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

I was surprised when I saw Madison at the restaurant where I used to work.

She was tatted up like no other employee I’d ever worked with.

But it was her kindness and warm smile that impressed me.

And when I found out she needed help, I knew what to do.

Especially since I was in a place to do it.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I was headed back to my table at The Belvedere Grill when I caught the eye of my wife, Bettie. She sat next to her college roommate and our guest of honor that night, Sigourney Martin, who is leaving for the South of France tomorrow. She’s been our houseguest for almost a month but that’s ending. Which is so unfortunate, because we all had sex for the first time just before we went to dinner.

All except for Chloe, who spent the afternoon in a small cage in our bedroom watching the rest of us in bed with Sigourney.

Confused? Join the club.

“What’s up, Oliver?” Bettie asked me after I sat down at the head of the table. I guess I’ve lost my poker face – not that I was ever all that good at poker.

“I’ll tell you later,” I whispered as the rest of our family talked to each other. “But would you mind if we had another guest stay the night?”

Bettie had every right to give me a hard time or at least a look of disappointment or disapproval at my out-of-left-field request. After all, Sigourney will be leaving in the morning and we were all looking forward to continuing the fun we began with her this afternoon long into the night. A stranger in our penthouse apartment was the last thing Bettie wanted. Truth be told, I felt the same way.

“Do I know her?” she asked with no animosity or reproach in her tone or expression.

“You’ve met,” I said cryptically. “She’s a server here at the Belvedere.”

Bettie’s eyes widened perceptibly, but she didn’t say no. I’ve never met a kinder or more understanding person than my wife of 18 months, so I’m not too surprised at her welcomed reaction. It also was not lost on me that she correctly assumed that our mystery guest would be female, seeing as I already live with a penthouse full of females—beautiful females, at that—who were suddenly all staring at me.

“Seriously, Oliver?” Jackie asked, our resident hardass and easily the most attractive hardass I’ve ever met. “You couldn’t even wait until Sigourney’s bed was cold before you recruited someone to fill it?”

“It’s okay, Jackie,” Sigourney told her new friend and lover. “I won’t be needing it tonight.”

“Really, Sigourney?” Bettie said as she grabbed her friend’s hand. Although they’ve known each other for decades, it wasn’t until this afternoon that Sigourney and my wife consummate their relationship. Along with most of the others at our table, including me for good measure.

“Of course, Bettie,” Sigourney whispered. “Unless you want me all to yourself tonight?”

“Fat chance of that happening,” Chloe said to laughter from everyone else at the table. “I didn’t get to do anything but watch today.”

“And whose fault was that?” I asked her pointedly. She glared at me but said nothing. Her bottom was still bruised and sore from the first half of her punishment this afternoon. There was no way I’d spank her again after three dozen smacks this morning but I won’t tell her that, either. It seems my power over this group expands every day. I almost feel like I’m getting good at it.

“We should wrap things up,” Bettie said quietly. “Or Chloe might explode on us.”

“Are you going to let her have her way with Sigourney?” I asked and she looked at me like I’d lost my mind.

“What do I have to say about that?”

“You could take Sigourney away,” I said with a shrug. “She just said so.”

“She was kidding,” Bettie said, unconvincingly.

“Well, I’m not so sure so why don’t we ask her?” I banged my spoon against my water glass to get everyone’s attention. “Everyone?” I said loud enough to carry the length of the table. “Listen up.”

“Oliver,” Bettie hissed. “What are you doing?” I patted her hand. She stared at me with her eyes wide, with concern.

I ignored my wife which made me nervous but I fought through it. “I want to ask all of you a question.” I felt Bettie’s eyes burning holes in the side of my head but I pressed on. “Should Bettie take Sigourney away for her last night with us? As you all know, Bettie had a thing for her college roommate twenty years ago and I feel like we should talk about giving them a chance to get to know each other. By themselves,” I added as I looked at Chloe. She looked pissed.

But she didn’t say a word.

“I think that would be the right thing to do,” Jackie smirked. “Twenty years is a long time.”

“I agree,” Marcella added with a mischievous look. “I’m sure Bettie’s been dying for some time alone with Sigourney.”

I turned to Danielle who looked like she might be sick. “What do you say, Danielle?” I hesitated for a beat before adding, “I’ll let you make the call.”

Chloe almost came out of her chair but somehow restrained herself. “I…” she began but I held up my hand.

“Well?” I asked Danielle. She swallowed and glanced at Chloe.

“I think it should be up to Sigourney,” she said somewhat less than decisively. But I had to hand it to her – it was a deft cop-out.

“Oh, that’s not fair,” Sigourney added, laughing. “Why am I being made the bad guy?” She stared straight at me. “Some farewell party this turned out to be.”

I nodded. “You make an excellent point, Sigourney.” I looked at Chloe. “How about we do this? Chloe, you get to be with Sigourney for an hour after we get home but we all get to watch. Then Bettie and Sigourney spend the rest of the night in Sigourney’s bedroom, without any prying eyes on them.” I looked at Sigourney and then at Bettie. “Does that sound fair?”

“It does,” Bettie said quickly, looking relieved. “Quite fair.”

“Chloe?” I asked the girl.

“I guess,” she said in a snit. “Not what I would have…” I held up my hand.

“I can change my mind,” I said to her and she ducked her head but said nothing. “Then we’re all in agreement?” I asked, mostly rhetorically.

“I have a request,” Sigourney said, surprising me and everyone from how their heads snapped around to look at her.

I nodded but said nothing. She smiled slightly and almost looked like she might be blushing. I was surprised but didn’t interrupt when she opened her mouth to speak.

“I can’t believe I’m going to say this,” she said more to herself than to us. The noise of the restaurant almost drowned her out for me. I leaned forward without thinking.

“What?” I said when she hesitated.

Sigourney sighed and looked at me, all serious. “I want you to spank me, Oliver. Like you did with Chloe.”

I almost fell out of my chair. Everyone at the table went still and silent and even the noise from the restaurant seemed to lessen considerably, although that may have been all in my head. Which was in the process of melting down.

“Seriously?” Jackie asked, finally breaking the silence.

“Yes,” Sigourney said simply.

Jackie turned to look at me but I didn’t take my eyes from Sigourney’s.

“Well, Oliver?” Jackie asked with a bit of snark. She was loving this – I could tell.

“No,” I said without thinking. “I’m not going to do that, Sigourney.”

She sagged a little but her eyes danced. “Why not?”

“Because I only spank members of my family. You’re not one of us, Sigourney.”

“Oliver,” Bettie said softly. “You’re being a little harsh.”

“Is it true or isn’t it?” I asked my wife. She looked at her hands and said nothing.

“No, that’s fair,” Sigourney said at last. “Will you make love to me, at least, Oliver?”

Everyone went quiet again. I hesitated for half a second before standing up from the table and smiling.

“Of course.”
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When we arrived back at the apartment, I expected some pushback or, at the least, complaints from Chloe, but even though the youngest and newest member of our unusual family didn’t look particularly happy, she didn’t utter a word of complaint about having to wait her turn with our guest.

We didn’t waste any time getting to it. I ushered Sigourney into the master bedroom and everyone else followed. Once again, I had the distinct pleasure of undressing Sigourney before she undressed me and we climbed naked into the bed together. I hadn’t told anyone else to strip and no one did. Which was a trip, I decided, having everyone else dressed while only Sigourney and I were naked. My attitude towards all nude, all the time was quickly evolving, although I said nothing about it. I was focused on the task at hand.

And what a lovely task it was. Sigourney looked amazing as she welcomed me into her arms on our huge bed, which felt surprisingly expansive as everyone else stood around the edges. I eased my body close to Sigourney’s and kissed her, lightly at first but with increasing passion as she responded to everything I did with my mouth and tongue. Even though she was leaving in the morning and clearly wasn’t in love with me, she did a really good impersonation of being mad about me as she kissed me and caressed my body while I did the same to her.

“Fuck me, Oliver,” she whispered when I broke from our kiss. I didn’t need any further encouragement.

She spread her thighs to welcome me and I positioned myself above her. She reached down and guided me home. I slid in with ease as she was so satisfyingly wet for me. I pushed deep into her and she gasped a bit as if I was so big as to surprise her but I knew she was doing it for my benefit or perhaps for our audience which only made it more erotic for me. That she was into being a bit dramatic about our lovemaking was a new and profoundly delightful experience.

I fucked Sigourney hard and fast, taking my pleasure from her tight, wet pussy at my pace. I had little interest in deferring my climax and she seemed on the verge of her own in short order, so I upped my tempo until she cried out and closed her eyes and clenched my cock with the walls of her vagina, and milked my cum from my balls and fuck, it was extraordinary. I gasped and spasmed before I collapsed on her magnificent body, spent and satisfied.

Applause rang out from our audience, which surprised, pleased, and embarrassed me. From the look on Sigourney’s face, she felt the same as I did.

Then I looked at Chloe who had an interesting look on her face. She was excited but also mischievous, a look I’d seen from her on more than one occasion. As the youngest member of our family, I wasn’t surprised but I did wonder what she had cooked up while she watched me make love to Sigourney.

