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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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“Danielle? Here?” I asked, astonished. “How?”

“No time, go get dressed,” Bettie said as she grabbed my arm to hustle me to the bedroom while Marcella did the same with Jackie.

“What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” I asked as I let her drag me through the living room.

“Nothing, really,” she whispered. “But we didn’t want to make Jackie feel uncomfortable.”

“As if,” I scoffed. “What’s going on, Bettie?” I asked once she closed the bedroom door. “How did you manage to get Danielle to see us again?”

“I didn’t,” she said with her eyes wide. “Marcella did.” She was looking through my closet and pulled out one of her favorites of my shirts. I had to smile. “She came home a little while before you guys and told me Danielle would be over at two, so we don’t have much time.”

“But why do we have to put on a show for her?” I asked, genuinely curious. “What did Marcella tell her?”

“I have no idea,” Bettie said as she dug my dress shoes out of the closet. “All I know is we can’t screw this up again.” She finally turned to me with exasperation written all over her face. “Do I have to change you myself?” I pulled off my shirt and tossed it onto the bed, then slipped on the dress shirt she’d handed me and began to button it up.

“Look, I’m the one who screwed things up the last time and it had nothing to do with what I was wearing at the time, right?” She dug around in my sock drawer and tossed me a pair of dress socks.

“I don’t want to take any chances, Oliver,” she said in as impatient a tone as I ever hear from my wife. “Just humor me, okay?”

“Okay,” I said as I continued to change my clothes. “What’s the plan, or didn’t you have time to discuss it with Marcella?”

“I didn’t have time so we’ll just have to follow her lead.” Bettie gave me a look that told me to watch myself. Then she verbalized her warning. “Don’t screw this up again, okay?”

“Of course,” I said with a serious look and tone. “You really want her, don’t you?”

She looked down, suddenly embarrassed. “I do,” she whispered.

“It’s okay, Betts. I do, too.” She looked up at me and we nodded, our determination clear on each of our faces.

“Are we crazy?” she asked out of the blue. “I mean, why is she so important to us all of a sudden?”

“I have no idea, but I don’t think we’re crazy. We’re just…adventurous,” I said with a laugh. She smiled eagerly and nodded.

“That’s one word for it,” she said, grabbing my hand and leading me out of the bedroom. Marcella and Jackie stood by the front door as if waiting for Danielle to knock so they could greet her immediately. I had to laugh. Again.

“We all need to calm down, I think,” I said to their obvious surprise. “You two look like you’re ready to ambush her or something.” They looked at me as if I had three heads. “Why don’t we all sit down and relax?”

“The doorman just called to say she’s on her way up,” Marcella said almost breathlessly.

“So? We can’t sit down so we don’t look like we’re nuts.” I winced when that word slipped out but I went with it. “Yeah, I get it,” I said with a half-smile. “I’m the one who has to be careful.”

“No, you’re right,” Jackie said, which surprised me again. “We should all take a breath.”

Marcella said, “I just really want this to go well this time.” She looked at me and I nodded. I motioned for her to stay near the door but I went to sit on the couch. “So let me do the talking, okay?” she added and I gave her a look.

“If that’s what you want,” I said as I took my usual seat. Bettie joined me while Jackie stayed with Marcella near the front door.

We heard the elevator ding in the hallway and I felt a little bump in my heart rate. I guess I wanted to impress Danielle as much as Marcella although I wasn’t sure why. I’d come to grips with the idea that I totally fucked things up the last time she came to see us and thought it was beyond repair. That Marcella was able to convince her to give us another shot at whatever it was we were doing shouldn’t be a concern of mine, but for some reason it was.

“Okay,” Marcella said in a stage whisper. “Here we go.” I smiled to myself although a glance at Bettie confirmed that she noticed me smiling. I just shrugged.

The doorbell rang and Marcella waited a couple of beats before she reached for the doorknob. When she pulled it open, there was Danielle, looking even better than the last time we saw her. If that’s even possible.

“Hi, Danielle,” Marcella said a little too forcefully. I can’t see from this distance if Danielle reacted to her or not but it didn’t seem too bad. Marcella invited the woman into our home again and she walked inside. First steps, I said to myself.

Bettie stood up from where she was sitting on the couch and motioned with her eyes for me to do the same. I followed her into the foyer.

“It’s nice to see you all again,” Danielle said with a tone that made me wonder if she already regretted her decision to give us a second chance. I decided to act like I was still in charge and stepped forward to offer my hand.

“We’re happy to see you as well, Danielle,” I said as warmly as I could. “And I want to apologize for the first time you were here. I was out of line.”

She looked me up and down but didn’t storm out or make a face. “I appreciate that, Oliver. But you can thank Marcella for talking to me about coming back.” She turned to give Marcella a warm smile. “She was very convincing.”

I looked at Marcella and she looked vaguely embarrassed and a little proud of herself. It was charming as hell. I almost thought for a second she was going to look at her shoes and say ‘Aw shucks,’ or something.

Jackie came to her rescue. “Well, Marcella can be really persuasive when she puts her mind to it.” She smiled at her wife and then surprised me even further by leaning in and kissing her cheek. Now Marcella blushed for sure.

“Can I get you something to drink or eat?” Bettie asked, ever the attentive hostess. “We have everything except fresh coffee but I’ll be happy to brew some if that’s what you’d like.”

“No, I’m good,” Danielle said just as warmly. “I can’t stay long, in any event.” She turned to look at me again. “I just wanted to say that I was wondering if we might try again.”

I was rocked back on my heels. “Yeah, I’d love that,” I said quickly before she could change her mind. “Can you sit for a few minutes?” I motioned toward the seating area in the living room.

“Just for a few,” she said as she walked toward the living room and we all followed. I was impressed - she had no trouble taking the lead in our house. Maybe that was the point. I glanced at Jackie and noticed a slight look of consternation in her eyes. It suddenly occurred to me that if we somehow got Danielle to join our little family, there was a real possibility of friction between two alpha females. It further occurred to me that I’d be expected to keep the peace between them. That thought gave me a little bit of a thrill.

Suddenly, I realized that no one was talking and everyone was looking at me. “Did I miss something?” I asked, trying not to look as embarrassed as I felt.

“Danielle asked if we might try again,” Bettie said to me.

“Of course,” I hurried to add. “Sorry.”

“No, that’s fine,” Danielle said without being sarcastic, for which I was grateful. “It’s a little awkward, I know.”

“How can we fix that?” Jackie asked. “What do you need to hear from us, Danielle?”

Our visitor turned toward Jackie and I saw a hint of aggression in her eyes. I looked at Jackie and saw a similar trace of hostility. I wondered if I should step in but Danielle beat me to it.

“Well, that’s an excellent question, Jackie,” she said in a fairly neutral tone. “This is all so new for me, being approached by a group like this. It’s really…something.” She smiled, almost self-deprecatingly but not quite.

“It’s new for us, as well,” I said, glad to take back control of the conversation. “And exciting.”

“Yes, it is exciting,” Danielle admitted with a smile that seemed to be genuine. “And quite flattering.”

“That’s good to hear, Danielle,” I said as warmly as I knew how. “Really good.”

Suddenly, it felt like it was just me and Danielle in the room as she focused all her attention on me. I liked it. She was incredibly beautiful and the way she was looking at me was slightly intimidating but also flattering as hell. I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“So, Marcella was telling me a little more about your situation here,” Danielle said with a glance at the woman. “I was intrigued by what you seem to have here.”

“Intrigued in what way?” I asked. I wondered if everyone was going to continue to let me do all the talking but I quickly decided I would assume so until they showed me otherwise.

“Where do I begin?” she asked rhetorically. “You’re all bisexual, for one thing.”

“The women are,” I corrected her. “I’m not.”

“No, of course. I meant the women,” she said with a look around. “And you’re all sleeping together, every night?”

“Yes,” I said, resisting the urge to explain. Let her ask, I told myself.

“And you all make love?” she asked softly. “Every night?”

“Most nights, yes.”

“And that works?”

“Yes,” I said, once again restraining myself to not explain.

“That’s quite remarkable, don’t you think?” Danielle asked, but I couldn’t tell if she was asking rhetorically again or not. I decided to risk an answer.

“I think it’s incredible, but in the best sense possible.” I stared at her and she stared back at me. Neither of us was smiling. The conversation was getting serious quickly.

“Do you, uh…” She searched for the words. “Do you dominate things, Oliver?”

“No, not all the time. Sometimes, though. When it seems appropriate.”

“And who decides when it seems appropriate?” she asked a bit more pointedly. Now I got a sense of where she was going with this.

“It’s a group dynamic, usually,” I said casually. “We all decided, together.”

“And you all agree, on everything?”

“So far.” I felt like things were drifting toward dangerous places. “But we’re really good at making sure everyone is getting what they want as often as possible.”

“And not just you, right?” she asked. “This isn’t the Cult of Oliver?”

“Not in the least,” I said, trying hard not to sound pissed off even though I was close. I glanced at Bettie and she looked stricken. But she didn’t interrupt, or try to come to my rescue, which I took as a good thing.

Then I thought back to how things got away from me the last time we were all sitting in this room. “I can see how you might have thought that, given what happened the last time you were here, Danielle. But it’s not like that. Not at all.”

“How can you say that, Oliver? I saw it with my own eyes.” She was deadly serious now and I felt like we were getting to the real crux of the matter. Finally.

