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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.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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When Bettie, Marcella, Jackie, and I got back to our apartment from our collective honeymoon, we were all tanned, a bit overweight from overeating the delicious food, and exhausted. Too much of everything for ten long days was beyond belief, but I was glad to get home.

Home.

It finally felt real. Like this was my home. My first home since I left my parent’s house five years ago to go to college, which lasted less than one semester. After a short stay in the freshman dorm and a string of crappy apartments with dirtbag roommates or girlfriends who weren’t right for me in the long run, I finally felt like I’d found my place in the world.

And what a place it was. A three-thousand square feet penthouse apartment that would probably go for five or six million if we wanted to sell it, which we don’t. It’s home for the foreseeable future, maybe forever. We’re staying put.

Which is easy for me to say – I’ve been here for all of a few months. Bettie, my new wife, has lived here for decades and her roommates, Marcella and Jackie, have lived here with her for almost ten years. The idea of selling would never even cross their minds. So I took it upon myself to call our first family meeting as soon as we unpacked and stowed away all of our luggage.

“This can’t wait until tomorrow?” Jackie asked in a somewhat annoying tone. “I’m beat.”

“We all are but this won’t take long. I just want to get things off to a good start,” I said as I motioned for her to take her usual seat at our dining room table.

“What’s on your mind, handsome?” Marcella asked with a cute smirk. Ever since the wedding, when she legally married Jackie and I legally married Bettie but for all intents and purposes, we all married each other, Marcella has taken particular delight in gently yanking my chain at every opportunity. She does it with a smile every time, which makes it okay because she has the most amazing smile, but I wondered if I should nip it in the bud. I couldn’t very well make an issue of her calling me handsome but I thought I’d look for the next comment that was even close to being over the line.

“I just wanted to talk about how we’re going to do things going forward.” I stood at my place at the head of the table, the place Bettie assigned me when I moved in. Everyone looked at me and nodded their assent for me to go on.

“First of all, I want you all to understand that I want everyone to feel free to tell me how they feel about anything that’s on your minds. I don’t want to have to ask – I want open communication about everything. If I make a decision that you don’t agree with, let me know. It’s going to take some getting used to but I’ll do the best I can because this is really new for me. I just want you all to understand that our collective happiness is my ultimate goal.”

They all remained silent but looked around at each other, and I could tell they wanted to say something but weren’t sure who should do the talking. I guessed it was up to me to pick one of them as the spokeswoman. Normally, I would have picked Jackie because she’s a natural leader and has no issue with speaking her mind, but I went with my gut instead.

“What’s on your minds, Bettie?”

She looked at me with those big brown eyes of hers and my heart almost melted. “We all talked, Oliver.”

“We?”

“The three of us.” She could barely make eye contact with me.

“What did you decide?” I asked as gently as I could.

She sighed and looked at the other women. Keep in mind they are women, not girls. I’m twenty-seven, but all three of the women in my life are thirty-nine. They all met in school in the third grade and have been friends ever since. More than friends in the case of Marcella and Jackie, who have been lovers since high school. Now, they’re all lovers as they proved multiple times a day in the Bahamas.

Bettie looked at me. “We want you to be in charge.”

“Yeah, I get that. And I told you that I’ll do my best to accept the responsibility to lead the household responsibly.” I looked at the others. “What’s the problem with that?” I asked when I saw the looks on their faces. What more could they ask of me?

“Oliver,” she started but Jackie cut her off.

“I’ll take it from here, Betts,” she said firmly, then she looked at me. “Oliver, we want you to decide, okay? We want you to be in charge, firmly in charge.” She looked at Marcella who nodded at her. “We’re tired, Oliver. I’m not sure you can understand that but we are. We’ve been making decisions for a long time, especially me and Marcella, but apparently, Bettie has been too, she just kept it from us…” She looked at Bettie with a playful scowl. “Bad Bettie,” she chided her, and Marcella giggled. “But seriously, Oliver. We want you to make all the decisions and tell us what to do. We don’t want to have a say in any of it. It’s all up to you, whatever you want.” She sighed. “I know we’re asking a lot but let’s try it for a while and see how it goes.” She looked at Marcella again. “We’ve all been handed an incredible opportunity by our lovely Bettie and we want to just immerse ourselves in it for a little while.” She sighed, then added, softly, “Maybe for a long, long while.”

“In what?” I asked. I was trying to keep up but it was tough.

“In a life without responsibility for a change. A life totally devoid of decision-making for as long as we can. We just don’t want to live that way anymore. We want to hand the reins over to you. You tell us what to do, okay?”

I just stared at her, dumbfounded, for a while. Finally, I looked at Marcella. “And you feel the same way?”

“I do,” she said with one of those big beautiful smiles of hers.

“And you, Bettie?” I asked my wife. Fuck, my wife! I’m still getting used to the word, not to mention the idea. Even after our honeymoon.

“Me too, Oliver. I’ll do whatever you ask of me.”

“Anything?”

“Anything.”

I sat down. I was lightheaded. I didn’t know what to say, or how to take this. “But what if I say the wrong thing?”

“You won’t,” Jackie said. “You can’t.”

I looked at her. “I can’t?”

“Nope. If you say something, we’ll listen and do our best to comply with whatever you tell us.” She smiled slightly. “Go ahead. Try us.”

My mind was spinning. What could I say? What could I do? Was this for real? Were they serious?

“Come on, Oliver,” Marcella almost taunted me. “Take control.”

A thought came to me. “Okay,” I said as I screwed up my courage. “From now on, Bettie doesn’t clean up after we eat.” I looked at her and I swear she almost winced. I turned back to look at Jackie. “From now on, Marcella is solely responsible for cleaning up after meals.”

“Done,” she said with a big smile of her own. “That all you got, big fella?” She arched an eyebrow at me and her smile turned into a smirk.

“No,” I said quietly. “From now on, Jackie is in charge of cleaning the apartment. By herself. Every day.”

“I can do that,” she said with a laugh. “Every day, huh?” She looked at Marcella. “No problema.”

I looked at Bettie who was looking more and more unhappy. “You can still be in charge of laundry, Betts,” I said gently. She smiled a little and nodded.

“Oliver?” Jackie piped up. “Is that what you want, or is that what you think Bettie wants?”

I looked at her. “Does it matter?”

“Yeah, it kinda does. We want you to do what you want and not try to please us. Don’t you see?”

“But…” I started.

Bettie reached out and touched my arm. “It’s okay, Oliver. Tell me what you want.”

“Tell us what you want,” Marcella said.

I looked at each of them, one after the other. “Okay,” I said as another thought occurred to me. I hesitated for a split second, then I just decided to go for it. “From now on, none of you are allowed to wear any clothes in the apartment.” I was looking at Jackie when I said it and she smiled broadly and nodded.

“Now we’re getting somewhere,” she said with another smirk as she rose from the table and began to get undressed. She looked at Marcella who did the same a beat later. Bettie did as well. In seconds, all three of them were naked.

It was a sight to behold.

Now, you have to understand something. We had just come back from our collective ten days in a tropical paradise, and all three of the women took our joint marriage vows quite seriously. I saw all of them naked a lot, and when they weren’t naked they were wearing bikinis or sex sundresses, or Daisy Dukes and skimpy tank tops. I was used to seeing them.

On top of all that, I was getting more sex than I would have ever thought possible. They all acted like they were on their honeymoon with me, and seeing as there were three of them and only one of me, well, I’m sure you’ve already done the math. My dick was getting worn to a nub.

Not that I was complaining.

But it wasn’t like I was horny, although I did notice that the more sex I got the more I wanted and the more stamina I had, which was almost like a virtuous cycle. And it wasn’t like I had to ask. All three of my women are bisexual, including Marcella and Jackie who I would have sworn were more lesbian than bi but not anymore, not after our honeymoon. I barely had time to recover from being sucked to completion by one of them then the others would get motivated and fuck me cowgirl style. Or I’d get out of the shower after a swim in the ocean and find two of them making love to each other but more than happy to let me join in the fun. It was amazing, incredible, a dream come true and heaven on earth all wrapped up into one big sexual extravaganza.

So my new prohibition against them wearing clothes around the apartment wasn’t that big a departure from what we’d already been doing and what I’d been seeing. But the fact that I got to make a fucking rule about it, and none of them batted an eye about me overstepping my bounds or acting immature, or anything, was a game-changer. Suddenly, I got it. I understood exactly what they were trying to tell me. That I was the king of the castle, the cock of the roost, the master of my domain. And speaking of that old line from everybody’s favorite Seinfeld episode, I might never have to masturbate ever again. Which was fine by me.

This was going to be something else.
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Bedtime was an adventure, no doubt about it. We had already decided before we got married that our usual sleeping arrangement was all four of us in the same bed, usually for the entire night. If anyone got restless, or couldn’t sleep, or for whatever reason had to get up and go off to sleep on their own, that was perfectly fine with everyone. No one would complain, pout, or hold a grudge. Everyone was free to do as they pleased.

But here’s the thing. In the week leading up to the wedding, and all through the honeymoon, even though we stayed in a suite that had two full-sized bedrooms, no one left our collective bed. Every morning when I woke up, I was a little surprised but also thrilled to find all three women sleeping soundly as if we’d been doing it our whole lives. I loved waking up before any of the women because I got to just lie there and listen to the three of them sleep-breathing in the early morning hours. I never got tired of that feeling.

That’s not to say that going to bed wasn’t the real treat, though. Far from it. Bedtime was amazing, no two ways about it. Amazing.

I wondered when it was time for bed on our first night back in the apartment if things would carry over from the honeymoon. I still wasn’t of the mindset that if that’s what I wanted to happen then the girls would make it happen. Twenty-plus years of conditioning to be respectful and concerned about everyone else’s feelings, especially women, was going to take a long time for me to undo, even if I wanted to which I wasn’t sure I did. Still, I wondered how it would go down.

There was no need for me to worry.

I broached the subject when Bettie and I took the dogs for their morning walk. “Are all going to keep sleeping in the same bed?” I asked as we left our apartment building.

She looked at me and smiled. “Is that what you want?”

“Sure, but…”

She cut me off. “Then that’s what we’ll do, Oliver. Don’t you understand?”

I walked without answering for a while. “I get what you’re all saying, but it still feels kind of uncomfortable for me. Like I’m being selfish.”

She nodded as we walked. “See, that’s the Catch-22 we’re all dealing with. We’re willing to let you take control because it makes you uncomfortable to do so. If you took control naturally, or without feeling like you were being selfish about it, we’d be a lot less inclined to trust you.”

“Really?” I asked. “Sounds like nobody wins when you put it like that.”

“Well, that’s why the three of us got together before we decided that you might be the one and talked about you. We figured you had a really good set of foundational values that we could rely on. That you’d never turn into an asshole, which is a problem with a lot of men. And, we felt like you had what it takes to grab hold of the reins and really run things and not wuss out on us. Also crucial. Finding both traits in a man is pretty hard to do.”

“But I don’t feel like that man, Bettie. That’s what I’m trying to tell you.”

“I know, Oliver. I know. And you’ll just have to trust us on this. We’ve been down this road before so we’ve got a lot more experience than you do. But we’re pretty darned confident that you’ve got what it takes.”

“Why? Why are you so sure of me when I’m not sure of myself?”

“Because you’ve got what we’ve never seen in any other man before. The desire to please and the strength to lead. Right now, the first trait is the dominant one but we think you can flip things around. We like that idea that you came to us with a strong desire to please because if that’s not present, it can be dangerous. You won’t be dangerous.”

“But I might not be strong enough, right? Isn’t that what you’re saying?”

“Perhaps. But we’re pretty sure you’ll come around, Oliver. Just remember to think about what you want before you ask us what we want, okay?”

“Okay, Bettie.”

We talked about the honeymoon for a while as the dogs got back to their usual routine after ten days in the kennel before we headed back to the apartment. When we walked in, I was surprised to see Marcella and Jackie lying on the sofa in the living room. Making out. Naked.

It took me a second to remember that I had made the rule that the women would wear no clothing in the apartment until Bettie began to undress as we stood in the foyer. The noise we had made coming in, not to mention the dogs scrambling around on the hardwood floors making a racket, nudged Marcella and Jackie out of their sensual embrace to look up at us. At me, mostly. Bettie was busy getting naked.

“Hey, guys,” Marcella said in that delightful Spanish accent of hers. “Have fun at the park?”

“Yeah,” I said while trying to hide my embarrassment at having interrupted them. “Don’t mind us,” I added ineptly.

“Oliver,” Bettie whispered. “Remember what I told you.”

“Huh?” I turned to look at her.

“Don’t you want one of them, or both of them, right now?”

“Yeah, but…” I stopped and looked at them. They were smiling at me, although Marcella was smiling more than Jackie. Our lone blonde was just smirking at me.

The look she was giving me seemed to have an impact. I hesitated – it would take a while before I just acted without hesitation – but finally, I honed in on Jackie. I walked toward the couch and offered her my hand. She looked at it and then at my face. Keep in mind that she still had Marcella in her arms. But finally, and without making too much of a face, she disentangled herself from her wife’s arms, took my hand, and let me walk her into the bedroom. Our bedroom.

I waited for her to say something snarky but she didn’t. She just reached for my belt and undressed me, a process I particularly enjoyed when she bent down to untie and remove my sneakers and socks. I’d yet to say a word when she had me as naked as she was, and then she took me by the hand and led me onto the bed. She pushed me onto my back and kissed me while grasping my erection in her hand. She wasn’t jerking me or anything, just making sure I was hard.

I was hard.

But then she bent down and took me into her mouth without a word from me. She sucked me until I was forced to stop her because I didn’t want to cum in her mouth, I wanted to fuck her. And clearly, she wanted to fuck me. She rolled onto her back right next to me and spread her legs, but when I bent down to go down on her, she stopped me.

“Just fuck me, Oliver,” she said in a serious tone. “Just fuck me.”

So I did.

I entered her wet pussy easily and slid all the way in. She moaned quite satisfactorily as I bottomed out at her cervix. All three of the women I make love to start out a little short so if I drive my dick home I bump into the end of their tunnels. Soon enough, though, they adjust to my length and I can fuck them as hard as I want to and they never complain.

