Oliver.”

“It wasn’t…?” She put a finger over my mouth to stop me.

“Don’t ruin it by asking…anything.” I nodded and she leaned in and kissed me, gently, lovingly. For several endless seconds, she kissed me, the most beautiful woman I’d ever met in real life, as if she was… I don’t know. In love with me? Enamored with me? Impressed by my lovemaking? I wanted to know, but…

“How soon can you go again?” she whispered at last.
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Sometimes it’s the little things you notice that tell you something is different, that something has changed. Things that shouldn’t matter but somehow, they do. Or that don’t really matter but you notice them all the same.

The little thing I noticed, not at first but pretty quickly, was that Jackie stopped calling me ‘Ollie’ after we made love for the first time. From then on, I was Oliver, just like with Bettie and Marcella. I had just assumed that Jackie was into nicknames when she first started calling me Ollie soon after we met. I never liked that name – it made me sound like I belonged in an old black-and-white movie from the 1930s – but I was so intimidated by Jackie when I met her that I wasn’t about to say anything. Besides, she called her roommates ‘Betts’ and ‘Chella’ often enough, and her real name was Jaqueline but no one ever called her that, so I didn’t feel like she was singling me or anything. And it was small potatoes when you think about it, so I never brought it up.

But after we fucked, she called me Oliver, which I didn’t notice at first but soon enough it dawned on me that something was different. Which started me thinking that something had changed. Something big.

The other thing that clued me into the fact that things were different was that Jackie didn’t kick me out of her bedroom once we’d done the deed. As I mentioned, she asked me soon enough after the first go around when I could go again, which we did in fairly short order. But when we were finished with Round Two, I expected her to give me the bum’s rush, the old heave-ho, or some such thing, but… It didn’t happen.

Not that I wanted it to. I was thrilled with being naked in Jackie’s bed with naked Jackie herself, with nothing to do and nowhere to go. I tested her a bit by calling in sick at the restaurant, right in front of her and she didn’t bat an eye. I didn’t ask her before the fact because I figured if she had any issues with me ditching work, I’d just spend some quality time with Bettie because why not? My girlfriend probably needed a little attention after I fucked her second roommate in as many days. I still wasn’t completely sure about Bettie really being okay with all the cheating I was doing on her, because in my mind it was still cheating, whether she knew about it or not. And just because she said she was cool with it, which I still didn’t believe, didn’t mean that was true, either.

But as soon as I got off the phone with my manager at the restaurant, I looked at Jackie a little sheepishly, half-expecting her to lose her shit because that’s been my experience with seriously beautiful women. Not dating them – I have no experience with that. Bettie’s great, really cute and all, but she’s not drop-dead gorgeous like Jackie. Even Marcella, who has a killer body and legs down to the floor, is not quite in the same league as her blond girlfriend, in my humble opinion. And having just slept with both of them, I get to have said opinion.

But Jackie just smiled when I got off the phone, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me, making it pretty damn clear, even to a dimwitted jamoke like me, that she was inclined to go again. Which quite honestly, astounded me.

But I manned up and did the deed. For the third time that afternoon.

After I came, I asked Jackie if she orgasmed. She looked away from me for a few seconds and I mentally winced. “Shit, really?” I asked in a whiny tone.

“No, you misunderstood,” she whispered. “I came maybe a dozen times so far today.”

“What? Seriously?” My jaw was hanging open.

“Yeah,” she said so softly I barely heard her. “Sorry.”

“Sorry? What for?” I was so confused.

“Well, I didn’t mean to hide it from you. And you’ve cum what, three times? Seems a little lopsided to me. That’s all.”

I didn’t know what to say. I’ve never been with a woman who could cum so often in such a short time. “No, that’s fine. I’m just surprised. You don’t make much noise when you cum, do you?”

She rolled her eyes. “I usually do, but I’ve been squelching myself because we’re not alone in the apartment and I didn’t want to embarrass you.” She gave me the same sheepish look I’d given her earlier. I couldn’t believe it – here was the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, never mind fucked, and she was embarrassed because she came so much when I fucked her. Unbelievable.

But I needed to know more. “So, you like what we’ve been doing?”

She looked at me like I was a child. “Yes, Oliver. I like what we’ve been doing.”

“You like it rough like that?” I know, I know. I’m a slow learner.

She stared at me and I could tell that she was being very careful about how she answered me, which made me nervous and curious.

“I do,” she whispered. “I really do.”

Again, I was astounded. This woman, this goddess, who could have any man she wanted, was almost giving me permission to have my way with her. I’m not the kind of guy who gets that kind of go-ahead from any woman, much less a woman like Jackie. The implications were mind-boggling

“Tell me more, Jackie,” I said. I was really curious to see what she might say.

“What do you mean?”

“Is there anything you don’t like? Is anything off limits?”

She didn’t blink. “Like what?”

“Anal? Slapping? Choking?”

She blushed. God help me, she blushed. “I don’t like choking because it’s too dangerous.”

“But the rest? You’d like it if I fucked your ass and slapped you while I was doing it?”

“I don’t know, but if that’s what you’d like to do, I’m open to it.”

I just leaned back and studied her. “Has anyone fucked your ass before, Jackie?”

“Yeah,” she whispered.

“And you liked it?”

“I hated it. But if that’s what you want to do, Oliver, then that’s what I want.”

I frowned. “Jackie, if you don’t like it then I don’t want to do it to you.” I was disappointed but there was no way I was going to force something on her.

She sighed. “The guy who did it didn’t know what he was doing, Oliver. He went too fast and didn’t use lube. I want to learn how to like it if that’s what you like.”

I thought about it. “I’ve only done it with one other woman and she wasn’t all that fond of it.”

“What did you think, though?” she asked. “Did you like it?”

“I did. It was…different. And…” I hesitated. She nodded for me to continue. “It was a little degrading. For her. She didn’t like that, either.”

“But you did?”

I hesitated again. Could I admit something like that? Jackie had already blown my mind so I decided to see how far she’d let me take this discussion. I wasn’t sure if I’d turn a discussion into an act but talking about it was the first step toward doing it. And I realized, suddenly, that I desperately wanted to fuck Jackie’s ass. Desperately.

“Yeah, I did like that aspect of it.” I was tempted to explain but I somehow managed to keep my mouth shut. I just left it at that.

She looked down and was silent for a long time. “I like that aspect of it, too.”

“Why?”

“I’m not sure. I just do. But it hurt so bad the first time that I never dared to try it again.” She looked up at me. “Do you do it with Bettie?”

I frowned. “I’m not comfortable talking about that, Jackie. I’m not saying I won’t talk about it but I want to see how Bettie feels about me sharing something like that with you. Marcella, too.”

She nodded. “That’s fair, Oliver. More than fair, it’s the right thing to do.” She smiled. “It’s one of the things that makes me want to do this with you. I can’t tell you how different you are from most of the guys I’ve been with.”

That comment made me curious. But I hesitated, which is typical for me, especially when I’m talking to a woman who was way out of my league, even though I’d already made love to her three times. What can I tell you? I’m a slow study.

“How many men would you say you’ve been with, Jackie?”

She studied me for a few seconds, then a few more. I started getting uncomfortable and then I started to feel dumb for asking. I told her so.

“No, that’s fine. I don’t mind sharing.”