“That was an error in judgment on my part, Danielle. I’m still fairly new at this and we’re all just getting used to the way things are and the way they might be.” I shrugged. “I’m certainly not infallible, not in my mind or anyone else’s, which makes me quite unsuitable to be a cult leader, I’d say.”

“I can’t do that sort of thing, Oliver. I want to make that clear to you. To all of you.”

“Understood, Danielle. We’ll never make that mistake again.”

“Good.” She seemed satisfied suddenly. “That’s good.” She shifted in her seat as if she was ready to stand up and leave. But she stayed seated and looked at me again. “One more thing.”

“Yes?”

“Why?”

I waited for her to elaborate but she didn’t. She just sat there staring at me. “Why what?”

“Why everything, Oliver? Why me? Why now? Why…more? You all have each other, but no one more so than you. Three beautiful women who clearly think the world of you, given what you’re all doing here. So what’s in it for you? Why are you even talking to me?”

I sat back in my seat – I hadn’t even realized that I had leaned closer as she was grilling me. I looked at Bettie who still had that deer-in-the-healights look in her eyes, then I glanced at Marcella, who had a bit of a glazed look on her lovely face. And finally, I looked at Jackie, who looked smug and haughty, as if she was enjoying my discomfort. Was I uncomfortable, I wondered briefly. Was I going to fuck this up again?

“Okay, let me see what I can tell you, Danielle. First off, why you?” I raised my hands, palms up as if to ask the question with my body language. “Are you kidding? You must know how beautiful you are, how desirable. What person of either sex, wouldn’t be interested in you sexually? It’s almost inconceivable to me that anyone wouldn’t be interested in you unless they didn’t have the confidence or self-esteem to put themselves out there.”

I took a breath and looked around at my three women. “I guess what we have here speaks for itself in the self-esteem department, not to brag but…” I tilted my head and smiled.

Danielle didn’t smile but she didn’t stand up to leave, either. So I went on.

“What was the second why?” I paused for dramatic effect – I knew exactly what the next question was. “Oh, yeah. Why now? I guess I would turn that around and ask, ‘Why not now?’” I looked around again. “We’re all feeling pretty good about ourselves and about our situation, full of self-confidence and like we can take on the world. It’s a great feeling. It encourages risk-taking, adventure, new things, new relationships, new challenges.”

Now, Danielle leaned forward, just a bit but enough for me to notice. I smiled warmly. “And into that feeling of unlimited possibilities, you presented yourself as…what would you call it. Open? Available? Intrigued? Or just, curious?”

“All of the above, I suppose,” she said softly.

“Then why not now? You opened the door, Danielle. We just came through that door.”

She nodded but didn’t speak. I girded myself for the final push.

“So that leaves the last of the whys, ‘Why more?’, right?” I shifted again and leaned forward to make the most important point of my life. “Because we’re having the most incredible experience of our lives right now and it’s all because Bettie asked the question, ‘Why choose?’” I leaned back. “I had no answer other than ‘Why not?’, and that’s my answer to you, Danielle. Why not? We’ll never know anything unless we open ourselves up to the possibility that love feeds on itself if you let it.”

“Love?” she asked so quietly I almost missed it. “Love?” she repeated as if she was struggling with the enormity of the possibility.

“Why not?”
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“You realize, of course,” Danielle went on. “I’m far from making any sort of commitment.”

“Of course,” I agreed quickly. “We’re far from making you an offer.”

She hesitated and then smiled. “Is that what this will be? An offer?”

I glanced at Jackie, ready to hand the baton to her if she was willing to take it and run with it. I cocked an eyebrow slightly and she nodded, also slightly.

“We have,” Jackie began, “as you can surely see, a lot to offer. We just began this little experiment of ours but we’re going to be very protective of what we have here. As I’m sure you can appreciate.”

“Oh, I quite agree,” Danielle said to Jackie in a very complimentary tone. “It’s very flattering to be here talking to you about these things. Very flattering.” She looked at Marcella and nodded. “I just wanted to make sure we’re all on the same page before we go any further.”

“What would be the way forward in your mind, Danielle?” I asked, snatching the baton back from Jackie. She didn’t look particularly pleased but she didn’t object, either.

“I thought about that on the way over,” Danielle said. “I think a date would be the next step. With each of you, separately. I’d like to get to know you and for you to get to know me.”

“That sounds good,” I said with enthusiasm. “How would you like to do it?”

She smiled again, a coy little smile that was so delightful. “Why don’t you decide how we do this, Oliver?”

“Another great idea, Danielle,” I said immediately with a big smile of my own. “I would like to propose a few rules if that’s acceptable to all.” I looked around. I didn’t expect anyone to object and none did. Including Danielle. She just raised her eyebrows to invite me to continue.

“Everyone talks about themselves but no one else,” I said with as much authority as I could muster. “Do you have any free time available this week?”

“I’m off on Mondays and Tuesdays,” she said, tacitly agreeing to my proposal. “But I have a stipulation of my own,” she added. I raised my eyebrows for her to continue. “None of you shares what you learn about me with the others. I get to present myself to each of you the same way you get to with me.”

I looked around and nodded. No one offered any objections.

“That sounds fair, Danielle.”

“Who picks the order?” she asked.

“I do,” I said immediately. She raised her eyebrows slightly but, once again, she didn’t object. “I’d like Bettie to go tonight and then Marcella tomorrow night. Jackie next Monday and I’ll go next Tuesday.” I waited but she said nothing – she just kept staring at me with a small smile on her lips. “How does that sound?”

“Once again, that sounds fair,” she said. “Here’s my address.” She offered me a piece of paper with her name and address on it. I had to smile – she must have written it down prior to her coming to our apartment, just in case. She came prepared. Interesting.

I stood up from the couch. “So, Bettie will see you tonight, Danielle,” I said as I shook her hand. She met my gaze with a look of her own and then she turned to leave. “I’ll walk you out,” I added and went along with her.

“It’s been…interesting,” she said softly when I opened the front door for her. “I look forward to getting to know you all.”

“As do we, Danielle,” I said. She gave me one last smile and I returned it. Then I walked back to the living room where all eyes were on me.

“What?” I asked. “I thought that went well.”

“It did, Oliver,” Jackie said. “We’re impressed.”

“Thanks.” I nodded at each of them in turn. “So, what do we think?”

Bettie stood up from the couch. “I think I need to start getting ready for tonight.”

We all laughed.

Then I grabbed her hand.

“Before you go, there’s something Jackie and I have to tell you two.” I looked at Jackie and she nodded.

Jackie cleared her throat. “Well, it’s an odd time to make such a momentous announcement, and It’s still up to you guys,” she said with a look at Bettie and then Marcella. “But if you’re cool with it, I asked Oliver if he’d do me the honor of getting me pregnant.”

Marcella screamed and ran into Jackie’s arms to hug and kiss her. Bettie turned to look at me and although she was smiling, it seemed forced. I was afraid she’d feel less enthused about Jackie’s decision than the rest of us.

“If you don’t want me to, Bettie…” I began. She frowned and shook her head.

“No, it’s not that,” she whispered as if she was afraid Jackie would hear her. “I’m just a little, I don’t know…” She looked at me and tilted her head. “I thought we’d do something like that, you know…” She looked down. “First.”

“We can, if that’s what you want, Betts,” I whispered but it was no use. Jackie and Marcella were looking at us.

“You can do what?” Jackie asked, still smiling but there was a little less joy in it.

“We might have to wait a bit, Jackie,” I said as gently as I could. “Bettie might want to jump the line.”

“Oh, is that right?” Jackie said with a fake frown. “Yeah, I get it,” she allowed quickly when Bettie almost broke down.

“Me too, me too,” Marcella yelled with a raucous laugh that startled me. “I want a baby! Please put a baby in me, Oliver!” She was almost giddy. I was rocked back on my heals again.

“Now wait just a minute, here,” Jackie said with a laugh she didn’t quite pull off. “I was the first to ask him.”

“I’m married to him,” Bettie said with as much attitude as I’ve ever heard from her. She almost seemed to be kidding but not really.

“And I can take either of you in a fair fight,” Marcella said with another outlandish laugh. The rest of us joined her, eager to break the little wave of tension that had suddenly bubbled up from nowhere.

“Do I get a say in all of this?” I asked to more laughter. “No, I’m serious.”

“No!,” all three of them shouted at once and we all cracked up.

By mutual decision, we put all talk of children on the back burner until we figured out what we were doing with Danielle. It was easy to do, given how immediate the need was to focus on the possibility that we might be expanding our family so quickly after we formed it. And I’ll be honest – it was a huge relief for me. I needed more time to come to grips with the possibility of becoming a father, never mind with three different women all at once.

Nick Cannon, eat your heart out.

So the focus turned to our dates. And the fact that I’d go last.

I’ll be the first to admit that dealing with the uncertainty around not being able to learn anything about the dates that everyone went on was tough. Really tough.

“You can’t tell me anything?” I asked Bettie after she got home from having dinner with Danielle. We were alone in our bedroom at the time. “Nothing at all?”

She shook her head. “Wouldn’t be fair, Oliver,” she told me with a sad tone that was pure bullshit. The look on her face made it clear that she was loving keeping me in the dark.