Which makes me wonder.

“Do I hurt you when I fuck you, Jackie?” I asked as I was fucking her. She looked at me. Her look was an interesting combination of confusion and annoyance like I was disturbing her enjoyment of the act. Which was fine with me – it would have sucked if she just answered me like it was nothing, now that I thought about it.

“No, you’re fine,” she said eventually. “I just have to adjust, is all.”

“And then it’s okay?” I persisted. She smiled and kissed me.

“It’s okay, Oliver. Just keep doing what you’re doing and it’s all okay.”

I did but it occurred to me that I kept hearing a variation on the same theme. I didn’t want to stop but I needed to. So I did.

Jackie looked mildly annoyed. “What’s wrong?” she asked without sounding as pissed off as she looked a second ago.

“I know you said I was free to do what I wanted but it bothers me if I…” I hesitated. I didn’t want to come right out and say I didn’t trust her but honestly? I wasn’t sure I did.

She rolled onto her side and faced me. “What’s this about, Oliver?”

“It’s nothing major,” I began. “I just don’t want to be told I’m not hurting you if, in fact, I am. I want to believe you but…”

“But what?” She didn’t look nearly as pissed off at that point. Still…

“But I feel like you’re all trying to shine me on a little bit.”

She stared at me without saying a word for a long while. “Yeah, okay. I get what you’re driving at.” She sat up as if our lovemaking session was over which felt shitty. But I didn’t say anything.

“What?” I asked after another long silence.

“I know this is hard for you, Oliver,” she began in a gentle tone that was a little unusual for Jackie. I was still used to the big corporate salesperson who was used to telling people where to get off. This version of Jackie seemed a little fake but I didn’t tell her. I just listened. “It’s a little hard for me, too, to be perfectly honest about it.”

“Then why are we doing it? Why be dishonest about who we are?”

She sighed and touched my cheek. “Because I don’t like the person I was before Bettie dropped the bomb on all of us. I felt like I had to be that person but I didn’t like her. And it was such a strain being her. It took everything I had and I was tired of making the effort. So I want to be someone else now but it’s easy to fall into old habits. Just like it is for you, Oliver.”

I nodded but I didn’t feel like I was getting the whole story. “Can I ask you a question?”

She smiled and nodded. “Sure.”

“Why are you suddenly calling me ‘Oliver’ when I used to be ‘Ollie’?” I cocked an eyebrow and she laughed.

“Because I used to give people nicknames that were just a bit demeaning, to throw them off balance,” she explained. “And it worked, too. You always looked like I’d just kicked your dog whenever I called you that.” She gave me another crooked smile and a side-eyed glance. “Come on, be honest. You hated it when I called you ‘Ollie’, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, I guess I did.” She nodded vigorously and I went on. “But it was also kind of okay, in a way. Like, you were the only one who called me that, and that made it okay.”

“Why did that make it okay, Oliver? Because you didn’t have the guts to tell me to cut it out?” This time, she cocked an eyebrow at me and I had to laugh. “Yeah, I thought so.”

“But…” She put a finger on my lips to shut me up.

“No buts, Oliver. It was disrespectful and I’m not going to disrespect you or anyone else ever again, if I can get myself to be a good girl.” She gave me a shy smile. “Can you help me be a good girl, Oliver?”

I got a strong impression that the conversation had suddenly veered into a different realm. I leaned back and waited. She just kept smiling and looking at me. Finally, she asked, “Well?”

“What can I do to help, Jackie?”

“That’s up to you, Oliver. I think I need to leave that in your hands.” She put her arms around my neck and pulled me to her to kiss me, deeply and thoroughly. It was fantastic. I slid my leg between hers to part her thighs and she reached down to grab my dick and gently lead it to her wet slit. I eased myself into her again and she moaned once again, a nice, satisfying moan that thrilled me way more than it should have.

Or maybe that was the point, I decided.

As I fucked this amazing woman who seemed to be doing everything she could to make me feel comfortable telling her what to do and what I wanted, I decided to do just that. I fucked her hard and fast with no thought about her enjoyment, hard as that was for me to do.

“Yeah, that’s it, Oliver,” she whispered as I battered her amazing pussy. “Fuck me good and hard. Fuck me so hard it hurts.” I tried to hurt her but she just kept egging me on. Not in a disrespectful way, she just kept pushing me to fuck her harder. I couldn’t believe how hard I fucked her. I came even harder.

“Yeah,” she cooed as I grunted and spasmed on top of her. I moaned and she held me and kissed me. She didn’t cum with me but then I realized I didn’t want her to – I wanted to cum alone, which was the first time that had happened to me with Jackie. Before then, I was always trying to please her instead of myself. She seemed to sense it as well.

“See what I mean?” she whispered as I finally finished cumming and grunting and panting and thrusting inside her. “Wasn’t that amazing?”

“Yeah, it was,” I said at last. “And that was okay for you?”

She looked at me hard and didn’t smile. “That was absolutely perfect, Oliver.”

I have to admit, I felt great.
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“So,” Jackie started at dinner. Bettie still cooked because she’s a great cook and Marcella is not, but she made it clear that Bettie wasn’t to touch a plate or a fork after we finished eating, which we had. Which made Jackie’s move to take the lead in a conversation unexpected. “I asked Oliver to help me out this afternoon.” She said it as if everyone knew what she was talking about but even I didn’t understand. The others just turned to look at her and wait for her to elaborate. When she didn’t, Marcella asked her what she meant.

“I don’t want to be a bitch anymore,” she said softly, also out of character for Jackie. “I asked Oliver to help me.”

“What did he agree to do?” Bettie asked with a look my way. I raised both of my eyebrows and shook my head – I still didn’t have a clue what Jackie was talking about.

“We didn’t get into specifics,” Jackie went on, “so I thought this might be a good time to do just that.” She turned toward me. “Oliver, if I disrespect you or anyone else in any way, I want you to punish me.”

I just stared at her. “Punish you how?” I finally asked.

“However you like,” she said with a bit of attitude. “Whatever you think I deserve.”

I wasn’t sure what to say. “I can’t…” Bettie cut me off with a wave. For which she immediately apologized.

“I think, if I may be so bold,” she said with a nod at Jackie. “Is that you should decide how to punish her.”

“But…” I began before I stopped. “Really?” I asked, looking first at Jackie and then at Bettie.

“Really,” Jackie said without smiling. “Of course, it’s totally up to you. If you don’t want to…” She tilted her head and looked at me, again without smiling. If she had smiled, I would have known that she was just kidding around, that there was no way in hell she was saying what it seemed she was saying. But she didn’t smile.

“I’m not sure I can do that,” I said. “I wasn’t raised that way.”

That shut the conversation down. Everyone just sat there in silence.

“I’m not saying you should hurt me badly or anything like that,” Jackie added. “Just humiliate me.”

“And how do you propose I do that?”

“I’m not sure,” she said, the old Jackie resurfacing for a quick second. “Use your imagination,” she added in a more subdued tone.

“Maybe you could spank her?” Marcella said with just a hint of a smirk.

“On her bare bottom,” Bettie added with a big smile.

“Seeing as I’ll be naked all the time…” Jackie started with a look at Bettie. Then she looked at me and went quiet again.

“My mother used to spank me with a spoon,” Marcella said with a full smirk this time. I looked at her. “A big wooden spoon.”

“Oh, that sounds good,” Bettie said almost gleefully. “I’ll bet that hurt like hell,” she said to Marcella.

“You’re not kidding.” She rolled her eyes. “By the time my little sister was old enough to be disciplined, all my mother had to do was rattle the drawer she kept the larger kitchen utensils in and we’d go running to our room.”

“It would keep you from hurting your hand,” Bettie added helpfully. “If that’s a concern.”

I stared at her for a beat. “My concern is hurting anyone, which sounds like it would be easy to do with a wooden spoon.”

“I’d survive,” Jackie said quietly.

“I did,” Marcella added. She glanced at Jackie but didn’t smirk. She almost looked sympathetic.

“I’ll get a spoon,” Bettie said as she practically jumped up from her chair.

“Wait,” I told her. “I haven’t agreed to any of this.” I looked at Jackie again. “I thought you said I was in charge.”

“You are,” she said with a sniff. “Do whatever you think is right.”

I sat there thinking about hitting Jackie’s bare rump with a kitchen utensil for maybe a couple of seconds before I decided I would not be doing that. But then another thought occurred to me. “We still have the extra dog cage down in storage, right?” After Marcella’s dog was killed in a hit-and-run accident, she didn’t have the heart to sell the cage she used to keep the dog in her bedroom. I looked at her and she suddenly realized what I was getting at.

“Do you want me to go get it?” she asked.

“If you would,” I responded. “Can you handle it by yourself?”

“Of course,” she said as she stood up from the table. “Can I get dressed?”

I just deadpanned her and she nodded as she walked toward her bedroom. We all kept our clothes in our own rooms even if everyone slept in the same bedroom – mine and Bettie’s.

When I turned to look at Jackie I saw her staring at me. I couldn’t read her expression, though. It struck me as somewhere between pissed and resigned. I cocked an eyebrow but she didn’t say anything. So I pressed her on it.

“We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” I said, but it didn’t feel right. I looked at Bettie and she was shaking her head at me.

“It’s fine,” Jackie said at last. “Would it be okay if I went to the bathroom, first?”

“Of course,” I told her. “And if you have to go at some point during the night…”

Her face fell. “You’re going to keep me in there all night?”

“I think that’s about right, don’t you?” I asked, rhetorically but still. I wanted her to respond.

“Does it really matter what Jackie thinks, Oliver?” Bettie asked with her head tilted. I caught Jackie shooting daggers at her for a split second and I turned to chastise her.

“One more look like that and I’ll keep you in there for 24 hours, young lady.” I don’t know where that came from but it sure felt right. Bettie covered her mouth to keep from laughing out loud. Jackie didn’t think it was funny at all.

“I’ll be back in a shake,” Marcella said after she emerged from her bedroom dressed in shorts and a tank top. I was almost startled to see her in clothes for the first time in a few days.

“You should help Marcella out with cleanup, Jackie,” I told her, although I half-expected her to give me another dirty look. She didn’t, though. She just stood up and began collecting the dishes. Bettie almost stood up to help her when I gave her a look and shook my head. She nodded and sat down again.

As Jackie cleared the table, Bettie said, loud enough for Jackie to hear, “This is really brilliant, Oliver. I’m so excited.” She looked it, too.

“Maybe you should punish all of us this way, Oliver,” Jackie said when she came back to the table for more dishes. Bettie looked at her without saying anything but the look on her face was priceless.

“That’s a good idea, Jackie,” I said in a light tone. “The only question becomes do I wait until you do something worth punishing you for, or do I do it just because I want to.” I looked at Bettie and she stared back at me with a look on her face I couldn’t quite read. She looked dismayed and excited at the same time.

“Oh, I think you should do it because you can, Oliver,” Jackie said with a look at Bettie. “Don’t you?”

“Now that you mention it, I think you’re right,” I said as I kept my eyes on Bettie. She looked resigned to her fate which made her look completely adorable. I felt my dick get hard in my shorts.

“Will you spank her first?” Bettie asked with a nod at Jackie in the kitchen. “I think she deserves it.”

“What for?” I asked. “She hasn’t done anything.”

“For all the times she was disrespectful before today,” Bettie added with a tight smile.

“That doesn’t seem fair,” I said.

Bettie gave me a look. “Who said you have to be fair?”

Jackie called out from the sink where she was rinsing the dishes. “Maybe we all need a taste of what you’re capable of, Oliver. Just so we know where we all stand with you.”

“She’s right, you know,” Bettie said. “You should do us all with the spoon and lock us up for the night.”

“The dogs will be jealous,” I countered. “Not to mention, confused.”

“They’ll get over it,” Jackie said as she brought coffee to the table. “Besides, I haven’t been so excited in some time.”

I looked at her. “Really?” She nodded.

“Me too,” Bettie said with her eyes wide. “I’m so wet it’s astounding.”

“As am I,” Jackie said as she poured my coffee.

“Did you all know you were like this?” I asked. Amazingly, I found myself thrilled as well.

“I had no idea,” Jackie said. “You?” she asked Bettie.

“No, not a clue. Do you think Marcella…?”

“Oh, for sure,” Jackie said with a laugh. “She’s going to love this. You heard how she talked about her mother and all. You think that shit goes away?” She laughed again, harder.

“Where does this come from?” I asked. “I really want to know.”

“I don’t know for sure,” Bettie began. “But I think it has to do with being submissive. Something we’ve all just started to acknowledge and fully embrace.”

I looked at her. “So, it’s going to get worse?”

“Or better,” Jackie said with an arched eyebrow.

The door to the apartment opened and Marcella almost stumbled inside with her old dog cage. “I forgot how awkward this thing is.”

“Chella,” Bettie called out. “We…”

I cut her off. “I’ll tell her.”

“Tell me what?” Marcella asked as she carried the cage into the living room. She put it right in the middle of the floor so as to display her wife’s humiliation to full effect. I began to understand what Jackie was talking about.

“Oliver is stepping up,” Jackie said as she returned to the kitchen to retrieve the wooden spoon. She handed it to me but didn’t elaborate.

“What does that mean?” Marcella asked with a sly smile.

“I’ve decided you’re all going to be punished tonight,” I said without elaborating. Marcella looked at me with her eyes wide but a smile on her lips.

“Really?” She looked at Jackie, then at Bettie. “That sounds serious.” She kept smiling although with slightly less attitude, which thrilled me. And surprised me. I wasn’t sure what to make of that fact.

“I think it is,” Bettie said in a serious tone. “But that’s what’s going to happen.”

“Who’s first?” I asked as I stood up from the table and walked into the living room.

“I’ll go first,” Marcella said, surprising me. I sat on the sofa and tapped my thighs with the spoon. She gave me a look that was a cross between smart-ass and scared, although I couldn’t tell if she was putting on an act for my benefit. I decided to see.

