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		Chapter One

		

		Leo suppressed an exasperated sigh as he stepped into the tiny hallway of their rented one bedroom townhouse.

		Paisley was draped over the couch, her coltish limbs swaying in time with her mouth lazily chewing on a piece of gum. She was wearing her usual lounging attire, jean cut-offs that were so short her ass was hanging out and a spaghetti-strap tank top that looked a size too small. One boob was perilously close to falling out the side.

		“Hey, babe,” he said as he threw his keys onto the tray.

		She peeled her eyes away from the TV and slowly swung her head to look at him. Poking her tongue out, she blew a fat bubble that stretched to cover nearly her whole face, then popped and flattened over her nose. She slurped the gum back into her mouth and winked. “Hey, sugar,” she said, smiling.

		He rubbed the back of his neck. He’d spent a long day at the lab, on his feet for all of it. He’d been hoping she’d at least have something on for dinner when he got home. They’d just talked about this last night, after all. “You, uh, you have any clients today?” he asked.

		“Just one in the morning,” she said, turning back to the daytime rerun she was watching.

		He walked through the small living room and peeked into the kitchen. At least this time she’d swept the hair clippings off the floor and tidied up.

		Suppressing his bubbling irritation he walked over to the couch and flopped down on the end not occupied by Paisley’s limbs. “You want to maybe think about advertising or something? I could print out some flyers at work if you want,” he suggested.

		She turned and scowled at him. “I gotta have a license if I want to advertise. I don’t have a license,” she said.

		He allowed himself a sigh. “Yeah. I know. We talked about that, remember? Weren’t you going to apply for one? We spent all that money on hairdressing school. You got your apprenticeship hours done. All you need to do is fill out the form online for the license. It’s really not that hard, sweetie,” he said, trying to keep his tone calm.

		She lifted her foot and poked the side of his leg with her big toe. “I hate going online. You know that,” she said.

		He pressed his body deeper into the couch. Any normal man would probably have left a long time ago or been driven to the drink. He rubbed her calf. “How about we do it on my phone?” he asked. “We can do it right now,” he said, pulling his phone out of his shirt pocket.

		She narrowed her eyes at him and flashed a sultry smile. “I got a better thing we can do right now,” she cooed.

		He drew in a breath and sighed again. If someone had told his eighteen year old self that, ten years later, he’d be married to a lazy nymphomaniac with big tits and a round ass he would have been thrilled. But time does things to a man and it had slightly dulled what used to be his razor sharp libido.

		Paisley was insatiable. He could have given it to her morning, noon and all night long and she’d still be begging for more.

		The doctor they’d consulted about her hypersexuality, the modern term, had spent the appointment grinning like an idiot then muttered something about it being a good problem to have when Paisley had stepped out to use the bathroom.

		It wasn’t even that he minded. He liked sex more than then next guy but if it got in the way of everything else then wasn’t it kind of a problem?

		It wouldn’t have been as much of a problem if he’d been able to say no, either. But that was the trouble. All Paisley had to do was whip those beauty hooters out and his mind went blank.

		She’d already detached her face from the couch pillow and was making her way over to him, crawling like a stalking tiger and grinning.

		He could already feel his man-parts tingling. Somehow, in a rare moment of clear-minded resolve, he heaved himself up and off the couch.

		Paisley swiped at him, just barely missing his leg. “Leeeeoooo!” she whined.

		“Paisley, sweetheart, we’ve got to get this done,” he said, backing away towards the front door. He unlocked his phone and pulled up a browser window. He looked up to see that she’d crawled down off the couch and was making her way along the floor on all fours like some kind of creature from a horror movie.

		When she reached him, she grabbed a hold of his pant legs and started tugging.

		“Paisley, stop!” he said, grabbing his belt to keep her from pulling his pants off.

		She giggled and clawed her way up his body to stand in front of him. Her eyes wandered along his features and she brushed the tip of her finger against his lips.

		He shook his head. “You’re insane. I’ve never met a woman that wants this much sex, do you know that?”

		“You complaining?” she asked.

		“Of course I’m not. But I want, no, I need for there to be something other than sex in our lives, baby. I need you to do this. Will you go and get your diploma please so we can fill in this form and you can start legally cutting people’s hair? Please?”

		She stared at him for a few moments. “Why do you want me to do this so bad?” she asked.

		He sighed. “We’ve been over this. You went to school. You got the diploma. You’re good at cutting hair, look at this!” he said, pointing to his head.

		She smiled, raised her hand and tousled his hair. “You’re cute,” she said.

		“Thank-you. Now will you go get that diploma? I’ll design the flyer for you. Maybe I’ll even hand some out at work. Come on. You need something to do and we could use the money,” he said, tapping in the address of the certification authority.

		She leaned closer to him and the smell of her bubble gum wafted into his nostrils. “I want a baby, Leo,” she whispered. “When you gonna’ gimme’ a baby?”

		This was her second go-to distraction. They’d talked about this, too. Normally he’d put his phone back in his pocket, explain why it was too soon to be having babies, then be gently coerced by her pawing hands to take off his pants. Not this time. “I’m not having that conversation right now, Paisley,” he said, holding up a hand.

		She pulled her shirt up with one hand, exposing her belly. She rubbed her belly with the other. “Think of how pretty this belly would look. All big and swollen. I’d be waddling around barefoot and pregnant and you’d be making me egg sandwiches and pickle milkshakes and whatnot,” she purred.

		He winced at the mention of pickle milkshakes. He did look down at her belly, though. That always seemed to get him. Fact was, thinking of her big baby-belly turned him on a little, too. “I’ll tell you what,” he said. “You go get that diploma and then we can have a talk about starting a family.”

		Her eyes brightened. “Really?” she asked.

		“Really,” he said, nodding. He hated deceiving her like this. But they were getting that license this time, come hell or high water.

		She clapped her hands together, bounced up and down a few times, then skipped to the kitchen.

		He heard her remove the diploma from where it was pinned to the fridge with a magnet. A few moments later she skipped back into the room and held it up in front of her face.

		He tapped her name into the online form, then the diploma number and the date she’d graduated. He filled out the rest of the form with her birthday and phone number and where she expected to be doing business. He let out a contented sigh and smiled when he finally hit “send.”

		His smile faded when a big red bar with white lettering appeared at the top of the page. Unable to send form. SMTP failure or bad request. Please try again later. “Are you fucking kidding me?” he muttered.

		He looked up at Paisley and she shrugged.

		“That’s why I hate going online,” she said.

		He scrolled down to the entry fields in the form to see they were all blank. Gritting his teeth he began furiously typing with his thumbs, re-entering the details into the form then mashing his thumb against the send button again.

		The same error popped up and he felt like a cartoon character whose ears were about to start steaming and whistling. He closed his eyes, took a few deep, calming breaths, and set the phone down on the TV table. “We’ll try that again later,” he said.

		Paisley casually tossed her diploma onto the couch, took a step towards him and put her hands on his chest. She let her hands fall down his torso and come to a rest on the top of his belt. “Do we get to talk about it now?” she asked, gazing into his eyes.

		He sighed, knowing she’d be disappointed by what he had to say. “Paisley. Baby. I love you. I love you so much. I want to give you everything you want. Everything you could possibly wish for. We just don’t have the money to do this right now. I don’t have the money for diapers or baby food or a stroller or any of that. That’s why I’m trying to get you cutting hair, baby. So that we can save up a little and then we can talk about having a baby.”

		“Ma and dad didn’t worry about any of that stuff and they had lots of babies,” she said, pouting.

		“Your ma and dad live in a trailer park, sweetheart. You said you’re never going back to the park, remember? You remember that?”

		She nodded.

		“If we have a baby and we can’t afford it that might be where we end up. You don’t want that, do you?” he asked.

		She shook her head.

		He sighed again, disappointed in himself for not being able to give her this one thing she really wanted. A masters in chemistry had seemed like a safe bet. He would have gone into the trades if he’d known he’d end up working in a lab doing DNA sampling.

		He raised his hands and rubbed her shoulders.

		“Takes time to make a baby, you know?” she said, looking up at him from under her brow.

		“Um, yeah. So?” he said.

		“Doesn’t always take the first time, either,” she said.

		“That’s true,” he replied.

		She lifted a finger to her mouth and ran it along her lower lip. “So even if we did try and it did take it would be, like, almost a year before we had one, right?” she asked.

		“It would be nine months, Paisley. It takes nine months,” he explained.

		“Yeah. Nine months,” she said, her eyes wandering over to the front window that looked out onto the street. She slowly turned her head to look at him again. “So what if we make a deal?” she asked.

		He raised an eyebrow. This was new. Paisley had never suggested any sort of deal before. He saw the wheels turning in her mind and wondered what she could be luring him into. “What sort of deal were you thinking?” he asked.

		“What if I promise to work my pretty little behind off for the next nine months and save up lots of money. I’ll even go into the office and get the license so we don’t have to go back online about it,” she said.

		He gave her a skeptical look. “Are you for real?” he asked. “You’re not really gonna’ do that, Paise. You’ve been lying around for weeks since you finished your apprenticeship.”

		She pressed the tip of her finger against her chest and slowly drew a cross. “Cross my heart and hope to die. Stick a needle in my eye,” she whispered.

		He snorted, then started chuckling. She came from humble roots but was whip smart and knew just how to tickle his funny bone with her trashy act. “I’ll tell you what, baby. Since you seem to be turning into a very intrepid entrepreneur before my very eyes let’s do a little negotiation.”

		She arched her brow.

		“How about you show me that you can get that license all on your own. Then you show me just how hard you’re going to work your beautiful behind off for…two months? And then we can have the conversation about having a baby again. How’s that? What do you think of that?” he asked.

		His eyes fell to her pouty lips and he watched her chewing her gum as she thought about his offer.

		“Two months is an awfully long time,” she said.

		“Not if you’re busy!” he replied, grinning and tapping her on the arm.

		She flashed a sultry smile. “How about I tell you something, mister?” she asked.

		“Shoot,” he said, knowing exactly what was coming next.

		“How about you practice making a baby with me before dinner and then I think we’ll have ourselves a deal,” she said, her voice sexy and low.

		He smiled, knowing she was getting just what she’d wanted but feeling like they’d at least made some progress toward Paisley having her own life. “Who’s paying for dinner?” he teased.

		She shook her head. “No one has to pay for dinner cause it’s already made,” she said.

		His eyes widened. “Really? You made dinner?”

		“La-sagn-a!” she said, over-articulating each syllable.

		He was stunned. “Wow. I’m…very impressed,” he said.

		“So it wasn’t all just lying around,” she said.

		“Duly noted,” he said.

		She leaned forward, her cheek brushing his, to whisper into his ear. “Can we do our practice now?”

		

	
		Chapter Two

		

		He kissed the side of her neck, his cock already engorging at her ravenous appetite. “Why don’t you go upstairs and crawl into bed. I just need a glass of water first,” he said, giving her a pat on the ass. He turned and walked to the kitchen, pulled a glass down from the cupboard and poured it full of tap water. He gulped it down and set it on the counter.

		He turned and gasped, almost shouting at the fright she’d given him.

		Paisley was right behind him, leaning on a kitchen chair and staring at him hungrily.

		“Didn’t you want to go upstairs?” he asked.

		She shook her head. “I don’t want to go upstairs. I want to do it dirty down here,” she said.

		His eyes widened again at her lewd request. She’d been getting more and more voracious lately, demanding more variety and nastiness in their sexual encounters. She’d even taken to asking him to get rough with her and slap her around.

		He couldn’t bring himself to do that. He liked to watch a dirty porn every now and again but actually hitting a woman? Just wasn’t for him. Best he could do was pretend to choke her but even that was a stretch.

		But he could give her sex in the kitchen, if that’s what she wanted. Bent over the kitchen table? Kind of kinky. Kind of fun. “Alright, baby. You want to do it dirty down here I can get into that,” he said.

		She launched herself at him, her hands clawing at his body and palming the lump that had begun to form between his legs.

		She kissed him aggressively on the lips, slurping his tongue into her mouth and sucking on it until his eyes went wide with shock. This was the craziest he’d seen her yet.

		“Wow, wow, hang on a second, baby,” he said, grabbing her arms and gently easing her off of him. “How about we get a condom first,” he whispered. “So we don’t get carried away.”

		She flashed a playful scowl, then spun around and marched over to the drawer where they kept a few spare condoms in case of a living room tryst. She pulled it open, rummaged around in it, then slid it shut. She held her hands out at her sides and shrugged. “Ain’t got none,” she said.

		He furrowed his brow at her as she stalked back towards him, then remembered they were out upstairs, too. He made a worried noise as she started feeling him up again. “Paisley, baby, I should probably go to the store and get some,” he said, in between her hungry kisses.

		He grunted and nearly doubled over as she grabbed his balls and kneaded them gently in her hand.

		“You can do it without one,” she whispered. “You’re good at pulling out. You like seeing it come out. You can spray it anywhere you want,” she insisted.

		He groaned as she stroked his cock through his pants and gently bit his neck. “I don’t know, Paisley. Seems like tempting fate,” he muttered.

		“I want to feel your hard cock in my bare pussy, Leo. It’s so sloppy already. Feel it. You can feel it through my jeans.” She grabbed his hand and pressed his fingers to the small strip of denim between her legs.

		“Oh my god, Paisley,” he whispered. The fabric was soaked with her woman juice. His cock hardened in her hand.

		Before he could stop her she’d dropped to her knees. She gave his pants a sharp tug and yanked them down his skinny legs without even undoing the belt. She clawed at his underwear.

		His cock sprang out, bouncing up from under his button shirt and pointing straight at her.

		She made a sound somewhere between a groan and a growl as she eyed it. She looked like she was ready to devour him whole. She pulled the chewing gum from between her teeth and pressed it against his leg. It stuck there as she opened her mouth and swallowed half of his cock.

		He groaned as her head moved back and forth, taking more of his cock with each gulp until she was mouthing the whole length of it, her nose tapping against his abdomen.

		He braced himself against the counter. For all her flaws, Paisley was the perfect sexual partner. Her sexual repertoire spanned from nurturing lover to filthy pornographic slut and everything in between. Lately she’d been on the sluttier side but he didn’t mind one bit.

		He’d fallen in love with her partly because of her carnal proclivities. He’d been with a few women in his younger years. None of them had what Paisley had. None of them had even known what it was.

		A woman could have nice breasts and a nice ass, though what that meant was obviously different for everyone. She could have a nice personality, a cheerful disposition. She could be kinky or vanilla. A few were even wild in bed.

		What Paisley had was what every man secretly wanted. She wanted it as much as he did and she was never too shy to let him know. If a woman had that, she had everything.

		He stared at her as she worked his cock with her mouth.

		She’d glance up from time to time, open her lips wider so he could hear the wet plunges of his prick into her throat. She reached up and gripped one of his hands, pulling it to the top of her head.

		He knew what she wanted. He tried to give it to her. Moving her head back and forth like it was him fucking her face with his cock and not the other way around. But when it came down to it he just couldn’t give her what she seemed to want. He just couldn’t be rough enough.

		“Come on, Paise,” he whispered. “Get up here. You’re gonna make me come if you keep that up.” He grabbed her arm and started pulling her to her feet.

		She pulled her mouth off of his cock, plucked the gum off his leg and popped it back in. As she stood up, she spun around, peeled her cut-offs down her legs and bent over the kitchen table for him.

		He stepped up and put his hands on either side of her ass. He stretched her ass cheeks with his thumbs and stared at her butt hole.

		She was easy that way and they’d done anal plenty of times. Today he wanted to feel the luxurious sop of her pussy. For a skinny girl she had the puffiest lips. A fleshy innie that led to the molten delight of her tight and thirsty pussy.