“Then why did you…” I stopped cold as what she was implying finally dawned on me. “Oh. Really?”

“Yeah, I’m afraid so.” She almost blushed, which a few hours ago I wouldn’t have thought was even possible. This new version of Jackie I was seeing for the first time was just a complete shock to me. “I guess about a hundred or so?” she finally said with an embarrassed look.

“And I thought you were a lesbian,” I mumbled and immediately regretted.

“I did, too. But I always felt like I was missing something when I was just with a girlfriend. It made for some pretty uncomfortable relationships because I only dated hard-core lesbians for a long time and they’re not as easy-going as Marcella. It’s better for bisexuals to date other bisexuals, in my experience.”

“And then fuck their roommates' boyfriend?” I said without thinking. Fuck, it’s like I was trying to screw this up.

“Well, I think that’s fair. You’re well aware that you’re not the first of Bettie’s boyfriends we’ve tried this with.” I waited for her to finish her thought but she hesitated. Or maybe I was just projecting my insecurities. I should have just kept my mouth shut but sometimes I just don’t know when to leave well enough alone.

“And I won’t be the last, right?”

She frowned at me. Then she shook her head. “I think we need to have a talk with Bettie and Marcella,” she said with a bit of the old Jackie.

Shit.
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Jackie and I took separate showers, a small disappointment but no big deal, really, before we ventured back out of her bedroom to the living room. Bettie and Marcella must have heard us getting dressed or maybe Jackie said something while I was in the bathroom. Either way, they were ready for us to join them, and not in a casual way. Bettie, especially, had this look that she gets, where she’s expecting something to happen and it’s not going to be good.

“So,” Jackie began when we joined them. “What’s new with you guys?” she asked in a cheeky tone that should have fallen flat but both of her roommates smiled at her lame joke. I didn’t.

“We’re dying to find out what you thought, Jacks,” Marcella said almost breathlessly, not waiting to address the elephant in the room. “Wasn’t he great?”

“He was,” Jackie said with a decided lack of enthusiasm that didn’t quite crush me but it was close. “Very good. Excellent, in fact.” Okay, that was better.

“That’s a relief,” Bettie said, then her eyes went wide and she raised her hand to her mouth. “That didn’t come out right.” She tried to make light of her faux pas but the damage was done. I gave her a look and she mouthed, ‘Sorry,’

“We understand, Betts,” Jackie said with uncharacteristic generosity. The mix I was seeing of the old Jackie and the new was quite disconcerting. “But we do have a couple of issues we’re going to have to deal with.”

“Such as?” Marcella asked.

“For one thing, I believe Oliver doesn’t have a clue how long we’ve been looking for him.” She looked at Marcella for a beat before she turned to Bettie. “You haven’t filled him in, have you, Bettie?” She leveled a look at my girlfriend that I thought might break her, as Bettie is prone to cry at the drop of a hat. I looked at Bettie expecting the worst but was surprised, if not shocked to see her handle the question with a calm, cool response that surprised me almost as much as the question had.

“How would you have suggested I do that, Jackie? Bring him in with stories about how many years and men we’ve gone through only to run him off before we could really get to know him?” She glared at Jackie who glared right back at her. Marcella finally had to step in, if only metaphorically.

“Ladies, let’s be civil. Bettie makes a valid point, Jacks. Better to wait and let him get used to us, no?”

I looked at Jackie half-expecting her to blow up, first at her girlfriend and then at mine, which is kind of unfair because I never actually saw Jackie melt down or blow up once in the months I’d known her. It just seemed like she had the potential to do so at any moment, even if she never did. She’s just got that kind of look about her.

Or, she used to. The new and improved version of Jackie just glared for a few tense seconds before she softened noticeably and nodded her agreement. “Okay, that’s fair,” she added, which also blew me away. “But we should bring him up to speed now, don’t you think?”

Bettie nodded but didn’t say anything.

“Well, are you satisfied?” Marcella asked Jackie.

“I am,” she said immediately. “A hundred percent.”

“Wait,” I interrupted. “What are you talking about?”

Jackie gave me a look that rocked me back but Bettie came to my rescue. “Let’s stay on point, okay?” She turned to me. “They’re talking about how we’ve been looking for a man to move in with us for a while. A long while.” She glanced at Jackie who remained silent. “A very long while.”

“How long?” I asked as I tried to hide my astonishment. And tried not to show how thrilled I was as I figured out, belatedly, what they were saying.

“Years,” Bettie said softly. “Let’s just leave it at that, okay?”

“Actually, I’d really like to know,” I said with a stern tone that seemed to catch Bettie by surprise.

Then Jackie surprised me. “He’d really like to know, Bettie,” she said softly. Bettie looked at her for a few seconds before she nodded.

“It’s been six years,” she whispered.

“How many guys?”

“Four.”

“What happened with them?”

“They didn’t work out.”

“How? What was wrong with them?” I was already somewhat shocked that Bettie just kept answering my questions without any pushback. So I kept going.

“The first one, Gary, was too easy-going. He wouldn’t take control,” Bettie said with a glance at Jackie who nodded. “The second one, Bernard, complained about stupid things that no one could control. He just seemed to want to complain, all the time. It was so annoying.”

“And then there was Mark,” Marcella said with a laugh. “Oh, he was the best.” She kept on laughing until Bettie cleared her throat. “Sorry,” she added as she covered her mouth with her hand but kept on laughing silently.

“Mark, yeah. He was something else.” Jackie said with the old Jackie’s disdain I hadn’t heard in a while.

“How so?” I asked her.

“Let Bettie tell you,” she said.

“He asked you, Jackie,” Bettie said pointedly, which surprised me. What the fuck was going on here?

“Mark was lazy in bed,” Jackie said with an air of resigned frustration. “It was…perplexing.”

“Why perplexing?” I asked her but Marcella answered.

“He had the biggest penis we’d ever encountered, but he didn’t know what he was doing. He just assumed that a big dick made up for no technique.”

“Or a lack of interest in pleasing his partner is more like it,” Bettie said, which surprised me. I wouldn’t have thought she’d be all that picky, especially, well, you know…

“So, he didn’t work out because he had too big a dick?”

“Well,” Jackie said, “I don’t think that was the problem, but it created the problem. Mark was used to women fawning over him because he was hung like a porn star. The problem for us was that he didn’t have a clue about a woman’s needs. All his life he got women off because they were impressed by his size, but that’s all he brought to the table.”

“Or the bedroom,” Marcella said, still laughing behind her hand. “I’m sorry, he was just so fucking pathetic when we finally gave him the old heave-ho. You should have seen his face.”

I was stunned. “Did you talk to him about it before you decided he wasn’t working out?”

“Oh, all the time,” Bettie said with an eye roll of epic proportions. “It was almost all we talked about, mostly because he couldn’t get it through his thick skull that he wasn’t god’s gift to women in the bedroom after all. He just never got it. And we tried. Believe me, we tried.”

Marcella leaned closer to me and stage-whispered. “Bettie liked his big dick. She was devastated when we decided he had to go.”

“So it was a group decision?”

Jackie nodded. “It’s always a group decision. We’re a package deal, Oliver. I thought you would have picked up on that by now.”

“Jackie,” Marcella said with a tone in her voice. Amazingly, Jackie backed right down. Again.

“Sorry,” she whispered. Who was this woman?