She lowered herself across my lap and I stroked her ass with my free hand. She felt good, as always. Damned good. I was tempted to push my finger into her pussy but I thought that might send the wrong message, so I restrained myself. I motioned with a nod for Jackie and Bettie to sit down across from us in the chairs on the other side of the coffee table.

“Can I ask how many strokes I’m going to endure?” Marcella asked, all the snark gone from her voice.

“I think twelve,” I said with a look at the others. Their expressions told me that I’d picked the right number. Any fewer and I’m sure Jackie would have rolled her eyes. Any more, and I was certain Bettie would have reacted with a look of horror on her face. She’s no poker player, that’s for sure. As it was, they both took the number with minimal reaction.

Marcella didn’t say anything. She just remained still, waiting for me to strike the first blow.

When I did, I was amazed at the sound the spoon made on her bare skin. It sounded like a rifle shot went off in the living room, followed by a grunt from Marcella. Her skin reddened immediately in the perfect shape of the spoon, something I hadn’t expected. I should have but I’m new at this sort of thing.

I also noticed that my dick was rock-hard in my pants.

I hit Marcella again. Just as hard as the first time. She grunted again but otherwise remained quiet and still. She made no moves to get off of my lap, get me to stop hitting her, or otherwise protest what I was doing. I glanced at Bettie and Jackie but they were stonefaced while watching me.

I struck Marcella again. And again. I watched Bettie flinch with each stroke but Jackie didn’t react. She just watched me. Marcella was whimpering after the fourth or fifth stroke and by the tenth stroke, she was bawling. Blubbering. But she didn’t tell me to stop.

So I didn’t.

I hit her twice more in quick succession just to put an end to her misery. She remained draped over my lap until I told her she could get up. She continued to whimper as she stood up. She was just about to walk away when I asked her so show me her ass. She stopped and bent over so I could really make a show of inspecting the damage I’d done.

It was impressive.

Her ass was a collage of red marks that looked fiercely painful. I told her to show Bettie and Jackie as well. She stood up slowly and walked around the coffee table, then she turned to face me, her face streaked with tears but with no real animosity evident on her face as she bent at the waist. Bettie gasped and covered her mouth with one hand while Jackie just stared at her wife’s ass with the same grim look on her beautiful face. I was reminded that I had just punished the woman she loved, the woman she married, and I was about to do the same to her. I hesitated for a moment – did I really want to follow through with this?

I realized that I truly was at a crossroads. If I didn’t follow through with what I’d promised to do, I would lose a ton of credibility. Right at the beginning of our long-term relationship. I didn’t want that. I needed to do this. I just wasn’t sure I could do it.

“I’ll go next if that’s okay,” Jackie said, which also surprised me. I didn’t object, though. I just patted my thighs and she walked slowly to where I was sitting. She glared at me a little as she climbed onto the couch and me, her butt sticking up at the perfect angle just like Marcella’s had. I was almost struck dumb by how smooth and perfect it looked, in stark contrast to Marcella’s now-ravaged cheeks.

“I think an extra three strokes are in order for that look, Jackie,” I added as I caressed her cheeks. She stiffened in my lap but she said nothing and didn’t turn to glare at me again. Smart of her, I thought. I looked up and found Bettie looking at Jackie’s body with nothing but fear and trepidation on her face. Marcella was looking on as well but she was still standing, obviously in too much pain to risk sitting down. But it was the look on Marcella’s face that surprised me the most. She almost looked excited. Not quite but close. As if she knew what Jackie was going to endure in the coming moments, having just endured it herself, and she was relishing the idea of her wife and lover being punished like she had been.

“Ready?” I said at last and Jackie just nodded slightly. I smacked her ass hard and the spot where the spoon stuck her turned bright read almost immediately. I smacked her again with the same results. I kept smacking her and she progressed in much the same way that Marcella had, grunting at first, then whimpering, and finally sobbing like crazy. But also like Marcella, she didn’t beg me to stop.

I’m not sure what I would have done if she had.

With three additional strokes on a slightly smaller area – Jackie has the best ass of the bunch – she looked completely devistated when she finally climbed off of me. She walked gingerly to where Bettie was sitting, then she turned and aimed her ass right at Bettie’s face even though I hadn’t told her to do so. I wasn’t sure if she was just extrapolating my directions to Marcella and thus following suit, or if she was rubbing Bettie’s face in what was about to happen to her, almost literally. I didn’t ask, and she didn’t offer an explanation.

Bettie looked at Jackie’s ass hard and long before she finally stood up and walked to where I was sitting. Part of me wanted to spare her the pain I was about to inflict on her but I knew that would be a huge mistake. I was married to Bettie, and to let her off when I’d already punished the others would have been unacceptable. So I gritted my teeth and patted my lap for her, the same as before. She didn’t look me in the eyes as she climbed down to lie across my lap.

I made quick and efficient work of her beautiful ass.

She blubbered even more than Marcella had.

When I was through with the acute phase of their punishment, I took it upon myself to move the three dog cages into the living room with no help from them. The cages are fairly light and I had no trouble arranging them side by side for them to spend the night. I tried not to think about the fact that I was punishing myself at the same time, for this would be the first night in a while I slept alone. I put that out of my mind as I set everything up for them.

I expected one of them, most likely Jackie but any of them, really – to make a fuss about what I was doing but they surprised me again and said nothing. Once I had everything set up, I opened the door to one of the cages and looked at Bettie. She’d gone last in the first round so I indicated that she’d go first in the second and she didn’t fight it. But I suggested she use the bathroom before she climbed into the cage for the night.

“We can’t leave if we have to?” she asked, astonished and unhappy.

“I think not.” I toyed with the idea of locking them in with actual locks but I decided that might not be the safest thing to do, so I didn’t. I just said I’d tie a piece of string around the latch so I’d know if they disobeyed me by getting out at some point during the night.

“You can lock us in,” Jackie said, surprising me again. “I’d like to be completely helpless, in all honesty.”

“Me, too,” Marcella added. “It’s much more exciting,” she said with a look in her eyes, not unlike the one I saw just before I beat Jackie’s ass.

“Besides, we have a fire alarm system, and you’ll be here,” Bettie said.

“If that’s what you want,” I said, then thought better of it. “No, you’re right. I want you to be helpless, too.” They all smiled at me. Through their tears, of course.

All three of them went off to use the toilets in their bedrooms leaving me alone in the living room with the three cages. I took stock of the situation while I waited for them to return and wondered why beating their asses and locking them in cages appealed to me so much. My dick had been hard ever since I told them what I was going to do to them. I never knew I had such sadistic tendencies but apparently, I did. If there was one thing that evening was telling me, it was that it might be the first time I punished my girls but it wouldn’t be the last.

That thought almost made me dizzy.
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I felt like it only made sense to make a big production out of locking the girls in their cages for the night. I waited for them to return from their bathroom rituals and indicated they should sit on the couch. They all came back with their tears dried but their asses tender as was made evident by the care they took in sitting down. Bettie went so far as to emit a tiny squeak when her cheeks hit the cushion. I got a nice thrill out of that, especially when she looked at me and I smiled at her.

God, I love that girl.

“So, once I lock you in your cages for the night, you don’t come out. I’ll keep the keys to the locks on the coffee table in case someone needs to let you out, you can tell them where they are. But except in the case of a life-or-death emergency, you’ll be locked up until morning. Agreed?”

All three of them nodded but didn’t say anything. I repeated myself with a bit of attitude.

“Yes, Oliver,” they responded in unison. Fuck, I was getting off on this. I knew I should be careful but at that moment I decided to just milk it for all it was worth. You only lose your dom-cherry one time.

I offered my hand to Marcella and she smiled as she took it and stood up. I pulled her to me for a deep kiss and then led her to her cage. She got down on her knees and crawled inside, then turned to watch me close the door and lock it. When the lock snapped shut, I swear I saw her shiver slightly. I know I did.

“Jackie?” I said as I reached for her. She took my hand and kept her eyes lowered until I touched her chin to look up and kiss me. I loved the way she melted into my arms and I knew once and for all that although Jackie came across as a hard-assed businesswoman most of the time, she was a true submissive at her core. I would do my best to give her the domination she craved, if that’s the right way to put it.

She emulated Marcella when she crawled inside her cage and she sighed when I locked her in for the night. I thought about offering them pillows to ease their discomfort but decided against it. A true punishment, even one they didn’t deserve, should be uncomfortable, I figured. I wondered if I was being too sadistic but I didn’t change my mind.

“Bettie?” I said at long last and offered my hand to my wife. She also kept her eyes lowered as she came to me and I kissed her with the most passion of the three. Marcella has the most amazing body of all of them and Jackie is far and away the most beautiful, but Bettie has a hold on my heart like no other. I almost broke again and waved her punishment but I knew that would be a huge mistake, so I helped her bend down to get on her hands and knees and held the cage door open until she crawled inside. She sniffed slightly when I locked her in.

“I’ll see you all in the morning,” I said as I walked toward the bedroom. I closed the door and wondered if I should set up a camera and mic at some point, perhaps a hidden one so I could watch and listen to them secretly, or perhaps in plain sight so they knew what I was doing. Maybe down the road because I knew that would not be the only time I’d be locking them in cages for the night.

I got ready for bed and resisted the urge to check on them. When I climbed into bed alone for the first time in months, I looked around to take it all in. The room was so quiet. I haven’t slept alone in years – not just with the girls I lived with but I always shared my bedroom with a roommate once I left home. It was eerie.

I decided pretty quickly that I didn’t like it. From now on, I told myself, I wasn’t going to punish all three of them at the same time. I might do two at once just so I could focus all my attention on one of them, or I could punish one of them if they did something to deserve it, but this would be the one and only time I’d sleep alone. That much was certain.

I was having trouble getting to sleep when it occurred to me to masturbate. I hadn’t jerked off in months – there was no need. I always had at least one woman available and lately all three. If anything, my dick was worn out from overuse, but I didn’t care. I was still horny all the time and this was no exception. I realized with a start that beating the girls’ asses and locking them in cages only made me hornier, if that was even possible. I sat up and flipped on the light, then the TV and connected to the internet, then Pornhub, then my list of favorites which I hadn’t looked at in some time. I started one of my all-time faves and was hard before I knew it, but I stroked myself slowly to stretch out the feeling.

As I watched the video, it occurred to me how much I enjoyed watching porn. I hadn’t watched much since I moved into the apartment and realized that I had been self-censoring. I assumed that the girls, Bettie at first but then Marcella and especially Jackie would disapprove. I never asked them, I just jumped to that conclusion. So I promised myself that the next day I wouldn’t even ask, I’d just flip on the TV and indulge. It would be a good way to test my authority and their reaction to me doing what I wanted to do.

Which got me thinking about other ways I might be censoring myself unconsciously. I was so distracted by the thoughts flipping through my head that I lost interest in the video. So I quickly finished masturbating and turned off the television. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to flaunt my newfound good fortune. Staying at the apartment all day every day seemed like a waste of time. I wanted to get out in the world and flaunt the fact that I was now living with three gorgeous, desirable women and see how the world reacted to it. I got so excited at the prospect that I had trouble falling asleep for a while but eventually, sleep came.

When I woke up, alone in my bed for the first time in months, I thought about delaying my trip to the living room to see how the girls had faired in their cages, but I quickly decided that they probably had to use the bathroom and making them wait would just be cruel.

So I made them wait.

And wondered where the fuck that had come from.

I didn’t make them wait too long before I threw on a pair of shorts and walked out of the bedroom. When I rounded the corner into the living room, all three of the girls were awake and looking at me. I was blown away by the sight of them in the cold clear light of day. Three beautiful naked women caged for my pleasure.

“Good morning,” I said in an overly cheerful voice. “How did y’all sleep?” I couldn’t stop grinning.

“Okay,” Bettie said in a way that made me doubt she was being truthful. Marcella and Jackie didn’t say anything, so I repeated my question.

“Fine,” they both responded, perfunctorily. I suppressed an urge to laugh at them – even I have my limits – and fetched the keys from the coffee table. I opened each lock and held open each cage door as they all scrambled to the bathroom. I sat on the sofa to wait for them to return, and when they did I told them to take a seat.

“I feel like showing off,” I began as they all looked at me. “I would like to take you all out for breakfast, someplace fancy with all of you dressed to kill and leaving no doubt that you’re all with me.” I looked around and saw interest but some confusion on their faces. “This will entail ample public displays of affection from all of you, with me and with each other.”

Their faces changed to show they knew exactly what I wanted.

“That sounds like fun,” Marcella said. She’s always the first to get on board with what I have in mind, it seems. “Where should we go?”

“Is your old restaurant open for breakfast, Oliver?” Jackie asked with a smirky smile.

“The Belvedere? It is, but I’d rather save that for dinner so I can show you off to all the people I used to work with. For breakfast, I want to go to the fanciest, most expensive place you can think of, just for the fun of spending a ton of money and rubbing everyone’s nose in the fact that I’m with all three of you.”

“Do you want to impress the brunch crowd or the business crowd?” Marcella asked.

I looked at her. “The brunch crowd? What’s that?”

“The upper crust who live in near the country club,” she said with a glint in her eyes.

“We can’t get into the country club, can we?” I asked. I know it’s a members-only kind of place but that’s about all I know about it.

“Oh, you don’t want to go there,” Marcella said with a laugh. “They’re all ancient and no fun at all. But the ones who live near the club, they all go to Myrrh’s to see and be seen.”

“That sounds perfect,” I said with a smile. “Bettie, you and I can walk the dogs while Marcella and Jackie get us a reservation.” I stand up to leave and they all stare at me.

“You mean, this morning?” she asks for the group.

“Sure, why not?”

“I’m sure they’re booked,” Jackie says. “Probably weeks in advance.”

I looked at her. “I’m sure you’ll figure out something.” I offered Bettie my hand and she followed me into the bedroom to get clothes on.

Once we got behind the closed door, she turned to me. “I really don’t think they’ll be able to get a reservation, Oliver,” she told me solemnly. I was impressed by how seriously she was taking this.

“Then it’ll be a good test for them,” I said in an offhanded way. “See how resourceful they can be when the situation calls for it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, if all it takes is money, that shouldn’t be a problem, should it?” I asked with a shrug.