		He pointed his cock at her entrance and slid in. The feeling of her tight, wet walls squeezing his shaft felt like the first splash of hot shower water on the back of his head. He let out a low groan and exhaled as he stroked in and out of her.

		Paisley made a delightful mewling sound as he penetrated her. “Oh that feels good, baby,” she panted. “Fuck you feel so good. Does my pussy feel good for you?” she whimpered, bouncing back against his pelvis.

		“Feels so good,” he groaned.

		She spread herself out on the kitchen table, arms wide at her sides. “Fuck me good, Leo. Fuck me good and hard.”

		He gripped her waist and pounded in and out of her, the table scraping across the floor. She had a tiny frame but a nice fleshy ass and tits to match. He stared at it jiggling and smacking against him as he fucked her.

		He felt the itchy tickle of an orgasm start to form somewhere at the root of his cock. He slowed, not wanting the fun to end just yet.

		“Oh, baby!” she squeaked. “Don’t stop, baby! I was nearly there!” She pressed a hand between her legs and started rubbing with her fingers.

		He gritted his teeth and tried fucking her hard again but a threatening climax loomed. He slowed and blinked, rolling his shoulders to try and distract himself from the swelling feeling between his legs.

		“Oh, baaaby!” she moaned. She got up on one hand and looked over her shoulder at him. “Imagine you could come inside me, baby?” she whispered.

		His eyes bugged as she squeezed him with her pussy.

		“Oh imagine,” she panted. “Imagine.” She closed her eyes and her body shuddered. Her fingers flicked wetly against her clit and a trembling orgasm coursed through her.

		He gave her two more hard pounds before he had to stop and grip the root of his cock. He yanked it out of her hoping to stave off the orgasm.

		She looked back at him again, smiling and dreamy-eyed. “Where do you want to shoot it baby?” she asked. “Want to blow it in my ass?” She licked the tip of her middle finger and traced the outline of her ass hole with it. “Put it in my ass, Leo. I want it in there.”

		With the orgasm receding he pointed the tip of his wet cock at her ass. She pressed her finger down against the head, mashing it into her back hole. “Mmm, that’s nice,” she cooed. “Go in deep. I want to feel your boys swimming inside me while we eat dinner.”

		“Oh my god, Paise,” he grunted, stuffing his cock into her hole. “You’re so fucking dirty.”

		She giggled and it made her sphincter squeeze around his prick. She turned her head again to look over her shoulder as he slowly sawed in and out of her. Their eyes met. “I can’t wait until you fuck your load into my pussy,” she whispered.

		His brain felt like it was exploding as the orgasm burst from his balls and spilled out through his cock. He drove in deep and rose up onto tiptoes as he blasted the inside of her anus with his semen.

		She let out a pleased, guttural growl.

		As the first wave passed, his hips started jerking back and forth, chasing more of those pleasant pelvic contractions and emptying the rest of his load into Paisley’s bottom hole. He shuddered, shook his head and fell back onto his heels as the moment passed and sanity returned.

		He pulled his cock slowly out of her ass and stared down at the gaping hole. A big, lazy dollop of his seed started rolling out of her. Gripped by some unknown impulse, he pushed it back in with the head of his cock.

		“Oh!” she gasped as he pressed back into her. “Oh, I like that!” she exclaimed, giggling.

		He gave her a few rough thrusts, easily done now that he’d climaxed. But his cock had softened too much for more. He pulled it out and gave her ass a pat as he bent to pull his underwear and pants up.

		She pulled her shorts up over her ass and stood up. She spun around, wiggled her bum, then leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. “Thanks, champ,” she said. “I bet you worked up an appetite.”

		He stared at her like he always did after sex, still a little stunned even after three years, that he’d scored a woman like her.

		

	
		Chapter Three

		

		The next morning Paisley left the house about fifteen minutes after Leo. She took the bus to the municipal offices carrying her diploma and ID. The certification took less than five minutes and she was on her way home, license in hand five minutes after that.

		She felt a little sheepish for being such a procrastinator. She also felt a little bad because part of the reason she’d put it off was that it made Leo pay attention to her. Not that he didn’t normally. But something about him getting all worked up about her hairstylist license, then her luring him into sex had turned into a fun game for her. Sort of like a cat playing with a ball of yarn.

		When she got home she put the license on top of the key tray and tidied up. At eleven the doorbell rang and she opened the door to find Mrs. Allen clutching her purse on the front stoop.

		“Hi, Mrs. Allen,” she said, waving her inside.

		“Hello, dear,” she said as she stepped inside.

		Mrs. Allen was a lovely older lady who came regularly for a cut. She wanted cut and colour but Paisley didn’t have the fancy sink you needed for washing hair. So she got her colour elsewhere but still kept coming back for her cut. The two women chatted for the hour it took to cut Mrs. Allen’s hair.

		After that Paisley made herself a peanut butter and banana sandwich for lunch. At two o’clock Andrew Jordan rang the bell and she ushered him inside.

		He was a referral from Mrs. Allen and it was his first time. He was about forty years old and a software engineer at some fancy computer company. He looked a little wary about getting his hair cut in a kitchen sitting on a kitchen chair. “You sure this is legal?” he asked.

		Paisley proudly walked to the front door, plucked her freshly minted license from the key tray and presented it for his inspection.

		“Huh. Well, good for you,” he said. “I don’t mean to tell you your business but if you want to grow you’re going to have to cut somewhere other than your kitchen,” he said, glancing around the small space.

		Paisley threw her stylist robe around his neck and tucked it into the top of his shirt. “I just finished school. I don’t have money for anything else,” she explained.

		He didn’t say anything as she trimmed his hair, which made her worry she’d offended him, or maybe he just felt uncomfortable being in her private home.

		When she held up the mirror for him, though, he turned his head to one side, then the other, then turned to look at her. “Looks great, Paisley,” he said. “I’ll tell you what. I’ve been looking to invest a bit of money in a small, local business. You come up with a business plan you can show me and we can talk about a loan real cheap. You won’t find an offer like this at the bank in this economy, trust me.”

		Her eyes widened in surprise at his offer. She hadn’t even thought of cutting anywhere but her kitchen. And really this was just a part-time thing until Leo got her pregnant. But thinking about how proud Leo would be when she shared the news with him made her giddy.

		She escorted Andrew to the door and closed it behind him, thanking him and promising to get in touch.

		After that she swept the clippings up off the floor and rearranged the kitchen so it was tidy. She’d just started thinking about what she’d say to get under Leo’s skin when he got home. She liked it when he got a little worked up.

		She’d been trying to get him to be a little rougher with her but there was only so much he would do. She didn’t know why but she just wanted her man to smack her around a little. Maybe spank her and some things like that. She started drifting off into a sexual daydream when the doorbell rang.

		She scowled, wondering who it could be. She walked back out to the small hallway and got up onto her tiptoes to peek through one of the little triangular windows in the front door. She couldn’t see anything. But it was mid-afternoon and the neighbourhood was a good one. She unlatched the door and swung it open a crack.

		A large black man stood on the stoop, looking down the street. When he turned and saw the door open, he smiled.

		“Can I help you?” she asked him.

		“I hope so,” he replied. “I just moved in two doors down,” he said, pointing down the street. “Word on the street is you’re cutting some hair in there,” he said, pointing inside the house.

		“Who told you that?” she asked, a little suspicious of how he’d found out.

		“A lovely little old lady that was waiting for the bus this morning just outside my house,” he explained.

		“Mrs. Allen?” she asked.

		“Not sure of her name. Chatty thing, though. Couldn’t stop singing your praises. I was moving boxes and she started asking me all kinds of questions. Where I was moving from, what I was moving for. Kind of nosy, but sweet,” he said, chuckling.

		Paisley smiled. “That sounds like Mrs. Allen,” she said, laughing with him. She looked up at the top of his head. He was very tall and had big muscles in his arms and chest. They didn’t worry her, though. It was his hair that worried her.

		“Everything alright?” he asked.

		She shook her head. “I never cut a black man’s hair before,” she said, then remembered herself. “Well, no. Once at school I did. I’m not sure I’d do a very good job,” she said.

		“Nonsense,” he said. “It’s easy. Just use the clippers. Number two. I just need a little bit off the top it’s getting a little wild up there,” he said, pointing to his head and chuckling.

		He certainly seemed nice enough. “Are you sure? What if I mess up?”

		He shrugged. “I guess I’d have to go somewhere else and get a number one. I think you’ll be fine, though. It’d be real nice being able to get a haircut just two doors down from my house. You won’t know unless you try.”

		“Okay,” she said, stepping aside and opening the door wider. Her eyes widened when he had to duck under the door frame and turn sideways to step inside. As soon as he was in the tiny hall she realized how big he actually was. “You must have bought one of the newer builds up the street,” she said.

		“I did. Why do you say that?” he asked.

		“Because it looks like you stepped into a dollhouse in our little hallway,” she replied, giggling. “My name’s Paisley,” she said, holding out her hand.

		He chuckled. He took her hand in both of his, which were as big as bear paws, and gave it a warm shake. “Paisley. That’s a pretty name, isn’t it? I’m Jordan. Jordan Jacobs. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Paisley.”

		She couldn’t stop staring at the way her tiny hand was swallowed by his big, meaty paws. “Well, let’s try to squeeze you into the kitchen, Jordan Jacobs,” she said, turning and walking in that direction.

		She pulled a chair out from under the table and set it up in the centre of the room for him to sit on. It groaned and creaked as he lowered his hefty bulk onto it. She watched it warily, hoping it wouldn’t collapse underneath him. “Number two, huh?” she asked, pulling her clippers out from a drawer.

		“Number two, please,” he said.

		She swung an apron over him but it barely covered his shoulders. Then she plugged the clippers in and turned them on. She followed his existing hairline, carefully trimming any stray strands of his curly black hair that were poking farther out from his scalp than the others.

		It took half an hour but she stepped back and surveyed her work before holding up the mirrors for him.

		“That is a wonderful haircut, Paisley,” he said, admiring her work in the mirror. “But you have got to get yourself a proper studio.”

		She sighed as she set the mirrors down on the counter. “I know. It’s funny someone else told me that earlier this afternoon, too.”

		“Oh I don’t doubt it. Your home is lovely but it’s no place to run a business like this. There’s a little commercial strip with a for rent sign just around the corner on Centre street. I just saw it on my way to the bank,” he said.

		“Oh there’s no way I could afford something like that,” she explained, shaking her head.

		“Uh, Paisley?”

		They both turned at the sound of Leo’s voice. He was standing in the doorway holding his work bag and lunch box and staring at them.

		“Hi!” she said, smiling at him and giving him a little wave. “This is my new client, Jordan,” she said, motioning to Jordan. “This is my husband Leo. Jordan just moved in a few doors down.”

		Jordan stood up with her stylist’s apron still draped over his shoulders and reached out over the table to shake Leo’s hand. “Oh shoot. I shouldn’t have done that. I got hair on your kitchen table,” he said, sitting down and swiping the hair off the table.

		“Oh don’t worry. I’ll get that later,” she said. She looked up at Leo and smiled again. He seemed…off. He was looking between her and Jordan, his brow was furrowed, a look of concern on his face. “You’re home early, aren’t you?” she asked, glancing at the clock on the wall.

		“Um, huh? Oh. Yeah. A little bit,” he replied, setting his lunch box on the table.

		Things started to feel a little awkward with Leo just standing there staring at them. “Well, um, I’m just going to finish up and clean things up. Would you mind waiting in the living room?” she asked.

		“No, no, no!” Jordan said, waving his hand. “Man’s in his own house. I don’t mind if he’s here,” he said. “You have a seat if you want, Leo,” he said, motioning towards a chair.

		“Oh,” Leo said, pulling a chair out from under the table and sitting down. “Hey you want a soda or something?”

		Jordan smiled. “Sure thing, boss,” he said.

		

		***

		

		It was the strangest thing walking in on Paisley and her big, black client. She was wearing a similar outfit to the day before. Spaghetti strap tank top with her boobs almost bursting out. A cute little skirt instead of the cut-offs but you could still see plenty of her legs.

		She had her big black apron on over top which covered a lot of skin. But it didn’t cover up the fact that her already petite frame looked even smaller and more delicate next to Jordan’s bulk.

		Jordan either worked a physical job or spent a lot of time at the gym. He was absolutely shredded.

		Leo walked around them to the fridge and picked out three cans of soda. He set them on the counter then grabbed three glass from the cupboard and filled them with ice.

		After he’d poured the sodas he set one down on the counter for Paisley and put the other two on the kitchen table. He sat down and watched Paisley sweeping clippings off of Jordan’s shoulders.

		His mind started doing weird things as he watched her dainty hands brushing over Jordan’s bulging muscles. A very confusing emotion welled through him. He wasn’t really the jealous type but he felt kind of jealous now.

		It was a bit ridiculous because Paisley had just been cutting hair. It wasn’t like something had happened between her and Jordan. So why couldn’t he stop thinking of something happening between her and Jordan? It didn’t make any sense.

		Paisley was glancing at him, too. Shooting him funny looks over Jordan’s shoulder like she had something to hide. After pulling the apron off of his shoulders she tossed it onto the floor. “Just hang on one second while I get the broom,” she said, patting Jordan on the shoulder.

		Jordan glanced at the spot where she’d touched him and gave her a warm smile. He followed her with his eyes as she stepped out of the kitchen, then looked at Leo. “You know I told Paisley she really needs to set herself up somewhere a little more professional. I don’t mean to be nosing into anyone’s business but it would do a lot of good and help her pick up some more clients,” he said.

		“Yeah. No, I think you’re right,” Leo replied. “She’s kind of just getting this whole thing up and running so we’re kind of playing it by ear right now.”

		“I get that,” Jordan said. “But there’s a place around the corner, little storefront, that’s got a for rent sign up. Get in there, get a proper chair,” he said, tapping the kitchen chair he was sitting on. “A sink so she can do shampoo and colour.”

		Leo nodded. “That would be sweet. I think we need to get some cash flowing first, though.”

		“You gotta spend money to make money, brother,” Jordan said, rapping his knuckles on the table. “Just a thought.” He looked over at Paisley as she walked in with the broom and dustpan.

		Leo watched him like a hawk. His weird jealousy-not-jealousy was tweaked when Paisley bent over to sweep the clippings into the dustpan. Jordan tipped his head to one side and took a nice, long look at her beautiful round ass. When she stood up he looked at Leo, winked and nodded a few times.

		The gesture sent a quick burst of adrenaline shooting through Leo. Had this guy really just checked out his wife’s ass, in his home, and was now giving silent commentary that he approved?

		Wasn’t that somehow emasculating? He wondered if he should stand up for his wife’s honour and ask Jordan to leave. The funny thing was it didn’t really bother him that much. It was actually kind of hot seeing another man appreciate Paisley’s good looks.

		Paisley leaned the broom against the wall, pulled open a drawer and plucked out a straw. She popped the straw into her drink, picked up the glass and wrapped her lips around it. She took a long sip, her eyes moving between Leo and Jordan. “Well. You’re all set Jordan,” she said.

		“Great. How much I owe you?” he asked.

		She shrugged. “I don’t know. Twenty dollars?” she said.

		“Twenty dollars?” Jordan said, nearly shouting. “Girl you never gonna cut hair anywhere else but your kitchen if you’re only charging twenty dollars!”

		“But it only took half an hour. And I never cut a black man’s hair before, remember?” she said.

		Jordan pulled a wad of bills in a money clip out of his pants pocket.

		Leo’s eyes bugged at the sight of it. The guy must have been carrying around a thousand dollars in cash.

		Jordan peeled a fifty off the stack and laid it flat on the table. “There’s forty for the haircut and a ten dollar tip,” he said.

		Paisley’s eyes opened wide, too. “Fifty dollars?!?” she squawked.