“It wasn’t that, so much,” Bettie said defensively. “Mark was nice to me, and he was funny and kind. He had such potential.”

“But he had to go nonetheless?” I asked her.

“Oh, yeah. He had to go,” she said with a firmness that surprised me. “It never would have worked out with him.”

“Even though he was all those things?”

Bettie looked at me. I half-expected her to be on the verge of tears just because I’d seen it so often with her the past few months. But she was, at that moment, a pillar of strength. Or so it seemed to me.

“Even though he had a lot of potential, he didn’t have a key ingredient that was a deal breaker,” she said with a sadness in her voice that made me think she wasn’t convinced of what she was saying. I gave Jackie a look and she got what I was questioning without me having to say it out loud. Which was kind of amazing.

“Look at it this way, Oliver,” Jackie said. “We’re offering a pretty unique package here, don’t you think? Three beautiful women, a very nice apartment, everyone gets along and no one is crazy, or jealous, or a slob, or anything? I mean, we bring a ton to the table. Why should we have to compromise about what we want from a man?”

I swallowed. “That puts a lot of pressure on me, then. Doesn’t it?” I looked at all three of them in succession. Bettie stood up and came over to where I was sitting.

“And you shouldn’t worry about that, Oliver. We’ve talked about you a lot and you don’t have to be concerned. You are exactly what we were looking for. The only piece of the puzzle that was left was your sexual compatibility with Jackie because she can be…” She hesitated and smiled as she looked at her beautiful roommate. Who was smiling at her.

“Because I can be what, Betts?” she asked in a tone that told me she was kidding. Kind of.

“Because she can be a stone-cold bitch,” Marcella chimed in with a laugh. We all laughed in response, including Jackie. And from where I sat, she was laughing, not following the crowd or just being polite. I was amazed. Again.

“So,” I said when everybody calmed down. “Where do we go from here?” I looked at each of them again, one after the other, and they all looked at each other as well. Then Bettie surprised me by standing up and taking control of the conversation, which was so unlike her.

If only I’d known how much she was going to assert herself.

“Actually,” she said in a firm voice. “I’ve got something to say on that score. For all of you.”
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“Actually,” Bettie began. “I would like you all to sit together on the sofa so I can look at you all at the same time.”

I glanced at Jackie who was sitting across from me in a chair and she gave me a look that was somewhere between ‘WTF?’ and ‘Yes, ma’am’. Again, she was smiling, which by itself was still surprising, so I didn’t cringe like I have so many times when it looked like something might set her off. I stood up first and walked to where Marcella was sitting and Jackie joined me a half a second later.

Bettie stood in front of us as if she was conducting a class, or leading a meeting. It was so out of character for her but I was so proud of her, too. She was showing me a different side of her that I didn’t even know was there.

It was only the beginning.

“So, I’ve been waiting for this moment for a very long time,” she said, cryptically. “I hope you won’t hold it against me, especially Jackie and Marcella, because it affects you two the most, at least in terms of how dishonest I’ve been.”

“Dishonest?” Jackie said with that old edge in her voice. I cringed despite myself. “What are you talking about, Bettie?”

“Hear me out, and then I’ll answer any questions for you both. For all three of you.” She took a deep breath as if she was about to duck underwater for a long time.

Bettie turned to me first. “Oliver, as you know, I’ve been relying on Jackie and Marcella to pay for the maintenance of this apartment for a while, several years. They have been incredible in that time, never once complaining about my lack of contribution to our household expenses and footing the bill to keep us afloat as if they owned the place right along with me.” She turned to the girls. “And not once did they insist on getting anything in writing from me, which any lawyer or financial advisor would have insisted on to protect their interests. In fact, they never even brought it up, although if they had I would have signed anything they wanted me to.”

I glanced over at Marcella and Jackie and noted the looks of surprise on their faces.

“So, it’s with a great deal of gratitude and a little bit of trepidation I tell you now that I’ve been dishonest with you both. For that, I’m sorry, but I have a plan to make it up to you if you’ll let me.”

“What the fuck are you talking about, Bettie?” Jackie said with some of that old venom in her voice. I glanced her way and I was surprised to see a look on her face that concerned me – anger.

“Hey, babe,” Marcella said with a much softer tone as she looked at Jackie and touched her arm. “Hear her out before you lose your shit.”

“Thanks, Marcella,” Bettie said. “But she has every right to be angry with me. I only hope you can forgive me. Both of you.”

“Bettie,” I piped up. “Just say what’s on your mind.”

She looked at me and nodded. “Yeah, good idea.” She took another deep breath but incredibly, to me at least, her eyes were dry. She was not on the verge of breaking down. Thankfully.

“Yeah, do that, Bettie,” Jackie said with a somewhat softer tone.

“Okay, so here’s the deal. When my father died, he left me a bit of an inheritance, in addition to this apartment. He left me a portfolio of securities.”

“What kind of securities?” Jackie asked, still hot but not as bad.

“Mostly stocks but also some mutual funds. He worked on Wall Street and he did pretty well for himself.”

“So, you had money all this time?” Jackie asked and Marcella patted her arm again. “No, don’t do that, Chella. I want to know what’s going on.”

“She’ll tell us if you let her,” Marcella said.

“I will. Anyway, he taught me a lot before he died, mostly because he wanted me to be okay, and I’m pretty sure he knew he wasn’t going to be around to take care of me. He also encouraged me to read a lot about investing and Wall Street, which was very helpful. And I studied finance in school and all.” She paused and looked hard at Jackie. “Bottom line is, I’ve done well for myself.”

“So, you didn’t need our help?” Jackie said, her voice rising.

“No, I didn’t.”

“But you took it anyway, and under false pretenses on top of everything else,” Jackie added, her anger compounding.

“That’s right.”

“Jesus, Bettie,” Marcella said, disappointment evident. “Why’d you do that?”

“It’s hard to explain, but I knew I was wrong to do so…”

“But that didn’t stop you from doing it, did it?” Jackie practically spits the words.

“No, it didn’t.”

I decided it was time for me to step in. “What are you proposing, Bettie? You said something about a plan?”

“Yes, I want to change everything and make it right,” Bettie said but Jackie cut her off.

Jackie pounced. “Well, short of returning all the money you took from us under false pretenses, what else do you plan to do?”

“Exactly that, Jackie. I never used your money to pay for the apartment’s fees and taxes. I paid for it with my own money. I took your money and put it into accounts in both of our names, each of you. So it’s all there with some sizable gains that have accrued over the years.”

That shut us all up. I glanced at Jackie and the look on her face was priceless.

“How much is ‘sizable gains’?” she asked in a dazed voice.

“Well, over the last ten years, you’ve each given me a little more than $600,000 all totalled. Our accounts, each of them, are worth, as of the end of last month, a little over $3.8 million.”

I was stunned. Flabbergasted. Shocked beyond words. I couldn’t move or talk or even blink.

“Say, what?” Jackie asked at last.

“Over the last ten years, you’ve each given me…” Bettie began again until Jackie cut her off.

“We heard what you said, Bettie. But how can that be true?”

“I can show you the statements,” Bettie said softly.

“Maybe later,” Marcella said. “But are you sure about this, Bettie?”

“I’m sure,” Bettie said with a certainty that I seldom saw from her. But this Bettie was new to me. She was so sure of herself it was almost as if she was a completely different person. I was having trouble wrapping my head around that fact as well, not to mention trying to process what she was telling us.