“What if money doesn’t do the trick?”

“That’ll be for them to figure out.” I gave her a look as she dressed that said I was done talking about it. She got the hint.

“Laddie didn’t have any trouble last night?” she asked as we leashed the dogs for the walk to the park.

“No, he was fine.” I had both dogs sleep in the bedroom with me without their cages. Neither one seemed to miss being caged in the least.

“Did Pepper behave?” she asked.

“It was fine, Bettie,” I said with a hint of exasperation at her continued questioning. “What’s the real problem this morning?” Whenever Bettie has something on her mind, I’ve noticed, she asks inane questions. Incessantly.

“I’m just nervous about going out,” she said, surprising me.

“Why? We went out all the time in the Bahamas.”

“That was different,” she said in a soft voice. “We might run into people we know here.”

“So? Do I embarrass you, Bettie?” I wasn’t being serious but I was a little confused. She almost cried.

“What? No! Not at all, Oliver. That’s not what I meant.” She was on the verge of losing it.

“Then what did you mean?”

She looked around. “This is all so new the four of us. I’m not sure how to act around you when we’re out in public.”

“Really?” I smiled. “Are you a little agoraphobic, Betts?”

She sighed. “I think…maybe.”

“You don’t have a problem with the park, though,” I said as we left the bedroom. We waved to Marcella and Jackie as we walked the dogs out the front door to the apartment.

“Nobody is looking at me at the park. They’re all focused on the dogs.” She smiled weakly at me and I had to laugh.

“So you don’t like to be the center of attention?”

She looked at me like I was nuts. “Who does?”

I laughed again. “Okay, fair enough. But why does it bother you?” I pressed the button for the elevator and the door opened immediately.

“I have no idea. I’ve never liked it. When I was in second or third grade, I was supposed to be in a school play. Just one line, that’s all I had. I made myself sick the day we were supposed to perform and they had to get someone to fill in for me at the last minute. My teacher was not amused.” She laughed, genuinely, this time. “I never got any better about being looked at.”

“Maybe that’s why we got together,” I suggested.

“Oh, I think that was a big part of it,” she said as we walked out of the building. The sun was up but the air was still chilly. I offered Bettie my jacket which she took with a nod and a grateful smile. “I doubt we would have ever met otherwise.”

“Do you not have any friends other than Marcella and Jackie?”

She gave me a sheepish look. “No, not really.”

“Would you like that to change?”

She didn’t respond right away. Finally, she said, “I don’t know. Maybe. How would that happen?”

“I know how to make friends, Betts. I’ll teach you.”

“Really?” She looked away. “What if I embarrass you?”

“How could you do anything to embarrass me, Bettie? You’re a peach.” I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. She put her head on my shoulder and I was on top of the world.

“Any luck?” I asked Marcella when we got back to the apartment. She looked at me and shook her head.

“They almost laughed at me when I asked if they had anything this morning,” she said with a sad smile.

“I think we should just go over and see who’s in charge,” Jackie said. Both of them were dressed so they clearly expected to go somewhere. I didn’t make a fuss about them being dressed in the apartment but made a mental note to discuss the infraction later.

“Let me get changed and we’ll do that,” Bettie said as she unleashed the dogs. I wasn’t planning on changing so I let my wife do her thing. But I asked Jackie what she had in mind when we got to the hottest brunch spot in town on a Sunday morning with no reservation.

She gave me a sly smile. “Well, it all depends. If the hostess is straight, we hand her a Benjamin, if she’s gay we flirt with her, and if she’s a host instead of a hostess, we flirt even harder. I think one of them will work.”

“And if it doesn’t?” I asked with a raised eyebrow. She seemed to understand where I was going with my question.

“Well, I guess I get punished again.” She didn’t look all that unhappy at the prospect.

“What’s the punishment for failing to follow through on your instructions, Oliver?” Marcella asked with a slight smirk.

“I’ll have to give it some thought,” I said as I eyed Jackie. “Unless you’d like to make a suggestion, Marcella,” I added as an afterthought. Jackie’s eyes went wide but she said nothing.

“I get to decide?” Marcella asked, suddenly looking as pleased as a cat with a canary in her sites. She turned to Jackie and wrapped her arms around her neck. Jackie still looked dejected but put her hands on her wife’s hips. “What would you like, Jacks?” she whispered.

“It’s not up to me,” Jackie said quietly. “Is it, Oliver?”

“No, it’s not,” I said with a scowl as I looked at Marcella. Bettie emerged from the bedroom in a plain white dress that looked great on her as she announced she was ready to go.

“Shall we?” I said as I offered her my arm. She took it and then we all filed out the door. “I’ll drive,” I said when the elevator door opened immediately. “I meant the car,” I added and all three of them chuckled.

I just smiled and said no more.
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We arrived at the restaurant in short order as traffic was light. I dropped the girls off and drove to a nearby garage to park. I figured giving them a few minutes alone with the hostess to get us a table would be the best way to go. After I parked and walked to the restaurant, I was surprised to see them from the street already seated. They all saw me through the window and smiled. Bettie even waved.

Inside, I told the hostess, a very attractive woman who looked like she took shit from nobody, that I was with the party already seated by the front window. I watched her reaction closely but she didn’t give anything away, so I just walked to our table and sat down. Jackie turned to me to explain.

“As soon as I saw her I knew we’d have no trouble being seated immediately,” Jackie said with an attitude that surprised me. I said nothing but just raised my eyebrows for her to explain, which she did with a smirk. “She’s gay as fuck.”

“How can you tell?” I asked.

She gave me a doleful stare. “My gaydar is foolproof, Oliver,” she said. “Right, Chella?”

Marcella smiled broadly and nodded. “For sure,” she added.

I glanced at Bettie. “Did you know that?” I was wondering suddenly if Jackie knew all along that Bettie had a thing for both of her roommates.

“I had a sneaking suspicion,” Bettie said with a shy smile. She even blushed. But I still wanted the story on the hostess so I filed that tidbit away for later. I turned back to Jackie.

“Go on,” I said simply.

“Not much to tell, really. As soon as I saw her, I draped my arm across Marcella’s shoulders to make it more than obvious what we were all about, then I kissed her.”

“The hostess?” I asked, inanely I realized after the fact. I was still getting used to the dynamics of the lesbian world I knew so little about.

Jackie laughed at me but not unkindly. “No, I kissed my wife. I didn’t want to assume the hostess could figure us out under pressure, so I wanted to make it completely obvious.”

“It was really impressive,” Bettie added with a look of admiration at Jackie. “You should have seen it, Oliver.”

I was confused. “In what way?”

“As I was saying,” Jackie said with a little shade thrown at Bettie who ducked her head as if she’d been chastised, which she had been. “After I kissed Marcella, I leaned in and whispered that we’d love to get to know Danielle the hostess better as I pressed a hundred dollar bill into her hand. As soon as she took it I knew we were good.”

I’ve worked in the restaurant industry for years and I know how most high-end establishments always keep a table or two in reserve for unexpected situations, like a good customer showing up unannounced on a crowded night. But I was surprised that they had such a desirable table ready and waiting for someone they didn’t know. At least, I assumed they didn’t know us, or Jackie. “Have you been here before?”

“No, never,” she said quickly. “It’s not my kind of place.”

That was another tidbit I filed for later discussion. “So you don’t know, uh, Danielle?”

“Never saw her before,” Jackie confirmed. She glanced at Marcella and they exchanged a look. “Isn’t that right, babe?”

“You have to understand, Oliver,” Marcella said as if Jackie handed her the baton in a relay race. “When Jackie wants something, it’s rare that she doesn’t get what she wants.”

“Really?” I asked, not so much asking as just confirming. “So, you’ve done this before?” I asked Jackie. She smiled and waved her hand like it was nothing.

“All the time,” she said at last.

“Because you can?” I wanted to make sure I was getting it.

“Exactly.”

“Does that mean we’ll be seeing…?” I hesitated, not remembering the hostess’s name.

“Danielle,” Marcella prompted, helpfully.

“We’ll be seeing Danielle at some point?”

“If you’d like,” Jackie said with a bit of a smirk. “Would you like to get to know her, Oliver?”

That question rocked me back in my chair. “Wait, what?”

Jackie sighed. “I don’t know that she’s bi, but there’s a chance. And if she is, we can always have her over to meet you if that’s what you want.” She stared at me without smiling. I was blown away.

“Seriously?” I asked at last.

“Why not?” Jackie turned to Bettie. “You wouldn’t have a problem with that, would you, Betts?”

Suddenly, Bettie looked quite uncomfortable. “Me? No, not at all,” she said in a tone that had little to no conviction in it.

“Bettie,” I said softly. “You don’t have to say yes.”

She looked at me, her eyes welling with tears for the first time in a while. “I know,” she whispered. “But if that’s what you want, Oliver…” She still sounded less than sure of herself.

“We’ll talk about it later,” I said firmly to my wife. “I’d like to get back to you and Marcella,” I said to Jackie. She gave me a look that asked, ‘What do you want to know?’

“Jacks,” Marcella said softly. Jackie turned to look at her.

“What?” she asked in a defiant tone.

“Go easy, girl,” Marcelle said.

“I think we need to be totally honest here,” Jackie said. “Don’t you, Oliver?”

“Absolutely.” I nodded. “Which means what, exactly?”

Our server, an attractive brunette who wasn’t great at reading the mood of the table picked that moment to ask if we were ready to order. I told her we needed a few minutes and she backed away.

“Go on,” I said to Jackie once the server was out of earshot.

“I’m sure you remember what happened at the party when we first met,” she began. Months earlier, when Bettie and I first reconnected after losing touch for a few years, I invited all three of them to my old apartment for an impromptu party so I could see Bettie. Marcella and Jackie not only came but picked up and fucked two of my roommates at the time.

“Of course,” I said. “I was, uh, surprised.”

“I’ll bet,” Jackie said with all kinds of attitude. “Well, that’s not something we limit to guys, Oliver. We’ve probably picked up more women than men over the years. A lot more, right babe?” she said to Marcella who smiled and nodded.

“Did you know about this?” I asked Bettie who looked like a deer in the headlights. She just shook her head.

Marcella gave Jackie a look and the blonde nodded at her brown-haired wife. Then Marcella took up the story.

“We always kept our sex lives away from Bettie’s apartment, Oliver. We didn’t want her to feel uncomfortable.” I glanced at Bettie and she looked even more shocked. And a little hurt. I reached over and squeezed her hand.

Marcella went on. “It was pretty obvious to us that Bettie was, if not in love exactly, then she was at least interested in one or both of us. We didn’t want to risk hurting her feelings so we never brought anyone home with us.”

“Where did you go?” Bettie asked in a tone that almost broke my heart.

“Either to their place or a hotel,” Marcella said gently. “In hindsight, I wish we’d just been less discrete.”

“More honest would be a better way to put it,” Jackie said to Bettie. “I’m really sorry we weren’t honest with you, Betts. We wasted a hell of a lot of time, didn’t we?” She smiled and Bettie smiled back at her. But I could see Bettie was hurting.

“So what does this mean going forward?” I asked, more than a bit confused as to where we stood.

More looks were traded by Jackie and Marcella. The brunette continued talking to me. “You’ve got to understand, Oliver. When Jackie sets her sights on someone, and if I’m around to sweeten the deal, so to speak, there’s almost no way anyone says no to her. It’s kind of a hot-girl superpower.”

“But we never use it for evil,” Jackie said with a smirk. I couldn’t tell if she was being sarcastic or serious.

“Meaning…?” I asked.

“Married people, present company excluded, are strictly off-limits,” Marcella continued. Then she turned to Jackie. “Although, there was that one guy in Tulum…” She smiled and Jackie rolled her eyes.

“That bitch had it coming,” Jackie almost spat the words. I looked with wide eyes at Bettie who mirrored my surprise.

I gathered myself to finish the conversation and move on to lighter subjects. “But if I understand you two, you’re saying that you’d be willing to bring Danielle to the apartment for…” I just let the thought hang in the air.

“Oh, you can count on it, Oliver,” Jackie said with that hot-girl attitude I was beginning to think of it as. “If that’s what you want.”

“Let me think about it,” I offered as I held my hand up to signal our server we were ready to order.

Brunch was delicious and fun and it seemed to go on forever. But as we were finishing our coffee the restaurant was still full and there were people waiting for tables. I made a comment about freeing up the table, seeing as we didn’t deserve to be there in the first place when Jackie gave me a look. At first, I thought she was taking issue with my comment about commandeering the table without a reservation but she quickly enlightened me.

“You said something back at the apartment about public displays of affection, Oliver,” she said with a wicked smile. “We’ve been sorely lacking in that department, haven’t we, ladies?”

Marcella nodded at the aisle behind Jackie and whispered, “And here comes Danielle.” The hostess was making her way through the restaurant to seat another party.

“Perfect,” Jackie said with a smile as she stood up. “Ladies, anyone care to join me as I powder my nose?” She walked around the table to where I was sitting and offered me her hand. I stood up to take it and she pulled me to her for a kiss. Not just a quick peck on the cheek or even on my mouth but a full, deep, passionate kiss that left no doubt about the true nature of our relationship. I was surprised, a little overwhelmed, somewhat embarrassed, and bursting with pride that the most beautiful woman in the restaurant was kissing me so ostentatiously.

Then Marcella stood up and did the same thing as Jackie almost handed me over to her so she could kiss me just as deeply. Finally, after Marcella let me come up for air, the two of them looked at Bettie with obvious expectations for her to follow suit, which she did after a slight hesitation that struck me as endearing as hell.

Best of all, when Bettie finished kissing me and the three women in my life turned to walk toward the ladies' room, there was Danielle, the hostess, staring at me.

It was a moment for the ages.

I stared at Danielle for a few seconds before she raised her eyebrow and turned away to go back to the front of the restaurant. I took my seat to wait for my women to finish up in the ladies’ room. As I sat down, the guy at the table next to me leaned over and cleared his throat.

“Are they all with you?” he asked as his wife looked on in horror. I smiled and nodded. “Way to go, pal.” The wife had enough of that comment and shushed him. He turned to look at her and raised his hands, palms up, followed by “What?”