		“Now you listen here, missy. Pretty little thing like you cutting hair in that shop on the corner? Are you kidding me? You’ll be rolling in dough but you’ve got to believe in yourself. You’ve gotta believe you’re worth it,” he said, stabbing a finger in the air towards her.

		Paisley looked a little uncomfortable.

		“You come over here, Paisley,” Jordan said.

		She glanced at Leo, looking unsure of what to do.

		Leo was unsure of what to do so he shrugged.

		Jordan started chuckling. He leaned forward, reached out with his big, burly paw and scooped Paisley into an embrace. He brought her down onto his lap and glanced down the front of her apron. “First thing you’ve got to do is get rid of this big, bulky thing. You’re hiding all the good stuff.”

		Leo felt another surge of adrenaline. Surely he shouldn’t be letting another man talk like that about his wife? That’s not how civilized people behaved. Stealing glances at a married woman, then calling her breasts the good stuff?

		Seeing Paisley’s tiny body seated on Jordan’s thick, muscled thighs had his mind flip-flopping between angry and aroused for some reason. His cock was half hard and he couldn’t bring himself to step in and put a stop to Jordan’s outrageous behaviour.

		Paisley’s pale cheeks flared bright red at what Jordan had said. She looked so shy and sheepish sitting on his lap. So different from her usual gregarious self.

		It puzzled Leo why that would turn him on. As if he enjoyed seeing her outgoing personality dominated by the large man.

		Paisley glanced at Leo. A curious light flickered in her eye and she smiled with one corner of her mouth.

		Jordan looked between Leo and Paisley. “What do you two have going on, huh? I want in on the joke,” he said.

		Leo shook his head.

		Paisley turned and flashed Jordan that same shy smile.

		It melted Leo’s heart seeing her look at another man like that. Charged his loins, too, for some reason.

		“I don’t think there’s anything going on,” Paisley whispered. Her eyes dropped to Jordan’s mouth.

		Arousal burst through Leo as they lingered there for a few seconds. It almost looked like she was going to kiss him. If she did he had no idea what he’d do. For some reason he didn’t think he had it in him to tell her to stop. For some way stranger reason, he wasn’t even sure if he’d want her to.

		“You are,” Jordan purred. “You’re a pretty little thing.” His eyes wandered down her shoulders and waist before returning to hers. “I’ll tell you what. I’m gonna look around for some seed money for you.”

		The smile faded from Paisley’s lips as she stared into Jordan’s eyes. “Seed money?” she whispered.

		“That’s right,” Jordan said. “Something to get you started in that little place on the corner.”

		Paisley’s eyes widened. She glanced at Leo. “I don’t know if we can afford…”

		Jordan interrupted by patting her on the thigh. “I’ll make sure it’s good terms, don’t you worry,” he said.

		Leo’s mind was spinning circles around the words seed money. He knew Jordan hadn’t meant it that way but Paisley had obviously fixated on the word ‘seed.’ His heart started pumping harder in his chest when he thought of Paisley thinking about Jordan and his seed.

		“I think I have to go to the bathroom,” Paisley whispered.

		Jordan smiled. He picked her up off his lap and stood her up. He watched her ass and nodded as she walked out into the hall. When she disappeared, he turned to Leo. He picked up his drink and took a slow sip, then set the glass down on the table. “I bet she’s a riot,” he said, quietly.

		The statement startled Leo and caused his eyes to widen. Something fluttered in his chest. Again, he felt that perhaps he should call out Jordan on his crass behaviour. Again, he couldn’t bring himself to do so. He just nodded instead.

		Jordan hunched his shoulders and leaned over the table. “I bet she fucks good, too,” he said.

		Leo’s eyes went wider still. This was obviously totally unacceptable. Leo didn’t even talk to his best male friends like that. Jordan was a stranger. How dare he? But for some reason he just nodded again.

		“I knew it. The small ones always the freaks. She freaky?” Jordan asked.

		Leo swallowed to clear the knot that had formed in his throat. “Sometimes,” he said, quietly.

		“Lucky man,” Jordan said. He took another sip of his drink and stood up. “I’ll see myself out. Tell Paisley I said thank-you.” He clapped his hand on Leo’s shoulder twice before walking out into the hall, then out the front door.

		

	
		Chapter Four

		

		Paisley walked into the kitchen. “Where’d he go?” she asked.

		Leo looked up from staring into his glass of soda. “He went home. He said to tell you thank-you,” he said.

		She watched him for a few moments. He was acting totally weird. Was it because of Jordan? Was it because she normally only had little old ladies in here and now he’d come home to a big mountain of a black man sitting in their kitchen?

		She’d been awfully surprised when Jordan had pulled her onto his lap. She’d kind of liked it, too. Not that she would ever tell Leo that. She couldn’t help but wonder if it had made him a little jealous?

		It didn’t exactly excite her that he might be. But it would be kind of cute if he was. He’d never been jealous before. It would be kind of fun if he got a little jealous because of what Jordan had done. Not too angry or anything. Just a little more…possessive.

		She walked over to where he was sitting and poked his shoulder.

		He looked up again. His mind seemed distant. “What’s up?” he asked.

		“I want to sit down on your lap, too,” she said.

		His eyes darted off to one side and he shifted in his seat. “Uh, now’s not…I think I actually need to go to the bathroom, too.”

		She frowned as he pushed his chair out from the table. Feeling impish, she spun around and plopped herself onto his lap before he could stand up.

		“Hey, come on Paisley! I gotta go bad,” he moaned.

		It seemed really put on. A few seconds ago he’d just been sitting there. Was he trying to hide something?

		She felt what he was trying to hide when she sidled closer to him. She felt his hard, bulging cock poke right into the side of her thigh. She stifled her reaction, not wanting to embarrass him. She couldn’t help but wonder what in the heck he was so turned on about?

		All he’d done was sit there and watch her clean up after cutting Jordan’s hair. Then he watched that weird interaction where Jordan had told her she was hiding all the good stuff. She’d kind of liked that, too. How could that possibly have turned Leo on so much he got an erection? It didn’t make any sense.

		But now that she’d had the thought she wanted to know more. “You don’t really have to go, do you?” she asked.

		“I do. I’ve got to go to the bathroom, Paise,” he insisted, though he sounded way less convincing this time.

		She decided to ignore it. Getting to the bottom of the reason behind his boner was way more interesting. “Hey sorry about that thing that happened with Jordan,” she said.

		He glanced up at her nervously.

		“Where he pulled me into his lap and stuff. I didn’t know he was going to do that,” she said.

		He shrugged. “I mean how could you? I didn’t know he was going to do that either,” he said, sounding kind of grumpy.

		“Well if a woman ever did something like that to you I’d have something to say about it,” she explained.

		He glanced at her again. “I’m sorry I didn’t say anything.”

		“Oh no, I didn’t mean it like that!” she clarified. “I didn’t mind that he pulled me into his lap. I just didn’t want you feeling bad about it.” She paused for a few seconds, studying his reaction. “Did it make you feel bad?” she asked.

		“It didn’t make me feel like anything,” he muttered, staring off to the side.

		“Nothing?” she asked, furrowing her brow.

		He looked up at her wearing a similar scowl. “I guess maybe a little jealous,” he replied.

		She secretly liked that. It was a little mean but it was the same kind of fun feeling as him bugging her about getting the license.

		“How come you didn’t say anything to him?” he asked.

		She looked up at the ceiling, pretending like she didn’t have an answer. She wasn’t about to tell him she liked it, after all.

		“Anyways you probably shouldn’t invite total strangers into the house just because they tell you they want a haircut. Jordan seems cool but you never know who else might show up. Maybe he’s right. Maybe we need to get you set up in a proper storefront.”

		“Oh my gosh! I totally forgot! Mrs. Allen’s friend, the new guy, I cut his hair today. He said the same thing Jordan did. Except he actually has money and he’s looking to invest in a small, local business! Can you believe it?”

		“Oh, wow, Paisley. That’s amazing. I can’t believe you didn’t tell me that,” he said.

		“I got distracted with all the other stuff going on,” she said. “Do you think it might actually happen, Leo? Do you think I might get my own shop?” she asked, excitement welling through her.

		

		***

		

		Leo lay in bed that night waiting for Paisley to finish her shower. He hadn’t been himself all afternoon and evening after finding Jordan in the kitchen.

		He could tell Paisley had noticed. She’d been unusually quiet during dinner and then while they were watching TV. She was never unusually quiet.

		Which led him to wonder if maybe Paisley was having some weirdness of her own?

		Seeing Jordan pull her into his lap kept replaying over and over in his mind, too. He couldn’t pinpoint why it fascinated him so much. Each time he thought about it a nice hit of arousal shot down to his cock. He’d spaced the whole show they were watching thinking about it.

		He turned his head towards the door when he heard Paisley’s footsteps. His eyes widened.

		She was naked from head to toe. No robe, no towel. Freshly showered and dried and walking towards the bed like she was on a mission, eyes narrowed and laser-focused on him.

		She flashed a grin as she jumped up onto the bed, straddling his lap and making the mattress bounce.

		“Paise? What are you doing?” he asked, smiling at her playfulness.

		She gripped the covers he was lying under and yanked them down off of his body.

		“Paisley!” he shouted, bursting into a laugh.

		“What’s it look like I’m doing?” she asked, tucking her hand into his underwear. “I need some vitamin D.” She tugged his cock out, flopped it side to side in her hand a few times, then started vigorously jerking him off.

		He worked his way up onto his elbows, staring at Paisley in disbelief. Even for her this was over the top. She liked sex, sure, but she was usually a little more subtle than this.

		Her warm hand sent blood rushing into his cock and he was hard as a rock in under a minute.

		She shuffled forward on her knees, put one foot one the bed and looked between her legs to aim his cock at her pussy. When the head touched her entrance she sank down onto him.

		He groaned at the tight, wet pleasure of it. He dropped down onto his back, his head sinking into the pillow.

		She grabbed his wrists and mashed his hands against her pert breasts, grinding her pussy on his lap.

		“Oh god that feels good,” he groaned, squeezing her breasts, his hips bucking up to burrow his cock deeper into her.

		“You pick up them condoms?” she asked, riding him hard.

		“Oh, fuck!” he groaned.

		Paisley’s enthusiasm deflated somewhat, her shoulders sagging. “Leo!” she moaned, smacking him lightly on the chest.

		“I’m sorry, baby! I totally spaced it,” he said.

		Her hips continued working, even through her disappointment. Her enthusiasm returned quickly and she started riding him even harder. “You know if you knock me up it’s going to be your own damn fault,” she said with a glint in her eye.

		His eyes bugged as he stared at her. She wouldn’t dare. Would she? “Paisley, don’t be crazy, baby, please,” he panted. His crotch had started tightening already, the muscles in it preparing for a release. Preparing to shoot a thick wad of seed deep into Paisley’s belly.

		A wild grin formed on her lips. She leaned forward, leaning against his hands on her breasts and rubbed her clit against the root of his prick. “You think I’d be that crazy, baby? Do you?” she asked. “You think I’d steal your seed from you like that ‘cause I wanted a baby so bad?”

		He wanted to tell her ‘no’ but he wasn’t sure if he believed it. She looked totally unhinged, riding him like some sexy demon who did, actually, want to steal his seed. “Baby, we talked about this,” he said, trying to sound stern. It was impossible with what she was doing to him.

		“I want to feel you come inside me soooo bad, Leo,” she whimpered. “I want to feel all of it leaking out of me and swimming inside me. Oh god!” she shouted. She threw her head back and wailed at the ceiling.

		He grunted, the itchy tickle above his testicles feeling like it was going to pull the trigger. “Baby you’ve got to slow down,” he moaned. “You’ve got to fucking slow down!”

		Her head rolled forward and she glared at him, her pussy grinding and squishing against the hard root of his prick. “I’m so close Leo,” she panted. “Don’t you pop. Don’t you pop inside me before I get there. Oh shit!”

		He realized she was too far gone, too close to her own orgasm, to control herself. He drew in a deep breath, pressed his head deeper into the pillow and held it until his lungs started to burn. He focused on the pain and it drew enough of his mind away from his groin to keep the burgeoning orgasm at bay.

		Paisley’s pussy exploded like a freshly cooked soft boiled egg cracking onto a piece of pointy toast. Her body erupted into a violent orgasmic shaking and she let out a warbling moan as she came.

		It lasted for fifteen of the longest seconds he’d ever experienced in his life.

		When the frenetic sexual tension left her body he let out the breath of air and dragged in a fresh one.

		Paisley eyed him with a sultry, dreamy-eyed gaze. His hands were still on her breasts and she rubbed her palms over the backs of them. She looked down at where their bodies were connected. Then she looked back up at him again, this time with something wicked in her stare. “I saw you staring at me when Jordan pulled me into his lap,” she whispered.

		His cock flexed so hard inside of her there was no way she didn’t feel it.

		This was confirmed when she smiled with one side of her mouth.

		“What are you talking about?” he replied, still harbouring the delusion that he could deny whatever it was she was getting at.

		“You were awfully quiet tonight at dinner,” she said. “Was something on your mind?”

		His treacherous cock betrayed him again. Slowly hardening inside her then relaxing as he thought of Paisley perched on Jordan’s legs. “It was just a little weird,” he whispered. “Paisley you really need to get off of my lap. I’m so close. Be gentle or I’m gonna’ come,” he begged.

		She slowly rose higher on her knees until his stiff cock flopped out of her pussy. She shuffled back, then bent at the waist. Opening her mouth into a nice, round shape she blew warm air on the head of his prick. “I really want a baby, baby,” she whispered. She flicked her tongue out and licked the underside of his shaft.

		“Oh god,” he gasped, his body trembling.

		Paisley wrapped her hand around his cock.

		The warmth and her firm grip made him shake again.

		“Who knows? If you don’t give me a baby soon I might have to go looking somewhere else,” she said. A wide smile stretched across her lips.

		A vision of Paisley’s tangled limbs buried beneath black flesh flashed in his mind. His cock twitched and spilled a clear spurt of pre-cum.

		Paisley caught the motion. Her eyes widened. She fell face first onto his lap, gobbling his cock up into her mouth and throat just as the first throes of his orgasm gripped him.

		His hands balled to fists in the sheets and he shouted as he released his load into her gullet.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		The next morning Paisley put on one of her flower-print summer dresses and they headed out the door for their usual Saturday morning walk. The air was clear, the sky blue and birds were chirping in the trees. They held hands.

		They hadn’t made it fifty yards when they saw Jordan in the yard of his new house, hedge trimmers in hand.

		Jordan noticed them right away. He waved, set the hedge trimmer down and walked towards the sidewalk. “Well hello there, neighbours,” he said, smiling at them.

		“Hi, Jordan,” Paisley replied, swinging their conjoined hands back and forth.

		“Morning, Jordan,” Leo said.

		Jordan was wearing a white polo t-shirt. It gave Leo a very definitive view of how broad and strong his chest was. His arms were probably as thick as Leo’s put together.

		“Beautiful day, isn’t it?” Jordan asked.

		“It sure is!” Paisley replied, grinning.

		Leo stole a glance at her. She looked start-struck seeing Jordan. She was gazing up at him with her big, blue eyes.

		“Where are you two off to today?” Jordan asked.

		“We just like to take a walk around the neighbourhood on Saturday’s,” Leo replied.

		“How about coming in for a coffee?” Jordan said, smiling at Paisley.

		An uneasy feeling came over Leo. Paisley teasing him about sitting in Jordan’s lap was still fresh in his mind. He hadn’t mentioned anything to her. It had just been a silly, sexual game, after all. But it made him nervous the way she was looking at Jordan now.

		“That sounds like fun!” Paisley said. She gave a few eager nods, then glanced at Leo. “What do you think?” she asked.

		He wasn’t about to tell her what he thought. All sorts of dirty things were drifting through his mind. He didn’t want to be a party-pooper, but he didn’t want to be a schmuck, either. “Sure, I guess,” he said. What was the worst that could happen?