“Wait,” Jackie said at last. “So, you made over three million dollars for us over the last ten years?”

“For each of you, Jackie. I’m not going to claim any of the money in those accounts. I just had to have my name on the accounts so that I could legally manage them without causing all kinds of problems. But that is your money, you and Marcella. Not mine.”

“So, how much money do you have, Bettie?” Marcella asked.

Bettie turned to look at her. “My account was worth around twenty million at the end of last month.”

I almost blacked out. I was in shock. “What?” I said softly.

“$20 million,” Bettie said to me in a flat tone.

“Bettie,” Marcella said. “How can that be?”

“How much did your father leave you, Bettie,” Jackie asked in a calm voice. Too calm.

“About three million,” she said.

“And you turned it into $20?” Marcella asked, her confusion undisguised.

“Yes.”

“What rate of return is that?” I asked. I don’t know much about finance and all that but I do know numbers. Kind of.

“About 20% a year, give or take,” she said, cool as a cucumber.

“With no losing years?” Jackie asked.

“A few but when you average it out, it’s about 20% per year.”

Marcella looked at Jackie and then she turned back to Bettie. “And you paid for all the fees and taxes and everything else out of that account so you didn’t have to use any of our money?”

“Yes, that’s right. I paid all my capital gains taxes out of my account, too.”

“What about our taxes? Did you pay…?” Jackie started but then stopped. A look of horror came over her. “Do we owe taxes that we haven’t paid, Bettie?” she almost screamed.

“No, Jackie,” Bettie said in a quiet tone. “You don’t owe any taxes.”

“But how can that be?” she asked in a slightly calmer voice.

“Because I never sell in your accounts. If you don’t sell, there’s no tax due. It just accumulates.”

“Are you sure?” Marcella asked.

“Of course. I have a CPA who helps me with my taxes every year and I’ve talked to him extensively about our joint accounts. He assures me that you two are fine with the IRS.”

“Well, that’s a relief, I guess,” Marcella said mostly to herself.

“So, let me get this straight,” Jackie began. “We’re worth millions? Me and Chella?”

“You are,” Bettie said with a slight smile for the first time since she started talking. She was still standing in front of us in the living room, I realized with a start. I glanced at my phone and was almost shocked to see that an hour had gone by since she asked us to move to the sofa.

“And if you’d like,” Bettie went on. “We can begin the process of transferring ownership to you exclusively since you know what’s going on now.”

“Why did you keep this from us, Bettie,” Marcella asked.

“Yeah, what’s up with that, girlfriend?” Jackie asked in the nicest tone she’d taken since Bettie dropped her bomb on them. I got a strong sense that she was warming to this new turn of events, as well she should be.

“I wanted to surprise you,” Bettie whispered. “Surprise?” she said with a crooked smile.

“Oh, my, fucking, god, Bettie,” Marcella said as she jumped up from the couch. “This is fantastic.” She rushed toward Bettie and wrapped her arms around her and Bettie smiled as she did. Jackie turned to me with a big grin on her face but she rose more cautiously.

“I’m going to want to go over all your records, of course,” she said as she joined in with their celebration, the three of them hugging each other in the middle of the living room. It was a joyous occasion.

That I felt completely left out of.

“Hey, what about Oliver?” Marcella said as she turned to look at me. “What’s he going to get out of all of this?”

“I don’t need or deserve anything,” I said in my most serious voice. “This is all you guys.”

“Bullshit,” Jackie said with equal parts venom and glee. “Bull-fucking-shit!”

Marcella turned to Bettie. “What’s the plan, Betts? Surely, you have something in mind for our man, here.”

“Of course,” Bettie said with a huge smile that thrilled me but confused the hell out of me as well. What could she possibly have in mind for me?

“I think,” Bettie went on. “We should all get married.”
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“Say what?” I asked, completely dumbfounded. “What are you talking about, Bettie?”

“Just what I said,” she replied with an even tone. “We should all get married.”

I blinked “Isn’t that illegal?”

“Not all of us to each other, silly,” she said with a giggle that was pure Bettie. “You and I get married and Marcella and Jackie get married. We can have a big double wedding and everything.”

Marcella and Jackie looked at each other for a silent few seconds before they burst out in hysterical laughter. “Oh, my, fucking, god, Bettie,” Jackie said through her laughter. “You are too much.”

“What makes you think we want to get married?” Marcella asked as if it was the dumbest idea in the world.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Bettie said with an edge, something I was still getting used to hearing from her. “Because you guys love each other?”

“That we do, Betts,” Jackie said with an edge of her own, a much sharper edge. “But what makes you think getting married is in the cards for us?”

“Why not? You’re rich, now. You don’t have to worry about money, ever. Why wouldn’t you get married and live here with me and Oliver for the rest of your lives?”

Jackie looked at Marcella who tilted her head. “She makes a good point,” Marcella said.

“But what’s the point of getting married? I mean, why bother?”

“Well,” Bettie said with a coy smile as she scanned the three of us. “I thought maybe we could all get pregnant together.”

Silence.

Dead silence.

“Say what?” I asked again, for very different reasons. I was beginning to feel like I went through the looking glass when I wasn’t looking, no pun intended.

“Bettie. Girlfriend,” Jackie said with an arched eyebrow and a sharp tone. “What the fuck are you talking about?”

Bettie frowned. “You remember when we first moved in together and started talking about me finding a guy for all of us, and him knocking us all up? Tell me you don’t remember that.”

“Sure I remember, but that was years ago and we were kidding, Bettie,” Jackie said earnestly. “We were totally kidding.”

“Well, I wasn’t kidding,” Bettie said. “I thought it sounded like a great idea.” She looked at both of them, one after the other. “I still do.”

“But what…?” Marcella began but then stopped. “What about our jobs?”

“Fuck the jobs, Chella,” Bettie said with a huge smile. “You don’t have to work ever again. It’s up to you, sure, but you don’t have to.”

“Wait, you’re saying we should quit our jobs, too?” Jackie asked in a rising and increasingly hysterical tone.

Bettie glared at her. “Well, you’ve been telling me for years how much you hate your boss and your customers. Not to mention all the travel, office politics, the late nights, yada, yada, yada. Why put up with that shit if you don’t have to?”

More silence as Bettie’s suggestions hit home. I used the lull as my opportunity to climb back into the conversation. “Mind if we talk about the whole baby proposal?”

“Babies,” Bettie corrected me. “I want at least two.” Where did this woman come from?

“Seriously?” I asked. “I’m not saying I don’t but this is really coming out of left field for me, Betts.”

“Yeah, I get that. I know this is all a lot of new stuff but I wanted to get it all out of the way at the same time, so we could talk about really making some changes around here.”

“Changes?” Marcella said with a laugh. “You’re not kidding, Bettie.”

“No, I’m not. I’ve been looking forward to this for years and now that it’s here, I don’t see any reason to beat around the bush about any of it.” She looked at me. “If you don’t want kids, then we have a problem, Oliver. I’m not saying it’s a dealbreaker, but it would be a huge disappointment for me if that’s what we wind up doing. I’m certainly open to talking about it and if you need some time to get used to the idea, I’m fine with that, too.”