“I’ll be right back,” she said without further explanation before she exited our bedroom. I rolled to the edge of the bed and considered going straight to the bathroom but Chloe’s mysterious disappearance kept me rooted to the spot. I waited with everyone else.

“I have a choice for you, Sigourney,” Chloe said when she entered our bedroom and held up the objects in her hands. I almost fell over. I knew I wasn’t alone in my shock by the stunned silence in the room.

“I’ve used these with Danielle,” she said as she held up her surprises. “This one is Little Lex, and this one is Big Lex.” She showed Sigourney strap-on dildos, each black and imposing in length and girth, although Big Lex was easily twice the size of Little Lex. “They’re modeled after a famous porn star but I wouldn’t know anything about that.” Chloe looked at Danielle. “Right, babe?”

“Yes,” Danielle said so softly I almost missed it even in the dead silence of our bedroom.

“We used to use Big Lex for Danielle’s pussy and Little Lex for her ass. I always let her choose so I’ll make the same offer to you, Sigourney. Which one do you like?”

She held the two strapons out for Sigourney’s inspection although the woman made no motion to take them from her. She eyed them momentarily as she tried to process them, as did the rest of us. Neither Chloe nor Danielle had mentioned the two black dildos in the weeks and months since they moved in with us, respectively.

I had so many questions but I held back. This was between Chloe and Sigourney.

“Why don’t I leave it up to you, Chloe?” Sigourney asked with an impish look. Chloe smiled but there was nothing impish about it. She looked diabolical.

“If you leave it up to me, Sigourney, I’ll choose Big Lex but I won’t use it on your pussy.”

I and everyone else turned to look at Sigourney’s reaction which was, predictably, stunned.

“Babe,” Danielle said to Chloe. “Don’t be like that.”

Chloe didn’t flinch.

Neither did Sigourney.

“Whatever you decide is fine with me,” Sigourney said in the lowest, sexiest tone I think I’ve ever heard from any woman under any circumstances.

Chloe smiled. “Somebody hand me the lube,” she said as she began stripping out of her dress. Marcella went to the nightstand where we keep the lube and handed a tube of it to Chloe. She took it from her and tossed it on the bed while never looking away from Sigourney who stared at her with a look of excited bemusement.

“Oliver,” Bettie whispered to me. “Do something.”

“What?” I whispered back. “They’re grown women, Bettie.”

She gave me a look and I shrugged. I didn’t feel like it was my place to intervene. But when Chloe strapped on the strapon, with its imposing dick bobbing in front of her small frame, I knew I had to step in.

“Sigourney?” I asked although she didn’t look at me. “Are you sure about this?”

“I’m sure, Oliver,” she said while maintaining eye contact with Chloe. I looked for any sign of doubt on her part but didn’t see any. I glanced at Bettie again but she was staring at the dildo. Everyone was staring at the dildo.

And they say size doesn’t matter. What utter nonsense.

“Danielle,” I said to the blonde beauty who introduced us all to her ex and was most responsible for us inviting her into our family. “Have you ever done…something like this?”

She looked at me. “No, never.”

“Sigourney?” I said again. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure, Oliver,” she whispered.

“Get on your hands and knees,” Chloe ordered the much larger, much older woman, who instantly moved to obey. I was impressed. I guess I never thought about Chloe as a top but she pretty clearly was. Once the strapon was secured around her waist, Chloe climbed onto the bed and positioned ‘herself’ at Sigourney’s mouth. She was so much shorter than Sigourney, that she stood on the bed and only had to angle the dildo down slightly to offer it to her. Sigourney kept her eyes on Chloe’s as she licked the tip of the dildo – no lube had been used so far – before she took it into her mouth. It was so massive and unyielding, that she barely got the head into her mouth before it would go no further. And to her credit, Chloe didn’t push it. She seemed quite content to let Sigourney work things out on her own.

After a bit of Sigourney trying less than successfully to suck the massive black dildo attached to Chloe’s body, she gave up and leaned away. Chloe smiled but said nothing, then she shuffled to the edge of the bed and climbed off. She gave me a look as she repositioned herself behind Sigourney. I wanted to say something about the lube but I kept quiet.

Sigourney looked over her shoulder at Chloe as she rubbed the dildo up and down her slit. Once Sigourney was satisfied she wouldn’t be anally impaled by the thing, she looked forward and closed her eyes. Chloe eased the dildo into her and she moaned. Chloe did an admirable job of taking her time and waiting for Sigourney’s vagina to adjust to the size difference between my dick and that massive black cock until finally, Sigourney took over and began to fuck herself with it, leaning back and forth and moaning the whole time.

It was hot as hell to watch.

Once Sigourney’s sheath had fully adjusted, Chloe leaned into fucking her and the two initiated a dance that was a first for me. I’d never watched much lesbian porn and no one in our family had used a strapon before tonight, so it was new and exciting as well as breathtakingly beautiful. Sigourney’s stature made her an incredible bottom and Chloe’s beauty and obvious expertise at topping added layers of erotic sensuality to what amounted to a live porn show. I glanced around the room and saw everyone else felt as wrapped up in the scene as I was. All eyes were on the two of them.

Then, it got better.

“Hand me the lube,” Chloe whispered and Danielle complied while Sigourney offered no objections. While the pace of their coupling slowed precipitously, Chloe applied a generous amount of lube to Sigourney’s asshole and worked it deep into her with her thumb. Sigourney’s moaning took on a new and thrilling urgency as she and all of us knew what was coming.

Chloe withdrew her ‘cock’ from Sigourney’s vagina to a slight whimper and doused it with lube, then she positioned it at the tight pucker so exquisitely prepared and visible in this position. She leaned in and stopped, a move I’ve used countless times when penetrating a woman’s dark passage for the first time with my much smaller dick. Chloe held steady and let Sigourney impale herself on the black monster. It took several seconds, maybe minutes of pushing and moaning and gasping on Sigourney’s part before the head popped through the barrier her sphincter had presented to a gasp from the audience and a low, sensual moan from Sigourney.

Chloe maintained her steady stance as she let Sigourney ease the dildo deeper and deeper into her bowels, moaning and sighing with each added inch of depth until the thing was, incredibly, buried inside her. I looked at Danielle but she was entranced by the scene, as were all the other women. I wondered if they sympathized with Sigourney or wished they were in her place. Either way, I knew Chloe had achieved a new elevated status in our little family.

Then, it got better.

“You like that, you slutty bitch?” Chloe whispered as she leaned forward and grabbed a fistful of Sigourney’s blond hair. “You like this big, black cock in your ass?” She began to fuck Sigourney’s ass in earnest while using her grip on the woman’s hair to leverage her assault. “You ever had this big a dick in your ass before?”

“NO, never,” Sigourney gasped, her eyes closed, her fists gripping the bedding.

“You like it?” Chloe almost growled. “Do you, bitch?”

“Yes,” Sigourney said as she pushed back against the huge phallus. “Yes.”

Then Chloe slapped Sigorney’s ass. Not too hard but completely out of nowhere. Everyone in the room reacted, including Sigourney, who moaned again. Chloe yanked her hair hard and pulled her head at an angle so they would make eye contact.

“You like that too, bitch?” she almost shouted. “You like that?” She slapped her again, harder, and left a mark. A handprint on her asscheek.

“Yes!” Sigourney almost screeched as she shuddered under Chloe’s continued assault. The slaps and the moans melded into a raucous crescendo until Chloe pushed forward and collapsed Sigourney onto the bed, the dildo still buried deep within her ass and the larger, older woman sobbed and squirmed underneath the smaller domme, for that was clearly who Chloe was in that moment, which shocked me to my core.

Everyone not on the bed looked away and shuffled their feet as Chloe murmured into Sigourney’s ear and stroked her flank with her hand. Then she rolled Sigourney on her side and told her to ease the dildo out of her ass at her own pace, which Sigourney did, slowly, inexorably, until it popped free from her no-longer-tight sphincter.

“Let’s give them a few minutes to themselves,” I said as I motioned to the bedroom door. The women not on the bed looked at me, their expressions ranging from glazed to embarrassed, as if they had just witnessed something so intimate, so private, they couldn’t wait to get out of there.

I knew exactly how they felt.

“Is that the real Chloe?” I asked Danielle after we closed the bedroom door behind us. I was still naked while they were all dressed but I didn’t feel as uncomfortable as I thought I would have.

“It is, and it isn’t,” Danielle said with an uneasy tone. “She’s not usually like that but she can have her moments.”

“I would say so,” Jackie said with a look that surprised me. She looked thirsty.

“We just expanded the group’s repertoire, didn’t we?” Marcella said with a smile.

“I don’t know about that,” Bettie said with a look of her own aimed directly at me. “It was pretty hot, though,” she giggled.

“Ya, think?” Jackie almost shouted with an outright laugh. “Oh, my fucking god, that was hot.”

“Did you two use strapons a lot?” I asked Danielle but she just cocked an eyebrow at me.

“Define a lot.” I cocked one right back at her.

“Enough said,” I added mostly to myself.

“Oliver,” Jackie said with a subtle smirk. “You’re not interested in being on the receiving end of…”

“Absolutely not,” I cut her off emphatically. “No way in hell.”