I smiled and signaled to our server that I was ready to get the check.
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When the four of us got back to the apartment, Bettie looked a little worse for wear. I asked her if she needed a minute but she just gave me a look.

“What?” I said, feeling a lot like the guy at the restaurant.

“I didn’t want to say anything in the car,” she began with her voice low so the others wouldn’t hear. “But Jackie talked to Danielle while you were getting the car.”

We were in our bedroom at that point while Marcella and Jackie were in theirs. By consensus agreement, we decided that it made more sense for each of them to strip off their clothes in their bedroom where they could hang them up instead of by the front door of the apartment. I kind of liked the way it looked as they disrobed first thing after they came through the door but I didn’t put up a fuss when Marcella suggested the change, especially with how readily Jackie and Bettie agreed with her. I felt like they had perhaps colluded on the scheme but I decided not to make a big deal out of it.

“Did you hear what Jackie said to her?” I asked as I watched Bettie remove her dress. She wore a bra and panties underneath her sundress and I thought for a moment about outlawing underwear for the women but decided to give it more thought before saying anything. I was still getting used to the whole ‘I’m in charge’ thing and I needed a lot more work to get the hang of it.

But there was no rush, I decided as I smiled to myself.

“I didn’t,” Bettie said. “But I got the impression she was testing the waters about what we talked about at brunch.”

“And you think we need to discuss that?” I offered.

“Don’t you?” She looked at me for a second before she recoiled, dismayed. “I mean, if you think so, Oliver.”

“Bettie,” I said in a calm but somewhat stern voice. “Don’t feel like you have to walk on eggshells with me, okay?” She smiled shyly and nodded. I’m pretty sure she blushed, too. I put my arm around her naked shoulder, pulled her close, and kissed the top of her head. She sighed as I did so, which I found adorable.

We walked out of the bedroom into the living room to find Jackie and Marcella sitting in their usual positions on the sofa. “What’s this?” I asked.

“Family meeting,” Jackie said with authority. Then she added, “If that’s okay with you, Oliver.”

“It’s fine,” I said with a look at Bettie who smiled again. And blushed again. “What’s on your minds?”

“We should talk about the situation with Danielle and how we’re going to handle things like that going forward,” Jackie said, a little less authoritatively but not by much. This time, however, she didn’t hedge. “We should have a plan.”

“A plan for what?” I asked, being intentionally obtuse. It was fun. Especially when Jackie rolled her eyes.

“He’s putting you on, Jacks,” Marcella said with a half-smile.

“I know that,” Jackie said a little too harshly.

“Okay, what’s on your minds?” I asked with some frustration showing.

“We have a very unique situation here,” Jackie said. “We need to be careful who we invite in, even for a quick and limited visit.”

“So, a one-night stand?” Bettie asked innocently.

“If you want to call it that,” Jackie sniffed.

“We should call it like it is,” I said in my most in-charge voice. “No beating around the bush.”

Jackie nodded. “Fair enough. So, we should be careful even if we’re just contemplating a one-night stand. Is that what we’re contemplating with Danielle?” She looked at Marcella and then at Bettie. Finally, her eyes settled on me.

“I’ve never been much interested in those,” I said softly.

“Me neither,” Bettie added. She looked around at the others. Marcella shot Jackie a look.

“We’ve been doing them for years,” Marcella said to me, mostly. “I guess it’s not very nice but we had fun. I think having Danielle over would be a lot of fun.” She seemed unsure of herself, which for Marcella was pretty unusual.

“I do, too,” Jackie said. “I’m not sure I want to stop doing that sort of thing,” she said, also with a bit of uncertainty in her tone. “Of course, it’s up to you, Oliver.”

“You could do what you used to do,” Bettie volunteered. “Before we…” She stopped and looked around. “Before…” She stopped again. She blushed and looked down.

“It’s okay, Bettie,” I told her and she nodded but didn’t look up. I could see that between the four of us, Bettie was the one who would need to be treated most carefully. I sighed and leaned back in my chair. I looked at Jackie and saw that she was looking at me. She shook her head.

“Betts,” she began. “If you’d rather we didn’t…” Bettie shook her head without looking up or saying anything.

“Maybe we should bring Bettie with us,” Marcella offered. “Would that work?” she asked no one in particular.

Bettie looked up in horror. “No, I couldn’t,” she said quickly. “I couldn’t.”

“Why not?” Jackie asked, mostly directed at me. I shook my head.

“If Bettie doesn’t want to, then I’m not going to force her to.” I folded my arms over my chest. Jackie got the message.

“Okay, never mind,” she added, but with a pissed-off tone.

I stared at Jackie. “Are you trying to get your ass beat again?” I asked in a too-calm voice that really got her attention. She bowed her head and shook it. I was a little surprised at how quickly she folded. And how good I felt about it.

Which emboldened me. “Okay, cards on the table,” I said to all of them in a voice that got their attention. “Who wants to invite Danielle over? Show of hands.” I raised mine and all three of them followed suit. “How did you leave it with her, Jackie?”

She gave me a surprised look. “What do you mean?”

“Bettie told me you talked to her while I was getting the car,” I said, which prompted Jackie to give Bettie a look as if she’d betrayed a confidence. Which pissed me off.

“Okay, I think I need a wooden spoon, Marcella,” I said in a very low voice. Everyone looked at me with alarm in their expressions but none as much as Jackie. She started to say something and I just held up my hand. “I’ve made up my mind.” I looked at Marcella who was staring at Jackie with a look on her face that was hard to read. I couldn’t tell if she was upset or excited.

“Oliver,” Bettie said softly. “Please don’t.”

“Am I in charge or not?” I asked her. She looked down but said nothing.

“I’ll get the spoon,” Jackie said. “He’s right, I was being a bitch. I need to stop doing that.” I watched as she walked to the kitchen and couldn’t help but notice the bruises on her butt from the beating I gave her last night. I decided then and there to suspend her sentence. But I let her retrieve the spoon so she had time to think about it as if it was going to happen.

I remained silent until she returned to the living room with the spoon and climbed face down onto my lap, her bruised butt cheeks exposed and vulnerable. I caressed them gently and she moaned under my hand.

“I’m going to suspend your sentence pending good behavior,” I said at last. “I want you to fully heal before you get punished again. And before we invite Danielle over.” She looked back at me and nodded solemnly.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“Now,” I went on. “Let’s work something out to get Danielle over here.”

We decided to have Jackie and Marcella go back to the restaurant near the end of the brunch to talk to Danielle and see if she wanted to come to the apartment if only just to talk. We further decided to be open and honest with her once we got a feel for how interested she might be in being with us.

With all of us.

“I can’t believe how nervous I am,” Bettie said to me as we waited in the living room. I’d allowed Bettie to get dressed – having her sitting naked in the living room when Danielle arrived just seemed too aggressive, and weird – and she put the same clothes on that she’d worn to brunch. “And it feels strange being dressed, if you can believe it.” She looked at me and smiled shyly.

“You look great, though,” I told her and I meant it. Bettie has come into her own since we got married. She seemed happier and more confident, putting aside our session after lunch. I haven’t pressed her about it and doing so just before Jackie and Marcella arrived, hopefully with Danielle in tow seemed like precisely the wrong time to do it so I kept quiet. But I was going to ask her about it soon enough.

“You look good, too,” Bettie said to me and I thought I heard a bit of doubt in her voice.

“Are you okay with this, Bettie? Now that the others aren’t here, were you being completely honest with us?”

She stared at me for a long moment. “Yes, I am okay with it, really. I like watching you with Jackie and Marcella and the thought of you making love to Danielle is really exciting. I’m looking forward to it, if she’s interested.”

“And you’re not just saying that because it’s what I want, Betts?” I asked with a gentle smile. “I know it’s a fine line, after all.”

“I know that too and I’ve thought about it but I don’t think that’s what’s going on here. I want you to be happy, Oliver, and if that means you get to fuck other women, I’m cool with it. I really am. I guess sharing you with Jackie and Marcella has prepped me for the idea but I’m okay with it.” She smiled at me. “I almost feel like I’m giving you the gift of my approval and that feels wonderful.”

I studied her closely in a futile attempt to read her mind but she looked completely sincere so I decided to take her word for it when my phone dinged with an incoming text. I looked at the screen and told Bettie that Danielle was indeed coming over. I watched her react to the news and she still seemed genuinely pleased. I tried to ignore the fact that she was doing exactly what I wanted her to do and that I might have been kidding myself.

We sat in silence for the time it took for Jackie and Marcella to make the trip back to the apartment with Danielle in tow. When we heard the key in the lock I glanced at Bettie and cocked an eyebrow.

“It’s now or never, Betts,” I said softly. She smiled brightly and stood up to greet our guest. I remained seated for a second before I decided it would be rude not to join her in the foyer.

When the door opened, I heard Jackie’s voice and then Marcella’s as they both warned Danielle that Bettie and I were both home. Danielle didn’t say anything as she walked first through the door and confronted us.

She looked amazing.

“Hi, I’m Danielle,” she said as she reached to shake my hand and then Bettie’s. She was wearing the same black dress she wore at the restaurant but for some reason, it looked even better on her in our apartment. Her hair was blonde but darker than Jackie’s, more of a honey blond as opposed to Jackie’s brighter, almost platinum blond hair. It hung past her shoulders, something I love on older women who aren’t afraid to wear their hair longer than usual. Up close, I could tell that she was probably about the same age as the three older women I was already living with. What is it about me and older women, I thought as I drank Danielle in.

“Come in, please,” Bettie said, bailing me out as I was staring without speaking and coming close to making a fool of myself.

“This is an amazing place you have,” Danielle said as she stepped further into the apartment and looked around. Jackie and Marcella followed her in and we all made our way into the living room.

“Thanks,” Bettie said. “We really like it.” She looked at me as if to ask permission to say that the apartment had been hers alone until we got married a few weeks ago. I nodded for her to explain but she just shook her head and cocked an eyebrow. I shrugged.

“So,” Jackie said as we took our usual seats in the living room. “Before we take you on a full tour of the place, we thought we’d tell you about what we’re all doing here.” She looked at me, almost as if she wanted my permission to continue talking which I gave her with a slight nod.

“Yeah,” Danielle said. “I got the sense at brunch that you’ve got a, uh, unique situation going.” She looked at me and smiled tentatively. I just smiled back at her. I decided to let the girls do most of the talking.

“That we do,” Jackie continued. “And we’ll get into our details in a moment but tell us more about you first.” I smiled to myself at the way Jackie just took charge of the situation.

“So, is this like a job interview or something?” Danielle asked pointedly. She struck just the right tone between being almost offended and making light of Jackie’s directness. I was impressed. Again.

“No, not really,” Jackie said in a bit of a retraction. “But in a way, I guess it is. Does that bother you?”

“No, not really,” Danielle admitted. “It’s just a little unorthodox, I guess.”

“Yeah, sorry about that,” Jackie said surprising me. Again.

“No worries,” Danielle said. “So, I’m single right now and I have been for a few months. I broke up with my last girlfriend, or she broke up with me, I should say, around Christmas. Which sucked, as you can imagine.” She smiled but there was no warmth in it.

“Yeah, what’s up with that?” Marcella said with a lilt that lightened the mood. Everyone smiled.

“It wasn’t that bad. We’d been getting on each other’s nerves for a while but I didn’t have the guts to see things for what they were, which isn’t like me. She did us both a favor.”

“What was the problem?” Bettie asked in a tiny voice. Danielle looked at her for a second and I noticed a fleeting expression that I found puzzling.

“Sorry,” Danielle said as if she’d read my thoughts. “I’m just having a little trouble getting used to there being so many of you.” She smiled and it was charmingly self-deprecating. “I feel like I’m in over my head, to be honest.”

Jackie gave me a look and said, “We get that. We had to get used to it, as well.” She glanced at Marcella. “We still are,” she added.

“Word,” Marcella said with a warm smile. Danielle laughed.

“Well, I’m glad it’s not just me. Anyway, we were just done, more than anything in particular. Things that hadn’t been an issue were suddenly an issue, like my tendency to be a bit of a control freak and her lack of concern for the mess she made. But it wasn’t just that. We weren’t on the same page with some pretty important shit that I’d rather not get into right now.”

“That’s fair,” Jackie said. “We don’t need to pry too deeply.”

“Not yet,” I said, finally seeing my opportunity to jump into the conversation in a meaningful way. Everyone turned to look at me but nobody said anything. I tried to look like I knew what I was about and I have to be honest, I’m not sure I pulled it off.

After a long, awkward silence, Danielle cleared her throat and went on. “So, we parted on decent terms but I haven’t seen her since I moved out and I don’t miss her, which I find kind of sad. I thought I would but I don’t.”

“How long were you together?” Marcella asked.

“Five years, give or take,” Danielle said with a sigh. “I’m getting too old to waste that kind of time anymore,” she seemed to say almost to herself.

“I have a question,” I said into the void that followed. “How long has it been since you were with a guy?”

She looked at me. “You don’t pull any punches, do you?” I shook my head but said nothing. “I was married to a guy once if that’s of any interest to you.” She looked around the room. “We got married a few years out of college where we met.”

“Do you have any children?” Bettie asked, surprising me again.

“No, that was a big part of the problem between us,” Danielle said in a flat tone.

“Which way?” I asked.

“He didn’t want any and I did,” she answered, which surprised me. Again.

“But you still don’t have any?” I asked.

“No, I don’t.” She didn’t explain and no one seemed to want to press her on it at that point. Which made sense to me.

It also felt like a good time to change gears, something Jackie picked up on.

“So, enough about you, Danielle,” she said with a look at Marcella. “By the way, would you mind if we call you Dani?”

Oy, I thought to myself.
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“If you like,” Danielle, now Dani, said with just a hint of annoyance in her tone. “Can I ask why?”

“No reason,” Jackie went on.

“That’s fine,” Dani said with a smirk thrown my way. I decided to take the baton from Jackie.

“What questions do you have for us, Dani?” I said while I ignored the daggers Jackie was throwing my way.