I was trying to collect my thoughts, disjointed as they were, when Jackie jumped back in the fray with both feet. “Wait a second, Bettie. Time out. This is way too much and way too fast.” She stood up and began pacing. “A few weeks ago, you were talking Oliver out of leaving you. And now you want to have his children? Isn’t that a little, oh, I don’t know, insane?”

Bettie just stared at her and I wondered if the old Bettie, the one who cried at the drop of a hat, was about to make an appearance at last. But she held it together, somehow.

“This is the life I want, Jackie. I want to live with you and Marcella, I want to be married and have kids with the man I love, who is sitting right there. If he’ll have me, I will marry him and have his baby. Or, better yet, babies. There is nothing I want more in the world than to be a wife and a mother and, if things work out, a roommate to my two favorite women in the whole world.

“If I had my way, and I think I’ve made a pretty strong case for getting my way, but no matter, I would live with the three of you in this apartment for the foreseeable future. I guess there’s a chance we might grow out of it, if we all have babies with Oliver and we run out of bedrooms to put them in, but we can cross that bridge when we come to it. For now, for right, fucking, now, I want us to live together and see if my dream can come true.”

Silence settled on us once again. Marcella looked at Jackie who looked back at her. I looked at Bettie who looked back at me. Jackie was still standing and Bettie, the new and improved version of my girlfriend, asked her to sit down. Which, astonishingly, she did without arguing.

Bettie went on. “Look, I know it’s a lot. I do. I really do. All I ask is that you consider what I’m proposing. That’s all. We don’t have to make any decisions today or even this week. Take all the time you want. But think about it, okay?”

“Yeah, I can do that,” I said immediately. “Definitely.”

“Me, too,” Marcella added almost as quickly. We all turned to look at Jackie.

“Far be it from me to poop the party,” she said with an eye roll. I laughed and she shot me a look. Then, she softened. “Okay, fine. I’ll think about it, too.”

“Good,” Bettie added as she stood up. “Now, let’s decide how we’re all going to sleep in the same bed tonight.”

I spent the rest of the day in a daze. After a full morning of sex with Jackie, I had a full evening to look forward to sex with Bettie, Marcella…and Jackie. I was beside myself with anxiety.

Sleeping with just Bettie and Jackie for the week had been wonderful. I was nervous at first but the two women went out of their way to ease my uncertainty. They never pushed me to perform when I wasn’t feeling it – they just paid attention to each other when they sensed I needed a break and it was fine. Better than fine, I enjoyed watching them make love to each other immensely and it almost always rejuvenated my interest in joining the fun. What was even better than I expected because they always welcomed me with two sets of open arms and never made me feel like I was intruding on their time together.

I had pressed Bettie on that point the morning after our first night as a threesome.

“Are you sure I wasn’t spoiling your fun, Betts? I know how long you’ve been looking forward to being with Marcella.” Years, in fact.

“No, I loved it, Oliver. I’m thrilled that Marcella has welcomed me into her arms as a lover, but I love being with her and you so much. It’s everything I ever hoped it would be and then some.”

“Really? Don’t you wish I would just let you and her be together?”

“But we are together, silly. Just because we’re paying attention to you doesn’t mean it’s not amazing. If anything, it’s almost more fun working with her to make love to you. I didn’t really know if that would work but I get the sense that you had no complaints.”

I shook my head and laughed. “No, none. That’s for sure. It was amazing, having two beautiful women treat me like I was god’s gift.”

She smiled and kissed my cheek. “That’s so easy because that’s the way we see it. You are god’s gift. To us.”

Needless to say, I could get used to that.

But there’s a huge difference between making love to one or two of them and being with all three. I didn’t know if they would all expect to have me penetrate them, cum inside them, make them cum, watch when they paid attention to each other… The list of anxiety-producing combinations seemed neverending and I couldn’t stop thinking about it as we watched TV on the couch in the living room after dinner. I don’t even remember what was on because I couldn’t focus at all.

Bettie, once again, came to my rescue.

“Why don’t you guys go get ready for bed?” she said to Marcella and Jackie. They looked surprised when she said it, so she added, “I want to talk to Oliver for a few minutes. Then we’ll be in to join you.”

When I looked at Jackie, I expected to see her scowling at being told what to do, or at least snarky about it because Bettie had never been like that before, but she just smiled and nodded. She looked at Marcella with nothing but warmth and they left hand in hand like lovers do. But they went directly to our bedroom which sent a combined chill and thrill up my spine.

I turned to Bettie after the door to our bedroom closed and cocked an eyebrow. “Well, that was unexpected,” I said with a little smirk of my own.

“We talked about it when you were out of the room. Marcella just wants a little time alone with Jackie and then we’ll join them.”

“Okay,” I said, a failed attempt at not sounding nervous. She patted my arm.

“Don’t worry, we’ll be nice. We’ll be better than nice.” She looked up and smiled at me with as much warmth as I saw on Jackie’s face. More, perhaps.

“Can we get back to the other bombshell you dropped on us today?”

“Of course. What do you want to know?”

“Why, first off? Why did you keep everything so secret for all those years?”

She shrugged. “I didn’t want to say anything until I knew I could deliver. I was close to saying something at the end of 2021 because it was such a good year. I’m glad I didn’t though, because it was so much better coming with you in our lives.”

“So it was mostly about the money?” I wasn’t trying to be a dick about it but as soon as I said it, I felt bad.

“No, not at all. I’d been thinking about you and wondering if I’d ever see you again, but it was a combination of things. I thought that if I told them about the money, we’d never be able to bring a man into the picture, any man, not just you. I had a feeling you might be the one but you know how that goes. You have these thoughts about someone but they’re already taken so you just dream about what might have been. But when you came back, and unattached, I just knew where this was going.”

“You’re getting pretty good at predicting the future, aren’t you?”

“No, not really. I just have good instincts about what’s happening in the present, and when a golden opportunity presents itself, I’m ready to take advantage of what’s happening.”

“Is that how you made so much money in the stock market?”

She slid away from me and turned to face me, her face lit up with excitement. It was surprising and refreshing – I wasn’t used to seeing Bettie get so excited about things. She was usually so low-key and almost inscrutable.

“My dad was good at explaining how things worked. He didn’t come from money but he did a good job of learning about it and he shared everything with me. He taught me how to read financial statements and balance sheets when most girls my age were reading about boy bands and American Idol. He said if I could master my emotions I’d never have to worry about making money and he was right.”

“So, you were serious about us all quitting our jobs?”

“Of course! Why wouldn’t you? Do you like being a bartender so much?”

I stared at her for a while. “No, not really. I mean, it isn’t so bad but it’s not like I have this burning desire to serve alcohol to people who don’t need it. It gets old, telling drunks they’ve had enough.”

She smiled. “See? That’s what I mean, and that’s what I’ve been asking you, Oliver. If you don’t have to work for a living, what would you do with your life?”

Suddenly, it all made sense to me. I hadn’t put the two things together before, but now I understood. It didn’t help that I still had no idea what I wanted to do with my life. “Can I get back to you on that?”

“Take all the time you need. And if you don’t want to do anything, that’s okay, too. I wouldn’t mind seeing a lot more of you around here, Oliver. I wouldn’t mind that one bit.” She leaned in and kissed me. Her lips felt good. The emotion behind the kiss felt even better.

“I feel like I’m taking advantage of you, though,” I added when we stopped kissing. “It doesn’t seem right, you having all this money and me just waltzing in and living off of it.”