Marcella laughed. “Methinks the man doth protest too much.” She stopped laughing when I leveled a look at her.

“No, way, in, hell.”

“Okay, alright,” she said with her hands raised. “I was kidding, Oliver. Don’t be so sensitive.”

“Sure,” I said, turning to Danielle to change the subject. “Did you ever top Chloe?” She looked at me like I had two heads.

“No, never,” she said softly.

I looked at the others. “Anyone care to explain this to me?”

Bettie wrapped her arm around my waist and whispered, “Some things are better left unexplained, Oliver. Now, go get some clothes on so we don’t scare that poor server from the restaurant if or when she shows up.”

I went to my study where I keep clothes in the closet there, having been relegated to a smaller portion of the closet in Bettie and my bedroom as her wardrobe had grown. For a woman who spends most of her days naked, she owns and buys a lot of clothes.

I threw on a pair of jeans and a V-neck sweater, then I joined the others in the living room. Chloe and Sigourney had already dressed and joined the group. They were sitting together on one of the sectionals while the other women quizzed them on their coupling. I hung back to listen, not wanting to disturb the all-female dynamic just yet.

“Do you usually cum from anal penetration?” Marcella asked in a breathless tone.

“No, never,” Sigourney answered. She was sitting next to Chloe and they were holding hands like lovers, which made sense but surprised me. I wondered how awkward things would get when Sigourney and Bettie went off to one of the guest bedrooms to spend their last night together alone.

“Did it surprise you when you came?” Jackie asked.

Sigourney nodded. “A little, but I’d gotten so close, it wasn’t a complete shock.”

“Have you ever been on the receiving end of a strapon before?” Danielle asked.

Sigourney colored slightly and smiled while ducking her head. “Yeah, a few times. Nothing like that though.”

“Like what?” Chloe asked, looking up at the taller woman even though they were both seated.

“One that was used with such expertise,” Sigourney said with a warm smile and Chloe looked pleased and embarrassed at the same time. “And so big. And black.”

“Did the color matter to you?” Danielle asked.

“Oh, yes, I think it most definitely did,” Sigourney said. “You have to remember, I was brought up in a very segregated part of the country and mixed-race couples just weren’t a thing back in the day.”

“Yeah, but it’s an inanimate object,” Bettie said. “Why would the color matter?”

Sigourney shrugged. “I have no idea, I just know that it did.” She looked up and saw me standing at the edge of the hallway. “Oliver, are you going to stand there and eavesdrop all night or are you going to join us at some point?”

I blushed hard and walked into the living room. “I wasn’t eavesdropping,” I began to the laughter of all of them. “I didn’t want to intrude.” Which sounded lame, even to me.

“Well, no matter,” Sigourney said. “But I think I’d like to go to bed now if that’s alright with everyone.” She stood and I was knocked out once again by how impressive she was, even in bare feet. She was gorgeous and had an amazing figure and my dick twitched in my jeans.

“I’ll go with you,” Bettie said, putting any doubts about the sleeping arrangements to rest. “If that’s okay with you, Oliver.” She looked at me and I had to smile.

“Well, we haven’t spent an evening apart since we got married,” I offered with a crooked grin. She gave me an earnest look and I laughed. “No, go ahead,” I told her. “Have fun.” I kissed her forehead and she smiled at me. Then she took Sigourney’s hand and the two of them disappeared around the corner that led to the guest bedroom.

“I guess if we’re going to get ready for Madison…” I began when a knock at the front door stopped me.

I nodded and smiled. “And here she is.”
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I went to the door alone and opened it. Madison was standing there with a small suitcase on rollers looking as embarrassed as I’ve ever seen a person look.

“I hope you don’t mind, Oliver,” she began without elaborating.

“No need to explain, Maddy,” I said as I stepped aside to welcome her into the apartment. She looked around and gasped. I couldn’t tell if she was reacting to the apartment or the four pairs of eyes that were trained on her from the living room.

“I had no idea,” she said with wonderment in her tone. “This place is amazing.” Then she noticed the other women. “Hi,” she said in a shy tone with a little wave.

The women all stood as one and came to meet her. I was thrilled with how welcomed they made Madison feel and her relief at their warm reception was palpable. Even Jackie avoided the snark which I’m sure had come to mind for her – Madison’s tattoos are hard to ignore.

“We’ll be putting you in one of our guest rooms,” I explained which drew looks from the others. I wondered for a second why they were glaring at me when it occurred to me but Madison came to my rescue, if only inadvertently.

“I can’t thank you enough for giving me a place to stay,” she said as she looked around for direction. “I’m so embarrassed that I had to beg.”

“You hardly begged me, Maddy,” I told her gently as I put my hand on her shoulder. “And we have room so it’s not an imposition.”

“Hi, Madison,” Danielle said quietly.

“Hey, Danny,” Madison replied just as softly.

Marcella looked back and forth between them before she asked, “Where do you guys know each other from?”

Danielle looked at Marcella. “We worked together at The Belvedere Grill.” Madison nodded her silent confirmation.

I glanced at Jackie expecting her to snark about all the Belvedere alumni we had but she didn’t go there. If anything, she looked as if the thought never even occurred to her. I was quietly pleased. I don’t know what it is about Jackie that I still find intimidating. Even though I spanked her and put her in a cage overnight.

“Are you hungry?” Marcella asked, ever the concerned hostess.

“No, I’m okay,” Madison replied.

“Something to drink, then?” Jackie asked. “I could use a drink.” She gave me a look and I raised my eyebrows in a silent inquiry. “I’m still a little hot under the collar from…” She stopped but Madison picked up on her unexpressed thought.

“What?” she asked with a look at me.

“It’s nothing,” I said. “Let’s get you situated.” I wheeled her suitcase down the hallway towards the guest bedrooms and tried to ignore the sounds coming from behind the only closed door in the apartment. The one that Bettie and Sigourney closed for privacy.

Madison gave me a look when she heard the moans coming from that bedroom but didn’t ask. I wheeled her suitcase into the furthest bedroom from that one and flipped on the light. When Madison entered, she looked around in awe once again.

“Oh, this is too much for me,” she said in all sincerity. “Don’t you have a maid’s room or something where I can hide?” I smiled as Madison walked and looked around the room like a kid in a candy store.

“It’s the smallest room we have,” I told her but quickly added, “but that’s not why we gave it to you.”

“It doesn’t matter, Oliver. I love it. And I feel so lucky to be here.”

“Why don’t you freshen up and come back out to the living room when you’re ready, Maddy?”

She looked at me and then walked to me, her arms opened wide for a hug. “I can’t tell you how much this means to me, Oliver.”

“Well, you can thank Bettie in the morning, Maddy, since it’s…” I caught myself. But it was an awkward moment.

“It’s what?” Madison asked.

“Never mind.” I hugged her and then stepped back. She looked up at me and felt like she was going to kiss me. Of course, every time I hug a woman these days, it’s a prelude to a kiss so maybe I was projecting.

“See you outside,” I said and exited the room.

“She seems really nice,” Marcella said when I got to the living room. “What’s her story?”

“I don’t know,” I said as I sat in my usual spot. “She just said she needed a place to stay.” I looked around and noticed glances being exchanged. “What?”

“Nothing,” Jackie said. “It was nice of you to offer, Oliver.” I waited for the snark that once again didn’t come.

We talked about other things until Madison came back to the living room looking a little less like she’d been run over by a truck. I offered her a seat on the sectional and we all sat down to talk to her.

“Tell us about yourself, Maddy,” I began but she looked slightly overwhelmed. “What’s wrong?”

“I feel like I don’t belong here,” she whispered.

“Why?” I asked. “Was it something I said?”

“NO!” she almost shouted. “You’ve all been so nice. I’m just the ugly duckling…” She looked around briefly before she ducked her head.

“Tell us about the circumstances that led to you coming here tonight,” Jackie said assertively, which seemed to spur Madison to talk.

“I really don’t know what happened,” she said quickly. “I’ve been living with my boyfriend, Jake, for almost three years and I thought things were fine. Then, this morning, he told me he didn’t want me around anymore and I had to get out by the time I went to work.” She looked like she was going to cry again. “I asked him what I did wrong but he wouldn’t tell me. He just said it was over between us and I needed to go.”

“Your name wasn’t on the lease, I assume?” I asked.

“No, everything was in Jake’s name because he said that’s the way it should be, him being the man and all. I can see now how stupid it was for me to agree to that but…” She sobbed slightly. “I’m always doing shit like this.”

“What do you mean?” Marcella asked in a kinder tone.

Madison looked around. “I’m kind of shy, and I don’t stand up for myself.” She ducked her head again and her shoulders shook. I moved to sit next to her and wrapped my arm around her. She put her head against my shoulder.

“Let me guess,” Jackie said in her usual snarky tone. “You tend to go for guys who treat you like shit?”

“Jackie,” Marcella chastised her. “You don’t have to be so unkind.”

“I mean no disrespect, Madison,” Jackie added in a somewhat gentler tone. “But guys like that really piss me off.” She looked at me. “You know the type, don’t you, Oliver?”

“I’m afraid I do,” I said as I squeezed Madison’s shoulder. “But you’re out now, so things are looking up for you, Maddy.”