		Jordan turned and waved at them to follow him.

		The house was a brand new build and a little bit out of character for the rustic neighbourhood. It had tall, two storey columns that supported a roof over the front porch. The porch was surrounded by a glass and metal railing and the wide driveway led to a three-car garage.

		Jordan opened one of the double doors and stepped inside, motioning for them to follow.

		Paisley’s eyes widened at the interior. The sleek, minimalist design made the front foyer seem huge. The place was impeccably clean, too.

		Jordan led them through a wide hallway to an open concept kitchen with an island at the centre and a large gas stove. “What do you take in your coffee?” he asked.

		“I’ll just have some milk,” Paisley replied.

		“Black’s fine for me,” Leo said.

		Jordan pulled a couple of coffee pods out of a cupboard and loaded one into the coffee machine. He stood turned it on and it filled a small cup with coffee, then a squirt of milk. He took the cup, put it on a saucer and set it on the island for Paisley.

		He did the same for Leo, then poured one for himself and joined them at the island.

		“This place is incredible,” Paisley said.

		Leo got a little tense. Paisley had a habit of getting a little…socially awkward in situations like this. Especially with people higher up on the socio-economic ladder. He’d done his best to tame her more outlandish behaviours. But sometimes when she got excited her mouth started to run on it’s own.

		“Thanks, Paisley,” Jordan remarked, looking around the kitchen. “We’re really happy with it. And we love the neighbourhood. So old school, you know?”

		Paisley furrowed her brow, obviously unsure of what he meant. “We?” she asked. “Is there a missus Jordan?”

		“Paisley,” Leo hissed, nudging her with his elbow.

		“What?” she snapped. “Oh. Sorry,” she muttered, realizing his admonishment meant she was overstepping the boundaries of small talk.

		Jordan chuckled. “Don’t be like that,” he said to Leo. “I don’t mind. There is a missus, actually. But she’s at work right now.”

		Paisley raised an eyebrow. “Working on a Saturday, huh? What’s she do?”

		Leo exhaled through his nose, hoping she’d get the hint.

		“What? I’m just asking?” she said.

		Jordan chuckled again. “She’s a CFO. A chief financial officer at one of the investment firms downtown. Just got transferred recently.”

		“Oh, wow! I don’t think I ever met a CFO before. Wait, so then, what do you do?” she asked.

		Leo sighed and slumped into one of the stools beside the island.

		“It’s all good, Leo. Relax yourself,” Jordan said. “You’re looking at it,” he said, taking a sip of his coffee.

		“What do you mean?” Paisley asked.

		“I trim the hedge. Do some vacuuming. Cook the dinners and keep the house tidy.”

		Paisley’s eyes widened.

		Leo couldn’t help but be a little surprised himself.

		“You’re a house-husband?” she asked.

		“Paisley!” Leo hissed.

		Jordan laughed. “That’s what I am!” he admitted.

		“Wow,” Paisley said, quietly.

		“She doesn’t mean…that there’s anything wrong with that,” Leo said, hoping Jordan wouldn’t get offended by Paisley’s prying questions.

		“I didn’t think she did,” Jordan said. “Why would there be something wrong with it? Missus Jordan, Alexandra, works hard at work and I work hard taking care of our home. It’s the twenty-first century, baby! Nothing wrong with that at all!”

		“Now I wish I could be a CEO and Leo could be my house-husband,” Paisley said, rounding the island and cozying up to Jordan. “Then I could tell him what to do.” She stared at Leo, grinning.

		Jordan chuckled. He raised an arm and let it fall along Paisley’s shoulders, pulling her even closer towards him. “That’s not how that works,” he said, shaking his head. “But enough about me. What about you two? Looks like you two are just about getting close to those beautiful child-bearing years. Any plans for kids?”

		Leo was taken aback by the question. It was as indelicate and intrusive as Paisley’s had been.

		Paisley narrowed her eyes at him. “Leo doesn’t want to put a baby in me,” she said, her voice low. Mischief danced in her eyes.

		“What?” Jordan barked. “Bro, are you crazy? Got yourself a beauty like this and you won’t breed her?” he asked.

		Leo felt a blush rise to his cheeks. He looked down at the counter top, feeling slightly scolded by Jordan. He knew that was ridiculous. It was easy for someone of Jordan’s obvious means to criticize his decision to put off having kids. “We’re just not ready,” he muttered.

		“Aw, I’m sorry Leo,” Jordan said. “We’re just teasing. Aren’t we, Paisley?” he asked, looking down at her.

		Paisley wriggled out from underneath Jordan’s arm and rounded the counter to stand next to Leo again. She put a hand over his and stroked it. “I’m sorry, baby. I was just joking around,” she whispered.

		Leo forced a smile and looked up at the both of them. “It’s all good,” he said. “It’s all good!” he repeated, smiling wider to put them both at ease.

		“It’s all good,” Jordan echoed. “I bet that belly’s going to look so pretty when it’s swollen,” he said, staring at Paisley’s stomach.

		Paisley blushed this time. She took her hand off of Leo’s and rubbed it along her belly.

		Leo could see it in her eyes and by her body language. She was getting turned on. She was becoming sexually aroused by all this talk of babies in her belly with a stranger. It shocked him but it kind of turned him on, too.

		There was nothing particularly dirty about it. Except folks didn’t really talk like that. They didn’t call getting pregnant breeding. And most people certainly didn’t pry into other people’s reproductive affairs the way Jordan was doing now. “I think it would look pretty, too,” he said, quietly.

		Paisley drew in the quietest breath and looked at him out of the corner of her eye. The glance seemed to supercharge the energy between them.

		Leo felt an erection stir and begin to harden between his legs.

		Jordan seemed to sense there was something going on. He set down his coffee cup, rounded the counter and came to a stop next to Paisley.

		Leo’s eyes widened when Jordan put one hand on her shoulder and the other on her belly. It was a possessive gesture, as if she were his wife and not Leo’s. It certainly wasn’t the way a man touched a woman he’d only just met. A married woman.

		“She’s got a body built for breeding,” Jordan said, quietly. “Those beautiful hips. And these breasts. How abundant would be her gift of milk.”

		Paisley gasped when Jordan’s hand rose from her belly and gently cupped her right breast.

		Leo froze. There was no way he could have anticipated Jordan touching her that way. It made him jealous and almost a little nauseous. It sent a wicked little thrill racing through him, too.

		He couldn’t believe how bold Jordan was being. Then again, Jordan was almost twice his size. It wasn’t like there were going to be any serious repercussions coming. Still, he felt like he had to do something. “You shouldn’t do that,” he said, staring at the way Jordan’s dark hand was lifting her breast slightly.

		“I suppose I shouldn’t,” Jordan whispered. “But I am. You’re not too upset, though, are you Leo?” Jordan asked.

		Paisley’s eyes darted to Leo’s. They were wide with a fearful excitement.

		The look made his cock flex. It scared him, too. Seeing Paisley getting worked up because another man was touching her in such an intimate place. “You should take your hand away,” he said, still staring at Jordan’s hand.

		“Of course, Leo. Whatever you say.”

		Leo and Paisley both let out a breath as Jordan took his hand away, turned and walked back over to his coffee cup. The energy between them felt like it was crackling now. Like they’d just experienced something far more dangerous and exciting than they’d ever felt together.

		Jordan let out a small sigh and smiled. He picked up his coffee cup and finished his drink. The moment grew awkward as he stared at them.

		Leo felt like he couldn’t move. His wife has just been touched in a very inappropriate way by this man. “Well, I think we should probably head back out,” he said, taking Paisley by the hand.

		Jordan gave a nod.

		Leo stood up. He stood there for a few moments, holding Paisley’s hand and thinking how he could smooth over what had just happened. “No hard feelings,” he muttered.

		Jordan shook his head a few times. “No hard feelings,” he replied.

		Leo turned and pulled Paisley by the hand. They walked to the front door, Jordan standing at the island counter and staring at them as they left.

		

		***

		

		“I’m sorry again about what I said to Jordan,” Paisley said as they stepped back into the house.

		He looked at her as he closed the door. She was obviously having trouble processing what had just happened. Or maybe accessing her feelings about it. “Are you okay?” he whispered, touching her arm.

		To his surprise she smiled and nodded. Like she didn’t have a care in the world about what Jordan had just done.

		“I mean about what just happened in there,” he said, nodding in the direction of Jordan’s place.

		She shrugged. “I’m okay. You okay?” she asked.

		“I’m…fine,” he replied. Paisley wasn’t too easily upset by that kind of stuff but he wanted to check in, just to be sure. She was attractive enough that she garnered a lot of male attention. No one had ever touched her like that uninvited, though. Not while he was around.

		“I just wanted to say sorry about the baby thing, Leo. I was just teasing,” she explained.

		He put both hands on her shoulders and looked straight into her eyes. “I just want to make extra sure. You’re not upset by the way he touched you? By what he said?” he asked her.

		She bit the tiniest sliver of her lower lip and shook her head.

		“Because if it made you uncomfortable I’d have to go back in there and set things right. You know that, right? You know I’d do that for you?” He was saying it mostly for himself. He felt a bit…emasculated at having stood there and watched Jordan lay his hand on Paisley’s breast.

		“You don’t have to do that,” she said, quietly.

		Her not caring about Jordan’s touch unsettled him. Didn’t she care how it had made him feel? Didn’t she care if he was jealous or upset? He remembered she had asked him if he was okay. It didn’t seem like enough. It seemed to him like she should be more concerned about all of this.

		Beneath all of that lurked a dark and rumbling arousal. He was as turned on as he’d ever been. He had to wonder if maybe some part of Paisley had enjoyed what had just happened. “I think we should go home,” he said.

		She looked up at him with a playful look in her eyes. “We didn’t go on our walk yet,” she said.

		“I think we need to talk, Paisley,” he said. He gripped her hand tighter and pulled her down the steps and towards the street.

		“What are we going to talk about?” she asked, getting dragged along behind him.

		“We just need to talk,” he said. He dragged her up to the front door, jabbed the key into the lock and pulled her in. He spun her around, swinging the door shut at the same time. He was feeling angrier than he wanted to be. He knew he had to calm himself down. He wasn’t even sure what had crawled so deep under his skin.

		He glared at her for a few moments. Her puzzled look sent a wave of guilt through him. “Shit,” he muttered. “I’m sorry, Paisley.”

		“What’s going on?” she asked.

		He ran a hand through his hair and sighed. “I guess I’m just a little confused why you don’t seem to care at all that a stranger touched your breast. Right in front of me. Like, that didn’t have any effect you at all?” he demanded.

		She moved her eyes side to side and shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said. “It happens all the time.”

		His eyes bugged. “What?!?” he asked, his voice rising in volume and pitch.

		“Guys try to grope me all the time in public. Mostly they try to pass it off as ‘accidental.’ It’s not accidental, Leo,” she said, shaking her head.

		He stared at her for a few moments. “And you don’t do anything about it?” he asked.

		“What’s there to do?”

		“You should report something like that to the police!” he said, almost shouting.

		She snorted out a laugh. “Yeah! For sure. Next time I will,” she said, rolling her eyes.

		He realized the suggestion had been pretty obtuse. The cops would probably laugh.

		“You’re getting pretty worked up about this, Leo. It’s not a big deal. It’s just life if you’re a woman and anywhere close to pretty.”

		“Okay, fine,” he said. “But Jordan isn’t some stranger. He’s our neighbour. He can’t just…you can’t just not do something.”

		She took a step closer to him and took his hand in hers. “What do you think we should do?” she asked. She let go of his hand and brushed the front of his pants with the back of her hand. “Oh. Sorry. Just an accident,” she whispered. “Why is your cock hard, Leo?”

		He looked down at his crotch and saw the large lump of his boner sticking up out of his jeans. Why was his cock hard? He had no idea. He realized just how much he wanted her. It was an angry craving, too. Like he wanted to fuck some sense into her. “Why did you do that?” he asked.

		A soft smile curled her lips. “Cause I saw you got a boner when Jordan was touching me,” she replied.

		He clenched his jaw. “I did not,” he snapped, ashamed at the lie.

		He had gotten a boner. Watching Jordan touch Paisley had given him a big hard on and now it wouldn’t go away. And now Paisley knew and what did that make him?

		“You did, too. I just felt it. Don’t be a liar, Leo,” she teased. She stepped closer still. “You want to know a secret?” she whispered.

		He stared into her eyes, not sure he wanted to know the secret she was keeping. It scared him. It scared him what he might do if she told him. “What are you talking about?” he whispered back.

		“Do you want to know a secret?” she repeated.

		His drifted down her body. Her small but curvy frame really did look incredibly appealing in that sexy summer dress she was wearing.

		The memory of Jordan laying a hand on her sent heat straight to his crotch. He had the urge to spin her around, press her against the wall, tear her panties off and fuck her right there in the hall. “What is it?” he asked, his eyes on her breasts.

		“I kind of liked it, Leo. I kind of liked it when Jordan touched me.”

		His eyes shot to hers and he glared at her. “Why are you telling me this?”

		“I’m just being honest, Leo. You’re my husband. I tell you everything, remember?” she said.

		His anger began building inside him, his arousal right along with it. The way Paisley’s smile twisted into a smirk didn’t help.

		“I feel bad about it, don’t worry,” she said, lowering her chin and looking down at the ground. She glanced up at him from under her brow. “If you want to punish my dirty little pussy for it then I guess I deserv…”

		He didn’t let her finish the sentence. He spun her around and pressed her up against the wall.

		She gasped. “Oh god, baby, yes!” she panted.

		He yanked the dress up over her pale ass then tugged her panties down. This was what she wanted? She liked this? She was really getting off on being treated this rough? He brought his hand down on her ass in a hard smack that reverberated through the bare walls of the small hallway.

		“Oh god!” she whimpered again. “I was such a dirty little slut, wasn’t I baby?”

		He tugged his belt open and let his pants slide off his hips. Pulling his cock out from his underwear he mashed it between her thighs. He was astonished at how wet she was. Her fuzzy little peach of a pussy was dripping juice. His cock was coated in no time and slid into her tight entrance easily.

		She mewled as he penetrated her, one cheek pressed against the wall, her hands flat against it.

		Entering her sent a potent burst of arousal shooting through him. She was so hot and wet and tight. And she’d been turned on by a big black man touching her tit.

		He reached up and grabbed her hair, pulling her head back as he started stroking in and out of her.

		“Fuck me!” she moaned.

		He put his other hand over the front of her throat and started driving in and out of her hard.

		“Baby! Yes! Punish that dirty little slut pussy!” she begged.

		He’d never fucked her so roughly before. He still didn’t understand how she could like it but she was screaming in pleasure and leaking pussy juice all over his balls. It was obviously not an act. He slammed against her ass hard as he tried to drive his cock as deep into her as he could get.

		She pushed back against the wall, pushing her ass out and rounding it, her back arching.

		He let his hands fall to her hips and started pile-driving his cock in and out of her fast.

		Her legs started to shake and she scraped her fingernails along the wall as she bounced her ass off of his pelvis.

		He stared at the cheeks of that beautiful round ass slapping together as he plowed her. His orgasm was creeping up on him. It nearly bubbled over when she shouted and he felt the hot gush of her climax leak down his shaft.

		The feeling weakened his inhibitions. He found himself toying with the idea of shooting his load into her. Blasting her fertile interior with hot seed for a momentary thrill he knew would be oh-so-very pleasurable.

		Somehow he resisted.

		“Get on your knees,” he demanded through clenched teeth as he pulled his cock out of her hot hole.

		Paisley spun around, her dress flaring around her legs. She immediately fell to her knees, opened her mouth and pushed her tongue out over her bottom lip. She looked up at him with wide, smiling eyes as she undid the two top buttons of her dress and pulled her tits out.