She smiled. I felt a little nervous about spilling my guts to Bettie but every time I did, she seemed to react in just the right way. I wondered, not for the first time or the last, what I’d done to deserve a woman like her.

“What if our roles were reversed, Oliver? What if I had nothing and you were rich? We fall in love and I come to live with you in your grand penthouse apartment and quit my job that I don’t like all that much and you take care of me? Should I feel guilty about doing that?”

“No, I guess not,” I admitted.

“Then why doesn’t it work the same way for us? Because I’m a woman? Haven’t we gotten over stupid gender stereotypes like that yet? It’s 2024, for fuck’s sake.” She laughed and I laughed with her. She made an excellent point but I still felt bad, somehow.

“Maybe you could teach me what you know and I could help you, Bettie?” I said quietly.

She lit up. “Really? Oh, I would love that, Oliver. I would love that so much.”

“I don’t know if I’d be any good at it, but I’d sure like to try.”

“I think you’ll be great at it.” She kissed me again, long and deep. “And now I think we should go see if our roommates are ready for us.” She stood up and offered me her hands.

I swallowed hard and took them in mine.

“Sounds like a plan, Betts.”
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When we knocked on the bedroom door, our bedroom door, a sweet voice came through it.

“Come in,” Marcella singsonged.

I opened the door and braced myself. Jackie and Marcella were lying naked in each other’s arms in our bed. They had turned down the covers – Bettie had made the bed earlier, as she does every day – and piled the multiple pillows against the headboard. They looked relaxed and happy, almost sleepy. I couldn’t help but feel like Bettie and I were intruding.

But, hey – it was our bedroom.

“Hey, you two,” Marcella said in a dreamy voice. “What’s new?” She giggled as Jackie stroked her hair and smiled at us. They didn’t seem put out but they weren’t exactly welcoming us with open arms.

“Mind if we join you?” Bettie said as she closed the bedroom door and walked toward the bed.

“We’ve been waiting for you,” Jackie said and it seemed to me that she meant it. I knew she was going to be my biggest challenge, despite how well we got along together this morning. That session was just the two of us – this was not. Plus, I already had a bit of experience being with Bettie and Marcella together, something I hadn’t done with Jackie. I knew I was overthinking it but I couldn’t help myself.

“We’re going to brush our teeth and then we’ll be back,” Bettie said as she took my hand and led me to the bathroom. She left the door open and grabbed her toothbrush. I looked at her and then at the toilet to say without saying that I needed to go. She stopped her toothbrush long enough to respond.

“Go ahead, we’re not shy.” She turned back to the sink and I thought about closing the door for a second, then I decided to just do it. I know it was a small thing, peeing with the door open, but I decided to go for it and see how Marcella and Jackie reacted. Mostly, I was concerned about how Jackie would react. Clearly, that girl was in my head.

“I’ll meet you out there,” Bettie said as I finished at the toilet and went for my toothbrush. She closed the door when she left the bathroom, which made me smile. Was I going to get some surprise when I went back into the bedroom, I wondered. Was it intentional or just a force of habit? Was I overthinking everything? Oh, yeah.

I brushed my teeth, used mouthwash, and bucked myself up. I felt like I was more like a man on death row heading to his own execution than a man who was about to participate in his own wet dream orgy, but what can I tell you? I’m just built that way. I walked to the bathroom door – the master bath was really big – and took a deep breath before I turned the handle and pulled the door open. I stepped into the bedroom and looked at the bed. I had to smile.

“Welcome home, Oliver,” Bettie said with a huge smile.

“Welcome home, Oliver,” Marcella said with a warm smile.

“Welcome home, Oliver,” Jackie said with a hint of a smirk but mostly a genuine smile.

All three women were kneeling on the bed, facing me. They were all naked, their hands in on their thighs, their demeanor almost submissive, even Jackie, something I hadn’t expected but which thrilled me. I walked into the room and began to undress. The women didn’t move. They just watched me strip until I was naked. When I was I climbed onto the bed and they finally shifted around to make room for me, their arms going around my neck and body, their mouths poised to offer me a kiss, each of them in succession, Bettie first, then Marcella, then Jackie. Each kiss was fantastic, a hint of things to come, a beginning that almost felt too good to be true.

“We want to focus on you tonight, Oliver,” Bettie whispered. “But if you want a break, just say so and we’ll do that.” She kissed me briefly again. “We’ll do whatever you want us to do.”

“Okay,” I said with the biggest shit-eating grin on my face. I knew I wasn’t being cool but I couldn’t help myself – it was as if my mouth had a mind of its own. I couldn’t stop smiling. I looked at Jackie and it seemed like she noticed what I was doing and wanted to say something snarky, but she didn’t. She just smiled back at me and didn’t say a word.

I was relieved. And impressed.

“Lie down, Oliver,” Marcella said gently and she touched my shoulder to ease me onto my back. She looked at Bettie who nodded as if they had a plan. I decided to just let them have their way with me.

My dick was hard, of course. They looked amazing – all three of them naked, gorgeous, and concentrating on me. I didn’t know where to keep my focus, so I closed my eyes but quickly realized that was dumb. I loved looking at them too much. I opened my eyes just as Bettie bent over me to kiss me. Just before she did, I saw Jackie and Marcella take up their positions on each side of me by my hips, and when Bettie kissed my mouth, they began to kiss my dick.

Fuck, I could get used to this.

Bettie set about kissing my lips, gently at first but with a slow build of intensity. She inserted her tongue deep into my mouth and intertwined her tongue with mine, all the while touching my face and chest. I could feel the love I knew she felt for me in every action and it was extraordinary.

At the same time, Marcella and Jackie were attending to my dick and balls. They started out kissing my shaft on each side, slowly sliding up to the head and licking me. Then one of them, Marcella I thought, took me fully into her mouth and began to suck me gently, not trying to get me off although I knew it wouldn’t take much. While she was swirling her tongue around my head, Jackie started kissing my balls. She kissed them and licked them, then took one of them into her mouth and swirled her tongue around it which felt amazing. She repeated the motion with the other one before she sucked both of my testicles into that gorgeous mouth of hers. I almost wanted to stop kissing Bettie so I could look down and see it but I didn’t. I was too intent on not interrupting anything they were doing, and trying desperately not to cum.

I didn’t think I would last long.

Bettie stopped kissing me and lifted her head. I opened my eyes – I didn’t realize I had closed them – and she smiled so lovingly at me before she looked down at the others. As if by some silent prior agreement, they all stopped what they were doing and climbed off the bed. I almost groaned my disappointment but they quickly made it obvious they were just switching positions. As Marcella sat next to me and looked into my eyes, not quite as lovingly as Bettie had but close, she leaned down to kiss me. The contrast between her and Bettie was noticeable – not a problem, just different. Marcella’s kisses were more luxurious, if that’s something kisses can be, because of the fullness of her lips and the way she used them. I was struck again at how she was an incredible kisser, something I’d learned in the past week to my delight.

As Marcella kissed me passionately and deeply, Jackie took my erection into her mouth. She sucked me gently as if she was mindful of my struggle not to orgasm too soon, but she attended to me with amazing effect. She had sucked me for the first time ever earlier that day and I was still bowled over at how good it felt to have my dick in the mouth of such a gorgeous woman. Now here it was happening again. It was incredible.