“Did it go well? Can you at least tell me that much?” I wrapped my arms around her from behind and kissed her neck. She reached up to caress my cheek but still wouldn’t tell me a damn thing.

“You heard me,” she whispered as she slithered around in my arms to face me and kiss me. “Besides, you’ll find out soon enough. Danielle said she’d fill you in on everything we talked about on your date with her.”

I rolled my eyes. “That’s over a week away. I’ll be a basket case by then.” She kissed me deeply. I tried to tell if I could taste Danielle on her lips but it was no use. I had no idea if they had a little makeout session after their date or not. I decided to see if I could trick her into spilling some of the beans. “I think I can taste her on you,” I whispered.

She pulled away from me and looked at me, surprise written all over her face. “You are so full of it, Oliver,” she said at last with a smirk.

“It was worth a shot,” I shrugged and kissed her again. As our lips and tongues were intertwined, I couldn’t help but think how much fun it would be to watch her kissing and caressing Danielle. Then my mind drifted to our prospective new addition with Marcella and Jackie. It was a delightful thought.

“Earth to Oliver,” Bettie said after she broke from our kiss. “Where did you go?”

“Nowhere,” I lied, poorly. She side-eyed me hard and frowned. “You’re thinking about what it would be like to be kissing Danielle, aren’t you?”

“Actually, just the opposite,” I explained quickly, telling her the truth about my distraction.

She looked at me in wonderment. “What is it with you, Oliver? Will you never be content with just the three of us?”

It was my turn to back away, I decided immediately. “No, that’s not ever going to be a problem, Betts. I’m the luckiest guy on the planet with you three. Hell, even if it was just you and me, I’d still feel like I’d died and gone to heaven, and I’m a hardcore agnostic, as you well know.” I laughed and she allowed herself to giggle with me. “Seriously, though. I’m good with what we’ve got because it’s fucking amazing, Betts. Who wouldn’t be amazed with you, not to mention Chella and Jacks. It’s all anyone could ever ask for, and they’d be nuts to even ask for what I already have, you know?”

She softened noticeably and pulled me in for a full-body hug, the best kind. “You mean it?” she whispered into my chest. I put my hand on the back of her head and held her.

“You can take it to the bank, Bettie. I’m gaga over you, and that we have Marcella and Jackie in our lives is beyond belief.” We held each other in silence for a minute or so. Then she whispered without looking at me, “Danielle is incredibly beautiful though, isn’t she?”

“Yes, she is.” I wanted to say more but I decided it was not the way to go. Not now. Maybe not ever, which would be disappointing but wouldn’t kill me. I just continued to hold Bettie close.

“I’d love to…” I looked at her and shook my head.

“It’s okay, Betts. I don’t need to know, okay?”

She buried her face in my chest again.

“Thanks, Oliver. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Bettie,” I whispered.
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By the time the following Tuesday finally arrived, I was resigned to the reality that the women I was living with were experts at keeping the secrets that needed to be kept. Each of them went on their respective dates with Danielle and not one of them spilled any beans about how things went. By the time I was due to pick her up at her apartment, I knew nothing more than I had the day she left our apartment.

Which was fine.

It would make for a most interesting evening with the woman.

I walked up the stairs of her apartment building which was only a few blocks away from the out penthouse with my heart rate nicely elevated. I was nervous, which was a good sign, but I was also resigned to just be myself and let the chips fall where they may. I wasn’t going to bend myself into a pretzel to win Danielle over. Why should I? I was the one who had all the cards, I felt. I had three gorgeous women living with me and in love with me. Not to toot my own horn or anything, but I felt like she was auditioning with me more than the other way around. To be in that position, not of power but of stature, I decided, was amazing.

Then I almost slapped myself to not get too full of myself.

I rode the elevator up to her floor and knocked on her door. She opened it fairly quickly. I wondered if she waited a beat or two so as to not look too eager, but then I chuckled to myself. This is a grown-ass woman, Oliver. She’s not playing those kind of mind games, no way.

When she opened the door, however, I had to repress a gasp – she looked amazing. Her hair was done up in a way I hadn’t noticed before, either at the restaurant or at the penthouse. Her dress, black again – which must be her go-to color – was sleek and sexy without being too much or not enough in either direction. She wore impressive heels but they didn’t shout, either. Stilettos, which I love, but not overly tall or strappy. Sexy, but not too in-your-face about it.

“Hi, Oliver,” she practically cooed with a sexy smile that wasn’t too sexy, just enough. “Would you like to come in for a moment? I’m almost ready to go.”

“Thanks,” I said as I stepped over her threshold. “Nice place you’ve got here,” I added after I looked around.

“Thanks, I like it,” she said as she motioned for me to sit on the sofa in the living room. “Can I get you something?”

“I’m good, but thank you,” I said with a warm smile of my own. She angled off towards what I assumed to be her bedroom. Just before she disappeared through the doorway she waved and said she would just be a few minutes.

I checked out the books on her coffee table and was impressed by the reading material she left for me to be impressed by. I recognized the latest best-selling thriller paired with what could only be non-fiction because I could barely pronounce the title, never mind understanding it. I thought about picking it up for a quick look at the blurb on the cover flap when Danielle reemerged from the bedroom and I stood up.

“That was quick,” I said, not knowing what else to say. Then I pointed at the book. “Spectral Methods of Geo…what?” I said with a crooked grin.

“Oh, that,” she said with a wave. “I have no idea what that’s about. I just liked the title. I found it in a used bookstore.”

“Are you reading it?”

She smiled shyly. “A little. It’s a slow read.”

“You read books you don’t understand?” I was confused but intrigued.

“Sometimes,” she said with a laugh. “They help me relax. It’s almost like meditating.”

I stopped short. “Are you a nerd, Danielle?” I asked with a serious face. She laughed again.

“Maybe, I guess. What about you?” She stopped to lock her apartment door. “Bettie said she’s teaching you about the stock market.”

I stopped short again but this time with a frown. “Hey, I thought we had rules about that.”

“Oh, we did. I just wanted to know how she spent her time since you’re all retired. I asked all three of them about it. It’s the best way to get to know someone, isn’t it? To ask them how they spend their days?” We walked out the door of her apartment and she locked it. I followed her to the elevator. “Is that a problem?”

I nodded but was surprised at her attitude. “So, the rules only applied to me?”

She pressed the button to call the elevator. “No, I wouldn’t say that. I didn’t ask about you. Bettie volunteered the information when I asked her about her. I didn’t break the rules and neither did Bettie. She was just being honest.”

“What did you hear about me from Marcella and Jackie?” I knew I was coming on way too strong but I was pissed. I felt like I had been hoodwinked.

“Not much, but it was all good, Oliver. Really good. It’s why I’m here.” She smiled at me and I was amazed once again at how gorgeous she was when she smiled. Jackie is a truly beautiful woman but I had to admit that Danielle gave her a run for her money.

“I guess I feel like I’m at a slight disadvantage here, Danielle,” I allowed as we rode the elevator to the ground floor. She took my arm and squeezed it.

“No need to feel that way, Oliver.”

Something in the way she said it made me believe her.

“Where are we going?” she asked when we got to the street.

“I thought I’d take you to the place I used to work as a bartender,” I said as I offered her my arm. She took it and leaned close to me.

“How long ago did you work there?” she asked. I wondered if she was grilling me slightly.

“I just quit a few months ago, after I moved in with Bettie.”

She looked up at me. “So, do you enjoy being a kept man?”

I almost stopped dead in my tracks. “What?”

“I’m kidding around, Oliver. Don’t take everything so seriously.”

“It’s hard not to with you, Danielle,” I admitted. I’m not sure why.

Then she put me on the spot. “Why is that?”

I sighed. “I guess it’s an old habit more than anything else.” I hesitated and she just let me. “I guess I find you intimidating, Danielle.”

“Says the man who lives with three gorgeous women,” she said with a light tone. She smiled as she said it or I think I would have called the date off.

No, not really. But the thought crossed my mind.

“Well, as I said, it’s an old habit.”

She nodded.

“Actually, I get that. I’ve always thought that I don’t see the real personalities of the people I date. They’re always on edge, or trying to prove or hide something, or a combination of all three. It can be a little frustrating sometimes.”

I nodded. “It’s pretty insightful of you to recognize the effect you have on people, Danielle.”

We walked in silence for a while, and then she asked, “Why did you go back to calling me Danielle, Oliver?”

I looked at her. “I guess it’s because I’ve never liked the nicknames people seem to insist on sticking me with. I don’t mind it once in a while but as a steady diet… No, thank you.”

“So, I must not call you Ollie?” she asked with a twinkle in her eyes.

“Once in a while is fine, Danielle. All I ask is that you don’t make a habit out of it.”

“It’s funny – Jackie only referred to you as Ollie last night on our date. But at your apartment last week, she called you Oliver, just like everybody else. What’s up with that?”

“No idea,” I said, semi-truthfully. “Here we are,” I said as I grabbed the door to usher her inside my old stomping ground. I wondered how many people would notice me bringing another woman here after bringing Jackie here last week. I also wondered if I was playing with fire, or just showing off. Both, I decided.

“This is nice,” she said as she looked around. “How long did you work here?”

“Almost five years,” I said as I walked her to the hostess stand. The same hostess who sat Jackie and me last week grabbed a couple of menus and arched an eyebrow when she looked at Danielle. I didn’t work with her often and didn’t even remember her name – she had just started a few weeks before I left. But she remembered me, it seemed. I wondered what she was thinking but not enough to care.