“But what am I going to do?” she asked with tears running down her face. “I have no money and my credit is for shit.”

“Wait,” Jackie snapped. “Why don’t you have any money?” She looked at me. “I thought the Belvedere paid well, Oliver.”

“They do,” I said. “Especially since the pandemic ended.” I looked down at Madison. “Did you give Jake your paychecks?”

She just nodded without looking up.

“Let me guess,” Jackie went on. “Yesterday was payday, wasn’t it?”

Madison nodded again without making eye contact.

“Fucker,” Jackie muttered. “We need to do something.” She looked at Marcella. “You up for a little revenge fuck, babe?”

Marcella laughed but looked uneasily at me. “Uh, I don’t think Oliver would be down with that, to be honest.”

“What’s a revenge fuck?” Danielle asked so I didn’t have to.

“Exactly what it sounds like,” Jackie said with a gleam in her eyes. “We don’t actually fuck the guy, which is exactly the point.” She looked at me. “If you’re okay with it, Oliver.”

“It sounds dangerous,” I said. “But you’ve done this before?”

Jackie laughed. “So many times, right babe?” she said while looking at Marcella who seemed to be coming around to the idea.

“Tell me more,” I said. Madison hasn’t said a word, just listened attentively.

Jackie warmed to the task. “We usually pick up a man in a bar at a hotel, one that caters to a type. We find that type, pretend to be drunk and go to the room with them, put on a show, get them excited, and then leave them hanging.”

“And they never come after you, or worse?” I asked.

“We make sure they can’t,” Jackie said cryptically.

“I don’t know,” I said as I looked back and forth between them. Jackie’s eyes were bright with the possibilities of a revived form of entertainment but Marcella looked less enthused. I nodded at her. “What do you think, Chella?”

She shrugged. “It’s fun and it sounds like this guy deserves whatever we decide he’s got coming to him, but…” She trailed off and looked at Jackie.

“Don’t wimp out on me, girl,” Jackie said with a wicked grin. “You know you want to do this.”

“How would you get Madison’s money back?” Danielle asked.

“We won’t,” Jackie said. “The money isn’t the point. Humiliating him is the goal here.”

“What if Madison doesn’t want to humiliate him?” Danielle persisted. “Wouldn’t it be better to just walk away and be done with the asshole?”

I looked down at Madison who had remained silent. “What do you want to do, Maddy?”

She looked up at me. “I just wanted a place to stay, Oliver.” She looked so forlorn I hugged her close and almost bent down to kiss her but I caught myself. “Can I think about it?”

“Sure thing,” I said and looked at Jackie. “That okay with you, Jacks?” I said with an arched eyebrow. She didn’t look happy but she didn’t put up a fight.

“Yeah, that’s fine,” she allowed.

“This is really overwhelming,” Madison said softly. She looked up at me and smiled shyly. “You know that, don’t you?”

I nodded. “Yeah, I get it.”

“Can I ask a question?” Marcella asked.

“You just did, babe,” Jackie said dryly. Marcella gave her a withering look.

“Okay,” Madison said tentatively.

“Why all the tattoos?” Marcella said and Jackie rolled her eyes.

“Babe, come on,” she said. “You know better than that.”

“It’s okay,” Madison said. “I can’t really explain it, though.” She looked at her hands and I thought I felt her shudder.

“You don’t have to answer, Maddy,” I whispered.

“No, I want to,” she said mostly to me. “It’s just so embarrassing, like most of my life, to be honest.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, I hate tattoos,” she said and everyone just stared at her. “It’s true.”

“Okay,” I allowed. “But…?”

“My boyfriend,” she went on, then corrected herself. “My ex-boyfriend owns a tattoo parlor. They were all his idea.”

“Shit, we need to teach this guy a lesson, Oliver,” Jackie almost growled.

“Easy, Jackie,” I warned her. “Let’s give Maddy a minute to adjust, okay?”

“Sure thing,” she said but I didn’t believe her for a minute.

“Well, I think you look cool as fuck,” Marcella gushed with her usual warm smile and easy laugh. I could almost feel Madison relax a little. “I’d love to get a tattoo but I have the opposite problem,” Marcella continued and frowned at Jackie.

“Yeah, right,” Jackie said with an eye roll. “I’m the bad guy. What would have happened to your modeling career if you got a bunch of tattoos?”

“Well, I don’t have a modeling career anymore,” Marcella sniffed. “Besides, it’s not your call anymore, is it, Oliver?” She looked at me with a gleam in her eyes.

“Don’t put me in the middle of this,” I said quickly. “And this is the first I’ve heard of you wanting a tattoo, Marcella.”

“Oh, she’s been jonesing to get inked for years, Oliver,” Jackie said with disdain. “Since long before we met you.”

“Maybe we should all get one,” Danielle said out of the blue. I turned to her and she went on. “Like, maybe we should all get Oliver’s name tattooed on our lower backs?” She looked around with a shy smile but I was floored. Something like that had never occurred to me.

“Oliver tramp stamps?” Marcella exclaimed and clapped her hands. “Ooh, I like the sound of that.”

“Okay, hold on,” I said quickly. “Nobody’s getting tattooed, especially not with my name.”

“Why not, Oliver?” Marcella asked with a snarky tone. “Don’t you think our relationships are permanent?”

I looked at Jackie. If anyone would put the brakes on this incredibly bad idea, it would be our resident level-headed hardass. But I was surprised that she wasn’t ridiculing the idea without any prompting from me. In fact, I was shocked to see her smiling at me. A wicked little smile.

She added, “I think that’s a great idea.”

“Okay, I think that’s enough for tonight,” I said as I stood up. “Madison, would you like to go to bed now?”

She looked up at me. “To your room?” I amended quickly.

“Sure,” she said and I offered her my hand. She took it and I helped her up but let go as soon as she was standing. I didn’t want any shit from the others.

“Thanks again,” Madison said to the girls as we made our way out of the living room. “I really appreciate you letting me stay here.”

“Our pleasure,” Marcella said with just a hint of inappropriateness. I gave her a look but she just raised her hands, palms up, and her eyebrows.

I walked Madison to her room and counted my blessings that the noise coming from Sigourney’s room had disappeared. Still, I felt like I had to say something.

“Sorry if anyone made you feel uncomfortable in there,” I said softly with a nod toward the living room. “We can get a little uninhibited at times.”

“No, it was fine, really,” she said with a wave. “But can I ask you something, Oliver?”

“Sure, anything.”

“Were they serious about getting your name tattooed on their bodies?”

I felt the color rise in my face and was grateful the light in the hallway was subdued enough that Madison likely wouldn’t notice. “I doubt it,” I said in all seriousness. “I think they were just getting a little carried away.”

“Because of me?” she asked, suddenly seeming saddened or worse, belittled.

“No, nothing like that,” I hastened to reassure her. “We just have fun and it gets a little out of hand, is all.”

“But they seemed serious about it.” She gave me a look.

“Well, I guess anything is possible, however unlikely.” I shrugged.

“Still, if they did that…” She gave me another look. One I recognized. Which I needed to shut down, immediately.

“Good night, Madison,” I said as I stepped toward the living room.

“Good night, Oliver,” she replied. “And, thanks again.”

“You’re welcome, Maddy.”

I turned and walked away.


4

The next morning, I woke up early but only found three women in bed with me, which might sound like a lot but I’m used to waking up with five beautiful women sleeping peacefully.

I know.

I rolled out of bed and checked on Chloe, Jackie, and Danielle who didn’t budge when I got up, then I walked to the bathroom. I threw on clothes and slipped out of our bedroom quietly to find Bettie and Marcella in the kitchen making breakfast together. I kissed them good morning, poured myself a cup of coffee, and sat at the table in my usual seat.

“Did Sigourney leave already?” I asked Bettie. She had mentioned an early flight so I assumed she was gone.

“She didn’t want to make a big deal out of saying goodbye to everyone so…” She looked at me with sad eyes and a crooked smile.

“Did you two reach an understanding last night?” I asked and took note when Bettle glanced at Marcella who cocked an eyebrow in response. “What?” I asked.

“Nothing, just…” Bettie began. “I’ll be fine but I rather not talk about it right now.”

Marcella shot me a look and I raised my hands. “Okay, no problem.” I sipped my coffee as they continued to bake muffins and a quiche, all of which smelled delicious.

“Marcella said Madison is in one of the guest bedrooms,” Bettie said, deftly changing the subject. “Everything go okay?”

“Yeah, fine,” I said. “Did she tell you about her idea, too?” I shot Marcella a look and she smiled shyly and ducked her head.

“No, what?” Bettie asked.

“We talked about getting Oliver’s name tattooed on all our bodies,” Marcella said with a giggle. “Matching tramp stamps.”

Bettie turned to me with her mouth hanging open. “You’re not serious,” she almost shouted.

“It wasn’t my idea,” I said, hand in the air again. “It was hers.” I nodded at Marcella.

“Why in the world…?” Bettie began but Marcella moved quickly to give her a full-body hug.

“Don’t worry, little mama,” she whispered as she stroked Bettie’s hair. “We were just talking.” Then she held her at arm’s length. “But I think it would be a kick, to be honest.”