“Just a few dozen or so,” she said with a smile. Killer smile, by the way. Absolutely killer. “What do you all do for a living?”

I looked at Bettie. “We’re all pretty much retired now,” I said with a slight hesitation. I wasn’t sure how much we wanted to divulge right away but I decided the girls would leave it up to me and I wanted to be completely transparent with Dani. Which I found somewhat surprising because I wanted to fuck her and being totally honest might not be the best way to make that happen. I still fell into the default mode of thinking ‘What do I need to say to get this woman into my bed?’ even when it wasn’t necessary. Not in the sense that she might go for the truth, just that with three beautiful women already at my disposal sexually, I didn’t need to jump through hoops just to land a fourth.

She was gorgeous, though. Seriously, strikingly gorgeous.

“Retired?” she repeated without trying to hide her shock. “At your ages?”

“That’s all Bettie’s doing, really,” I went on. “She’s a financial genius, apparently.”

“So, she’s bankrolling this whole endeavor?” Dani asked with a look at Bettie. “Really?”

“I’ve been quite fortunate,” Bettie said in that self-deprecating mood she slips into so easily.

“This is her apartment,” Marcella chimed in.

“It was her apartment,” Jackie corrected her, pointedly. “We’re all on the deed as of a few weeks ago.”

I saw where this was going and wondered how Dani was going to take it. I decided to sit back and let her drive the conversation to see what she would do with it.

“So, this is a very new arrangement for y’all?” she asked.

“Quite new,” Bettie said. “But we’re fully committed. Legally, as well.”

“Legally?” Dani asked.

“We got married a few weeks ago. We just got back from our honeymoon,” Jackie said. Marcella nodded, as did Bettie. I just watched Dani.

“Really? And now you’re trying to do whatever it is we’re doing here?” She turned to me. “What are we doing here, Oliver?” she asked in a very serious voice without smiling.

“We’re living our lives, Danielle,” I said without looking away from her. She noticed my reverting back to her full name but said nothing. “When we saw you at brunch, and when you talked to Jackie, she said she was interested in pursuing something with you. We came home and discussed it which led to an invitation for you to come talk. Which is what we’re doing, Danielle. Talking.”

“Just talking? No hidden agendas?” She looked around the room.

“Well, I for one would love to fuck you, Danielle,” Jackie said with a casual tone that was priceless. “Marcella, too. Right, Chella?”

“Most definitely,” Marcella said without smiling, which was almost unheard of for our tall Spaniard.

“And what about you and Bettie, Oliver?” Danielle asked. “What’s your interest, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Not at all,” I said before I turned to Bettie. She looked like the proverbial deer in the headlights. “Bettie, how do you feel about Danielle?”

She looked around as if she was suddenly on trial for her life. Then she got control and looked at me. I just smiled and nodded for her to say what was on her mind.

“This is all very new for me, Danielle. I’ve lived with Marcella and Jackie for several years but we’ve only just become intimate. I really had no idea that they were so, uh, aggressive, sexually, with other women. I knew about their interest in men but not other women.

“As for my interest in you,” Bettie went on, “I’m kind of on the fence right now. You are a very attractive woman but…” She hesitated and looked at me. I shook my head slightly. She swallowed. “I’m just on the fence right now, Danielle. I’ll just leave it at that.”

Danielle turned to look at me. “And you, Oliver? Where are you in all of this?”

I kept my eyes on Danielle. I drank her in, in all her beauty, which kind of astounded me. Not that she was beautiful – there are countless beautiful women in this town. No, what surprised me the most was how much I wanted Danielle. I didn’t just want her sexually, I wanted her emotionally. I wanted to bring her into our little family, my little family, in every sense of the word. I wanted her so badly I was shocked by the depths of my desire to have her.

But I wanted to get her on my terms, in my way. I wanted, for the first time in my life, really, to be brash. Bold. Aggressive. I have no idea what came over me. I knew beyond all doubt in that moment that I wanted to make Danielle mine but in a way that I’d never wanted before. Maybe I was finally getting the hang of being dominant in my dealings with women. Maybe this was precisely the wrong time to get all bulled up about how I was going to make it happen, but I knew I had to try. If it didn’t work, I’d be disappointed but not devastated. And I would learn from my mistakes. I knew that in order to learn from a mistake you had to risk making one, so I did.

“I want you, Danielle,” I began simply. “I want you to be a part of what we have here, the four of us. But I want you to understand what it means to join us so there’s no confusion on your part about what you’d be getting yourself into.”

I had kept my eyes locked with Danielle’s while I spoke but when I was finished, I looked around at the others. Bettie was still looking dazed and confused and Marcella looked almost the same as Bettie. Only Jackie looked at me with anything resembling concern, or doubt, or, perhaps, defiance. She opened her mouth to speak but then closed it. I hadn’t reacted at all.

I turned back to Danielle. “Would you like me to show you what I’m talking about?”

She looked skeptical but intrigued. She nodded. I turned to Bettie and cocked an eyebrow. She just stared at me for a long moment before what I wanted became clear to her. Her eyebrows rose and her mouth opened but she said nothing. She stood up and kept her eyes on mine. I nodded almost imperceptibly but she understood. She reached for the top button on her dress.

Marcella gasped softly. I kept my eyes on Bettie as she undid her dress and let it slip from her shoulders. She kept her eyes locked with mine as she seemed to pause to see if I approved and if I expected her to continue to undress. I didn’t move. Finally, she nodded and reached behind her back to undo her bra. She let it slide off her shoulders as well and then she pulled her panties to the floor and stepped out of them.

Bettie was standing in front of a chair to my left and to everyone else’s right. Danielle had remained silent as Bettie disrobed and I saw no change in her expression by the time Bettie was naked. But Bettie was more or less facing her, which meant she couldn’t see the bruises on her behind.

“Turn around and show her,” I said softly. Bettie looked as if she might cry but she turned slowly until Danielle gasped. She said nothing. I said nothing. Our eyes met but I saw nothing in her expression that put me off my plan.

I turned to Marcella. She looked at me and nodded, then she stood up and followed Bettie’s lead. By the time she turned to show Danielle her bruises, I wasn’t surprised that our visitor did not react to what she saw. Nor did she react when Jackie followed suit.

“I think I’m going to need an explanation,” Danielle said softly.

“We’re not done yet,” I said softly. I glanced at Marcella and Jackie. “Would you two go get Bettie’s cage?” They both stared at me for a beat before they walked off toward our bedroom.

“Seriously?” Danielle asked with a bit of an attitude.

“I want you to have the full picture, Danielle,” I replied. She didn’t blink, or turn away, or say another word.

Finally, she said, “What makes you think…?” I held up my hand.

“Just wait,” I ordered her. She waited. She didn’t look happy about it but she did as she was told.

I sensed more than heard Jackie and Marcella as they emerged from the bedroom with Bettie’s cage. I had to smile to myself that I referred to it as Jackie’s cage even though she’d only slept in it once and Laddie had slept inside it for months. No one corrected me, either. Good, I thought.

“Where do you want it?” Jackie asked which struck me as a little silly. Where else would I want it other than right there in the middle of the living room? But then I realized that she was deferring to me for Danielle’s benefit. When I caught her eye, she arched her eyebrow so slightly that I almost missed it. But I didn’t.

“There is fine,” I said with a wave at the empty space next to Bettie’s chair. She stood up as the others put the cage down. I stood up as well and walked over to the cage to open the door. I held it open and looked at Bettie but said nothing. I didn’t have to – she knelt in front of the open cage and slowly crawled inside. When I closed and latched the door, she moaned slightly, just as she had the night before. I motioned for Jackie and Marcella to sit in their original seats.

The three of us waited for Danielle to formulate her questions of which I knew she had many but I didn’t want to rush her. She would ask them in her own time. We sat in silence for several seconds. I was surprised I didn’t feel more tense than I felt. I just waited.

“I guess I just have one question to begin with,” Danielle said at last. “Why?”

“Why what?” I asked, knowing I was being kind of an ass about it but it felt right to me.

“Why is Bettie in a cage, Oliver? What’s the point of it?”

“I’m not sure,” I said honestly. “Why don’t we ask her?” I looked at Bettie. She was staring at me. “Why are you in that cage, Betts?”

“Because you want me in here, Oliver,” she said in a soft voice.

“Is that the only reason?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said.

“You don’t want to be in there, do you, Bettie?” Danielle asked gently.

“No, I don’t. It’s uncomfortable.”

“Then why don’t you get out?” Danielle persisted.

“Because Oliver wants me in here.”

“And you do what Oliver wants you to do?” Danielle asked with a look at me.

“Yes,” she whispered, almost embarrassed.

“I think I’ve seen enough,” Danielle said as she stood up. “I don’t know what this is, but I want no part of it.” She hefted the strap of her handbag on her shoulder and turned to walk toward the front door. “Thanks for nothing,” she said to Jackie.

I watched as she stormed out. I felt pretty damn foolish and one look at Jackie made me feel even worse. She just shook her head at me.

Marcella stood up. “We don’t need her,” she said as she looked at me. “I think you were great, Oliver. Perfect, in fact.”

“Why do you say that?” I asked, totally perplexed.

“Yeah, I want to hear this,” Jackie said with a pissed-off tone.

Marcella turned to face her. “Because she’ll be back, that’s why. And when she comes back to us, it’ll be with a very clear understanding of what we’re doing here.”

“What are we doing here?” I asked.

Marcella looked at me, her expression full of what I can only describe as admiration. “I’m not exactly sure, but all I know is that I fucking love it.”
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“What the fuck are you talking about?” Jackie almost screamed at Marcella.

Marcella looked at her. “I can’t explain it, Jacks. I can’t. But god, it makes me so wet, what Oliver just did. He threw down with her, didn’t you see?” She shook her head. “He basically said, this is who we are and if you can handle it, great, and if you can’t, then get the fuck out of here. It was fucking awesome, Jackie. It was.”

“I thought it was idiotic,” Jackie said, her voice dripping with contempt. For me. “And look at what happened, Marcella. She left. She wants nothing to do with us.” She was screaming again by the time she finished. I stood up and she turned to face me.

“Oh, so what are you going to do, Oliver? Are you going to beat my ass again? Is that it? Is that how we’re going to do this?” She was red with anger and practically spitting her words at me. I was shocked at the level of her rage.

“Maybe I overstepped,” I admitted in a measured tone. I didn’t want to beat her again – that was the last thing I wanted to do. I was hoping my being subdued would calm her down, if only just a little bit.

It seemed to work. “Ya think?” she said in a calmer but sarcastic tone. “Fucking hell, Oliver. Fucking hell.” At least she wasn’t screaming anymore.

“Can I come out?” Bettie asked and I felt my face flush. I rushed to open her cage and she crawled out. “I’m with Marcella on this, if anyone is interested,” she said when she sat in her usual seat. I raised my eyebrows. Jackie almost exploded again, but a look from me seemed to have an effect on her. She smoldered but didn’t react other than looking pissed as hell.

“Go on,” I said to Bettie.

“Well,” she said as she slipped back into her usual self-deprecating tone. “I’m not saying I know anything you understand…” she began and I decided to jump in.

“Just tell us what you think, Betts,” I said gently.

She looked at me and nodded. “I think Marcella is right, mostly. Oliver put it all out there for her to see. It didn’t land well, obviously, but I don’t think we’ve seen the last of Danielle. I think if we approach her again, maybe go to brunch next week or the week after, we can let her know without being too aggressive, that we’re still interested. I think she’ll be intrigued.”

Jackie snorted. “I think you’re all delusional,” she muttered, more to herself than any of us.

“Or,” I began. “Marcella can go and feel her out. See if we burned our bridge or if there’s still hope.” I looked around. “Obviously, I rushed things. Let’s go slow and see what happens.”

I got nods of agreement from Marcella and Bettie and a cold stare from Jackie. But finally, she sighed and leaned back in her chair.

“I guess we don’t have much of a choice, do we?”

I took it as a win.

After setting aside the distraction that Danielle turned out to be, we all settled into living our new lives. Without discussing what had gone down, we modified our expectations and no one seemed to have a problem with the way things were.

Gone were the nights spent in the dog cages and paddling their behinds with the wooden spoon. I didn’t bring any of it up and they didn’t either, not that I expected them to. We just pretended it didn’t happen.

The girls stayed naked in the apartment, though. That new aspect of our lives was gratifying to me because I didn’t say anything about it but they just kept up the routine of removing their clothes as soon as they came home. I was always fully dressed and being the only one in the household who wore clothing was quite exhilarating.

Even Jackie seemed to be totally okay with being naked at all times, which kind of surprised me. I knew in my bones that she was going to be the toughest of the three of them to control – the debacle with Danielle proved that beyond all doubt. I wasn’t surprised that she would be the one who constantly pushed back against my authority but that didn’t change the fact that she did. She was always giving me shit. Not a lot, but enought for me and everyone else to notice.

For example, since I had given Jackie the job of cleaning up the kitchen after meals, she made a big production out of having to do all the work with no help from either of the other girls. I ignored it for a while but finally I asked if she was doing it on purpose just to be a pain in my ass. She didn’t answer but that made it pretty damn clear that it was exactly what she had in mind. I asked her why.

“I told you last week that I want you to help me to stop being such a bitch, Oliver. You do remember that conversation, don’t you?” she asked with a sarcastic tone.

“I remember,” I said, not taking the bait.

“Well, what are you going to do about it?” she asked.

“About what?”

“I’m still a bitch, right? Or hadn’t you noticed?” She didn’t smile or do anything to soften the blow of what she was saying.

“I don’t know what you want from me, Jackie,” I said evenly. It was true – I had no idea what she was getting at.

She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Look, I’m trying like crazy not to lose my shit with you but you’re not making it easy for me.”

I just stared at her. Marcella and Bettie were staring at her as well. She looked around and I wasn’t sure what was going to happen. I won’t have been surprised if she went ballistic or started crying. Finally, she turned to Marcella.

“Can you explain it?” she pleaded with her wife. I looked at Bettie and then at Marcella but they looked as confused as I was.

Finally, Marcella turned toward me. “I think what she’s saying is that you said you would assert your authority, Oliver. You’re not doing that.”