“And now you’re retired,” she said without sounding as if she was needling me. Still, I felt a little…something. Not sure what. “Good for you, Oliver. Good for you.” She seemed sincere but I was suddenly on edge.

“It feels like you’re putting me down a little, Danielle,” I said after we were seated.

“I don’t mean to. I really think it’s great that y’all don’t have to worry about money anymore. That’s an amazing place to be at your age. I envy you.” She glanced at the menu. “I probably shouldn’t have admitted that because now you’ll wonder if I’m a golddigger or something. I’m not but I think we should talk about it.”

“I’m new at this, Danielle, so I’m probably not too quick to figure out what’s really going on. Why would I think you’re a golddigger?”

She looked at me as if I was a child. “Seriously? You are new at this.” She closed her menu and leaned forward. “But I guess that’s understandable. You’re so young.”

“I’m not that much younger than you, Danielle,” I said a bit too defensively.

“Yeah, but women date up and men – other than you, of course – usually date down. I’m used to going out with men ten to fifteen years older than me.”

“I thought your last significant other was a woman,” I said before I wondered if that was rude.

If she thought so, she didn’t make it obvious. “That’s true, but I’m bi so I’ve dated plenty of men.”

“It seems like there are a lot of bisexual women around these days,” I said, once again wondering if I was skating on thin ice.

Once again, it didn’t seem to bother her. “I know, right? It’s like an explosion of sexual flexibility. I wonder if this is what it was like in the sixties.”

“The sixties?” I didn’t try to hide my confusion. “You mean, the 1960s?”

“Yeah, the Sexual Revolution. I mean, I realize it was completely different but it sounded like a blast. All that free love and everything. I love books and movies about those days. There’s something so liberating about it.” She picked up her menu again but kept talking even as she made a show of reading it. “So, what about you, Oliver? Any curiosity about…?” She looked up at me with a little smirking smile.

“No, none whatsoever. Not that there’s anything wrong with that,” I added jokingly.

“Seinfeld fan?”

“Who isn’t? No soup for you!” We both laughed.

“I know, right? It’s a cultural touchstone even if it’s older than dirt. Or me.”

“Pure genius. I wonder if we’ll ever see anything like it again.”

“Probably not.” She put her menu down. “Look, why don’t you order for me, Oliver? I’m going to go powder my nose, as they used to say back in the day.” She stood up before I could get up to get her chair, and then she sat back down and allowed me to help her. “Sorry, I guess I wasn’t expecting that. It’s so old school.” She looked at me hard. “You really are an old soul, aren’t you, Oliver.”

I didn’t know what to say. I just stood there and watched her walk away. And I wondered suddenly if she was going to come back.

Seeing as there wasn’t much I could do about it if she ditched me, I sat down and looked at the menu. I waved at the server, a girl I did remember from my days working here and she came over with a big shit-eating grin on her face.

“Hey, Ollie,” she said with a sing-song voice. “How’s it going?”

“Good, Trina. Really good,” I said in an even tone as I turned to the menu. “Any good specials today?”

She gave me a look. “Oh, come on, Ollie. You’re not going to tell me what you’re doing here with another woman, seeing as we all know you’re living with three women now and she’s not one of them?”

I just stared at her. “Where did you hear I’m living with three women, Trina?”

“It is all anyone can talk about, Ollie. We heard one of them’s an heiress or something and you’re living in some fancy-shmancy place on Teller.”

“It’s on 14th and Pike but it’s not all that fancy,” I said, admitting to myself that wasn’t quite true. But I didn’t need to stoke the rumor mill any more than it had already done on its own. “So, specials?”

“Oh, right. Well, we’ve got the usual swordfish on a Tuesday but do you even remember the specials?” I gave her a look. “Well, we also have a…” She went on to name a couple of specials that were new to me so I ordered one each and sat back to see if Danielle would reappear. She did so a minute or so later.

“So, I have some questions for you,” she said when I held her chair again to her obvious delight.

“Shoot,” I said as I took my seat again.

“Whose idea was all of this?” she said with a serious look.

“All of what?”

“The four of you, all living as one family.”

I hesitated. I’d never had to put it into words before. “I guess it was kind of organic. Bettie had been living with Marcella and Jackie for years, so when she invited me to move in with her, she made it clear she had no intention of asking her existing roommates to move out.”

“And when did it become sexual between all of you?”

I sat back and considered her. She was really getting down to it. “Pretty quickly, I’d say. Marcella and Jackie had already made it known that although they were a couple, they liked men. It kind of went from there.”

“And Bettie didn’t have a problem with sharing you?”

“She said she didn’t right from the start. I have to admit, I was skeptical at first. But I believe her now.”

She nodded and looked over my shoulder as our food arrived. I offered her a choice of the two specials and she gave me a look before she picked the pasta dish. I took the shrimp.

“That was very considerate of you,” she said quietly after the server withdrew. “Giving me the option like that.”

“It only seemed right.” I hadn’t given it much thought, but I wasn’t about to admit that.

“Well, I’m continually impressed by you, Oliver.” She tasted her food and pronounced it delicious. Mine was really good, too.

“But there’s one thing I need to know,” she said after she finished chewing her first bite. “What was that about last week at your apartment? I asked all three of your…what do y’all call each other, anyway? Roommates? Spouses? Significant Others?”

“Partners is my go-to way of referring to Marcella and Jackie. Bettie is my wife.”

“And is she first among equals in your mind?”

I paused, chewing on my food thoughtfully. “I’d have to say yes at this point. I’m hoping to think of them all equally someday but I admit I’m not there yet.”

“Okay, fair enough. Now, what was that little spectacle about, Oliver? I was really put off by it.”

I nodded. “Yeah, you made that pretty obvious, Danielle. Not that I blame you. I screwed up, plain and simple. I got cocky and I let my ego get the better of me. It won’t happen again, I can assure you.”

“But what does that mean, Oliver? That you won’t do those things to your wife and your partners? Or you won’t go showing it off?”

I sat back again. “I won’t go showing it off, Danielle.” I watched her closely.

“So you will beat them again. And put them in cages?”

“I might. It depends, but I don’t have a definitive answer for you, Danielle. Why? Is that a dealbreaker for you?”

“What if it is, Oliver?”

I hesitated. I wanted to ask if she always answers a question with another question but I decided now was not the time. “That’s your call, Danielle. If you can’t live with that, if it’s a dealbreaker, then you have every right to make that decision. But I’m not going to alter my behavior to please you in that regard.”

“Was it your desire to beat your wife and partners, Oliver?”

“No, it wasn’t. It was a request from Jackie.”

“And the others?”

“They wanted to be treated the same way,” I said. I wasn’t going to pull any punches with Danielle.

“But did you enjoy doing it?”

I hesitated. “At first, no. But after I did it once, I’d have to say that I did.”

“Don’t you find that disturbing, Oliver? That you enjoy hurting the women you supposedly love?” She didn’t quite say it as an accusation but she came pretty darn close. Too close.

“I did what they wanted, Danielle,” I said in a low voice. “If they hadn’t wanted it, I wouldn’t have done it.”

“So if they asked you to do it again, you would?”

“Yes, I think so. I’m not certain but I think so.”

She looked away for a few seconds and I wondered if I’d fucked things up again. I wasn’t looking to but the possibility was obviously there. Finally, she turned and looked at me, very seriously.

“I’m not sure that works for me, Oliver. I’m not sure I can even consider being with someone who would do those things to women.”

“Even if it was at their request?”

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “There is too much violence in the world, especially against women. I can’t see adding to the…” She stopped and looked away again. “Although maybe I have no right to say anything…”

“No, I get where you’re coming from, Danielle. I do.” I shrugged. “I get it. When we first started talking about it, I was appalled. I was raised to respect and cherish women.”

“Then how could you do it?” she asked in a voice that almost broke my heart. “And how could you enjoy it?”

I sighed and looked at the ceiling. “How can I explain this?” I said as much to myself as anything. “Jackie told me she wanted my help in changing her behavior. She said that after so many years of being a bitch in the corporate world, she needed help to become less intense. She wanted me to help her. It was Marcella who first talked about how she was punished by her mother when she was a little girl. That she used to get swatted with a large wooden spoon. Things just snowballed from there.”

“And Bettie? How did she get involved?”

I took a breath. “To be honest, it’s kind of a blur at this point, so much was happening to fast. But eventually, all three of them made it plain to me that they wanted to be swatted.”

“And caged?”

“Yeah, that too. I’m not sure who brought that up. Maybe that was Bettie.”

“So, you’re just fulfilling their requests, is that it?”

“That’s how it went, yeah.”

“But you said you enjoyed it.”

I hesitated again. “I didn’t at first, but once I got used to it, and I could see that although it was an unpleasant experience for them, no real damage was done. It was more about humiliating them than hurting them. Although pain was involved, for sure.”

“So, you enjoyed humiliating them?”

I sighed again. “Not exactly. I enjoyed the power they gave me to do what I did. I felt, I don’t know, dominant. I’d never felt quite like that before.”

“Do you want to feel like that again, Oliver?” She was still completely void of emotion which I took as a bad sign. I just didn’t know how to get the conversation to end other than to answer all of her questions.