		The sight of her eagerly awaiting his load pulled him over the edge. He grimaced and groaned as he jerked his cock. The first pulse of ejaculate shot from the tip and landed in a diagonal line from her cheekbone to her neck.

		She turned her head to catch the next shot on her tongue.

		His cock squirted and it shot along her tongue and into the back of her throat.

		She pulled her tongue into her mouth and made a big show of swallowing his load before letting it hang out again.

		As he crested his climax his mind offered up the memory of Jordan’s big paw cupping her breast. He staggered forward, nearly losing his balance. Stuffing his cock into her mouth he put a hand up on the wall and stroked out the rest of his orgasm into her face.

		He groaned at how eagerly she sucked him.

		She sucked him until he started going flaccid. His sensitive cock made him bend forward. He tried to pull it out of her mouth but she wrapped her arms around his legs, locking him in place.

		“Oh god, Paisley, it hurts!” he said, his cock going super-sensitive from the huge orgasm.

		She let it fall out of her mouth with a sloppy slurp and wiped her mouth with her hand.

		He looked down at her pleased expression and couldn’t believe what he’d just done.

		

	
		Chapter Six

		

		Paisley put her hands in her lap and bit down on the corner of her lip as she smiled up at Leo. Her pussy was deliciously sore. She’d been craving getting fucked like that for months. Years, if she was really honest.

		Leo was such a thoughtful, kind lover. But sometimes a girl just needed a good drilling and that just wasn’t something he was up for.

		Until today.

		She was deeply intrigued by what had turned up his sexual aggression. It was obviously something to do with Jordan touching her. His jealous reaction, the possessive fucking he’d given her made her want to run two doors down and let Jordan fondle her again.

		A dirty thrill rushed through her when a drop of Leo’s cum rolled down her cheek and fell onto the back of her hand.

		Leo was looking away, is if he was ashamed of what he’d done. But she saw him stealing glances at her nasty, cum-covered face.

		“Leo,” she whispered, reaching up and taking his hand.

		“What?” he asked.

		“Come down here,” she said, tugging on his hand.

		He scowled, perhaps unsure of what she wanted. But he bent down and got on his knees in front of her. He still couldn’t look her right in the eye, though.

		“Did you like that?” she asked. “Did you like punishing my dirty pussy then spraying it all over my face?” Just asking the question made her pussy start to tingle again. She hoped this wasn’t a one off and Leo would be willing to get dirty with her again.

		He eyed her out of the corner of his eye for sometime, then nodded.

		She smiled wider, hoping to show him she’d liked it, too. “Do you like seeing your cum all over my face?” she asked, playing coy.

		His eyes wandered along her cheeks, down to her neck, following the line of his seed. “You really like this? You really like being treated like this?” he asked.

		She responded with a very eager nod. “It’s hot,” she said. “I like being used. Will you smack my face next time?” She knew she was getting ahead of herself but she couldn’t help it.

		Leo cringed a bit and shook his head. “I don’t know if I could ever…” he said, then trailed off.

		Her heart sank a little. But one step at a time. There was something more important she wanted to ask him about now. “Leo?” she said.

		He locked eyes with her.

		“Did watching Jordan touch me turn you on?” she asked.

		His frown deepened and he looked away. Like he didn’t want to confront the truth and didn’t want to hear it from her, either.

		She reached out and put her hand over his. “It’s okay if it did,” she whispered. She knew she had to tread carefully. He seemed like he was in a really vulnerable place. “I kind of liked it. I liked that you saw it,” she said.

		He looked at her again and scowled. “How can you say that?” he demanded. “How can you tell me that you liked the feeling of another man touching you? I love you, Paisley. How do you think that makes me feel?”

		She rubbed her hand over the back of his. “I’m not saying it like I’m going to run away with him. I’m just telling you how it made me feel. It doesn’t change the way I feel about you.”

		He rubbed his forehead and looked off to the side.

		She let a minute or so slip by in silence. “I’d do it again if you wanted me to.”

		“What?” he snapped. “What are you talking about?”

		“I’d let Jordan touch me again if it turned you on so much,” she said.

		He let out a sigh and shook his head.

		But she saw the movement in his pants, his cock coming to life again. She squeezed his hand.

		He turned to look at her.

		She pressed her finger against her neck and swiped it up her jaw, over her nose, up to her cheekbone, collecting his sperm into a thick wad on her finger. Staring into his eyes, she put the finger in her mouth and sucked them cum off, then swallowed it down and smiled. She shuffled forward on her knees. “It was so hot how you fucked me just now, Leo. I want it like that again. I’ll do whatever it takes, baby.”

		She could see the gears turning in his mind. He did like what he’d seen. She was sure of it. Maybe she just needed to give him some time to come to terms with it. “I think I might do some gardening. If you want to talk some more then come out and get me.”

		He stood up with her and, for a moment, looked like he was going to say something. Then he sighed again. “Don’t forget to put on sunscreen,” he said, then turned and walked into the kitchen.

		“I won’t,” she said. She skipped up the stairs with her tits still hanging out of her dress. She changed out of the dress into her favourite combination. A nice tight tank top with spaghetti straps and a pair of white cut-off shorts.

		She knew her ass hung out the back end. She liked the way Leo looked at her when she wore them. She got a kick out of it when they were out and other men gawked at her.

		She went downstairs, put on a pair of sandals and headed outside.

		She grabbed a garden trowel from the little plastic tool chest beside the house, then went out front and got on her knees, determined to finally pull some of the weeds she’d seen in the garden bed below the front window.

		She heard a lawnmower start down the street and looked across the neighbour’s yard to see Jordan pushing it across his front lawn.

		He saw her a moment later. A smile formed on his mouth. He let go of the bail switch and the machine whirred to a stop.

		He sauntered down to the sidewalk and slowly made his way to the front of their townhouse. He eyed her up and down, smirking slightly before removing his sunglasses and placing them on his head. “You look real good on your knees, Paisley. But you ought to know your ass cheeks are hanging out all over the place in those shorts. Does your husband let you out of the house looking like that all the time? Or is today special?”

		

		***

		

		Leo wasn’t sure what had prompted him to move to the front window. A premonition of some kind. Like that cold feeling you got sometimes they said was a ghost was moving through the room.

		Whatever it was it had come on suddenly and certainly. Now he had the perfect view of Paisley’s bottom and boobs and Jordan on the sidewalk talking to her and checking her out.

		He wore a lecherous grin as he ogled her assets.

		It was horrible but it excited Leo. He could already feel his cock getting hard. Watching Paisley playing along as she stood up and put a hand on her hip. Watching her shake her ass a little wider as she walked down the slope of their yard to stand in front of Jordan.

		Jordan took a nice, long look down the front of her top and grinned.

		Paisley didn’t seem to mind at all. She waved her little gardening trowel back and forth, pretending not to notice his perverted stares as she babbled on about who knew what?

		Leo had no idea what was turning him on. All he knew was that the thought of Paisley enjoying Jordan’s crass caressing drove him wild. It had driven him so wild he’d finally been able to give her the rough fuck that she wanted.

		He couldn’t bring himself to tell her that it turned him on, too. But she knew. Of course she knew. She may not have had book smarts but if there was anything Paisley was intuitive about it was sex and desire.

		She always knew exactly which of his buttons to press to get him off. He was sure she could sniff out any kink he might entertain for even a fraction of a second. Her desire to push their sexual boundaries was unending.

		Here was this thing presenting itself. Definitely a very kinky thing, getting turned on by a strange man touching his wife. Definitely a very kinky and very risque thing. The more he stood there, watching Paisley flirt and giggle with Jordan, the more he wanted it.

		He wondered if she wanted it, too? When she said she’d liked it when Jordan touched her he’d nearly blown a gasket. It had taken all his will power not to freak out. Somehow that had focused his desire. It had made him believe that, if it happened again, maybe he’d be able to stand watching it.

		Jordan looked up and over Paisley’s shoulder and saw Leo staring through the window. His smile widened and he said something to Paisley.

		She turned around and saw him, too.

		Then Jordan stepped up behind her and made a funny face, his eyes going wide and his smile a little crazy. He put his big, black hands on her pale, white shoulders and caressed down her arms.

		Paisley giggled and shrugged, turning her head to one side, her body twisting the other way as she squirmed in his arms.

		Leo felt immobilized by the scene. Jordan was obviously attracted to Paisley. Paisley didn’t seem to mind. She’d sensed his arousal, so what now? Was she going to keep letting Jordan flirt and touch and tease her? Where was it going to end?

		He felt his cock throbbing between his legs as he watched Paisley and Jordan laughing in the front yard. His throat tightened when Paisley wriggled out of Jordan’s arms, grabbed his hand and started pulling him toward the house.

		As the front door opened, he stepped away from the window and turned to face Paisley and their new friend.

		Paisley giggled and let go of Jordan’s hand. She scurried up to Leo and pressed her hands against his chest, her face so close their noses nearly touched. “I could do it for you if you want,” she whispered.

		He drew in a deep breath, aghast at what she’d said. “Do it for me?” he asked.

		Jordan leaned against the wall behind her, smiling.

		“I’ll do it if it turns you on,” she whispered, letting a hand fall to his crotch. She palmed his hard cock and squeezed it. “Oh, baby,” she said. “That’s so hot. You’ve got a big hard on for me again. That turns me on so much.”

		He stared into her smiling eyes. They were filled with a look of lusty excitement. He shook his head. “Paisley I don’t know,” he whispered back.

		“What don’t you know?” she asked.

		“Maybe it’s not a good idea,” he replied.

		“We won’t know until we try,” she said.

		His chest constricted. Paisley’s urgent enthusiasm wasn’t just about him. She was curious about it, too. She wanted to try this for herself as much as she wanted it because it turned him on. “What are we going to try?” he asked.

		“You just stand there and watch. And tell me if you want me to stop,” she said. She took a few steps back and pulled her hand from his chest. She turned around slowly and walked back to where Jordan was standing. She looked up into his eyes the same way she’d been looking at Leo.

		Seeing her do that sent an angst-filled lust burrowing down towards his cock and balls. He had a hard time believing this was happening. That it was real and not some erotic dream he couldn’t wake up from.

		She put her hands on Jordan’s shoulders and turned him until his back was against the wall. She let her hands glide down his body and paused at his abs.

		“What about your husband?” Jordan asked.

		Paisley turned her head and locked eyes with Leo. She narrowed them into a sultry stare. “My husband has total control. He can tell me to stop whenever he wants.”

		Leo had had a lot of wild sexual experiences with Paisley in their time together. Nothing had been more erotic than hearing her saying he had total control of what she was about to do with another man.

		She turned her head and looked up at Jordan again. She slipped one strap off of her shoulder, then the other. Grabbing the front of her tank top and bra, she pulled both down until her plump tits spilled out. Her nipples were stiff with arousal.

		“Oh no, girl,” Jordan said, staring at her breasts. “You’re gonna’ break my heart with those things.”

		Leo gasped as he watched Jordan’s dark hands come up and cup her bare breasts. He pressed his thumbs against her nipples and twisted them in opposing directions, massaging the rubbery flesh.

		Lifting one breast higher he bent at the waist and lowered his mouth to her teat. He sucked the nipple in and gave it a long pull.

		Paisley drew in a breath. She raised an arm up an around his head, holding him against her breast. She turned and glanced at Leo, then smiled.

		Leo’s whole body felt like it was vibrating. His palms were sweating and shivers of arousal kept prickling the skin on the back of his neck.

		Watching Jordan nursing at her pale breast was stupefying.

		Jordan pulled away with a wet smack then moved his mouth to her other tit. He gave it the same treatment, sucking on it with long, slow pulls.

		Paisley let out quiet sighs, her hips twisting slightly side to side as her arousal grew from Jordan’s suckling.

		Jordan released her nipple and stood up straight and tall in front of her. “You like that?” he asked.

		She bit down on her lip and nodded. She glanced at Leo out of the corner of her eye. “I want to suck his cock,” she said, quietly.

		Each word hit him like a salvo. Breaking down any reservations he may have had about what she was about to do until he felt completely exposed and open to any whim she might want to indulge. He gave a single nod.

		Paisley sank to her knees in front of Jordan, her hands gliding down his thighs. She undid his belt and button and pulled his zipper down.

		He wore black boxer briefs.

		Pulling the elastic away from his hard abs she reached inside with her other hand. Her eyes widened when she found what she’d been looking for. “What? No,” she said.

		Jordan, who was watching her intently, smiled.

		The muscles in her arm flexed as she struggled to pull his heavy cock out.

		Leo staggered back a step when he saw it.

		Paisley looked mesmerized by it.

		It was the length of her forearm and thicker by half. The bulbous head was hidden by uncut foreskin. The skin was smooth with barely a hint of veins. The base was decorated by a bush of short and prickly black pubic hair.

		Paisley’s lusty expression had faded into something more curious, more inquisitive. She placed her fingers near the root of the prick and stroked down towards the head like she was petting an animal.

		It responded by waving lazily at her.

		She gasped and pulled her hand away, as if startled by the motion.

		Jordan wrapped his large hand around the base and lifted it towards her face. “Take it,” he said. “Hold it.”

		She looked up at him, then at Leo. The excitement returned to her eyes when she saw how he was staring at her. She lifted her hands and wrapped each one as far as she could around the shaft.

		Jordan released his grip, letting the weight sag in her hands.

		“Oh my god,” she whispered, then giggled. “I wouldn’t believe it if I wasn’t holding it.”

		Jordan regarded her with an almost loving stare. He reached out and tucked her hair behind her ear, giving Leo a better view of her profile. “Whatcha gonna’ do for your man?”

		She glanced at Leo first before looking up into Jordan’s eyes. “I’m gonna’ suck on it,” she said.

		Jordan nodded. “Yeah, you are.”

		She lifted the head up in front of her mouth and opened wide. Her tongue flicked out and she licked the underside of the foreskin.

		Jordan put his hand over hers and pulled it towards his pelvis. It exposed the slightly lighter flesh beneath, already glistening with pre-cum slime.

		Paisley turned and stared at Leo as she slid the head of Jordan’s phallus into her mouth. She gasped and closed her eyes, moving her face back and forth and trying to take more of his cock with each thrust.

		It was so long and fat that she could really only get an inch or so past the head.

		It was enough to drive Leo wild, though.

		Pretty Paisley on her knees, blowing this handsome black stranger in their front hall with her tits out.

		Leo could feel his balls churning with hot nut. He felt the perverse urge to walk over their and whip his own dick out. He wasn’t sure that Jordan would take well to that. So he gawked and let the pressure build in his crotch for when he was alone with Paisley once again.

		That got him thinking, wondering whether Paisley really would make good on her promise. If he told her to stop right now would she lay off? A part of him wanted to test her, another part of him didn’t want to see this end.

		But if he didn’t end it now, if he let it go on, where would it end? There was no way he was going to let Jordan into her bare and fertile pussy without a condom. Not even if he promised to pull out. The risk was way too high.

		It didn’t look like Paisley was getting any more of that cock into her mouth, either. If there was a time to see if she’d meant what she’d said that time was now. “Enough,” he said quietly.

		Paisley and Jordan both turned and looked at him, his cock head ballooning out the side of her cheek. Jordan raised an eyebrow.

		“That’s enough,” Leo said. A warmth bubbled up through him when Paisley pulled Jordan’s cock out of her mouth and pulled her bra and top up over her breasts.

		She got up from her knees and took a step back from Jordan. “You should probably go now,” she said.

		Jordan, unashamed and unperturbed, stuffed his cock into his boxers and zipped up. “You two should swing by after dinner. Me and the missus are having a little housewarming party. Don’t worry. Just the two of us. Pleasure to see you both again,” he said, then opened up the door and stepped outside.