Bettie looked my way. “And what do you think, Oliver?”

I stared at my wife for a few silent moments. I thought about it overnight and the more I did, the more the idea appealed to me. It was juvenile and completely ridiculous but the idea of having these five women displaying my name on their incredible bodies was just too good to write off completely. Even though I did not doubt that Bettie would never go for such a thing.

But I decided to be honest with her.

“It appeals to me, Bettie. I would never insist but it does appeal to me.” She looked at me like I’d grown another head but said nothing.

She asked, “I suppose this has to do with Madison?”

“It’s where the discussion started,” Marcella explained. She went on to fill Bettie in on Madison’s reprobate ex and his love of tattoos but left out the part about Madison not wanting the ones she wore. I wondered why but didn’t ask.

“Hey, you two,” Danielle said as she exited the bedroom and yawned. She went to the coffee pot before she sat at the table with me. “Smells good in here, as always.”

“Breakfast will be ready in a few minutes,” Marcella said. “Oliver, should we wake Madison?”

“I’ll do it,” Bettie said, surprising me. “I’d like to meet her without everyone watching.” She vanished around the corner before I could ask why but I shrugged it off.

“I wonder what that was all about,” Marcella said with a look at me. “I thought she knew Madison.”

I shook my head. “No, not really. We’ve been served by her a time or two but that’s all.”

Marcella poured herself a cup of coffee and sat next to me. “She had a thing for Sigourney, right?”

“Ever since college.”

“I hope she got what she was looking for,” Marcella said as she looked down the hall where Bettie went to see Madison.

“What do you mean?”

She looked at me again. “Well, it’s a hard thing to fantasize about someone for a long time and then it comes to fruition. It’s never what you expected.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Well, that’s what happened with me and Bettie and that seemed to work out well.”

Marcella sniffed. “The exception that proves the rule.”

I stared at her. “That makes no sense, Chella.”

“Whatever.”

“Hey, sleepy head,” Danielle said to Jackie who just exited the bedroom. She yawned and went straight to the coffee pot without saying a word in response.

“Sleep well?” Marcella smirked with a glance at me. I’d spent most of the night with my dick in Jackie’s vagina.

“No,” she said in a semi-annoyed tone. “Somebody wouldn’t leave me alone.”

“All you have to do is ask,” I responded. “I’ll happily…”

She cut me off with a look. “Did I say I wanted you to leave me alone, Oliver?” She glared at me and I arched an eyebrow.

“Sounded like you might be complaining ever so slightly.”

“Well, I wasn’t.” She came to where I was sitting and kissed me, thoroughly. Then she whispered, “It was lovely.”

“Thanks,” I whispered in response. “I thought so, too.”

“Where’s Bettie and Sigourney?” Jackie asked.

“Sigourney left early and Bettie is waking Madison,” Marcella explained. Jackie shot me a look and I cocked an eyebrow.

“I got the sense that Bettie was not happy to see Sigourney leave,” she explained.

“That’s probably accurate,” I said. “But what are you going to do?” Then I looked around at everyone and asked them to take a seat. I had an announcement to make and I wanted to make it before Madison joined us for breakfast.

“So, we’re back to wearing clothes with our new guest and I want to make that permanent,” I said to raised eyebrows all around. “I really enjoyed seeing Sigourney dressed and then undressing her before we made love, so I want more of that.”

“If that’s what you want, Oliver,” Jackie said but Chloe looked unhappy.

“What if I like being naked all the time?” she asked petulantly.

“You’ll get used to wearing clothes again,” I said, not wanting to argue with her. “Oh, and we’re going shopping today. I want all new clothes for everyone. Really nice clothes. Really expensive clothes.” They all began talking at once and I just sat back and listened to them. I had a feeling if I put it out there in this way I’d get no arguments – I haven’t met the woman yet who doesn’t like nice things – and it was a few minutes before Jackie noticed me sitting there, enjoying their excitement.

“I assume we can afford this?” she asked.

“No problem,” I said in an offhanded manner. “The market has been on a tear since the election and we were perfectly positioned to take full advantage of it, so yeah, the money won’t be a problem.”

“And you don’t need to speak to Bettie about this?” Danielle asked.

“She won’t have a problem with it,” I said confidently. If I’ve learned anything in the last few months it’s that my wife will support me in whatever I decide, within reason. This plan was, in my opinion, well within reason.

“So, you want us all dressed up all day long,” Chloe stared. “Just so you can undress us when it’s time for bed? That seems a little extreme, Oliver.”

“Not at all. I like the way y’all look in clothes. I just didn’t realize how much I liked it until Sigourney showed up. And with the clothes we’re going to buy for everyone, it’ll be even better.”

“What about you, Oliver?” Marcella asked with a laugh. “Do we get to pick you a new wardrobe for you, too?”

Everyone nodded and voiced their agreement.

I expected someone to suggest I follow suit so I smiled and nodded. “Of course,” I said simply.

“Suits and ties, the whole nine yards?” Chloe asked.

“I’ll wear whatever you pick out for me.”

“All the time, just like us?” she persisted with a wicked smile.

“Within reason,” I allowed.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

I shrugged. “Well, I don’t want to wear three-piece suits all day every day but…” I gave her a look. “Is that what you have in mind?”

She laughed. “I’m just busting your balls, Oliver,” she said with a giggle. “Besides, I’m the lowest totem on the pole so I doubt I’ll have much to say about what you wear anyway.”

“Maybe we should take turns laying out Oliver’s clothes for him?” Jackie asked in a way that I knew immediately would be the way it would work for me.

Which sounded pretty hot.

“Morning,” Bettie said as she rounded the corner from the guest bedrooms into the kitchen with Madison in tow, their arms linked. “What’s going on?”

“We were just talking about going shopping for new clothes today,” I said as I noted Bettie’s coziness with Madison. “You two want some coffee?”

“Really? New clothes?” Bettie said as she led Madison to the coffee maker. She stood back while Madison poured two mugs and looked at Bettie for instructions on how she liked it, which Bettie told her before she turned back to me. “What brought that on?”

“We’ll talk about it when we walk the dogs,” I said and she seemed to blush slightly. “Madison. Did you sleep well?”

The girl was wearing a white crop-top tee with spaghetti straps that showed off her body to full effect for the first time that I’d seen. Last night and every other time I’d seen Madison, she wore the conservative long-sleeved dress shirt that all the servers wore but that covered most of her tattoos, all except the ones on her fingers and hands. I was shocked to see that her body was literally covered in tats – arms, belly, and back. I could only assume she had more on her legs but her jeans hid them if she did.

“I slept so well,” she said in a shy but cheerful voice. The contrast between the tattoos and her demeanor was striking until I remembered that she had little to no say in all the ink she was sporting. Which made sense but also made me angry. I glanced at Jackie and found her looking at me with eyes that burned for revenge. I nodded but said nothing.

“Thank you all for letting me crash here,” Madison said to the group. She carried the mugs of coffee to the table and placed Bettie’s down in front of her usual chair, which rather surprised me. I guess she assumed that Bettie would sit to my right as we’d come to the Belvedere as a couple in the past but I was impressed by Madison’s intuition as to how our group dynamic worked.

“It’s our pleasure,” Bettie said, surprising me once again. Usually, she lets me talk for the group but I leaned back and let her drive the conversation. Bettie asked Madison many of the same questions we’d asked her last night which worked to bring everyone up to speed but didn’t offer any clue as to where Bettie was going with the discussion.

Then she clarified things. “I told Madison she’s welcome to stay with us as long as she likes, Oliver.” She glanced at me differentially. “I hope that’s okay.”

“Of course, Betts,” I said but I caught myself before I added something stupid like, it’s your place. Because it’s our place. I’m still getting used to that fact.

We got down to the business of eating the delicious breakfast Marcella and Bettie made for us and the talk turned to what clothing stores we’d go to for our shopping spree that afternoon. Madison mostly listened as the others all had strong opinions about which stores were worth our time and which ones weren’t. I only stepped in when Danielle wondered if one of the stores mentioned, a small boutique in one of the nicest parts of the city, was too expensive.

“Don’t worry about the cost, any of you,” I said in a semi-serious, grandiose voice. “We’ve got this covered.” I almost asked Bettie to confirm my statement but then thought better of it. I made the call, I would stand by it. She didn’t even give me a second look.

“When are we leaving?” Marcella, our resident fashion model asked.

“After Bettie and I walk the dogs,” I said as I stood up. “Breakfast was great, as always, Chella.”

“Thanks, Oliver. Bettie helped,” she replied.

“I made the quiche,” she said with a shy smile.

“I could taste the love,” I said in a cheesy tone and everyone but Madison groaned. Jackie threw her napkin at me. I ducked and laughed before heading for the terrace to leash the dogs.

Bettie met me at the front door and I announced we wouldn’t be long. She gave me a look that told me I might have to retract the statement but I just shrugged.

“We’ll be back when we’re back,” I said to her and she tilted her head.

“Okay,” she added. “Just don’t be surprised if you get more stuff thrown at you when we get back.”

“Seriously? They’re so looking forward to shopping?”