“Well, we haven’t done it again, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Will you do it again?”

I didn’t answer immediately but not because I didn’t know what to say. I’d been thinking all along that it was only a matter of time before she asked this precise question, and I was pretty sure about how I would answer it. And let the consequences be damned.

“If they ask me to, yeah. I think I would.”

She looked away again. “Well, that’s honest, at least.”

“I won’t force the issue though. If they never bring it up again, I’m sure I won’t. Just because I got into it when it happened, that doesn’t mean I’m going to go looking for it. It was an interesting experience but it’s still not me. It’s not who I am, to do that sort of thing.”

“But if they asked you to…?” She cocked an eyebrow.

“Yeah, if they asked me to, I’d do it again.”

“And if I asked you to never do it again?”

I stared at Danielle. She was still almost void of emotion so I didn’t know where she was coming from. But I stuck with my plan to be as honest as I could with her. I didn’t know how else I could answer her.

“If you were a part of our family, I’d definitely take your opinion into consideration. But if you were outvoted by Bettie, Marcella, and Jackie, I’d be inclined to do what they asked me to do.”

“But you’re in charge, right? You could overrule them if you chose to, right?”

“Yeah, I could. I just don’t think I would. At this point, I just don’t know.”

“Okay, that’s a fair answer. I’m not sure it’s the one I wanted to hear but I get where you’re coming from.”

I sighed, but a big sigh of relief instead of frustration like before. We both smiled at the change in tone between us.

“So, this was really fun, Oliver. And enlightening, which was more important.”

Somehow, without me really noticing, we finished eating. I was about to suggest a look at the dessert menu when she smiled again, a different smile than before, however. An intriguing smile. One that got my heart rate, and perhaps my hopes, elevated.

“So,” she said as she continued to smile that cute as-hell little smile of hers. “I didn’t break the rules when I was out with your wife and partners, just so we’re clear, okay?” I nodded. “But I did pose them each a question and I asked them not to say anything, so as to be as faithful to the rules as possible. I just asked them to give me some sign that I could understand without anything being said.”

“Okay,” I said slowly. “What did you ask them, Danielle?”

“How you are in bed, Oliver.”
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“I told each of them that it’s been a couple of years since I’ve been with a man,” Danielle said as I waved at the server for the check. “They told me I should take you home with me tonight and keep you until morning, if that’s alright with you.” She smiled as if she’d just asked me to pass the salt.

“I don’t know what to say, Danielle,” I finally managed. She smiled again. She looked delighted. I know I was.

“Say yes,” she said with a semi-serious tone that was clearly a put-on.

“Yes,” I said solemnly.

We both laughed the nervous laugh of two people who had just agreed to see each other naked. I had no idea I was still susceptible to such feelings.

Once we had made our intentions clear, however, everything between us slowed down. I felt as though I was swimming in syrup, or some sort of reality-warp from a Christopher Nolan movie, more Inception than Oppenheimer. I also felt way less pressure than I should have. I’d clearly had my sexual prowess extolled, by three beautiful women, no less. How could I possibly live up to Danielle's expectations, the voice in the back of my head kept shouting. This was going to end in disaster, it insisted. Danger, Will Robinson! Danger!

Once again, I ignored the voice in my head. I was half-tempted to order dessert just to show how insanely cool I thought I was but that would have been too much, I decided but just barely. I handed my credit card to the server without bothering to look at the check and rose to help Danielle with her chair. When the server said she’d be back as quickly as possible, I told her to just add thirty percent for her tip and I’d come back for my card in the morning. She looked at me as if I’d sprouted another head but I caught a glimpse of a smile on Danielle’s lips she didn’t mean for me to see, and I knew I’d done the right thing.

I was on a roll that wouldn’t quit.

I offered Danielle my arm and she smiled once again as she took it. I walked her out the door of the restaurant and down the crowded sidewalk without a word between us. I could do this, I told myself. I would do this.

We arrived at her building and she keyed us in. We rode the elevator in continued silence and I almost became uncomfortable with the lack of communication but it felt right so I went with it. She said nothing as I walked her to the door of her apartment. She didn’t invite me in, she just handed me the keys with the correct one separated in her hand. I unlocked the door and pushed it open for her – clearly this woman was into old-fashioned manners, or gallantry or whatever it was we were doing. She was good. I was good. We were good.

“Would you like something to drink?” she asked once we were inside and the door was closed and locked. I hesitated. I shook my head and stepped toward her. She didn’t flinch or back away, she just watched me approach her and stood her ground when I stepped into her space. She looked up at me and invited me to kiss her, so I did. Lightly at first, not quite tentative but almost, then more, building slowly, inexorably.

A word about Danielle’s lips.

Extraordinary.

A few more words – soft, full, supple, sexy, enticing, inviting, luscious, and incredibe. Absolutely incredible. And this from a man who is used to kissing…well, you get the idea. I won’t rub it in.

We kissed as if we’d known each other all our lives. No fumbling, no hesitation, just a gently growing passion that felt so natural, so good, so sensual. Her tongue approached and I met it with my own, gently, languidly. We were unhurried but not lackadaisical. We were enjoying each other, taking our time, savoring the moment and the prospect of what was to come.

I reached up with one hand and cupped the back of her neck. My other hand went to her hip and pulled her to me. I kept my hips angled away, not so much to hide my erection but just so as to not flaunt it. I let her ease into me and she did, pressing her body against mine, feeling the incontrovertible evidence of my excitement. She wrapped her arms around my neck and mashed her lips against mine, her tongue now insistent, a new urgency seemingly inspired by my own manifestation of desire.

She moaned into my mouth.

God, I loved that.

“Where’s your bedroom?” I asked, at last, unable to be cool any longer.

“This way,” she said with a tone in her voice that jolted me with pure lust. She grabbed my hand and practically dragged me toward the only doorway that made sense, but I was glad to be led. Thrilled, in fact. Bring it, I said to myself. Bring it on.

Just before we reached the door she let go of my hand and began shedding clothing as we walked. I followed her lead, kicking off my shoes and unbuttoning my shirt while I considered the possibility of ripping it from my body and spraying buttons all over the floor. That I might fail in that endeavor was the only thing that stopped me from trying. I peeled the shirt from my shoulders and flung it across the room as we entered her bedroom, a woman’s room, soft and feminine, so fucking perfect I had to stifle a laugh. Of course, it was. How could it not be?

“Fuck me, Oliver,” she whispered, her voice low and almost feral, thick with desire. “Fuck me now.”

I took her face in my hands and kissed her again. We only kissed for a few seconds before we finished removing our clothes. I wondered briefly if I should be removing her clothes for her but her urgency to get naked told me I should do the same and get to the good part. We were both naked in a few seconds and we came together to kiss again, a naked kiss, the best kind, and I felt her amazing body in all its natural glory for the first time and, my god, it was extraordinary. Soft, supple, just like her lips but all of her, perfection in the flesh. I couldn’t get my fill of how good she felt.

She finally pulled away from me and led me to the bed, another gesture that thrilled me to my core. My dick was almost aching with desire for her and when she climbed onto the bed and spread her legs for me, indicating that the time for foreplay was over, I took that as my cue to kneel between her gorgeous thighs and aim my dick and her moist folds. I eased my head into her, just enough to test her wetness and she was indeed wet for me, so wet in fact that I slid in easily and better yet, she moaned again, closed her eyes, and rolled her head back as if she was in ecstasy and we had only just begun.

“It’s been so long and you feel so fucking good, Oliver,” she whispered as she reached for my neck and pulled me to her, burying my dick deep in her pussy. I marveled at the idea that she hadn’t been fucked in years, not by a man, at least, and my head almost exploded. My balls almost did too but I controlled myself, somehow, god only knows how. It didn’t hurt that I’d been sexually active daily for months but that’s a thought I quickly buried. I wanted to focus all of my attention on Danielle. She deserved it.

“You feel incredible,” I whispered and she buried her lips against my neck as she wrapped her ankles around my thighs and pulled me to her. I eased back and then thrust in again, careful to be as gentle as I could but I was dying to just fuck her. I didn’t want to come on too strong so I eased in and out of her pussy and it felt amazing. I wasn’t sure if I was projecting because it had been years since she’d been penetrated by a male organ but she felt so tight that I didn’t care what the reason was. All I knew was that she felt incredible.

“Fuck me, Oliver,” she urged me after a few strokes. “Don’t hold back.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, idiotically, but she smiled at me.

“Fuck me like you mean it, Oliver. Fuck me like you mean it.”

I slowly upped my tempo until I was pistoning in and out of her like a madman. She was thrashing her head from side to side and I slowed a bit, suddenly concerned I might be overdoing it, but she opened her eyes and found mine, the desire in her look unmistakable.

“Don’t slow down,” she whispered with a husk in her tone that fucking thrilled me. “Don’t slow down.”

I went crazy. I fucked her so hard and fast I knew I wasn’t going to last but that seemed inevitable so I just went with it. I began to pant and grunt, trying like crazy to let her know I was close. She grabbed my face with both hands and pulled me in as he lips devoured mine, her tongue buried in my mouth until she pulled away and moaned and tightened and convulsed and shook and held on to me so tight as my dick surged into her and my balls exploded and my orgasm overwhelmed me and I grunted and spasmed myself.