		Paisley closed it behind him and walked to where Leo was standing in front of the couch.

		He felt a pang of regret at sending Jordan away, followed by a swell of love at Paisley keeping her promise. “I just wanted to…” he started.

		She interrupted him with five fingers on his chest. She gave him a hard shove and he fell back onto the couch. Gripping his pant legs she tugged them down his legs, then did the same with his underwear. She threw both on the floor. “Doesn’t matter why you did it,” she said. “I’ll always stop when you say stop.”

		She unbuttoned her shorts and peeled them off her legs along with her underwear.

		Leo stared at her in stunned silence as she grabbed his ankles and jerked his body until he was lying flat on his back on the couch. “W-what are you doing?” he stammered.

		She lifted his legs up in the air. Grabbing his cock, she brought it to her pussy and lowered herself onto it.

		He groaned at the hot squish of female juice that bubbled out of her and coated his balls.

		She wore a look of intense concentration as she started bouncing up and down on his hard prick. “That was so fucking hot, Leo. Can you feel how turned on I am right now?”

		Her pussy was as tight as ever. Each thrust brought more of her wet sloshing from it.

		She was holding his ankles high in the air, riding him like a jockey on a racehorse.

		His eyes widened when he felt her pussy contract. “Baby,” he whispered. “Paisley, baby, we’ve gotta’ be careful.” He felt like he had to say it but his tone made it sound like he was checking boxes.

		Paisley looked down at herself squatting up and down on top of his cock. Her eyes were filled with a hungry lust when she looked back up at him. “Do you love me?” she whispered, panting.

		He groaned when she squeezed him with her pussy. “Yes, Paise, yes. I love you, but…”

		“I want your seed, Leo,” she growled through gritted teeth.

		“Ah!” he cried as the promise of untold pleasure crashed through his body. It felt like he was in some horny dream, mounted by his sexy demon demanding that he cream her insides.

		She fucked him harder, her hips rocking back and forth, his cock gliding smooth and hot in and out of her pussy. Her hand fell from his ankle to his chest. She grabbed his nipple and squeezed it.

		“Ah!” he cried again, the pain sharpening his hunger for the coming pleasure.

		“Don’t you want first crack at my dirty little pussy? Before Jordan gets his big hands on it tonight?” She gave his nipple a wicked twist.

		His body seized. His free foot shot out to the side, toes splaying. The floodgates opened in his groin just as he saw her body start to quiver. A massive load swept through his shaft and blasted out the head of his cock, basting Paisley’s insides in his creamy semen.

		She succumbed to her orgasm, her body bursting into an unrhythmic shaking as she struggled to keep her hips forward and soak up his offering into her cunt.

		In the midst of it, she mounted the couch, pressing his knees closer to his head, and sat down on his crotch, twitching each time his cock flexed inside her.

		She slumped forward and her mouth mashed against his in a sloppy, lazy kiss. “I’m sorry,” she purred. “I couldn’t help it.”

		He shook his head. “It’s okay,” he whispered.

		Her brow arched and the sweetest, most loving smile formed on her mouth a moment before she kissed him again.

		

	
		Chapter Seven

		

		“I’m scared,” he whispered.

		They were sitting in the darkening living room. Paisley was behind him on the couch. Her legs were wrapped around his trunk, feet on his legs. She had her arms around him, one hand rubbing his aching cock. “No you’re not,” she said.

		He scowled over his shoulder at her. “Don’t tell me how I’m feeling.”

		“You’re not scared. You’re worried,” she replied. “You’re worried you’re going to like it too much. More than you already like it. Don’t worry about that. It doesn’t matter.”

		He thought about it for a moment and realized she was right. She’d been right all afternoon. They’d barely left the couch. Fucking, fondling each other and talking through what was about to happen.

		The more they’d talked about it the more excited Paisley had become. The more excited Leo had become with her. But he did worry.

		She seemed immune to it. But Paisley had always been like that. He’d always been the planner and she’d been carefree. Throwing caution to the wind and seeing where it took her.

		He couldn’t silence the voice in his head that kept saying someone’s got to plan things. Someone has to stay in control.

		When he’d said it out loud she’d reminded him he was in control. She would stop whenever he gave the word. She was doing this for both of them but he was in total control.

		“What does it matter if you like it?” she asked.

		He shook his head. “It’s not just that,” he said. “It’s risky. What if he doesn’t want to wear a condom?”

		“Well, it’s your show, right? You’re the boss. If you say he has to wear it then he has to wear it. Or else we leave. Right?”

		He scowled. It wasn’t that simple. He’d summoned an extraordinary amount of willpower to tell Paisley to stop sucking Jordan off. He wasn’t sure he could do it again. He’d been so stupefied in that moment he could barely speak.

		“Come on, Leo,” Paisley whispered. “Touch this.” She took his hand and pulled it behind his back. She pressed it between her legs, against the soaked, mushy folds of her tight sex. She mashed it between her lips until his fingers were dripping.

		Moving his hand in front of him, she brought it to his face. He closed his eyes and his nostrils flared. The sour scent of her arousal made his cock flex in her other hand.

		She’d been working herself into this state all day. Greasing herself up with endless fucking, readying herself for this insane sexual adventure she wanted to take them on.

		He’d been right there with her. Feeding off of the intense energy she’d tapped into breaking the taboo and stepping outside the bounds of their marriage to suck on another man.

		“You ready?” she said, giving his cock another rub.

		“I’m ready,” he said. He felt simultaneously elated and defeated.

		If Paisley hadn’t been such a sexual firecracker none of this would have happened. If he’d unlocked this fantasy himself he’d be in the planning stages of maybe, possibly, several years down the road, bringing it up with Paisley.

		Because Paisley had sniffed it out they were screaming down this crazy road together, about to catapult her into Jordan’s dark embrace.

		She wiggled out from behind him and stood up. “How do I look?” she asked.

		She’d put on a cute skirt and a tight, white t-shirt and done her hair in pigtails. She wore black sneakers with white laces and no socks underneath.

		He shook his head. “This might kill me,” he said. She looked fucking adorable. The thought of Jordan fucking her made him groan in pained pleasure.

		She laughed, grabbed his hands and pulled him up off the couch and towards the door. “Relax,” she whispered. “You can stop it any time.”

		She dragged him through the door and up the street to Jordan’s house. The lights were on inside and the curtains open so they could see right in. “Oh, wow,” Paisley said.

		Jordan was standing in his living room holding a glass of red wine. The woman next to him, presumably his wife, was stunning. She, too, was black though her complexion was lighter than Jordan’s.

		She wore a long, flowing white dress. She was almost Jordan’s height, so taller than both of them, and had large breasts and a round ass but a trim waist.

		“She’s so beautiful,” Paisley said. “Come on let’s go inside.”

		Leo let himself be dragged to the door.

		Paisley flashed a mischievous smile as she knocked.

		Leo held his breath and waited as time seemed to slow.

		The door finally swung open, Jordan standing in the hallway with his arms outstretched, grinning. “I’m so glad you came,” he said.

		Paisley smiled wider as she stepped inside.

		Leo swallowed, his throat tight with nerves.

		The beautiful woman they’d seen standing next to Jordan seemed to float into the hallway to stand next to him.

		“Paisley, Leo, this is my wife Alexandra,” he said, motioning towards her.

		“Nice to meet you,” Paisley said, shaking her hand.

		“Nice to meet you,” Leo muttered. She was even more stunning up close and he looked off to the side to avoid staring. The hourglass shape of her body was incredibly alluring.

		“Please come in, come in,” Jordan said. He promptly wrapped his arm around Paisley’s shoulders and led her off into the living room.

		Leo closed the door behind him. He could feel Alexandra staring at him. He turned to face her and forced himself to smile.

		“Are you shy, dear?” she asked, looking him up and down.

		He let out a nervous chuckle at the question. “Uh, no, ma’am,” he replied.

		She shook her head. “No, sir. There will be no ma’am-ing me this evening. My friends call me Alex and you should too.”

		He nodded and smiled again.

		“Just a little nervous then?” she asked.

		“A little,” he replied.

		She put an arm around him and patted his shoulder in a somewhat maternal gesture as she led him towards the kitchen.

		He glanced into the large living room to see Paisley curled up on the couch, her feet tucked under her butt, and Jordan leaning over her and whispering.

		“Jordan was so excited when he met Paisley he couldn’t stop talking about her,” Alex said. “Red or white?” she asked, pointing to two open bottles on the counter.

		“I’’ll take a red, please,” he said.

		She poured a glass and handed it to him.

		He felt better as soon as the first sip made it’s way down his throat and warmed his insides. It hit his head a few moments later and he felt himself relaxing. “So, um, are you two…have you known each other long?” he asked, unsure of what was safe conversational territory.

		“Long enough we have no secrets,” she replied. “But that wasn’t really the question you wanted to ask, was it Leo? You want to know what our deal is?”

		He let out another nervous laugh. “Yeah. I guess,” he said.

		She smiled. “Things get a little stale as you get older, Leo. You’ll see what I mean in a few decades or so. I don’t just mean sex. It’s everything. Everything gets a bit boring. There’s only so many books you can read or movies you can see before it all kind of feels the same. You can go a little crazy looking for something different.”

		“Oh,” Leo replied.

		“So we got into this habit of trying different things. Romantically. Turns out it’s quite arousing for me watching Leo with another woman. I take it you just found out the same thing or you wouldn’t be here?”

		“Yeah,” Leo said, chuckling.

		“But now you’re a little nervous, a little worried about how things are going to go?”

		Leo’s smile faded. He found Alex’s tone and temperament unexpectedly soothing. “Yeah,” he said.

		“Well I’m here to assure you that there’s absolutely nothing to be worried or nervous about,” she said. “We’re possibly the most relaxed and chilled out people that you’ll ever meet. Jordan’s going to take such good care of your wife she won’t be able to walk straight for a week.”

		Leo drew in a breath and his eyes widened. His erection, which was still half there, pulsed in his pants.

		It drew a smile to Alex’s lips. “You like that? You like hearing that?” she asked.

		Leo’s eyes were drawn her penetrating stare. He nodded in reply.

		“I’ve got lots more of that for you,” she said. She cupped his chin in her hand. “You’re very handsome, Leo.”

		“Thanks,” he said, blushing at her compliment.

		“This is your first time, isn’t it?” she asked.

		He nodded.

		“Oh, god, I love that,” she said, rolling her eyes towards the ceiling. “I’m so jealous of you. We’re going to take you on a wild ride, Leo. You ready?”

		

	
		Chapter Eight

		

		When he nodded she took his hand and led him through the hall and into the living room.

		His chest expanded when he saw Jordan’s lips pressed to Paisley’s, his hand on her breast gently kneading it.

		Paisley was squirming and wriggling beneath him as he kissed her. Making little mewling sounds each time he squeezed her tit.

		He stood there staring at their two bodies coming closer and closer together with wide eyes. He glanced to the side to see Alex wearing a pleased smile as she watched her husband manipulating Paisley’s breasts.

		Alex glanced at him. “Come on, Leo. Let’s have a seat,” she said. She led him to the other couch in the room, a spacious love seat, and let go of his hand. She walked across the room and drew the curtains over the window, then dimmed the lights.

		Leo rubbed his sweaty palms against his pant legs as she sat down next to him.

		Over on the couch Jordan’s hand had dropped from Paisley’s breast to her leg. He caressed the pale flesh, hiking her skirt up higher with each slow stroke.

		Leo leaned forward as the first sliver of Paisley’s pink panties came into view. Jordan’s black hand hovered over them like a shark circling in dark water. The sight was mesmerizing.

		“Like what you see?” Alex punctuated the question by pressing her hand against Leo’s rigid cock.

		“Oof,” he grunted. He looked down at her hand, worry filling him at how Paisley might react.

		Paisley’s eyes fluttered open and darted to his. They dropped to his lap. When she saw Alex touching him she moaned, closed her eyes again and tipped her head back.

		Jordan nipped at the soft skin on her neck. He hooked a finger into the crotch of her underwear and pulled them to one side.

		Leo stiffened as Alex rubbed her hand along his shaft. He hadn’t been touched by another woman in such an intimate way since well before he and Paisley got married. It felt wrong but sent a delightful pulse of pleasure shooting through him. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Alex lean towards him.

		“How does she like it, Leo?” she whispered.

		“She likes…she likes…” For a few seconds his mind drew a blank. He was so caught up in watching Jordan’s fingers brushing against Paisley’s slick folds that he couldn’t think about anything else. He watched Paisley rubbing her sneaker-clad foot against Jordan’s thigh.

		Then it hit him. The realization of what would make this encounter even more perfect for Paisley and possibly for him, too. The thing she wanted so badly that he just couldn’t give her.

		It sent a pang of sadness through him. He wished he could be the rough lover Paisley craved. But deep in his heart he knew he’d never be. Not the way she wanted. This was a gift he could give her now.

		“She likes it rough,” he whispered.

		“Oh,” Alex cooed next to him. “Jordan’s really good at that.”

		He turned his head when he saw Alex hiking her dress up her legs. His eyes widened at the sight of her voluptuous thighs. He turned away when he saw a flash of her white underwear.

		“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked.

		“Don’t mind?” he asked.

		“If I masturbate?”

		His eyes bugged. He’d never met anyone so sexually uninhibited. It seemed like this was more than just a hobby for Alex and Jordan, it was more a lifestyle. “No. Of course not. No problem,” he said. He stole another glance out of the corner of his eye and saw Alex dip her fingers into her underwear.

		A muffled mewl drew his attention back to Paisley and he gasped.

		Jordan had pulled her panties out of the way and was moving his middle finger in and out of her slick pussy lips. His finger was almost as thick as Leo’s penis. Pasiley’s pussy lips gripped it, looking like they were sucking on it each time he pulled it out.

		She was clinging to his shoulders with her hands, had one leg wrapped around his trunk, the other dangling off the couch.

		Jordan nuzzled and kissed her neck, licking it from time to time.

		She squirmed beneath him, her hips rocking back and forth in time with his finger fucking her.

		“You like that, baby?” Jordan growled at her.

		Paisley mewled and rocked her hips faster back and forth. “Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!”

		“Fuck that pussy is tight, baby. You’re gonna’ feel so good,” Jordan said. He turned and looked at Leo, his finger still moving in and out of Paisley’s snatch.

		Feeling Alex’s hand move over his startled Leo. His eyes followed her hand as she brought his between her legs. She pulled her underwear open and pressed his hand against her crotch.

		He gasped at the feeling of her luscious, wet folds. Her pussy felt nothing like Paisley’s tight innie. The labia were wavy, parted and he could clearly feel her the entrance to her hole.

		She rubbed his hand up and down a few times.

		His eyes turned up to hers, his jaw dropping in disbelief at what she was doing.

		“Come on, sweetheart. Lend me a hand and I’ll make sure this is a night you never forget,” Alex said. She adjusted his hand until he felt her clit under the tip of his middle finger. It was fat and long like a kidney bean. His cock engorged at the thrill of touching another woman.

		“Oh! Oh!”

		Paisley squeaking drew his attention back to her on the couch.

		Jordan had taken his finger out of her pussy and was fumbling with her foot, trying to pull her sneaker off.

		“Oh, please!” Paisley moaned, humping her hips up and down.

		“You’re gonna’ love this,” Jordan promised. He managed to get her shoe off, pulled her foot up to his mouth and took a deep whiff of her toes. He stuffed her big toe into his mouth and sucked it before pressing his finger back into her puss.

		Paisley’s jaw dropped and she drew in a long, slow breath as a wave of pleasure crashed through her.

		Jordan had her folded up like a rag doll, her leg bent in as he sucked her toe and fingered her pussy at the same time. He’d stuffed a second finger in there, stretching her open wide enough that Leo could see the pink flesh inside each time Jordan pulled his fingers out.