She deadpanned me. “Have you ever known a woman who didn’t like to go shopping?”

“No, that’s true.” I handed her one of the leashes and we exited the apartment. Once we were on the street, she looked at me and I knew she had something she wanted to say that was so important it wouldn’t wait for us to get to the park, which was unusual.

“So, about Madison,” she began and I suppressed the urge to groan. I must have done a bad job of hiding my disappointment because Bettie touched my arm almost immediately.

“No, it’s not like that, Oliver,” she explained with infinite patience. “I like her. I like her a lot.” She gave me a look and I must have done a double take.

“All ready?”

“Well, as much as you can know after just meeting someone,” she allowed.

I side-eyed her. “What did you two do in the bedroom? You weren’t in there that long.” I was kidding, mostly. Not entirely, though.

“Get your mind out of the gutter, Oliver,” she fake-chastised me with a laugh. “No, it’s not like that. There’s just something about her that…speaks to me.”

“All her ink, perhaps?”

She deadpanned me again. “No, it’s not that. Well, it’s partially that but only because she allowed herself to be manipulated that way.”

Now it was my turn to deadpan Bettie but out of surprise, not disapproval. “Really? That…appeals to you?”

“Yeah, I’m almost as surprised as you.” She kept her eyes looking forward for the next few seconds. “I’m shocked, to be honest.”

“Really, Betts? Shocked?”

She finally looked at me. “I know, right?”

“Does this have anything to do with Sigourney leaving?”

“I imagine it does,” she said. “I’m not sure how, though.”

“Sublimation?” I offered, even though I wasn’t exactly sure what the word meant. It sounded good, though.

She looked at me. “Seriously? I thought you dropped out of college.”

“I just got lucky,” I said. “But tell me more.”

We arrived at the dog park and spent the next few minutes letting the dogs off the leashes and taking our usual seats on our favorite bench. Finally, Bettie looked up at me.

“I just want to take care of her, Oliver. She seems so needy but in a good way. I’ve never felt like this with anyone else. Jackie and Marcella can clearly take care of themselves and so can Danielle and Chloe. Not to mention, Sigourney.”

“So, its different with Maddy. But you just met her.”

“I know, right? I don’t get it either but I want her to stick around to see how things go between us.”

I eyed her. “So, this is just between you and her?”

She looked up at me. “I don’t know. I think so. Can you live with that?”

I took her hands in mine. “Of course, Betts. Whatever you want.” I felt a little disappointed that I wouldn’t get to fuck Madison, not because I needed another woman in my sex life but because she had the same effect on me she was apparently having on Bettie. There was something about her sad eyes that made me want her, not just in a sexual way but that too. Mostly, I wanted to take care of her. I figured that as long as Bettie was looking out for her, that might be enough for me.

“So, you’re okay with me taking the lead with her?” Bettie asked.

“Yeah, no problem,” I said honestly. “Do you have a plan or are you just going to wing it.”

She bit her lip and looked at me. “Well, I don’t have anything specific in mind. Maybe we could talk about that, too?”

“Sure,” I said not knowing what else to say. “How can I help?”

“Well, the first thing you can do is fuck her,” she said in such a nonchalant tone I almost fell off the bench we were sitting on.

“Say what? I thought you were going to take the lead with her.”

She looked at me and then ducked her head. “Yeah, I do. But I don’t mean sexually.” She snuck a peek at me and looked away again.

“What are you not saying, Bettie?” I squeezed her hand. “Come on, you can tell me.”

“It’s hard to explain, Oliver.” She didn’t look at me as she was talking. “I’ve never felt like this with anyone before.”

“Like what?”

Finally, she looked up at me. “I want to own her.”
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“What does that even mean, Bettie?” I asked, dumbfounded.

“I’m not sure, but I have a strong feeling about it,” she said as she watched the dogs. “I want her to belong to me.”

“You know, you don’t belong to me, Betts.”

“Yeah, I know, Oliver. We’re married. That’s different.”

“Then…?” I waited for her to fill in the blanks.

“I can’t explain it, okay?” She gave me a quick look. “I’ll try to figure it out but right now, I can’t explain it. I just know what I want.”

“Is that what she wants?”

She side-eyed me. “Well, you tell me, Oliver. She let some guy who clearly didn’t have her best interest at heart mark her body permanently, something she didn’t want. She’s a natural sub, and that intrigues me.”

I shook my head. “This is a part of you I had no idea existed, Betts.”

“I know, right? I had no idea, either. But as soon as I saw her and heard about what she’s been through, I just felt this need to take care of her and give her what she wants.”

“But is that what you want, Betts?”

She looked away and stared at something and nothing for several seconds. “I think it’s exactly what I want.” Then she turned and looked at me. “Come on, Oliver. Surely you have some clue what I’m talking about. You’re the head of a family of five beautiful women, in charge, the big Kahuna, so to speak. Be honest – it’s a trip, isn’t it?”

I nodded but chose my words carefully. “It is, Bettie, no doubt about it. But I don’t own anyone. Not like what you’re talking about.”

“I know, I know,” she allowed. “I don’t know why I feel like this but I think it has a lot to do with the way I’ve felt about Sigourney all these years and watching you be in charge the last few months with all of us.” She touched my arm. “You’re really doing a great job, Oliver. We’ve all been so impressed with you.”

I was speechless. “You’ve talked about me behind my back?” I guess I figured it would happen but now that I was confronted with proof of it, I was blown away.

Bettie rolled her eyes. “Of course, we talk about you, silly man. You’re the most important thing in our lives now, or hadn’t you noticed?”

Once again, I suspected as much but I don’t think about it. It was almost too much to take. It was too much to take, right now, at this moment. I felt like my head was going to explode.

“I’m just really surprised, is all.”

“Are you, Oliver? Or are you just reluctant to face up to the fact that you’ve got five women who will do just about anything for you?”

“Well, I’m not sure that’s true…” I said. I didn’t know what else to say.

She cocked an eyebrow at me. “Think about it, Oliver. You mention the idea of all of us getting your name tattooed on our bodies, permanently, and nobody bats an eye? Doesn’t that say it all?”

“Lots of people get tattoos, Bettie,” I said in a weak voice. “Most people, it seems, these days.”

“Yeah, but not one of us has a tattoo except for Madison. Not one. And now, we’re all willing, not just to get inked but to get your name placed in one of the most prominent spots on a woman’s body. A tramp stamp, for heaven’s sake?” She shook her head. “Do you realize how demeaning that is?”

“Demeaning?” I was floored.

“Oh, hell yes,” she almost shouted at me. “We can never again go out in public in a bikini or even just a two-piece bathing suit without announcing to the world that we allowed ourselves to be marked by you. And think about it – to be marked is one thing but as a group? It’s one thing if I went with you to the beach and showed off my tattoo of your name as if you owned me. But if all five of us went to the beach, each of us with identical tattoos of your name like we were branded? Everyone would think we’re in a cult or worse. Don’t you get it?”

It was my turn to look away from Bettie as I thought about what she was saying. “So, I guess it’s a really bad idea. Is that what you’re saying?”

She looked at the sky and closed her eyes. I could almost see her counting to ten in her mind. “No, that’s not what I’m saying, Oliver,” she stage-whispered. She turned and looked at me. “No, I’m saying exactly the opposite – it’s hot as hell.” She leaned over and kissed my cheek. “What I’m saying is that you’ve got us, all of us. We’re willing to debase ourselves like that. That’s how much we love you. How much we’re willing to do for you. To please you.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“Okay, but getting back to Madison, I’m still confused. You want to take the lead with her but you want me to make love to her?”

She blew out a breath. “Okay, I’m still working this through, but if she’s going to be part of our family, she has to sleep with you, the head of the family. As far as me taking the lead, me owning her…” She stared off into the distance for a few seconds.

“It’s like when I was infatuated with Sigourney in college, I wanted her so bad but she didn’t know and I doubt she would have done anything about it if she had. And with you, Oliver. I love being your wife. Love it. In the old-fashioned sense, I belong to you. I know that’s not a politically correct thing to say but I love feeling that way.

“But with Madison, I guess I want to be on the other end of things for once. And she seems perfect.”

“But you barely know her,” I almost shouted.

“I know, and that’s a great point, so I won’t say or do anything about this conversation to anyone, her included, not right away. We’ll just let her stay with us and let things develop naturally. If I’ve misjudged her, or myself, then no harm done. We’ll just let it go. She can move out whenever she wants to, of course, and that will be the end of it.

“But if she’s who I think she is…” She looked at me and I saw something in her eyes I’d never seen before, even when we were first falling in love. Something almost predatory. It was so out of character for Bettie but it was undeniable, too.

And, to be honest, I loved it.

“You’re really serious about this, aren’t you?” I asked and she suddenly looked embarrassed.

“Am I being stupid?” she whispered.

“No, not at all. I like it.” I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. “It’s just a side of you I never knew existed before, but I like it. A lot.”

She looked up at me and smiled. “I do too.”

“This is going to be interesting,” I said as I hefted the leashes and whistled for the dogs.

When Bettie and I returned to the apartment, I was surprised to learn that Madison had already left for work. I got a look from Jackie and raised both eyebrows.