I just stared at Marcella now with my mouth hanging open. “I thought after the debacle with Danielle that I should back off a bit. And we’ve all been getting along so well.”

Marcella went on. “Yeah, but the thing with Danielle was about Danielle, not about us. We’re no different than we were before we met her, Oliver. We still want you to be in charge, and you haven’t been, not really.”

I looked at Jackie but she was just nodding in agreement. I looked at Bettie and asked, “Is that the way you feel, Betts?”

“I mean, kind of,” she said in a shy voice. “You just went back to the way you were before we got married. That’s not what we told you we wanted. And it’s not what you told us you wanted.” She reached over and took my hand in hers. “We want you to be in charge,” she said softly. “Really in charge.”

Jackie finally found her voice. “Look, Oliver. There’s no way I should get away with making a fuss about having to do the job you assigned me to do. But I have been and you let it slide.”

“She was testing you, Oliver,” Marcella said. “Testing your patience.”

“You’re too patient, Oliver,” Bettie said. “We get it. We really do. It’s great that you’re the way you are. It’s what makes us want you to lead us as a family. But you have to lead us. You can’t just sit back and let Jackie get away with being shitty, even if it’s just little things like cleaning up after a meal. She shouldn’t even think about pushing your buttons like that. You need to be more assertive.”

“So, I should punish her, is that what I’m hearing?” I couldn’t believe we were back to this bullshit.

“It’s obviously what she wants,” Bettie said with a glance at Jackie. “Or maybe needs.”

“I’m confused,” I said. “I thought the way Danielle reacted to…” I looked around at them, unable to find the words to finish my thought.

“Again, that was Danielle’s problem, not ours,” Bettie said. “We were fine with…everything.”

“Seriously?” I asked, astonished. “I guess I just assumed…”

Jackie gave me a look. I knew what she was going to say before she said it. “Okay, I get what you’re trying to tell me. But I’m not sure I can do that.”

“Bullshit, Oliver,” Jackie almost sneered. “Sorry, but I just get so frustrated with you sometimes.” She looked away for a second before she looked down as if she was embarrassed by her outburst. “You liked it, Oliver. You know you did. Why does that bother you now? Because of the way Danielle reacted? Is that what you want? To live your life by other people’s reaction to what we do in the privacy of our own home? Because I sure don’t, and neither do Marcella or Bettie. Don’t let Danielle’s disapproval be such a big thing. She’s nothing. We’re the women in your life. And we want what you want, plain and simple. You enjoyed beating us, so beat us. When we deserve it, when we don’t, whenever you feel like it. Do it, Oliver. Just do what you want with us.”

I was blown away.

That night, when Bettie and I took the dogs for a walk before we turned in for the evening, I asked her about our discussion.

“I get what you were trying to tell me, Betts,” I began. “I just don’t know if I want to live my life like that.” I looked at her. “I don’t know if I want to be the guy who gets off on hurting the women in my life, even if that’s what they want from me.”

We walked in silence for almost a full block as Bettie thought about what I’d said. Finally, she looked up at me. “I understand what you’re saying, Oliver. It’s a very valid point. But maybe you have to look at us differently.”

“In what way?”

“In the way that we’re different people, the three women in your life. We might want different things.” She said is so softly I could barely hear her. I’ve learned that when Bettie talks softly, she’s saying what’s really important, and usually, it’s hard for her to say. So I waited for her to continue.

We had already arrived at the dog park so getting the dogs through the gate and letting them off their leashes took a few minutes, which gave Bettie more time to think When we finally sat down on our usual bench, she turned to me with a look that told me she’d used the time to formulate her thoughts.

“I get what you were doing with the cages and the wooden spoon, Oliver. And was good. But you should do more than that in the future. Find out what each of us is looking for in a male-dominant relationship and give it to us. That’s what we’re looking for, someone who treats each of us as individuals even if we are members of big, unconventional family.”

I nodded and thought about what she was telling me. “What’s your thing, Bettie? What turns you on?”

She gave me a side-eyed look that surprised me, not because she was being disrespectful – if there’s one constant with Bettie, it’s that she’s always respectful, almost to a fault – but as if she was not sure if she wanted to tell me what turned her on. I was surprised in a couple of ways. One, that she still had secrets I had no idea existed, and two, that she was shy about sharing them with me. But I was smart enough to keep quiet and let her work through her reluctance without any pressure from me.

“The other night when you beat us and locked us up was big for me. My parents never hit me when I was growing up, never. So that was new for me. I didn’t like it. I didn’t like the pain, I should say. But the humiliation was…different. I kind of liked that.

“Being put in a cage was exciting, too, in kind of the same way. It was humiliating but it was also comforting. Like, I was stuck but that was okay. Helplessness is a feeling I’m quite familiar with, I think because of the way I lost my parents when I was very young. But being helpless in a cage, that was different. It was, no pun intended, confined to the here and now, a physical space, not some existential helplessness like being left alone in the world.”

I watched her carefully as she talked and I expected her to start crying when she brought up her parents, but she didn’t. She remained dry-eyed and calm.

“No one has ever restrained me like that before, Oliver. I think that kind of thing appeals to me.” She turned and looked at me and the yearning in her eyes was startling. I could tell how serious she was in telling me this new aspect of her personality that I had no idea even existed. I felt a little pissed at myself for not figuring it out on my own. But I didn’t say that to her.

“So, I should tie you up?” I asked so tentatively it was almost embarrassing.

“Yeah, I think so. We’ll go easy at first but I think I’d like that.”

“More than the cage?”

She looked away. “I really liked the cage but yeah. I think I’d like being tied up with, uh, ropes. And chains.”

“Handcuffs?”

She considered the idea. “No, I don’t think so. They seem to commonplace, and repressive, like the police or something. I’m not sure why but no, I don’t think handcuffs would be right for me.” She didn’t seem to be finished with the thought so I stayed quiet and waited. She glanced at me and I nodded for her to go on. She smiled that self-deprecating smile of hers that I love so much.

“Go ahead, tell me,” I said at last.

She nodded. I saw this drawing once, of a young woman. She was naked and standing in front of a large group but the focus was blurred so you couldn’t see the faces of the people in the crowd but you could tell she was on display for them. Her hands were chained behind her back, not cuffed, though. She wasn’t in handcuffs. Her wrists were in these thick bracelets…”

“Shackles?”

“Yeah, shackles. And the chain that connect them was long, much longer than it should have been, much longer than handcuffs. I don’t know why but that illustration got to me.”

“Where did you see it?”

“I don’t remember. I just remember the girl. She was beautiful. And tragic but in a way that made her seem, I don’t know, proud. Or noble, almost.”

“And helpless,” I added.

She smiled. “Yeah. Helpless.”

That night as the four of us undressed for bed, I decided to up my game. For the past few nights, I’ve watched as the women in my life made love to each other. Jackie always initiated, always with Marcella while Bettie sits next to them and watched as well. But she was closer to the action and she reached out to touch them, stroke their sleek torsos as they made love to each other. I watched from a distance, sitting on the sofa near the window. Jackie and Marcella would focus in each other as if Bettie and I weren’t in the room until one of them, usually Marcella but not always, would gasp and spasm before panting and sighing. Then they would reach for Bettie and welcome her into their world, kiss her and caress her which she clearly loved. It always struck me that Bettie had waited years for her roommates to notice her and now that they had, she seemed ecstatic to receive their undivided attention every night, even if she had to wait for it until they were finished with each other.

Once Jackie and Marcella had finished making love to Bettie, I would join them in the bed. Sometimes one of them would welcome me into her arms while the other two watched. Sometimes two of them would focus their attention on me, one of them licking my dick while the other one kissed my mouth. I was always passive in our lovemaking, more than content to allow them to make love to me because, let’s face it, I was living the dream. Three gorgeous women in my bed, naked, sexy, willing. It was more than I ever hoped for and I was thrilled that they initiated sex with me. In all my other relationships, I was always the initiator, which was fine but this was better. I loved climbing into bed and being made love to. It was heaven.

But after my conversations with Bettie at the park and all three of them in the living room, I knew things had to change. I needed to take the initiative in all aspects of our lives. They wanted me to lead and I wanted to lead, so lead I would. I vowed to take charge. I was done with passivity.

As usual, they undressed and climbed into the bed as I watched. But they didn’t focus their attention on each other. They looked at each other and exchanged gentle kisses and touches but they didn’t lead to more. They were waiting. For me.

I made them wait. I looked at each of them in turn, taking in the incredible scene that I hadn’t been appreciating nearly enough. Three women, naked and willing, waiting for me. It was intoxicating. I didn’t say a word as I began to slowly strip out of my clothes. When I was at last naked, I climbed into the bed and reached for each of them in turn. All of their attention was focused on me.

I kissed Bettie first. It felt right. She was my wife and I her husband, so I put my hand behind her neck and pulled her to me for a deep, sensual kiss. But I didn’t linger. As soon as she pulled away I reached for Marcella and kissed her just as deeply, just as passionately, and I took pleasure in the little noises that she made as I kissed her. When we broke from kissing, I looked into her eyes but said nothing, I just smiled and she smiled back, her eyes wide as if she was impressed, or maybe just content. Either way, I was good.

Then I reached for Jackie. She had waited with no signs of impatience, of which I took note. She was out of bitch-mode and into being content to wait her turn. Delightful. I reached behind her neck – she’s easily the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on – and pulled her to me. Our lips touched and our tongues intertwined and I kissed her as deeply as I had Bettie and Marcella. She made delightful little noises in much the same way as they did, which I found beyond satisfying. It was extraordinary.

But once I had kissed all three of them, I was left with a slight conundrum. Now what? Who would I choose? Who would I ignore? It felt like I had reached an impass that I had no solution for. Worst of all, I hesitated, unsure of how to proceed.

As usual, Bettie rescued me.

“Lie down, Oliver,” she said gently with a warm, loving smile. “We’ll take it from here.”

I scanned the eyes of the others and saw their agreement that I could put them in charge. It felt risky, too passive, not what they had asked of me. But I saw none of my uncertainty in their faces so I did as I was told. I stretched out on the bed and they came to me, Bettie caressing my cheek as she kissed my lips lightly, Marcella kissing my chest and neck, Jackie taking my dick into her mouth and massaging my balls. They attended to me like that for a few glorious minutes before they stopped and changed positions, Marcella kissing my mouth, Jackie kissing my chest, and Bettie sucking my dick. It almost felt orchestrated but not entirely, just a natural progression of their attentiveness to my pleasure, my desire, my needs.

It was fucking glorius.

The final switch was fantastic as Jackie kissed me deeply, passionately. As much as I love Bettie, and as much as I desire Marcella, Jackie is just so intimidating as to be almost scary. Still. But she kissed me so fully, so unreservedly, that I was thrilled beyond words. As upset as she was with me earlier I felt none of that in her kiss. It was as if she was telling me that she approved of me. That I was good enough for her.

That she loved me.

I was elated.

Ecstatic.

At that moment I knew that whatever else happened, whatever the world threw at us, nothing would disrupt the perfection of that moment.

Then it got better.

Jackie pulled away from our kiss and looked deep into my eyes. I cocked an eyebrow, uncertain of what was next, what was to come.

“We want you to make love to us, Oliver,” she said gently as the others looked on. “We want you to fuck us, make us cum, show us how you love us, make us yours. We don’t care who you pick to cum with, we just want you to make love to us, all of us, and whatever you decide to do will be fine with us. Better than fine. It will be perfection.”

And it was.
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For then next few weeks, we remained focused on each other and left the world to its own devices. Bettie and I went to the dog park twice a day and spent hours discussing the stock market and our investments. She patiently taught me what she’s been doing for years and how she makes it work. I kind of picked up on what she was getting at but I could also see I have so much to learn. Luckily, I’ve got the most patient teacher in the world to work with.

Marcella decided to take cooking classes since that was her job now. She went off to a well-respected cooking school almost every day and spent the time wisely because we all noticed the improvement in her cooking almost immediately. It’s not like she’d been a bad cook prior to the classes, just underdeveloped. As she studied and learned more about different ingredients and techniques, our meals took on new levels of deliciousness. It was a joy to watch her take pride in cooking for us.

Jackie had the most trouble adjusting to our new lives. She had been the most career-oriented and driven of the four of us and letting go of the corporate world did not come naturally to her. She wasn’t bitchy about it, which was a huge relief to everyone, but you could see from the way she struggled with not having a structure to her life that it hard for her. I didn’t feel like I was in a position to help her being so much younger and inexperienced in that world. I’d been a bartender most of my life. What did I know?

Bettie, as usual, took the lead in setting me straight.

“She wants to talk about it with you, Oliver. It’s pretty clear to me and Marcella,” Bettie told me at the dog park one afternoon.

“Did she tell you that?” I asked, wondering how much they talk when I’m not in the room.

“When would she? We’re hardly ever alone with her.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked, suddenly consumed with the idea that I wasn’t being sensitive to their needs. Again.

“If it is, we’ll let you know,” she said gently. “But so far, no. It’s not a problem.”

“So how do you know she wants me to talk to her about it?”

She sighed. “It’s just so obvious in the way she looks at you.”

I was stunned. “Really?”

“Yes,” Bettie said. “You look at Jackie and see the high-powered businesswoman she used to be, with a ton of responsibilities and demands on her time. I see a woman who wants to leave all of that behind but doesn’t quite know how to do it. She needs help and she wants your help with that, Oliver.”

“What do I know about how to help her?”

She called the dogs over to leash them for the walk back home. “You’ll never know until you make the effort to find out.”

The next day I took Jackie to lunch, just the two of us. I told Bettie and Marcella what we were doing but didn’t tell Jackie, I just told her to get dressed so we could go out. She did as she was told without a bit of resistance, which never ceases to amaze me.

I took her to my old place of work, the Belvedere Grill just to show her off. She’d dressed up at my request and looked incredible in a sexy black dress way more makeup than she usually wears, and three-inch heels. She turned every head in the restaurant which still thrills me – I doubt I’ll ever get tired of it.

But once we sat down I got right to the topic at hand.