Then I collapsed on her and she held me. We did nothing but breathe and hold each other for such a long, exquisite time and I luxuriated in the incredible feel of her and she let me.

“That was so good, Oliver,” she whispered at last. “So fucking good.”

“You were incredible, Danielle.” I kissed her lips again, lightly, playfully, our tongues dancing with each other as if we were in love.

Fuck, did I love this woman already? Could that even be? I eased back and looked at her. She had no idea what a turmoil she’d thrown me into suddenly, but she sensed something had changed and she tilted her head and raised an eyebrow slightly.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I lied.

At some point we must have drifted off to sleep last night because in the morning I awoke with Danielle in my arms, her back to me, her naked body feeling so incredible. I listened to her sleep-breathe for several delicious minutes while I wondered what had come over me. I couldn’t possibly love this woman. I was in three committed relationships already and even though I was the one who had instigated bringing Danielle into our already crowded lives, I was having severe doubts about my ability to juggle another one. Rightly so, I told myself. How in the world could this possibly work? It was too much. I couldn’t do it.

But the feel of Danielle's body against mine, the smell of her hair near my nostrils, the warmth of her skin, and the way we fit together so perfectly, it was intoxicating. I felt the perfection of us in my bones and I didn’t want to even consider the possibility that I would have to give this woman up, as much as I knew I should. It wouldn’t be fair to her, it wouldn’t be fair to Bettie, or Marcella, or Jackie. There was no way. None.

But, my god! She felt so good. How in the world could she feel this good in my arms given the bounty of riches I already had at home? Even with her asleep, I wanted her. My dick swelled at the thought of making love to her again even though I knew I should let well enough alone. She hadn’t been fucked in years – she’d be sore. Too sore to go again, much as I wanted to. Needed to. But that was out of the question. How could I be so self-absorbed to even think about such a thing? I wasn’t that guy. I didn’t want to become that guy, who put his needs above all else. If I’d learned anything the past few months, it was that the greatest satisfaction came from being exactly what the person I loved needed me to be. Danielle needed me to be kind and considerate, selfless. I needed to be that for her.

Fuck, did I just admit again that I loved her? How could that possibly be true? I don’t love her, I’m just in lust with her. Yeah, that’s got to be it. She’s an incredibly sexy woman and what man would be in lust with her given the chance? That’s all this is – lust, pure and simple. Love can’t be part of the equation, not now. Not yet. Maybe not ever. Probably not ever.

“Hey,” Danielle whispered, almost startling me. She turned her head just enough to catch my eye and show me her gorgeous but sleepy smile.

“Morning,” I said with a smile of my own. “Did you sleep well?”

“So good,” she said as she stretched and yawned and wiggled her ass into my pelvis. “Is that what I think it is?”

My erection was almost at full mast and that question put it over the top. I flexed involuntarily.

I whispered, “You’re impossible to ignore, in case you were wondering.” I pulled away. “But I know you’re probably…” I didn’t finish my thought. I didn’t think I had to.

“Sore?” she whispered. “I am but it feels good somehow. It’s been a long time since I felt this way.”

I’m not sure if that’s an invitation to proceed or not, so I asked a question that’s been on my mind. “What’s the story about how long it’s been since you were with a man, Danielle?” I wanted to ask her at dinner last night but it seemed way too presumptuous. Now seemed like a much better time and a more appropriate setting.

“I figured out when I was still in high school that I liked boys and girls,” she said without hesitation. “It was harder to let my girlfriends know that I was interested in them and the boys were all over me, as you might expect.”

“Okay,” I said, not wanting to stop the momentum of her story but noting her self-confidence for another time.

“Yeah, that sounded worse than I meant it to. I mean, I know I’m attractive, so it was just easier to date boys. I didn’t really date girls until I went off to college because that’s when so many things become easier sexually.”

“Yeah, I wouldn’t know,” I admitted, then mentally kicked myself for do so.

She turned to face me. “I heard about your brief exposure to higher learning, Oliver. I didn’t ask, by the way. It just came up, when Bettie was talking about going back to school for her Master’s.”

I kept quiet.

She went on. “Anyway, at college, it was pretty easy to get together with girls and I made the most of my new opportunities. I also dated boys and decided that I would always be interested in both. Which didn’t help me with some of the women I dated.”

“I can imagine.”

She turned her back to me again and pushed her butt against my crotch. “If you’d like to do something, I’m down.”

I was fully erect again in a flash. “You don’t have to do that, Danielle,” I said in an unconvincing tone that made her giggle.

“I know that, silly. I want to. Just go easy, okay?” She lifted her leg and reached between them for my dick. She inserted me into her wet slot and moaned as she pushed back against me. I stayed as still as possible so she could be in control.

But, fuck. She felt so good. I said so.

“Yeah, I agree, but let’s just stay still for a little bit until I get used to you again.” She eased back and then became as still as I was. “So, where was I?”

I bit my lip. “In college, dating boys and girls and there were issues.”

“Right.” She eased forward a bit and my dick twitched in her pussy. I tried to stay still but it was tough. I wanted desperately to fuck her.

“So, I was dating both sexes and keeping my options open until I met this woman who worked at the hospital as a nurse. She was tough, a real top, which I had no idea about at that point. Older than me but not by so much that it was creepy or anything. But she told me that if I was interested in her, I had to be exclusive and she was so gorgeous and more than a little dominant, so I did what she wanted. We dated for a couple of years until I graduated and moved away.”

The whole time Danielle was talking I was trying to focus on what she was saying while keeping my dick completely still in her pussy. It which wasn’t easy. When she paused in her story, she eased back into me and began to rock gently back and forth, which was amazing. I stayed still and let her fuck me which was new for me and also amazing. I’d been ridden cowgirl style, mostly by Bettie, where she ran the show but this was different. So subtle, so sensual. I didn’t think I could learn anything new but I was wrong.

“So, anyway,” she said when she stopped moving and we became still again. “Ever since then, I’ve become super sensitive to the power dynamics in all of my relationships but primarily with women. Sometimes I’m the dominant partner and sometimes I’m submissive.”

“Do you ever switch?” Marcella had explained to me what a ‘switch’ is in that world, something else I had no idea about.

“No, never. Once a dynamic has been established, I stick with it.”

“Do these dynamics only apply to the women you date?”

She moaned slightly as she started to fuck me gently. “Up until now, yes. I’ve never had a man dominate me and I’ve never dominated any of the men I had a relationship with. We’ve always approached the relationship on an equal footing.”

“Are we going to have a relationship, Danielle?” I asked unexpectedly. I hadn’t been planning to – it just slipped out. I’d like to blame it on the fact that she was driving me nuts with the way she was fucking me slowly, sensually, but I’m not sure that’s much of an excuse. I regretted my question as soon as it left my mouth.

“I don’t know, Oliver. It’s tempting.” She eased back into me fully, burying my dick in her delicious pussy. I was dying to grab her hips, roll her onto her belly and have my way with her but I restrained myself. Somehow.

“If we did, we’d be equals?” I couldn’t stop pushing, verbally at least. I only have so much self-control.

“I don’t know that, either. I was really put off by what you did to your… partners. But the more I thought about it…” She continued to fuck me and another moan escaped her lips. It was phenomenal.

“The more you thought about it…” I wanted to know.

“The more I thought about it, the more I understood what it was all about.”

Fuck, what does that mean? “Is that a good thing, Danielle?”

She moaned and fucked me. She was increasing her tempo but I kept still. If she wanted me to take over she was going to have to say something. I wasn’t going to assume anything.

But I was dying to fuck her.

“Yeah, Oliver. That’s a good thing.” She turned and looked at me. I cocked an eyebrow.

“What?”

She moaned and closed her eyes. “You know what, Oliver. You know what.”

“I need you to tell me, Danielle. I don’t want any misunderstandings here.”

She continued to fuck me and moan for a few more seconds, then she turned and looked at me with a very serious look.

“Fuck me, Oliver. Just fuck me, okay?”
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Danielle and I spent most of the morning in bed together. We got up to have some coffee and then found our way back to the bedroom to fuck again. I kept asking her if she wasn’t too sore and she finally gave me a stern talking to.

“Look, Oliver. If I tell you I’m fine, then you have to trust that I’m fine, okay?” she said without smiling.

I raised my hands as if I was surrendering, which I kinda was. “Okay, I believe you, Danielle.”

“Now, where were we?” She dragged my ass back to her bedroom for the second time and it wasn’t even noon yet.

“I guess I should make an appearance at my apartment at some point today,” I said after we took a shower together.

“Mind if I come with you?” she asked as I toweled her off. “I’d like to talk to everyone again in a group setting.”

“Sure,” I said only somewhat uneasily. “May I ask what you want to talk about with everyone?”

“You can ask, but I think I’ll wait until we get there, okay?”

I shrugged and smiled. “Suit yourself.”

We got dressed and walked to the penthouse where all three of my partners were lounging around in the nude. I’d texted them that Danielle was coming home with me so I was somewhat surprised that they decided not to wear any clothes for her visit. Not unhappy, just surprised.

Danielle didn’t seem to be fazed one way or the other by all the boobs and pussies she was confronted with. Then I remembered that she’s bisexual and even leans lesbian, although last night and this morning put the lie to that thought. I decided it didn’t really matter and just went with the flow.

“So, thanks for allowing me to keep your partner for last night and this morning,” Danielle began when we all took seats in the living room. I decided to keep my mouth shut unless I was asked a question directly – this was between the girls. Or the women, I should say.