“I had the feeling she just wanted to leave before you got back.”

“Why’s that?” I asked her softly, not wanting Bettie to hear.

“No idea, but she left in an awful hurry.” Jackie looked at me. “You two have a nice chat?” she asked with an arched eyebrow.

“I guess,” I allowed, not sure what Jackie was getting at. “Why?”

“It just seems like there’s a lot going on right now, what with Sigourney leaving and Madison coming.” She shrugged. “And now, shopping. Where in the world did that come from, Oliver?”

I looked at her. “I told you…”

“Yeah, you did, but I’m not sure we’re getting the whole story.” She didn’t say it to challenge me, just a simple statement of fact. One I couldn’t in good conscience argue with.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “Maybe I just got it out of my system.”

“Having a houseful of naked women?” She smiled knowingly. “Does any man ever get that out of his system?”

“I can always change my mind,” I said with a laugh. “Wouldn’t be the first time.”

“Or the last,” she said as she walked toward the bedroom. “I need to get ready to go.”

I sat in the living room as everyone fanned out across the apartment to use all the available bathrooms to put on their makeup and arrange their hair. They chatted amongst themselves as they chose their outfits and matched shoes and accessories and it occurred to me that it was fun just watching them be themselves as they mostly ignored me.

Until they didn’t.

“Well,” Bettie said as she led the rest of them into the living room. “What do you think?” She was wearing one of my favorite dresses of hers, a pink, yellow, and black cocktail dress that really highlighted her curves and showed off her legs. Three-inch heels and stockings completed the outfit and I gushed my approval.

“You look amazing, Betts.” I patted the sofa next to me but she declined my invitation.

“We decided we want you to see us side by side,” she told me as she stood at one end of the living room and waited for the others to join her.

Then Jackie appeared wearing a white suit with nothing under the jacket that I could see, which looked amazing, sexy, and provocative but subtle.

Next out of our bedroom was Marcella, looking like the fashion model she used to be in a great-looking little black dress and heels. The dress showed off her amazing breasts to great effect.

[image: ]

Chloe wore another sexy red dress, her color for sure that hugged her delicious curves like it was painted on. Danielle completed the set with another off-the-shoulder sparkly cocktail dress that looked more appropriate for going to a club than going shopping.

“What’s all this?” I asked when they assembled and showed off for me.

“We decided that if you want us dressed up all the time, we should start now.”

I couldn’t help but smile.

And I was surprised at how much I was looking forward to going shopping.
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The next few weeks were a revelation to me in so many ways. Having everyone dressed to the nines all day, every day was so much fun. I loved seeing all the women I live with looking like a million bucks even if we did almost spend that much getting them there. We even bought new clothes for Madison. Not as nice as the ones we bought for ourselves but much nicer than what she had which wasn’t much. I didn’t want her to feel left out and she was nothing but appreciative.

Undressing the girls every night was a treat I never got tired of. We made a real production out of it and it never got old. They even ordered new undies without my knowledge made each evening an unveiling of sorts. It was so fucking sexy. And led to so much sex.

But Bettie and Madison were the real revelation. Bettie never got blatant about it and to my knowledge, she never discussed what she was doing with anyone else, not even Jackie who I think figured it out on her own but who also said nothing. Bettie just went about subtly taking control of Madison, slowly and gently, with nothing but kindness in every gesture. And Madison seemed eager to give her control.

Take last night, for example. Madison worked a lunch shift so she was home for dinner which was unusual for her. Bettie made sure that the doorman let her know when he let Madison in the building so she was at our front door to greet her even though she’d given her a key to the apartment. Bettie made a big deal about welcoming her home and asking how her day went and Madison was beaming with gratitude for the attention. Bettie got her a glass of wine before dinner and the two of them just sat next to each other on the sofa chatting about everything that was going on at the restaurant and the latest news about Madison’s friends there, with Bettie asking questions and making Madison feel like she was the most important person in the world at that moment. I know how good Bettie is and doing that because she’s been doing that with me almost since we reconnected at the dog park last year.

Now don’t get the mistaken notion that I was the least bit jealous about the attention my wife was lavishing on our guest. Quite the contrary, I was in awe of how good she made Madison feel about herself and her new situation and surroundings. Bettie went all out to make her feel like part of our family and I can’t imagine there was anything Madison wanted more than to belong somewhere. I loved watching Madison bloom under Bettie’s attention and tenderness.

And yet…

While Bettie was showering Madison with praise and affection, she was also gently encouraging Madison to reciprocate in kind with her, which Madison was all too eager to indulge. There was no coercion involved. If anything, Bettie was leading by example and Madison was eager to learn and emulate. If Bettie needed something, Madison was quick to fulfill her needs, whether it was a refreshed drink or a sweater around her shoulders. Madison almost doted on Bettie who never had a harsh word or even a doubtful look for the girl.

If the others had their suspicions about what Bettie was doing, they kept it to themselves. Even Jackie, who was known for cutting remarks and sarcastic eye rolls watched without comment or reaction to Bettie and Madison’s mutual admiration society. I found that to be one of the most surprising aspects of our home life with Madison as our guest. Everyone remained on their best behavior and just let the duet between my wife and our new friend play out.

One thing that did not happen was sex of any kind with Madison. Bettie would walk her to her room each night but she never stayed long enough for anything other than, perhaps, a goodnight kiss between them. I said perhaps because I never asked and Bettie never offered what transpired between them in those short, private moments. To be honest, I was somewhat curious but to ask about it struck me as an invasion of their privacy and I felt a warm feeling of satisfaction in not asking. I knew I would find out in due course and that was fine with me.

One day when Bettie and I were heading back to the apartment after walking the dogs, she gave me a look. How I knew without being told what that look meant is beyond me, but I knew. I guess it’s one of those things that the love a man and a woman have for each other that they don’t need words to communicate the really important things in life. Or maybe I’m just deluding myself. Either way, I knew.

“So,” I said as we walked the dogs home from the park. “Tonight’s the night?”

She didn’t look at me but kept her eyes on the dogs. “I think so,” she whispered after a few seconds. “It’s really up to Madison.”

“How do you want to handle this, then?”

This time she did look at me. “I think it would be best if, after I say goodnight to her and ask her if she’s ready, you go to her.”

“And?”

“And do what you do best, Oliver.” She smiled at me and squeezed my hand. I hadn’t even noticed when she took hold of my hand. But I was calm about it. I thought I’d be nervous but I wasn’t. I guess I was getting the hang of whatever it was we were doing.

“Have you two talked about me?” I asked.

“No, not at all.” She waited as I opened the door to the apartment. “But she wants you, Oliver. That much I know.”

“How do you know?” I asked just before we walked inside.

“I just do.”

Since the others were around in the apartment – Marcella was baking something and Jackie was working on her art, we had to drop our discussion about Madison. But Chloe seemed to pick up on what had transpired between us. I don’t know how she does it but that girl can read me like a book.

“What’s going on, you two?” she asked after we unleashed the dogs and put them outside on the terrace. “You look like you’re cooking something up.”

“Nothing’s going on,” I said somewhat disingenuously. She rolled her eyes but didn’t press me.

“Oh, by the way,” Bettie said when we went to our office to check on our portfolio. “I got an email from Sigourney. She wants us to come for a visit now that she’s bought a house.”

I looked at Bettie. “That was quick.”

She nodded. “I think her parents were looking for her before she arrived. It’s not far from where they live.”

“When would you like to go?”

She looked off into the distance, unfocused. “Assuming any of us ever gets pregnant, it should be soon, I suppose.”

I took her in my arms. “Are you getting discouraged, Betts?”

She nodded. “A little, I guess. I’m surprised, is all.”

“Well, the doc said we’re all in good shape, so…” We saw a fertility specialist and she confirmed I have plenty of sperm and the girls are all good as far as ovulation and everything. She also told us it takes between six months and two years to get the deed done at Bettie’s age. Chloe and Danielle have an advantage being younger than her and Marcella and Jackie but we’ve yet to see any positive results. I’m trying to stay positive for Bettie’s sake but I know it’s weighing on her.

“It’ll come,” she said as a way to end the discussion like she always does when she brings it up. I nod and we turn to the market which is still strong since the election. Bettie expects the strength to last into next year and beyond, something I’m having trouble believing but she’s been doing this way longer than I have.

“Getting back to Sigourney,” she says after we’ve checked our positions. “What should I tell her?”

“Why don’t we go in a month or two?”

She nodded. “And should I include Madison?”

I look at her, surprised. “You tell me, Bettie. Do you think she’ll be part of the family by then?” I think we’re moving pretty fast again but that’s been our way for a while now. So far, it’s worked out but this feels way different than Danielle and Chloe.

“I think she’ll be a full-fledged member of the family by tomorrow morning, stud,” she said with a smirky smile. I’m even more surprised.

“Oh, come on, Betts. You can’t be serious.”

“Serious as a heart attack, Oliver,” was all she said.

That night, Madison got home after dinner. We were watching something on television in the living room when she arrived and Bettie met her at the door. I watched as they interacted quietly as usual and if Bettie said anything about me I couldn’t tell. Madison usually eats at the restaurant when she works a dinner shift so I expected her to join us after she changed, which she did. I can’t remember what we were watching I was so caught up in what was about to happen and Bettie seemed to sense my anticipation, so long before the time we usually called it a night, she announced it was time for Madison to go to bed. Which turned every head in the living room, including mine.