Bettie was focused on my balls, licking them and sucking them so delicately, so lovingly, I was over the moon. I had never even dreamed of something like this prior to it happening and couldn’t help thinking had lucky I was.

Just a few minutes later, maybe seconds because time was standing still for me, Marcella stopped kissing me and the whole choreographed position-changing thing happened again, with Bettie sucking my dick, Marcella sucking my balls, and Jackie kissing me deeply. I half-expected Jackie to give me a snarky look because that’s what I couldn’t help but guess she was thinking, but her look was just as warm and loving as Bettie and Marcella's. The old Jackie seemed to have disappeared, only to be replaced by a woman who was just into me. Not sarcastic, not harsh, just into me. I couldn’t believe it. How in the world was this goddess into me? It was almost overwhelming.

That went on for a few more minutes until I was almost at my wit's end, or about to cum which was the same thing in my mind. I finally eased myself out of their clutches and asked them how we would proceed. Bettie, as was becoming increasingly natural, took the lead.

“You can do whatever you’d like with us, Oliver,” she whispered.

Without hesitation, I said I had something in mind, which looked as if I surprised them. Each of them didn’t say a word but I could see the look on their faces, as if they mostly expected me to just allow them to run the show. For once, I had other ideas.

“I saw a video once that blew me away, no pun intended,” I began. I told them what I wanted and waited for their reaction. I wouldn’t have been surprised if they laughed at me and told me to go fuck myself, but they didn’t. They did exactly what I wanted them to do.

Marcella got on her back at my direction and Bettie straddled her head before she leaned forward to lick Chella’s pussy. I lined up my dick and entered Bettie’s vagina while Marcella licked her clit. After a few deliciously long, languid strokes into Bettie’s tight sheath, I pulled out completely and Marcella took my dick into her mouth for a few more delicious strokes deep into her throat, which she took with minimal gagging.

Not to be left out, and to my mind the most important member of the group, Jackie – beautiful, desirable, unattainable Jackie – positioned herself behind me. She spread my ass cheeks with her hands and licked my asshole. I couldn’t watch her do it, unfortunately, but I knew in that moment that I’d remedy that situation by setting up a camera at some point to record that amazing scene. But for now, I just reveled in the knowledge that the most beautiful woman I’d ever met was fucking my ass with her tongue.

Everything felt amazing.

But it didn’t last. I was too far gone after all of the foreplay to have the girls switch positions as they had before but my dick swelled in Marcella’s mouth suddenly. I quickly shifted into Bettie’s vagina and grunted as I shot my load deep into her as Jackie continued to fuck my ass with her tongue. Once I finished unloading inside Bettie, I eased back and watched as my cum oozed from between her lips and dripped on Marcella’s face.

“Don’t open your mouth,” I told her. “I want you to just let it coat your lips so that Bettie and Jackie can clean you up.” She looked at me with wide eyes but did as I instructed. Bettiie held her position until most of my semen covered Marcella’s mouth and chin. Then Jackie moved into position and began to lick her clean when I told Bettie to join her. I just sat back and watched my own private porn show, the first I many to come, I said to myself.
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“Last night was incredible,” I said to the girls as we sat down to breakfast the next morning. “A dream come true.”

“It was the best,” Bettie said with a huge smile. “We agree.” She glanced at the other women who nodded and smiled at me as well. “We’re so glad you felt the same way.”

“I did,” I said as I sipped my coffee. “Is the plan to do that every night?” I asked with some trepidation. I started thinking as I drifted off to sleep last night that our bed felt a little crowded with four bodies in it. I didn’t mind but I wondered if the girls felt differently.

“We will do whatever you tell us to do, Oliver,” Bettie said with a serious look and tone. “Whatever you tell us you want to do, that is exactly what we’ll do.” She kept her eyes locked on mine to emphasize the point.

“And you all feel the same way?” I said as I glanced at Marcella and Jackie.

“Absolutely,” Marcella said immediately. I turned to Jackie. She seemed to hesitate.

“Jackie?”

“I feel the same way, Oliver,” she said in a surprisingly submissive voice. It was so at odds with everything I knew about her up until that point that I felt hard pressed to believe her. But I decided to keep my doubts to myself for the time being.

“We should talk about the rest of it,” Bettie said before she looked at me suddenly. “If that’s okay with you, Oliver.”

I smiled – was she putting me on? “Of course, Betts. Which part, exactly?”

“Well, as I said yesterday,” she began. “I’d like you all to quit your jobs. I’d like us all to get married, and I’d like to get pregnant.”

I laughed gently. “Oh, that,” I added with an eye roll.

“I’m serious, Oliver,” Bettie said with a slight whine. “But what do you think?”

“Well, I can’t speak for Marcella and Jackie, but I’m good with quitting the restaurant.”

Bettie lit up. “Oh, that’s wonderful, Oliver. I’m so glad you feel that way.”

“And I’d like to start learning from you, Betts, about how you manage the money.”

“I’d love to teach you,” she said with a warm smile. “But what about Marcella and Jackie?” she added. “What do you think they should do?”

I leaned back in my chair in surprise. “I can’t tell them what to do, Betts. That’s up to them.”

I looked at Jackie. I fully expected to see a look of consternation if not outright hostility at what Bettie was saying, but she just looked back at me without emotion. I glanced at Marcella and saw the same expression, as if they were waiting for me to tell them what to do.

Which blew me away.

“That’s crazy, Bettie,” I said to her. “I’m not…” I hesitated as it finally dawned on me what Bettie was saying. And that she was getting no pushback from the others. “Seriously?”

“Yes, Oliver. That’s what we’re trying to say to you. You’re in charge. From now on, you decide.”

I just sat there and let the weight of what she was saying settle on me. It was overwhelming. I turned to Jackie, who was the least likely of the three of them, in my mind, to go along with what Bettie was proposing. “You’re on board with this?”

“I am, Oliver. I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”

I arched an eyebrow at her. “And what if I decide that it’s your call, Jackie? Then what?”

She kept staring at me without changing her expression which I found unnerving. What was going on here? I waited and finally, she spoke.

“I don’t think you’re getting what we’re telling you, Oliver. We want you to decide because more than anything else, we want to please you. If you’d rather be alone with Bettie all day, then we’ll go to work. Or get other jobs. I realized last night that Bettie was right – I don’t like my job. I felt like I had to stick with it because I’d invested so much time and energy into it over the years. But now that I know I can walk away from it, well.” She turned to look at Bettie. “I can’t tell you how much that means to me. It’s like the weight of the world has been lifted from me.” She just kept looking at Bettie for several long moments before she turned back to look at me.

“So I’m quitting my job, Oliver, that’s a given. I’d love to stay home for a while to see if it suits me, but if you don’t want me here all day every day, I’d understand.” She smiled and for a second I caught a glimpse of the old Jackie. The slightly snarky Jackie I hadn’t seen since yesterday. “I imagine there will be an opening at your restaurant, Oliver. I think I would be a kick-ass bartender.” She cocked an eyebrow and I had to laugh.

“No doubt, Jackie,” I said although the thought of Jackie, the old Jackie, tending bar at The Belvedere Tavern struck me as laughable. But I didn’t say what I was thinking. I tried to focus on what Jackie was saying to me and understand what was happening. I turned to Marcella.