“Everything turn out the way you hoped?” Jackie asked Danielle with a smirky smile.

“Absolutely,” Danielle said immediately which made me blush and my dick chub. Which I found hard to believe. “Oliver was everything you said he would be.”

“We’re glad you had a good time,” Marcella said with a sincere tone and a cute smile.

“I agree,” Bettie chimed in. We all turned to back to Jackie but she seemed content to let Danielle run the meeting, such as it was.

“So, I wanted to talk to all of you because I’m in a bit of a quandary,” Danielle allowed with surprising concern on her beautiful face. “I’m very intrigued by what you all have here. Very intrigued.”

When she paused, Jackie spoke. “But? It sounds like there’s a ‘but’ coming.”

“Well, there is.” Danielle looked at her hands. “I don’t know how to say this, to be honest.”

“Just lay it on us, Danielle,” Jackie went on. “We can take it.” She smiled warmly.

“Okay, just let me collect my thoughts,” Danielle said in a quiet voice. “It’s kind of embarrassing.”

“It’s fine, Danielle,” I said finally. “You’re among friends here.”

“Thanks,” she said with a look my way that was really heartfelt from what I could tell. I’m not sure if Danielle is a good actress or not so I decided to believe she’s not and the look was real.

“Yeah, what Oliver said,” Marcella chimed in with a slight giggle.

Danielle took a breath. “So, I think I told all of you how I recently broke up with my girlfriend. We’d been together for a few years and it just wasn’t working out for me, or her, to be honest. We struggled for a long time before we finally decided it was time she moved out.”

She paused and sighed again, and then a tear rolled down her cheek.

Bettie stood up and went to her. She sat down next to her and wrapped her arm around Danielle’s shoulder. I felt my heart swell. I love Bettie so much.

“Thanks,” Danielle said with a sad smile for Bettie. “Anyway, we just couldn’t get past a few issues that seemed to be more and more of a problem for us.”

“What issues, Danielle?” Jackie asked.

“She’s younger than me. A lot younger. Like 22. And she wanted to have an open relationship, which I couldn’t understand or consider. I’d never done anything like that before with a woman and I didn’t want to try. But she’s so young and she didn’t want to be committed to one person at this point in her life, which I understood intellectually but I couldn’t deal with emotionally.”

Danielle kept her eyes on the coffee table as she talked, as if looking at us would have been too painful. When she stopped for a breath, she looked around and found my eyes. She wasn’t crying anymore but she looked like she might start again at any moment. I nodded to try to encourage her and Bettie leaned close to whisper something in her ear that I couldn’t hear. Danielle nodded and Bettie stood up.

“Anyone want some coffee? I’m going to get some for Danielle.” We all declined and Bettie went off to the kitchen. I looked at Marcella and she realized suddenly that she should be getting the coffee for our guest.

“I’ll get that, Betts,” Marcella said as she rushed into the kitchen. Bettie protested for a few seconds before she let Marcella take over. She came back to where Danielle was sitting and sat next to her again. She hesitated to put her arm around Danielle’s shoulders until the younger woman leaned in and made it obvious what she wanted.

“So, go on, Danielle,” Marcella said from the other room. “I can hear you.”

“Okay,” Danielle said and sat up straight as if to buck herself up. “So, I just felt guilty about not giving Chloe what she wanted, what she deserved at her age. It’s nuts for her to get so serious to the point that I was when she was so young.”

“My parents got married in their early twenties,” Jackie said softly. “And they’re still married forty-plus years later.”

“Yeah, but that’s rare,” Danielle said in a tone that was somewhere between argumentative and observational. Jackie frowned but didn’t contradict her. “No, I mean it. Everyone I’ve known who got married in their twenties was divorced before they turned fifty. The only successful long-term, til-death-do-us-part relationships I know of, the couple got married after both of them turned thirty.”

“Well, at least that bodes well for us,” Marcella called out from the kitchen.

“Speak for yourself,” I added under my breath. “Oh, wait. Did I say that out loud?” I asked and everyone chuckled. Everyone but Danielle.

“You’re twenty-nine, right?” she asked me. I shook my head.

“Close but no cigar,” I said with a sad smile. “We’ll just have to work extra hard. Right, Betts?”

She nodded. “I don’t worry about us at all, Oliver. You’re all I’ll ever need.”

“Same,” Jackie said with a look my way that surprised me.

“Me, too,” Marcella said as she carried a mug of coffee in from the kitchen. “I’m good,” she added as she handed the mug to Danielle and bent down to kiss my cheek. I’m sure I blushed hard but my heart was ready to burst.

“See, that’s the thing,” Danielle said as she looked around at us. “You guys seem to have an incredible relationship that defies everything I’ve come to believe about how things should work. I don’t know what to think anymore.”

“We’re really lucky,” Bettie said as she reached for my hand and gave it a squeeze. I squeeze hers and smile.

“The hell we are,” Jackie almost yelled with a laugh that is almost aggressive. “We’re good at this shit. We know what the hell we’re doing.”

“True that,” Marcella added with a laugh that had a lot more warmth in it. “But we are lucky to have found each other.”

“And we’re lucky that Bettie is a fucking financial genius,” I agreed with complete sincerity. To which she smiled, blushed hard, and looked away from me.

“It’s true, Betts,” Jackie said without any snark. “You’re amazing.” Jackie has been sitting in on a few of my lessons with Bettie just to find out what she’s done over the years to amass the fortune we now have. “I can attest to that,” she added.

“Well, I don’t want to be presumptuous or anything,” Danielle said softly. “What you guys have going really is amazing.” She looked at each of us in turn. “And if you’re still interested in me…” She hesitated.

“We’re still interested, Danielle,” I stated as emphatically as I knew how. I polled the room with my eyes and got nods from everyone. “Very interested.”

Danielle looked at me with more unmistakable gratitude in her expression. “Well, if that’s true, what do we do now?” She looked at Jackie. “I mean, where do we go from here?”

I looked at Jackie, too. I wondered what she’d say even though I’d taken the lead in saying that we wanted to move forward with Danielle. She looked at me and smiled but with no attitude or snark or anything sarcastic in her expression. Which surprised me.

“I think Oliver should tell us what comes next,” she said without taking her eyes from mine.

I was blown away.

“Uh, okay,” I stammered. “I think we should keep doing what we’ve been doing. Getting to know each other, dating and stuff.” I looked around. “Like that.”

“Dating and stuff?” Danielle asked without coming off snarky. “What does that mean, exactly?”

I tried to formulate a thought but it wasn’t happening. I decided to look to Jackie to help me out. “What do you think, Jacks?”

Jackie smiled again, one that bordered on a smirk but didn’t quite get there. “Well, as of today,” she began, “Oliver is the only one of us who has actually fucked Danielle, right?”

I winced at her choice of words but I had no argument for her point. Jackie looked at Marcella who nodded, then she looked at Bettie.

“Yeah, we didn’t even kiss good night,” Bettie said in an adorable tone and everyone except her laughed gently. “What?” she asked, innocently.

“You’re just too much, Betts,” Jackie said. “But god, are you something else.” She lingered on Bettie for a few seconds before she turned to me. “What do you say, Oliver? Would you have a problem with inviting Danielle to stay with us for the weekend?”

I was, once again, blown away. “No, I guess not,” I said in a weasily tone that even I couldn’t ignore.

Jackie arched an eyebrow at me. “Seriously, Oliver? Is that the best you got?” She smiled again, warmly, thank god. If she’d lit me up it would have felt really shitty. But she didn’t. Thankfully.

“No, sorry,” I said quickly. I turned to Danielle who had remained silent as we hashed it out between us. “I think you should stay the weekend, Danielle, so we can get a feel for each other and see if there’s as good a fit between the girls as there was between you and me.” I was instantly aware of my use of the word ‘girls’ when referring to women more than a decade older than me, but I didn’t care anymore. I was going to refer to them as I thought of them, as girls, and damn the consequences.

Thankfully, no one took issue with my phrasing. So the focus turned to Danielle.

“I’d be honored,” she said quietly. She looked at me and I smiled. She smiled back.

“Well, then,” I said. “I guess we should start with you removing your clothes, Danielle.”

Her eyes went wide but she smiled broadly. “Yeah, that sounds right.” She stood up and began to undress herself. We all watched and waited.

“Oh, my god,” Marcella said under her breath. Danielle didn’t look at her but she did smile. I did too. Danielle is a gorgeous woman with an amazing body.

“Yeah,” Jackie added, with an unmistakable air of desire in her tone. Only Bettie kept silent.

Other than me.

“We don’t have anything to do today, do we?” Marcella asked with what sounded to me like an exaggerated longing in her voice. Or maybe it was real.

“No, we don’t,” Bettie said without taking her eyes off Danielle.

“One thing I want to make clear to y’all,” she said, using a Southern affectation that puzzled me. “I’m not here to get my ex back” She looked at Marcella, then Jackie, then Bette, and finally at me. “I need y’all to understand that.”

“Okay,” I said casually. “I believe you.”

Jackie cleared her throat. “But you wouldn’t be adverse to that eventuality, should it come to pass, right?” She arched an eyebrow as she stared at Danielle.

“No, I guess not,” the now-naked woman admitted. “It just seems too presumptuous to even consider.”