“Okay,” Madison said without offering any resistance. She and Bettie rose from the sectional and walked arm-in-arm down the hall to Madison’s bedroom. As soon as we heard the door close, Chloe turned to me and smirked.

“What was that all about?” she asked pointedly.

I shrugged. I still didn’t want to say anything even though I knew I’d be giving everything away in a few minutes if Bettie had read Madison correctly, which I was sure she had.

“Will we get to watch?” Chloe persisted.

Jackie clucked at her. “Come on, Chloe. Don’t be an ass.”

Chloe looked at Jackie for a second before she sighed and nodded. “Sorry, Oliver.”

I was impressed. Even our youngest family member was maturing nicely. I turned to the TV and watched without seeing until the bedroom door down the hall opened and closed and we all heard Bettie’s high heels on the tile floor. Everyone’s eyes were on her when she turned the corner. She looked right at me.

“Oliver,” she said with a warm smile. “Madison would like you to go to her.”

No one said a word as I stood up and passed Bettie. She grabbed my hand and squeezed it and I smiled at her, then I walked to the guest bedroom door and knocked gently.

“Come in?” Madison said in a voice I barely heard. I opened the door and she was standing next to her bed in a non-descript bathrobe. I stepped into the room and closed the door. I waited for a few seconds but she just stayed silent and stared at me.

“You asked for me?” I offered at last.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Is this what you want, Maddy? You’re not feeling pressured or anything, are you?”

Her expression became one of alarm. “On, no, Oliver. This is all I’ve ever wanted.”

I raised my eyebrows in surprise. “Really?”

“Yes,” she whispered again. “You couldn’t tell?”

“No, not really,” I said honestly. “We barely know each other.”

She looked at me with an expression that surprised me. “You don’t get it, do you?”

I hesitated but finally asked, “Get what?”

“Oliver,” she said as if she was patiently explaining something to a child. “Everyone at the restaurant knows what’s happening here with you and Bettie and the others.”

“Really?”

“Of course,” she said. “It’s all anyone can talk about, it seems.” She looked down. “And all of the single women and a lot of the married women who work there would switch places with me if they could. If you would have them.” She looked up at me. “I feel so honored to be here.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“And I feel so lucky that Bettie has…” She hesitated, searching for the words. “That Bettie has given her blessing to me.”

“Is that what she said?” It didn’t sound like Bettie to use that word.

“No, not really, but you know what I mean. I would never…” She stopped again and looked away. “This is hard for me.”

I walked to where she was standing. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable, Maddy. We don’t have to do anything if it makes you uncomfortable.”

She finally looked up at me. “I’m not uncomfortable, Oliver.” She let her robe slide off her shoulders. It was my first glimpse of Madison in all her inked naked glory. She had tattoos everywhere, and though I hated the way she came by them, I thought they looked amazing.

“You look so hot,” I whispered as I put one hand on her shoulder and the other on her naked hip.

She smiled.

“Shut up and kiss me, please,” she said with urgency.

I kissed her.

It was amazing. She leaned in and pressed herself against me. I felt her breasts against my clothed body and they felt incredible. She kissed me passionately, and deeply, and I returned her ardor in kind, our tongues intertwining and exploring each other’s mouths. She wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled me tight to her. I was hard and she had to feel me against her naked belly but she didn’t back off. If anything, she pulled me closer.

“Can I help you out of your clothes?” she asked when we finally came up for air.

“I wish you would.”

She went to her knees and reached for my belt buckle, then she unbuttoned my trousers and slid down my zipper. Once she freed my cock she took it deep into her mouth and it felt fantastic. I’ve been sucked by five beautiful women for months but Madison’s mouth was new and that made a difference, I was surprised to discover. I watched in awe as she devoured me and I had to finally pull her off so I didn’t cum in her mouth.

“It’s okay if you do,” she said but I shook my head and helped her to her feet. I eased her onto the bed and she struck a pose for me while I finished undressing. When I was naked, I climbed between her legs which she had seductively parted for me. Her tattoos once again stunned me as I raked her body with my eyes and hesitated penetrating her wet pussy.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“No, I just want to remember this moment, Maddy,” I whispered and she blushed and smiled. “You look incredible.”

“Fuck me, Oliver. Fuck me hard and deep,” she almost growled. The submissive young woman I’d seen almost exclusively in our living room was gone and a sexy, needy vixen had replaced her. I was thrilled at her transformation.

“It will be my pleasure,” I said as I entered her.

And it was.
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I woke up the next morning with my dick in Madison’s mouth. She’d already woken me up twice during the night to fuck me but she was back for more as the sun peeked through the curtains. I was astounded at how badly I’d misread her but pleased that she was such a good fuck.

I eased her off my dick and told her I was worn out from not getting enough sleep which she took without making a fuss.

“I’ve just been waiting for this for so long,” she said as she snuggled into the crook of my shoulder.

“Really? When did you notice me?” We never worked together at The Belvedere Grill – she started after I left.

“When you first came in with Bettie and some of the older employees recognized you, I found out about your story. I’ve been wanting this ever since then.”

“Are you a golddigger, Madison?” I asked with a smirk.

She bolted up in bed. “No! That’s not why I’m here, Oliver.” She looked stricken. I stroked her shoulder. “You have to believe me.”

“It’s fine, Madison, I don’t think you are.” She still looked doubtful and I regretted remarking. “Seriously.”

“Are you sure? Because that’s the last thing I expected.” She looked sincere but I had doubts all of a sudden. “What can I do to prove to you that I’m not looking for anything like that?”

“Don’t worry about it, okay? We’ll figure things out.” I pulled her to me for a kiss and she kissed me passionately. When we finally broke, I looked at her.

“What?” she asked.

“Well, it’s just that you surprised me, Maddy. You come across as very passive, almost submissive with the group, and especially with Bettie. But you’re not like that in bed, are you?”

She looked embarrassed. “I’m trying to be what Bettie wants me to be for her, Oliver. Is that so bad?”

“No, not at all. And it’s quite perceptive of you, to be honest. I had no idea Bettie was interested in having that kind of relationship with another woman but she’s pretty taken with you.”

Madison brightened. “Really? I was hoping but I wasn’t sure.”

“Oh, yeah,” I said, nodding. “She’s very taken with you.”

“And that’s okay with you, right? I wouldn’t want to intrude or anything on your relationship with her.”

I laughed. “I’ve got four other women I share a bed with, Maddy. I’m pretty confident in my relationship with Bettie.”

She looked at me with what I can only call reverence. “I know, right? What you have with them and with Bettie really blows me away.” She ducked her head suddenly. “I would love to be a part of it,” she whispered.

“Why?” I asked point blank.

She looked at me. “I think Bettie is great. She’s so nice and she’s so caring. I’m blown away that she finds me…whatever it is she finds me. Attractive? Available? I don’t know. I really don’t understand it but I feel this bond between us. It’s amazing and it just keeps getting better and stronger.”

“Are you bi, Maddy?” I ask and she blushes.

“I never thought so but now I’m not so sure.” She looks away from me. “I’m wondering what it would be like if…” She doesn’t look at me.

“If what?”

“If you invited me into…” She can’t seem to finish her thoughts.

“If we invited you into our bedroom?”

“Yes.”

“Is that what you want?”

She turned to me at last. “More than anything,” she whispered.

“I know Bettie and the others are going to be surprised when they see us together,” I offered.

She tilted her head, puzzled. “Why?”

“Because you seem so subdued out there,” I nodded at the door. “But you’re anything but that in here.”

She stared at me. “Have I fucked things up, Oliver?” A tear welled up in her eye. I reached to caress her cheek.

“No, Maddy. You should be who you are. Always.”

She moved toward me, took my face in her hands, and kissed me. “Then I want you, Oliver. If you mean that, I want you, right now.”

I gripped the back of her neck and pulled her to me to kiss her. She tried to climb onto my body but I deflected her advance and flipped her onto her back. She smiled and spread her legs for me. I aimed my dick at her still-wet pussy and entered her for the third or fourth time since I came to her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me hard while I fucked her. It wasn’t long before we both came but kept our voices down as we heard movement in the apartment.

“You have five beautiful women, Oliver,” she said as her breathing normalized. “Why are you interested in me?”

“I don’t know, Maddy. There’s something about you that is just so enticing.”

“Will I be an issue for Bettie?”

I shook my head. “No, you won’t. I think Bettie gets off on seeing me enjoy all the others and I don’t see why you would be any different.”

“But she’s…” She looked at me, unable to formulate the rest of the thought, it seemed to me.

“It’s different with you two, I’ll grant you that. But I don’t think it will be a problem, Maddy.”

At that moment, I heard a real commotion in the living room. Footsteps, frantic footsteps approached the closed bedroom door from the hallway. I rolled off of Madison’s body and looked expectantly at the door as it was clear someone was about to burst in.

It was Bettie.

With a wild expression on her face.

“Oliver!” she said breathlessly. “I’m pregnant.”
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