“And do you feel the same way?” I asked her. She nodded enthusiastically.

“Oh, absolutely. I don’t even have to quit. I’ll just stop calling in to my agency and they’ll get the message that I’m done. Stick a fork in me.” She laughed with obvious and heartfelt delight.

“So, it might be all four of us here in the apartment?” I said, restating the obvious.

“If you’re okay with it,” Bettie said. “It’s all up to you, Oliver. We’ll do whatever you want us to do.”

“Can I think about it?” I asked Bettie but the question was obviously directed at all three of them. All three of them nodded and smiled.

“Of course,” Bettie said. “Now, about the rest…”

“Okay, moving on,” I said. “You want to get married?”

“Only if you’ll have me.” She smiled lovingly and melted my heart.

“Of course, Bettie. I’d be honored. But shouldn’t I be the one asking you?”

“Only if that’s what you want, Oliver,” she said as the tears rolled down her cheeks. It was the first time I’d seen her cry in days. I stood up and opened my arms to her and she came to me and kissed me.

“What about you two?” I asked when we stopped kissing. “Do you want to get married to each other?”

Marcella glanced at Jackie but then turned back to me. “We do,” she said enthusiastically. “We really do. But we talked about this last night and we realized that what Bettie gave us, not just the money and the freedom it brings, but also the idea that we’re all together in this.” She stopped and looked up at the ceiling. “Oh, this is just so much to process.” She looked at me again. “We want to be married to you, Oliver. We know that’s impossible, but that’s just the legal shit. So in the eyes of the government and all, we’ll marry each other, but we’re really marrying you. If you’ll have us.”

“Seriously?” I asked, helplessly. “You feel the same way, Jackie?”

She nodded. “It was my idea. I think the only way this can work is if we all commit fully to you, Oliver. As soon as I figured out what Bettie was proposing, I just felt a rush of relief and contentment. If you’ll have us.”

“If you’ll have us,” Bettie added. “We’ll have the least-traditional, traditional marriage ever.”

I sat down again, totally overwhelmed. “Seriously?”

They all laughed. “You keep saying that, Oliver,” Jackie said. “Do we seem like we’re kidding?”

“I’m just blown away by the idea of it all.”

“Good. That means you understand how serious this is,” Bettie said. “If you agree to do this, it’ll be a lot of responsibility. Do you think you can handle it?”

I looked at her and then at the others. My heart was pounding so hard but I knew the answer.

“Yes,” I said simply.

“Yes.”

It was all up to me, of course, what kind of a wedding to have. At first, I thought the four of us would all go down to City Hall and get married there by the Justice of the Peace or something, but when I thought about it I decided a real wedding was in order. Not because I thought that’s what Bettie would want, and not because that’s what I thought Marcella and Jackie would want.

Because that’s what I wanted.

At first, I thought I wanted a more formal ceremony to show my friends and coworkers what was happening, that I wasn’t just marrying Bettie, but that I was forming a unique family with Marcella and Jackie as well. The idea of seeing all three of them in wedding gowns was intriguing as well. I never had fantasized about getting married – I know, right? I’m a guy. Duh But the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to do it up right.

What it came down to in the final analysis, though, was that I wanted to show the girls that I was taking this seriously. That a quick legal ceremony with no one there to see it but a couple of witnesses just wasn’t going to cut it, and not because I wanted to show off that I was in a relationship with three beautiful women. More than anything, I wanted each of those beautiful women to know that I loved them, that I was going to be with them, and that I was going to accept the responsibility they were giving me as the head of our unique household. I wanted to drive that point home to the only people who really mattered to me.

“I want you all to go nuts on the party,” I told them a few days after I decided exactly what I wanted. It was an exhilarating moment for me, because it was the first time I made a decision that affected us all and just laid it on them. I didn’t think they’d object but that was no part of the decision for me, which I realized was a completely new experience for me. I was so used to gauging what I thought other people wanted from me and letting their expectations influence me that just telling the girls what I wanted made me uncomfortable but excited as if I was finally taking the reigns of my own life. “I want everyone to have a great time, including you all, with no concern for anything like how much it costs or how people might judge us.”

I noted with more than a little satisfaction how impressed each of them looked when I told them what I had decided. Bettie looked thrilled and pleased, Marcella looked surprised and delighted, while Jackie looked amused but impressed. Maybe I was projecting, but each of them reacted just the way I wanted them to. I felt like we were off to a great start.

“One thing I want to make really clear, though,” I added when we were wrapping up the wedding discussion. “I will marry each of you at the ceremony. We’ll start off as if it’s just a double wedding, me and Bettie, Marcella, and Jackie, but in the end, I will exchange vows with each of you in turn, so that the whole world knows what we’re doing.”

“Yes, Oliver,” the said in unison.

“And I expect to be blown away by your wedding gowns. Blown away.”

Their wedding gowns blew me away.

Bettie wore an incredible gown that was lacy and frilly that was both traditional and elegant. Marcella's gown was stunning and refined which emphasized her gorgeous curves and showed off her amazing cleavage. Jackie’s gown was minimalist, with a plunging neckline and a slit up her thigh that was exquisitely graceful and almost scandalous, perfect for the stunning blonde. Together they made an incredible scene.

I wore a tuxedo that I had actually bought. I rented a tuxedo years ago and hated the experience of wearing what felt like used clothing so I went all out and spared no expense, something I could get used to.

The ceremony went off without a hitch as I exchanged vows with each woman, putting a simple gold band on each of their fingers and the three of them coming together to give me mine. If anyone had any questions about the type of relationship we were going to have, the wedding left no doubt, especially for my three women. I’m still getting used to thinking of them as my wives, mostly because of the negative connotations of polygamists that have nothing to do with us. We are in a committed relationship, not some weird religious cult.

The reception, which we held at my old restaurant, was a fun time and a chance for me to get my first taste of being with all three women out in public. I had some trepidations at first that I might be spread too thin to give them all the attention they deserved, but they must have talked about how they would manage beforehand. Whenever I was with one of them, talking with friends or dancing or whatever, the other two paired off as if they were a couple as well, which they are. I know it sounds complicated but they managed without issues and we all had a fantastic time.

Our wedding night turned out to be another dream come true that I never knew I had. Each of them bought a wedding trousseau that was in the same style as their wedding gowns, just sexier and easier to remove. But the fashion show I got before we all went to bed and fucked to celebrate our new status was amazing.

Our collective honeymoon was a continuation of the wedding night just in the Bahamas at a resort that is known for its pristine beaches and beautiful aquamarine water. We made love and ate too much and made love and snorkeled and made love and danced and made love… You get the picture. Ten days in paradise went by way too quickly but all good things must end and we flew back to our penthouse. To begin our new lives together.

I couldn’t wait.

And that’s when things really got interesting…

Click here to pre-order

My Penthouse Harem (Part 4)
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They say you should be careful what you wish for because you might get it.

What they don’t say is that if you do get your wish it can turn out great.

Better than great - better than you ever imagined.

Because sometimes, things just work.

And when they do…

It’s amazing.

Click here to leave a review of

My Penthouse Harem (Part 3)
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Please leave a review! Or even just a rating!

(They really, really help a girl out!)

Thank you so much!

Check out my blog at hotwivesandwhores.blogspot.com

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

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

lenawhitegirl@gmail.com
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