		“My god that’s hot,” Alex whispered.

		Leo realized she was still using his fingers as a dildo. They were soaked from the juices flowing out of her soggy bush as Alex pumped his hand up and down between her legs.

		Paisley let out a shrill cry and her body bowed upwards.

		Jordan kept the rhythm of his arm steady, pumping his fingers in and out of her as her pussy squeezed the digits.

		Her body began to violently shake and she moaned, thrashing her head side to side as an incredibly powerful orgasm tore through her.

		Alex shuddered and let out a shaky exhale as she climaxed.

		Jordan’s pumping slowed.

		Paisley’s body slumped into a limp tangle of limbs beneath him, her breathing heavy.

		Jordan turned and looked at Alex and Leo.

		Alex gave her head a few quick shakes as she recovered from her orgasm. She pulled Leo’s hand out from between her legs and laid it on his lap. “She likes it rough,” she said to Jordan.

		Jordan turned to look at Paisley and smiled. “Pretty little thing like this? Of course she does.”

		

	
		Chapter Nine

		

		Jordan scooped Paisley up off the couch. As he passed Alex and Leo, Alex stood up and followed in his footsteps down the hall.

		Leo scrambled to his feet and fell into line behind them. He wiped his slimy hand on his pants. They marched through a wide hallway and came to an entrance with white double doors.

		Alex opened one and Jordan walked in to a huge main bedroom with a king sized bed, a sofa, an armchair and a walk-in closet opposite the entrance. There was an en suite bathroom with a large sliding barn door.

		Jordan laid Paisley on the bed and leaned over her to pull her other shoe off.

		She stirred, working her way up onto her elbows and looking around the room, taking in her new surroundings. She smiled faintly as her eyes came to rest on Leo. “Hey, baby,” she said, quietly. “Did you like that?” Her eyes fell to his erection and she smiled wider. “You did,” she said.

		Leo stood and stared at her as Jordan began pulling off his t-shirt. Alex, too, had begun undressing in the corner of the room.

		“Go on, get in there,” Jordan said to Leo. “Tell your woman you love her.”

		Leo blinked at Jordan a few times then staggered forward and fell to his knees in front of the bed.

		As Paisley swung her body around to meet him Leo caught a glimpse of her slightly gaping pussy. She crawled forward towards him on her hands and knees. She leaned forward and kissed him, her tongue probing into his mouth. “You doing okay?” she asked after pulling away.

		He gave a few slow nods, though he couldn’t really tell how he was feeling. Too much of his mind was taken up with arousal from the hyper-charged sexual tension in the room. He wanted to say something, to feel some stronger connection with Paisley after seeing her getting worked over by Jordan. “I told them you like it rough,” he whispered.

		She smiled, then giggled as she pressed a hand against his cheek. “You’re sweet,” she whispered.

		Leo’s eyes widened as he watched Alex, who’d stripped naked, mount the bed behind Paisley. She sat down and arranged some pillows behind her back against the headboard. She leaned forward, grabbed Paisley by the ankles and dragged her up onto her body until Paisley’s pussy was right in front of her face.

		“Wha?!?” Paisley gasped as her eyes went wide.

		Alex pulled Paisley’s ass up closer to her face and pulled her pussy lips apart with her thumbs.

		“Oh!” Paisley moaned as Alex started eating her out.

		Leo watched, stunned at how Jordan and Alex were treating Paisley like she was their own personal plaything. He watched her wiggle her butt and whimper as she shoved her pussy against Alex’s face.

		Jordan’s massive, black frame appeared in front of Leo, blocking his view of Paisley. Jordan was on his knees, his legs parted in such a way that Leo got a view of his two bulky balls dangling between them.

		It occurred to him that this was really going to happen. Paisley was going to let Jordan fuck her. She was going to let him put his big, fat cock into her body. He trembled at the thought and realized he hadn’t had a chance to make a very important point.

		He stood up, reached into his pocket and pulled out one of the condoms he’d brought, then walked to the side of the bed.

		Paisley was up on her hands, her thighs resting on Alex’s chest so her head was level with her ass.

		Jordan was holding his cock out in front of her, teasing her with it as she tried to lick the tip with her tongue.

		Paisley let out a frustrated whimper and looked up at him with pleading eyes.

		Jordan grinned at her. “Yeah, I know you want it, baby,” he said. He lifted his cock above her face and brought it down in a gentle slap against the bridge of her nose.

		Paisley flinched and turned her head to one side.

		Jordan swung his cock sideways and smacked her cheek with it.

		She gasped and arched her back.

		Leo’s eyes widened when he saw an excited blush rise to her cheeks. It darkened when Jordan smacked her other cheek with his half-erect penis.

		She ground her pussy harder against Alex’s face, obviously aroused by being smacked around by a big, black dick.

		Jordan noticed Leo standing and staring at them. “You like that too, don’t you?” he asked.

		Leo nodded. He thought that this was probably the best opening he was going to get to make his request. He pinched the condom packet between a finger and thumb and held it out for Jordan. “I forgot to ask if you could use this. She’s…Paisley’s not on any kind of birth control,” he explained, shaking his head.

		Jordan arched his brow and, a moment later, cracked a wide smile. “No shit. You hear that, baby?” he asked Alex. “We got a live one here,” he said, reaching over Paisley and smacking her hard on the ass.

		Alex pulled her mouth away from Paisley’s sex. It was covered in saliva and Paisley’s feminine juices. “I knew we did just from tasting her,” Alex said. “You better be careful or we’re going to have problems,” she said, chuckling.

		“Careful? Problems?” Jordan said. He grabbed Paisley’s legs and flipped her upside down until she was lying on her back between Alex’s abundant thighs. He grabbed her hips and spun her around onto her stomach, burying her face in Alex’s snatch. He hauled her hips up off the bed, baring her ass and pussy.

		He shoved his middle finger into her pussy and turned to look at Leo. “You want me to be careful, Leo? Or you want me to fill this tight, white pussy with strong, black seed? Huh? Which is it?” he asked, grinning.

		Leo gazed at the finger stuffed into Paisley’s vagina. Everything about it was at opposites with her youthful, white complexion. Jordan’s older skin was a little wrinkly, especially around the knuckles. It looked so very, very black against her pink folds.

		He knew, or at least he hoped, that Jordan was just playing. Just making dirty talk about seeding Paisley’s pussy. He hoped it was just another part of the bizarre sexual game they’d been dragged into.

		The trouble was it was turning him on. Thinking of Jordan depositing a hot load of his black seed into Paisley’s pretty pussy was as erotic as the thought of him fucking her. Maybe more. How that could be he had no idea.

		“Well, well, look at that,” Jordan said, chuckling. “Our boy here ain’t so sure what he wants. You hear that, Paisley? You hear that?” he asked, smacking her on the ass again.

		Paisley said something but it was completely muffled by Alex’s pussy lips.

		Alex had her hand on the back of Paisley’s head, keeping her mouth firmly pressed against her snatch.

		“Let her up, baby,” Jordan said. “I want to hear what she has to say.”

		Alex gripped one of Paisley’s pigtails and pulled her face out from between her legs.

		Paisley’s mouth was covered in the same woman-slime Leo had wiped off on his pant leg earlier. She panted a few times to catch her breath, then turned and stared at Leo, something wild lurking in her eye. “What do you want, baby? You’ve got to tell me. You’ve got to decide,” Paisley said. “You’re the boss, remember?”

		Excitement and horror welled up from Leo’s belly. She wouldn’t actually allow Jordan to unload inside of her bare sex? Would she? Had she gone crazy? Had he? Why couldn’t he give Jordan a straight answer? “I think,” he croaked, then paused. “I think you should put this on,” he managed to sputter, tossing the condom onto the mattress next to Jordan’s knee.

		For a moment he thought he saw a look of disappointment flash across Paisley’s face. He might have imagined it because her mouth turned up in the sweetest smile. “Whatever you want, baby,” she said.

		“Gimme’ that mouth, baby,” Jordan said to Alex. He raised his hand and smacked Paisley’s ass.

		Paisley spun around to face his cock.

		Alex leaned forward, parted Paisley’s ass cheeks with her hands and worked her tongue around Paisley’s anus in a long, slow lick.

		Paisley gasped and her eyes popped open wide.

		Jordan cupped her chin in his hand and chuckled. “You look like you never had your ass ate before?” he said.

		Paisley gave her head a few quick shakes.

		Jordan leaned over her and stared deep into her eyes. “We’re gonna’ do you all kinds of dirty tonight,” he promised.

		

	
		Chapter Ten

		

		Still holding her chin, Jordan hoisted his cock up in front of her mouth with his other hand.

		Leo’s eyes bugged as he watched Jordan feed the cock head into Paisley’s mouth. The sight was accompanied by the sounds of Alex noisily slurping at Paisley’s behind.

		Paisley moaned as she sucked on Jordan’s cock. She swayed back and forth and her eyes fluttered shut. It seemed as if just the act of sucking Jordan off was giving her pleasure.

		Leo was mesmerized by the way the black cock slid back and forth through her rounded lips. His cock was fully hardened by the dark organ intruding into her pretty mouth. A mild jealousy crackled somewhere deep beneath his arousal but it only seemed to heighten his experience of the moment.

		Jordan watched Paisley sucking his cock until it was fully hard. He pulled it out of her mouth and pressed it against her face. Rolling it side to side, he smeared her face with her own saliva.

		“Ugh,” Paisley grunted, wincing. She wrinkled her nose in what seemed to be disgust. But her tongue flicked out and she licked the underside of Jordan’s cock when it rolled across her lips.

		“Oh, girl, you don’t need to be taught how to be dirty, do you?” Jordan asked, smiling. He picked up the condom packet, tore it open and pulled the lubricated condom out. It looked comically small as he held it close to his giant member. “You gonna do that for me?” he asked, holding the condom out for Paisley.

		Paisley glanced up at him with a wicked glint in her eye.

		She’d given Leo that same look so many times but it was twice as hot seeing her look at another man that way. He watched her pluck the condom out of Jordan’s hand. She glanced sideways at him, holding his gaze for a few moments. Then she opened her mouth and slipped the condom in.

		She pursed her lips and the condom slipped out between them. She pinched the tip with her mouth, then leaned forward on both hands. Her lips formed the perfect shape to roll the condom out over the head and shaft of Jordan’s cock.

		Leo’s jaw dropped as Jordan started chuckling. There was no way Paisley had just improvised what she’d done. She’d obviously had plenty of practice because when she pulled her mouth back the condom was perfectly stretched over Jordan’s shaft. It only covered half of his cock, though and the latex was stretched so thin it was barely visible.

		“You dirty little slut,” Jordan said, chuckling. “You done that before, haven’t you?”

		Paisley glanced sideways at Leo, bit down on her lip and nodded.

		Leo started to wonder how many men she’d sheathed in latex with her mouth? He knew she’d been with other guys but now he couldn’t stop thinking about her performing the maneuver on all her old boyfriends.

		“Alright, baby, turn her around again for me,” Jordan said to Alex.

		Alex pulled her mouth away from Paisley’s ass. She gave Paisley two quick slaps and Paisley spun around on hands and knees until she was facing Alex. Alex smiled at her and put a hand on her cheek. “You like having my husband’s dick in your mouth sweetheart?” she asked.

		Paisley gave an eager nod in reply.

		Alex smiled wider, leaned forward and locked lips with Paisley in a nasty kiss with lots of tongue.

		Jordan stared down at Paisley’s ass, slimy and glistening with Alex’s saliva. “Fuck that’s a beauty hole,” he said, rubbing the tip of his finger against her puckered hole.

		Paisley whimpered, then moaned into Alex’s mouth.

		Alex reached under her torso, grabbed Paisley’s tits and squeezed them.

		Leo was reeling from what he was seeing. Watching Paisley get used like a fuck-toy was almost hotter than having sex with her. Almost. He couldn’t wait to get his hands on her again, his mind filled with the memories of the all the nasty things that had been done to her.

		He watched wide-eyed as Jordan pushed the tip of his finger into her ass hole and wriggled it around.

		Paisley moaned again and wiggled her ass like she was teasing Jordan with it.

		“First things first,” Jordan said. He pulled his finger out of her back hole and spread her pussy lips apart with his thumbs. “Look at that,” he said, turning his head towards Leo. “What an amazing thing the human body is, huh? That tiny little space is gonna’ stretch out wide and fit this whole big, black dick inside it. Hard to believe, huh?” he asked.

		Leo’s eyes moved from Paisley’s pussy to Jordan’s prick and back again. It was almost impossible to believe that Paisley could take even half of what he was packing inside herself. Her pussy hole looked way too tight and the dick looked way too big.

		Jordan tilted her hips forward and the little nipple on the end of the condom grazed against Paisley’s puffy labia.

		She shuddered and reached a hand around her backside, pulling one ass cheek wider apart, offering herself to Jordan completely.

		Leo felt like he was rooted to the floor as he watched the head of Jordan’s prick split Paisley’s cheerful peach pussy and stretch it as he pressed it into her.

		Jordan put his hands on her hips and pulled her body towards him, pulling her away from the kiss with Alex.

		“Hey, sunshine,” Alex said.

		Leo glanced at her and realized she was talking to him.

		“Reach into that drawer and pull me out my dildo, baby,” Alex said.

		Leo felt like his shoes were filled with lead as he moved to the night stand. He opened the drawer, reached in and pulled out a jet-black silicone dildo. He leaned over the bed and handed it to Alex, his eyes roaming her naked body before they met Paisley’s.

		“Open up, baby,” Alex said, gently tapping the head of the dildo against Paisley’s mouth.

		“I want to kiss my husband first,” Paisley said. She gasped and her body bucked forward as Jordan pushed more of his cock into her pussy.

		“Isn’t that sweet?” Alex said, smiling.

		Paisley leaned sideways and tilted her head to one side.

		Leo put his hands on the bed and pressed his lips against Paisley’s.

		She thrust her tongue into his mouth, licking the inside of it then flicking it against his tongue. She hung a hand on the back of his neck, pulled away from the kiss and pressed her forehead to his. “I love you, baby,” she whispered.

		“I-I love you, too,” he stammered.

		She swung her body back towards Alex and opened her mouth wide.

		Alex raised the dildo and pushed it slowly into Paisley’s mouth. She fucked it in and out a few times, each time going a little deeper until it was about halfway in. She let one hand fall between her legs and started circling her clit with a finger as she stared at the dildo dangling out of Paisley’s mouth.

		Jordan was studiously easing ever more of his fat prick into Paisley’s pussy.

		Leo’s curiosity overwhelmed him. He stepped sideways until he could see their bodies connected. He gasped.

		Jordan’s thick pipe had stretched Paisley’s tight pussy at least three times wider than he’d ever seen it. Each gentle thrust into her brought little gurgling bubbles of her female juices seeping out from between his cock and her pussy lips.

		The condom covered part of his shaft was completely inside her and now it was flesh on flesh, black on pink as his bare shaft stretched her wider and wider.

		Paisley whimpered and the dildo slithered out of her mouth and landed between Alex’s legs. She arched her back and a look of pained pleasure formed on her face. “Oh my god,” she moaned.

		Jordan reached forward and grabbed both of her pigtails with one hand. He pulled her up off of her hands and onto her knees, her breasts jutting out from the way her back was arched.

		He brought his other hand onto the small of her back and caressed the curve of flesh from her hips to her ass. He raised his hand and grabbed her breast, then pinched nipple hard.

		“Ah!” Paisley gasped.

		Jordan smacked the side of her ass so hard it startled Leo.

		“Oh fuck!” Paisley moaned. “More!”

		Jordan brought his hand down on the other side of her ass in an equally vigorous smack. “Yeah, you’ll get more,” he growled.