“I get the sense that you’re a little lost right now,” I began and she nodded. “What can I do to help?”

She looked up from the menu and for a second I thought she was going to lace into me again for not taking charge or something. But she just stared at me as if she was confused. Then, slowly, a look of pure calm came over her. “I really appreciate you asking, Oliver. It’s been a tough transition for me.”

“Yeah, I can see that,” I said with a smile. “What do you think you might find interesting?”

She sighed. “That’s just it, I don’t know. It’s almost like I’ve got too many options.”

“Do you want to learn about the stock market, like I’m doing with Bettie?”

Jackie frowned. She still looks so intimidating when she does that. “No, I don’t. I find all that so boring. I don’t know how you do it.”

“I think it’s fascinating, and it makes what we’re doing possible.” I looked around the restaurant and motioned to the bartender, a guy I used to work with. He nodded and I nodded back. “I’d be that guy if it wasn’t for Bettie and her knack for investing.”

“Yeah, I can see that but I’m just not built that way. It’s too esoteric.”

“Okay, then what isn’t too esoteric for you, Jackie? Do you want to start a business?”

She shook her head. “Not really. I know I come across as aggressive and competitive, but that’s because I was put into that kind of an environment with a big sales organization. I adapted well to it but it’s not me. And I don’t want to go back to something like that.” She looked at me. “What do you want to do, Oliver? I mean, besides working with Bettie. Is there something that interests you that we could do together?”

I took a beat. “This isn’t about me, Jackie. What do you want to do?”

For the first time in a while I couldn’t read the look on Jackie’s face. She’s usually an open book. Happy or angry, bored or fascinated, she’s never mysterious. Except for now. I waited, content to let her work through whatever was bothering her because it was pretty clear something was bothering her.

Finally, it was like the clouds parted and the sun shone through. She looked positively radiant all at once. I almost said something but I kept my mouth shut until she spoke.

“I want to have a baby,” Jackie said softly. “With you.”

I was stunned.

“Pardon?” I asked, barely.

“I want to have your baby, Oliver,” she said more forcefully. I glanced at the couple sitting next to us because they had suddenly stopped talking. They didn’t look at us, though. Thankfully, they just stared at each other.

“When did you decide that?” I managed to mumble.

“About five seconds before I said it but I’ve been thinking about it for years.” She looked at the couple who were clearly eavesdropping on us and glared at them. The guy motioned for the check.

“Does your wife know about this?” I asked pointedly, loud enough for the couple to hear. The woman began coughing and stood up to leave. The guy had to wait around for the check but he met the server on the way to their table and handed her his credit card. If I wasn’t in a such a daze I’m sure I would have found them comical as hell.

“We’ve talked about having kids off and on, but never very seriously and not so much recently. We both felt like our biological clocks were running out so we stopped talking about it a year or so ago. It kind of fell off of our radar.” She leaned back in her chair and smiled. “Now, it’s pretty damn feasible, don’t you think?”

“Is that was this is all about, Jackie? Feasibility?” I didn’t mean to be a dick about it but this was not what I was expecting from her. Not at all.

She sighed and her smile disappeared but she didn’t frown. She just looked a little exasperated. “No, it’s not, Oliver. I’ve been so focused on my career for so long and…” She drifted off, a thousand-yard stare in her eyes. “When we were talking about it a lot, it was always Marcella who we envisioned getting pregnant since her career was on a shorter fuse than mine. We both assumed, and I didn’t have a problem with it at the time, that I’d be the breadwinner and she’d be the caregiver.” She looked at me. “That doesn’t seem to fit anymore.”

“Is that what you want, Jackie? To raise a baby?”

She looked down at her hands. She was kneading her fingers, something I’d never seen her do before. “It sounds strange, I know. Not what I’m all about, at least not until now. Or, since Bettie dropped the bomb on us.”

I wanted to ask why she always referred to Bettie’s big announcement in such dramatic and lethal terms but I decided this wasn’t the time or place, so I just nodded for her to continue.

“It’s been such a huge change, one of many but for me it’s been so big,” she said softly. “I’m still trying to get my arms around all the implications of it.”

“It’s big, I’ll give you that.” I watched her and she looked at me, sharply.

“I don’t think you understand, Oliver. Not really. I’ve been working at my career since you were in grade school. Working my ass off, too. Now I’m in a good place with it, or I was until I handed in my resignation. I shocked a lot of people when I quit, Oliver. A lot of people. It wasn’t as easy as I made it seem.”

“Then why did you do it, Jackie?” I was genuinely curious and it seemed like she needed to talk about it.

“At first, I was nervous as hell about leaving it all behind. All that work, all those years. My whole self-concept was tied up in my job. I was good at it, damn good, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to let it go, just like that, just because I could.” She looked away again and I saw her eyes moisten slightly which never happens with Jackie. Never.

“But once I handed in my notice, I can’t tell you how relieved I felt,” she said as her eyes found mine again. “I can’t explain it but I knew in my bones that I’d done the right thing. I just knew it.”

“That’s great, Jackie,” I whispered. She smiled for the first time in a while.

“Yeah, it is. But it takes some time to get used to, all the changes, all the redirection of my energy. At first, I thought I’d go nuts, not having anything to do all day.” She looked at her hands again. “Nothing besides sex, that is.” She smiled shyly, also something Jackie doesn’t do. “You might have noticed,” she added.

“Yeah, I did.” Since Bettie’s big announcement, Jackie has been almost insatiable, with Marcella mostly but also with me and even with Bettie, which was thrilling to watch. Bettie hasn’t said anything to me about the way Jackie makes love to her but I saw it in her eyes. She’s almost overwhelmed with the intensity of Jackie’s passion for her. I didn’t say anything but I found myself hoping it was real and not some sort of substitution. I’m even more worried about that with this conversation but I’ll leave that concern for another time.

“It was all I could think about, Oliver. I just have this need to be, I don’t know, focused.” She looked at her hands again. She seemed calm but it’s not her natural state. Jackie is usually all about moving forward in anything she does.

“Maybe we should go home and tell Marcella and Bettie what you decided?” I offered.

She looked at me again, hard. I thought, not for the first time and certainly not for the last, if I’d pissed her off and she was going to blow up at me. But then she softened and reached for my hand, which surprised the shit out of me but thankfully, I didn’t blow it by jumping out of my skin even though if felt like I might.

“Thanks for saying it like that, Oliver,” she whispered so softly I almost wasn’t sure I heard her.

“Like what, Jackie?”

“That I decided.”
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We decided before we left the Belvedere that it probably made sense for us to eat lunch, what we’d come there to do in the first place but hadn’t gotten around to. So we put the weighty discussion aside and ordered food. We talked about other things while we waited for our orders to arrive and it was lovely. I realized that I hadn’t spent enough time alone with Jackie and that I should fix that situation in the future.

We talked about where we grew up and how both of us were underachievers in high school. I confided that I still felt bad about bailing on college and she scoffed at me.

“It’s way overrated, Oliver. Believe me.”

“Says the one person at the table who actually went,” I said out of the side of my mouth.

“So I’m the one who should know, right?” She smiled warmly and it felt great to see her in such a great mood. The weight of our prior discussion seemed to have dissipated almost entirely, for her if not for me and I think she picked up on it.

“I haven’t asked how you feel about my plan, Oliver. What about it? Are you okay with becoming a father, or should I look for a sperm donor like Chella and I were planning all along?”

I just stared at her. “I can’t imagine that, Jackie. You using someone else’s essence to father your baby.”

She smiled warmly again – fuck I can’t believe how much I love it when she does that, especially at me. “That’s good to hear, Oliver. Better than good. That’s wonderful.”

I loved that, too. I wasn’t sure if I was ready to take on the weight of fatherhood but only because I never thought about it until Jackie brought it up. The few conversations Bettie and I had about children were pretty vague and I assumed that with our age disparity it might not happen. Now that it looked possible, if not probable, I found myself oddly thrilled at the prospect.

“Changes when you know you’ll always have enough money to afford them, doesn’t it?” she asked with a knowing grin. “It’s empowering as hell.”

“It is,” I admitted. “I guess I hadn’t considered that aspect of it.”

“Hell, Oliver,” she said with another smile that bordered on smarmy. “You could knock all of us up if you wanted to.”

I put my fork down and leaned back in my seat. “I guess that’s true,” I admitted as much to myself as to Jackie.

“Wouldn’t that be a kick if we all got pregnant together?” She seemed to be considering the possibility for the first time as she gave me a look that made her look almost as amazed as I felt. “Shit, that sounds like fun,” she said with a giggle.

Jackie never giggles. It suits her, I decided.

“You’re serious, aren’t you?” I asked with a giggle of my own.

“Fuck yeah,” she said with a full-throated laugh. “Why the fuck not?”

“Are we being irresponsible, though?” I asked suddenly. “I mean, isn’t the world crowded as it is?”

Her expression clouded over so suddenly I was rocked back on my heels. “Fuck that shit, Oliver, and excuse my French. If you and I have a baby it’ll be a plus in the world, not a minus.”

“How do you figure?” I was, once again, genuinely curious about where she was going with that line of thinking.

“Look, I’m all for being responsible about the environment and doing everything we can to stop polluting and all that shit. But we’ll figure it out, and the only way we will figure it out is the only way we’ve ever figured anything out. Through ingenuity and creativity and all that shit. We live in a world that has it’s problems, no doubt, most of them of our own making. But we also live in a time when our standard of living has never been higher, both us individually and collectively as a species, and that’s all as a result of our incredible base of knowledge and experience. We’re getting better, not worse, on balance and it’s all because of the people who have made it all possible, Oliver. All of us, and adding to the creative power of our collective endeavors can’t be a bad thing. It just can’t.”

I sat back in my chair, stunned. Never had I heard Jackie get so passionate about anything like what she’d said and I was blown away by the power of her argument and the conviction of her beliefs. Totally blown away.

“You make an excellent point,” I said at last and she laughed at me. She fucking laughed at me.

“You know, that phrase is my all time favorite way to end a conversation dead in its tracks.”

I looked at her. “Come again?”

“You want to stop a conversion, just say what you said and it’s over.” She pushed away from the table and stood up. “I’m going to go freshen up,” she said. “Pay the check and let’s get out of here. I want to tell Chella and Betts everything.” She tossed her napkin onto the table and strode off to the ladies’ room.

Our server came over to ask about dessert but I declined and asked for the bill. She looked at me. “You’re Ollie Gleason, right?” she asked at last.

I handed her my credit card. “Guilty as charged. Do we know each other?” She didn’t look at all familiar but the restaurant employs a boatload of people and I’ve been gone for a while.

“No, I just started a month ago,” she said with a bright smile. “I’m Madison Greer,” she said as she took my card and offered the bill. I waved it off. “I heard who you are from Brendan,” she said with a nod at the bartender I’d waved to earlier. “He said you used to work here.”

“I did,” I said as I looked at her with fresh eyes. She was younger than me and heavily tattooed which is fine but unusual for the Belvedere as the manager had a bug up his ass about women and ink. Apparently, the tight labor market has changed his thinking.

Madison was cute, too. I noticed. Which kind of amazed me given my situation and the conversation I’d just had with one of the three women I’m currently, and for all intents and purposes, permanently involved with. What the fuck was I doing looking at another woman, I wondered.

“By the way, you’re girlfriend is gorgeous,” Madison said just before she left to run my card.

If she only knew, I said to myself. “Thanks,” I responded with a warm smile. She smiled back. Which surprised me for some reason. I don’t know why. Am I getting more attractive to women now that I have so many of them in my life?

“Hey,” Jackie said when she arrived at the table, more to the server than to me. The girl seemed to blush at being noticed by Jackie, another tidbit I tucked away for future reference. “Ready to go?” Jackie asked me.

“All set,” I responded as I stood up.

We left the restaurant and headed home. I was both thrilled and nervous about how we were going to tell Marcella and Bettie about our conversation but I was coming around on the idea of becoming a father. I’d still have to think about it and I wanted to know how Bettie felt about me getting another woman pregnant before her. But I felt pretty secure about Bettie. She’d told me dozens of times to do what I wanted to do and she’d be fine with whatever I decided. I was about to put that to the ultimate test.

“What are you thinking, Oliver?” Jackie asked as we climbed into my car.

“I’m wondering how Bettie and Marcella are going to take the news,” I said softly. She looked at me.

“So, you’ve decided?” she asked with tears welling up in her eyes suddenly. I looked at her, somewhat startled by her reaction. “Don’t get me wrong, I think that’s great. Better than great. It’s fantastic.” She looked away from me and it was all I could do to keep my shit together. I don’t know when it happened that I came to have such an effect on this woman, who right from the moment I met her intimidated me like no one else. Now, she was crying at the idea of me giving her what she wanted. It was a heady feeling.

“I’m not a hundred percent yet but I’m getting there,” I said as I cranked the ignition. “I’m getting used to the idea.”

Jackie smiled broadly. “That’s great, Oliver. I can’t wait to tell Chella and Betts.”

I was tempted to tell her to slow down but I decided not to. Why spoil it? I don’t think I’ve seen Jackie this happy in a long time, maybe ever. This is what she wants and I’m in the perfect position to give it to her. Also a very powerful feeling, I decided.

We arrived back at the apartment in short order and were laughing at nothing as we unlocked the door and entered our home. I was surprised to see that both Bettie and Marcella were dressed and cleaning the place, Bettie vacuuming the living room and Marcella washing something in the kitchen sink.

“What’s going on?” I asked innocently, brimming with excitement about sharing our news.

Bettie switched off the vacuum and looked at me excitedly. Marcella came into the living room from the kitchen while she wiped her hands on a dishtowel.

“We’ve got news,” Bettie said.

I was just about to say that Jackie and I also have news when Marcella couldn’t contain herself. She smiled and blurted out, “You’ll never guess.”

“What?” I asked.

“Danielle will be here in five minutes.”
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I came so close to screwing things up by getting full of myself.

Then life and a beautiful woman put me in my place.

Which is the second-best thing that ever happened to me.

What’s the best thing that ever happened to me?

Come on.

You already know the answer to that question, don’t you?
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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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