“Oh, I disagree,” Jackie said. She looked at me. “You?”

“I have no opinion in this matter,” I deadpanned to smiles all around.

“What?” Danielle asked.

“Don’t worry about it,” Jackie said. “We’ll cross that bridge when we come to it. For now, though,” she said as she stood up from the couch for the first time. “I’d like to take Danielle to our bedroom. Who wants to join us?”

Everyone stood up.
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We spent the next month doing what we discussed that day in the living room – we dated Danielle. We dated her individually and collectively. We went to dinner with her, we went to the theater, we slept with her, individually and collectively.

It was glorious.

Every aspect of our relationship with Danielle seemed like a match made in heaven. She was interested in our lives and we were interested in hers, to the point where we went to her restaurant for brunch every Sunday and watched her work, up close and at a distance, while she watched us watching her. It was a strange and somehow affecting situation, as no one at her restaurant knew about her relationship with us. It was as if she had a clandestine and forbidden affair going on with a patron of her employer except it was with a whole table of patrons. I don’t know why she decided to keep everything under wraps but it worked. It worked gangbusters.

Finally, after our usual brunch outing and after Danielle was done for the day, she came back to the penthouse for another informal meeting at my request. I didn’t give her any indication what it was about, I just told her to stop by after her shift was over because we had things to talk about. She gave me a look but didn’t ask for further details or explanations, for which I was grateful.

“Thanks for coming,” I told her when she arrived at our door. As soon as she entered the apartment, she stripped out of her clothes just as the others did leaving me as the only clothed individual in the room. She got into this routine from the get-go after the meeting where we decided to try each other on for size and it stuck, much to my surprise and delight. It’s probably crass of me to say, seeing as I have an abundance of riches already with Bettie, Marcella, and Jackie always naked in the apartment, but there was something about having Danielle naked that just thrilled me beyond all expectations.

“So, we’ve been talking,” I said to Danielle when she had shed her clothes and joined us on the sofa grouping. “And we would like to extend you a formal invitation to join us permanently.” I smiled as broadly as I knew how and she lit up in response, then she stood up and stepped towards me, hesitantly at first, but when I also stood and opened my arms to welcome her to our family, figuratively and physically, she rushed to embrace me. I held her and kissed the top of her head as she sobbed into my chest, unexpectedly.

“Why the tears, Danielle?” I whispered. She just held me and slowly got control of her emotions. When her sobs turned to sniffles, she looked up and smiled through her tears at me, then she kissed me with salty lips which was amazing.

“I’m just so happy you feel this way, Oliver.” She turned and looked at the girls. “All of you. I’m so glad because I feel the same way about you.”

“I know it’s only been a short courtship,” Jackie said, unable to resist taking charge. I smiled but remained silent as I wrapped my arm around Danielle’s shoulders and eased her to the sofa next to me. She was still sniffling which was so endearing.

“But we feel like this is a great match for all of us,” Jackie went on.

“We’re all in agreement,” Marcella chimed in. “We’d love to have you.”

“And we would like you to move in as soon as possible,” Bettie said as she reached for Danielle’s hand.

“I don’t know what to say,” the girl sobbed again. She leaned forward and buried her face in her hands and sobbed uncontrollably for a few seconds before Bettie went to the kitchen for a box of tissues. She offered it to Danielle who took one and wiped her eyes and smiled again, finally.

“Say yes,” I said gently.

“Yes, YES!” Danielle almost shouted and we all laughed. “I’m off tomorrow and Tuesday so I’ll have plenty of time to…”

“Danielle,” I interrupted firmly. “We want you to quit your job.”

“Actually,” Bettie followed on. “We are inviting you to feel free to quit your job, if that’s what you want to do.”

Danielle looked at her and then at me with surprise and disbelief in her eyes. “Seriously?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “As Bettie implied, it’s not a requirement by any means, but it is something we would encourage you to consider.”

“You told me you’d be down to learn more about cooking,” Marcella added. “I’m in three different cooking classes and I’d love the company if you want to join me.”

“Is cooking what you want to do, Danielle?” Jackie asked. “Or was it something you thought you should do? Because you shouldn’t feel like you need to do anything. That’s what we really want to tell you today.”

“And nothing is carved in stone,” Bettie added. “If you change your mind and want to go back to work, have at it.” She looked at the others. “Right?”

“Absolutely,” Marcella confirmed. “We’re all still getting used to the flexibility that not having to work gives us. It’s a process, for sure.”

“I don’t know what to say,” Danielle said.

I smiled. “Say yes.”

Everyone laughed. “And we should talk about your ex-girlfriend,” Jackie said with a little too harsh tone, I thought. “Sorry, that came out wrong,” she added quickly. I guess she saw the look on my face.

“What about her?” Danielle asked with a bit of an edge.

“Well, we’d all like to meet her,” I said softly. “If that’s something you want to pursue.”

“Pursue?” she asked as she turned to look at me, clearly confused.

“Maybe that’s too strong a word,” Bettie said and I nodded.

“We noticed that in all the time we’ve been dating,” Jackie began, “you never brought up your ex.” She waited but the others nodded in silent agreement. We’d all compared notes and no one could remember a word said by Danielle about her ex, Chloe.

“Which we found telling,” I added. “That you didn’t bring her up spoke volumes for us.”

“Really?” Danielle asked. “Why?”

“It showed me at least that you were really trying to get past it,” I said. The girls nodded. “That this wasn’t an attempt to prove something to her.”

“But it might be, right?” Danielle asked softly. “I mean, I didn’t intentionally do that, but…”

“Yeah, we get it,” Jackie said. “But you tried pretty hard to leave it behind. Maybe too hard.”

We all just sat there in silence while Danielle considered what we were telling her. Finally, she turned and looked at me. “But, what are you saying, Oliver? That you might be willing…?” She just let the question hang in the air.

“Yup,” I said simply. “That’s exactly what we’re saying.”

She stared at me but then shook her head. “No, I need you to be specific, Oliver. I don’t want any misunderstandings.” She looked stern but then softened. “I’m sorry, that came out a little harsh.”

I smiled. “It’s fine Danielle. I should be clear but we’re still working through this whole process as well. Everything is happening quickly.” I looked around and everyone nodded.

“Thank you for understanding,” Danielle added. “I don’t mean to come off as ungrateful because this is the most generous offer I’ve ever heard.” She smiled again and the warmth of her smile told me we were doing the right thing.

“Well, first off, let me just say that I’m improvising here,” I began. “We haven’t talked about this aspect of our, uh, offer to you.” I looked around and no one objected. “So, this is subject to discussion, okay?”

“Okay,” Danielle said.

Bettie shot me a look. “Oliver?” she said when I raised my eyebrows.

“Yes, Bettie?”

“We’ll go along with whatever you decide.”

I stared at her, my mind working through the implications of her statement. I glanced at Jackie and she nodded. I looked at Marcella and she was smiling and nodding.

“Okay,” I said at last and looked at Danielle. “Here’s how I see it. If you come into our family, you come in as a full member with all the same rights and privileges as all of us. There won’t be different ranks or tiers or second-class or any of that shit.”

Danielle looked stunned but she said nothing. I glanced at Bettie and she smiled and nodded for me to keep going.

“If you join us, and you want to introduce us to your ex with the idea that she might be a good fit, we’re open to that.”

I wanted to go on and get into more details and what-ifs but I restrained myself. Less is more, I decided.

“Isn’t there a limit as to how big your, uh, family can get?” she asked in a quiet voice.

“I’m sure there is, but I don’t have a number in mind at this point. I don’t think it’s going to work that way. We’ll all have to talk about what we see as the natural limit but we’re not there yet.”

“What if…?” Danielle began but then she stopped. She looked around at the others before she came back to me. “I’m sorry, but this is just…hard to fathom.”

“Yeah, for us, too,” I said with a warm smile. “We’re all newlyweds, remember. We just got back from our honeymoons a few weeks ago.”

“Is it possible the honeymoon is still clouding your judgment?” She offered. “I mean no offense, but I don’t want to be a fly in the ointment.”

I smiled. “Don’t worry, Danielle. You won’t be.”

“But you don’t know that,” she said.

“Nothing’s guaranteed, but I’ve got a good feeling about you and us. We’ll have to see about your ex.” I paused, then added, “If your ex…”

“Chloe,” she interrupted me with a disarming smile.

“Right, Chloe. If Chloe isn’t interested in what we’re doing here, will that be a dealbreaker for you?”

She stared at me hard without moving for several weighted seconds. “No, I don’t think so. I’ve come to grips with the fact that we’ve moved on, me and Chloe.”

“But you’re interested in reopening the…wound?”

“I guess you could say that,” she whispered. “That’s a good way to put it.”

“You must have really loved her,” Bettie said unexpectedly.

Danielle turned to her and nodded. “I did. Maybe I still do.” She looked at me. “Maybe that’s a sign that this is all a big mistake.” She suddenly looked like she might cry.

“Maybe, but that’s a risk I’m willing to take,” I said. “Does anyone feel I’m being rash or reckless?”

Bettie looked at me and then at Jackie and Marcella. “We’re good with whatever you decide, Oliver.”

“Well, then,” I said as I stood up. “Let’s do this.”
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Now that Danielle has agreed to join our new family, things are changing quickly.

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

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

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

Who might join us as well.
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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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