		Paisley whimpered and shuddered. She reached up and grabbed her breast, pinching her own nipple and twisting it, the pain obviously enhancing her pleasure.

		Jordan pulled her up higher and bent over her until his lips were right next to her ear. “You ready to get pounded, slut?” he growled.

		“Yes!” Paisley panted, eagerly nodding.

		“Make some room, baby, so I can pound this slut,” Jordan said to Alex.

		Alex shuffled sideways on the bed, getting closer to Leo. She turned her head and looked at him. “Son, are you gonna’ stand there in your clothes gawking all night or are you gonna’ get naked and join in the fun?” Alex asked.

		Leo looked down and realized he was the only one in the room that was still fully clothed.

		Alex got up off of the bed, forcing Leo to take two steps back. He leaned sideways, trying to see what Jordan was doing to Paisley but couldn’t see around Alex. His eyes fell to his waistline, where she was pulling open his belt.

		He watched her open the belt, unbutton his pants and pull the zipper down. He shuddered when she reached into his underwear and wrapped her warm hand around his cock. He stared at her wide, brown areolas and the long nipples protruding from them.

		He’d seen mature women naked on porn sites before, though it wasn’t really his thing. It was different in real life, though. There was something extremely sexy about her out-sized body. Paisley’s sexy bits were cute and perky. Alex’s were larger, longer and more well-used. It wasn’t gross, though.

		He groaned as she stroked his cock up and down and smiled at him.

		She slid his hands up his torso, slipping his shirt up and off over his head.

		He blushed at standing in the room in nothing but his underwear and socks. Alex was running her hands along his body, pausing between his legs to cup his cock.

		“You want to see the action, don’t you junior?” she asked.

		He swallowed and nodded, arousal overwhelming him.

		She stepped around him, her hand trailing across his chest, around his arm and to his shoulders. She came up behind him and he felt her big tits press against his back. She slid her hands around his sides, then pulled his underwear down to the middle of his thighs and wrapped both hands around his cock.

		He looked up when he heard Paisley moan and gasp.

		Jordan had arranged a pile of pillows underneath her so she was lying face down with her ass up in the air. Her arms were spread out at her sides and her legs were spread wide open, too.

		Jordan was between them, his cock three-quarters buried inside her pussy. He was pinning her down with one hand on the back of her neck. His other hand would rise slowly the come down on her red ass in a sharp swat. “You ready for the rest of that cock, baby?” he asked.

		“Oh god yes!” Paisley moaned.

		Leo shuddered and felt himself being pulled backwards by Alex. She stopped and sat down on the sofa, pulling him down with her to sit between her parted thighs. A shiver raced down his back when he felt the messy wetness of her snatch soaking through his underwear.

		She started rubbing his cock very slowly with one hand, swirling her finger around the ridge of his crown. “You enjoy the show, Leo,” she whispered into his ear.

		Leo looked up just in time to see Jordan thrust his hips forward.

		A wet squishing sound emanated from between Paisley’s legs and she cried out, clutching at the sheets with her hands.

		Leo’s eyes bugged at the sight of Jordan’s entire cock driving into Paisley’s innards. Her body looked so, so small beneath Jordan’s meaty trunk and torso. Her knees were bent, toes turned in as she squirmed under his weight.

		Jordan stayed motionless, pinning her body down with his hand and his prick inside her. A stillness seemed to descend on the room.

		Paisley’s big toe started twitching first. An erratic motion like she was having a muscle spasm. The twitch moved to her leg, then to the other. It travelled up to her hips and waist, which could barely move, then up her back to her shoulders and out to her arms, hands and fingers.

		For a few long moments Leo thought she was having some sort of legitimate medical emergency.

		Then she started pounding her fists on the mattress and rolling her head side to side. “Would you fucking fuck me already?!?” she screamed.

		Alex started chuckling behind him.

		Jordan kept her twitching for a few more seconds. Then he pulled his hips back, drawing his slimy cock out of her. He drove it into her with stunning force, smashing her body into the pillows and almost flattening them.

		He repeated the motion, gaining speed. He took his hand off of her neck, grabbed her pigtails and planted a fist on either side of her head.

		Leo’s jaw dropped as he watched Jordan pounding his massive cock in and out of her. He glanced down between his legs when he felt the itching tickle of a climax in his balls.

		Clear pre-cum was seeping from the tip of his cock. It had covered Alex’s fingers, slickening them and making her stroking even more pleasurable. It felt incredible but made for an unwelcome distraction from watching Paisley. “I don’t want to come yet,” he whispered over his shoulder.

		Alex’s stroking slowed. She gripped the root of his cock and squeezed and only kept one finger twirling around the head of his cock.

		He looked up to see Paisley flailing beneath Jordan’s thumping thrusts. The springs in the bed were squeaking, the headboard knocking against the wall.

		She kicked her feet up, heels kicking at the backs of Jordan’s thighs. “Oh fuck!” she cried. “Oh fuck I’m gonna fucking come!”

		“You hear that, Leo?” Alex whispered. “Isn’t that hot? Jordan’s gonna’ make your little Paisley come all over his fat cock. You like that? Yeah, you do,” she said, grinning behind him.

		She wrapped a hand around his cock and started jerking him fast.

		“Awah!” he warbled, his orgasm suddenly surging towards release through him. “I’m gonna…” he grunted, but couldn’t finish.

		Paisley announced the arrival of her orgasm with a high-pitched shriek. She beat at the mattress with her fists and feet, her whole body shaking beneath Jordan’s continued thrusting. Her voice rose with the intensity of her climax.

		At it’s highest note, Jordan stuffed his whole cock into her and pinned her to the mattress, staring at her ass hole winking at him as the muscles in her pelvis contracted.

		Leo grabbed Alex’s thighs, wincing and bracing himself for the orgasm that was about to smash through him. Suddenly a great emptiness filled him. He looked down to see that Alex had removed her hands from his cock.

		The sudden lack of stimulation caused a huge vacuum to sweep through him. He watched a shot of ejaculate spurt from his cock and land on the floor in a sad little white puddle. His cock twitched as the rest of his load leaked out, his orgasm denied but the vision of Paisley with a big, black dick buried inside her seared permanently into his mind.

		Paisley cried out and Jordan’s hips resumed their rhythmic thrusting. He was suspended over top of her now on his hands and toes like he was doing pushups. He dug his cock into her sloppy, stretched hole half a dozen times, then got up on his knees.

		Grabbing her ankles, he twisted her body around until she was facing him, leaving his organ lodged inside her as she turned.

		“How’s that pussy, baby?” Alex asked from behind Leo.

		“Tightest thing I ever fucked in my life,” Jordan replied.

		Paisley looked exhausted, panting and staring up at the ceiling. Her body curled towards Jordan as he began thrusting again, holding her legs wide apart.

		Alex’s hands circled Leo again and she gently stroked his cock, rubbing his own creamy ejaculate into the skin to lubricate it.

		His erection had become slightly painful from the denied orgasm but her soothing hands brought fresh pleasure throbbing up from his crotch.

		Paisley looked like she was trying to crawl into Jordan’s lap.

		Jordan took her cue, grabbing her wrists and hauling her up to sit on his thighs.

		She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his stomach, clinging to him as he bounced her up and down on his dark shaft.

		Leo groaned as Alex gripped his penis tighter. He felt an orgasm building somewhere behind his balls again. He couldn’t take his eyes off of Paisley.

		Jordan, seeing how intently Leo was watching them, picked Paisley up and got off the bed. He walked towards Leo.

		Leo’s eyes widened as Jordan stopped two feet in front of him. He had his clearest view yet of Jordan’s enormous phallus fully buried inside her.

		She whined and squirmed, trying to get Jordan fucking her again.

		“You like what you see, Leo?” Jordan asked.

		Leo nodded. It crushed his insides seeing Paisley stuffed so full of cock and made his own member flex in Alex’s hand.

		“He really likes it, baby,” Alex said.

		He felt her run a finger down his back, making him shiver.

		Jordan slowly pulled his dick out Paisley.

		She mewled in protest, trying to grab it with her hand and stuff it back inside.

		“Hang on, honey,” Jordan said. He set her down on her feet and spun her around to face Leo.

		She seemed to remember where she was and who she was with as soon as she laid eyes on Leo. She blushed and looked off to the side, obviously embarrassed by her shameless need of Jordan’s organ.

		Jordan bent her forward at the waist, forcing her to put her hands on Leo’s knees to keep from falling over. “Oh, shit,” he muttered, looking down at his prick.

		Leo’s eyes followed Jordan and widened. The condom, or what remained of it, had snapped in two separate spots and looked like it was about to fall off. Leo looked up and met Jordan’s stare. “I’ve got another on in my pocket?” he offered.

		Jordan pinched the tip of the condom and pulled it off his cock, then tossed it onto the ground. “Fuck it,” he said. “My pull out game is strong, man,” he said, gripping Paisley’s hips. He walked her forward a step, putting her mouth just inches from Leo’s cock. “Suck your man off a little,” he ordered her.

		Paisley looked up at him with big, round eyes. She could have been in heaven, she looked so happy. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around Leo’s cock.

		Leo groaned.

		Alex was still gripping the root of his cock as Paisley began to bob up and down on the head. Her other hand was fondling his balls, rolling them around between her fingers.

		He had a front row seat to the best show of his life, watching Paisley take Jordan’s cock inside her. He felt like he could have been in heaven, too.

		As Jordan re-entered Paisley pussy she moaned, the sound vibrating down Leo’s shaft and into his balls.

		Leo felt a pulse of dangerous excitement surge through him. “Please don’t come inside her,” he whispered.

		“Oh I’m coming inside her alright,” Jordan said, grinning at him.

		This sent another pulse of fear through Leo.

		Jordan smacked Paisley on the ass and laughed.

		She moaned again, the vibration of it nearly sending Leo over the edge of his orgasm.

		Jordan put the tip of his finger on her ass hole and twisted it as he pushed it inside.

		Paisley rocked back and forth, swallowing more of Leo’s cock shaft as she revelled in all of the sensations throbbing from between her legs.

		Jordan smacked her ass with his free hand, once on each cheek.

		Her knees buckled and her legs went weak and wobbly. She sank to her knees, Jordan moving with her, keeping his cock buried in her pussy.

		This gave Leo the perfect view. He could once again clearly see her pussy lips stretched by the root of Jordan’s thick member.

		Jordan slowly pulled his finger out of Paisley’s ass. He was staring intently at the tiny hole. He pulled his cock out of her pussy just as slowly and his brow furrowed.

		Leo realized Jordan was on the verge of an orgasm. He saw the small bead of clear pre-ejaculate on Jordan’s cock.

		Jordan pointed the head of his cock at Paisley’s ass and, a moment later, it twitched, loosing a thick stream of white semen.

		It splattered all across Paisley’s tight back hole.

		Jordan pressed the head of his cock against her anus and, using his own load as a lubricant, drove it into her ass with a low groan.

		Paisley moaned wildly over Leo’s cock as Jordan entered her. Her head bobbed at a frenetic pace and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him.

		Leo’s eyes were locked to the sight of Jordan gliding into her posterior. His mind was awash in pleasure hormones from Paisley’s mouth and Alex’s warm hands massaging his balls. His body started to shake and he felt a big one coming on.

		Paisley’s body burst into fitful shaking.

		Leo realized Jordan had tucked his hand under her legs and was playing with her clit. His head started to spin and he let out a loud, uncontrollable moan.

		“Look at that fat dick in her ass,” Alex whispered.

		Leo’s head fell back towards his shoulders. His pelvic floor constricted and his cock hardened inside Paisley’s mouth. He shouted as he felt a voluminous rush of ejaculate surge through his shaft. His toes curled and he clung to Alex’s thighs as he trembled through the most intense orgasm of his life.

		

	
		Chapter Eleven

		

		Jordan held his cock inside Paisley’s ass until her body stopped shaking.

		She pushed herself up and let Leo’s cock fall out of her mouth. She looked up at him with her mouth open, showing him the thick load sloshing around across her tongue, then stuck her tongue out of her mouth, playing with his semen, teasing him with the sight of his load.

		He stared at the filthy sight of his own jism on her tongue.

		Paisley seemed delighted at the treatment she’d received from Jordan. She wrapped her tongue back into her mouth and proudly swallowed the load. She glanced over her shoulder to see Jordan still buried inside her and smiled fondly.

		“Come on over here, Leo,” Jordan said, staring down at his cock buried inside Paisley’s ass.

		Leo hesitated. Now that the moment of release had passed he couldn’t help but feel more than a little embarrassed. Paisley seemed perfectly content with what was happening but he’d never done anything like this in his life.

		“Go on, honey,” Alex said, patting him on the back. “Don’t be shy. You’ll be glad you did.”

		Paisley took her hands off his knees and put them on the ground, leaning forward so that her ass stayed up in the air.

		Leo got off the bed and stood up. He put a hand over his messy, flagging cock and stepped around Paisley. His eyes widened yet again as he watched Jordan slowly dragging his thick cock out of Paisley.

		It was covered in the thick, white gloss of Jordan’s emission.

		Leo gasped as the head popped out. Paisley’s normally tight ass hole looked stretched to nearly two inches wide. Inside he could clearly see Jordan’s load lazily swimming inside her. The gaping hole began to close and Leo watched it, mesmerized, until it had returned to it’s original size.

		“Whoooee!” Jordan said, clapping his hands. “You like that, Leo? You like that shit?”

		Alex chuckled as she got up from the sofa. She walked across the room and plucked a cloth robe from the closet. She walked back over to Paisley, who was starting to stand up, and draped it over her shoulders. “Come on, baby. Let’s get you to the bathroom,” she said.

		Paisley, who was wearing a dreamy smile, let herself be led to the large en suite.

		Alex slid the door shut, leaving Leo alone in the room with Jordan.

		Jordan showed no shame as he walked around the room collecting clothes and putting them on.

		Leo shuffled to the bed and picked his pants and shirt up, then turned to face the corner as he put them on.

		

		***

		

		An hour later Leo and Paisley were back at home, sitting on the edge of their couch, an awkward tension lingering between them.

		Leo felt a little like Paisley had been borrowed from him but returned as a different person. He had no idea what to say to her and even had trouble just looking at her. He could see her studying him out of the corner of his eye but had no idea how to make things feel right again.

		“Is everything still okay?” she asked, putting a hand over his.

		He nodded, though he wasn’t sure himself.

		“You don’t look like it’s okay,” she said.

		He turned and looked into her eyes. His heart swelled with love for his beautiful bride. His cock hardened with lust at all the dirty things she’d just done. “I guess I can’t believe how easy that was for you,” he explained.

		“Easy?” she asked, scowling.

		“I mean…you didn’t have any reservations at all about letting Jordan fuck you? No doubts? No thinking twice?” he asked. He realized his voice was starting to sound tense. And, truth be told, he was feeling unsettled by what she’d done.

		He wasn’t so upset that it was going to be a big deal. More disbelieving, really. “Would you be totally fine with it if I had sex with another woman in front of you?” he asked.

		Her eyes moved side to side. “I mean, you did let Alex jerk you off,” she replied.

		His eyes fell to the floor and he let what she’d said sink in. It was true. But it felt different, somehow. “I was just caught up in the moment. Going along for the ride.”

		“So was I,” she countered.

		“No, Paisley. You were the main attraction. You were the reason we were there. Alex jerking me off was a sideshow. But that’s not…that’s not the part I care about,” he said, shaking his head.

		“What do you care about? I thought you liked it? I told you you could say stop whenever you wanted. I would have stopped,” she said.

		He wasn’t sure he believed that but that wasn’t what he wanted to argue about, either. “I did like it. I can’t figure out this feeling, is all.”

		“What’s the feeling?” she whispered, running her hand along his thigh.

		“No, Paisley. Please. Let’s not turn this into a sex thing right now. I just want to get to the bottom of what’s going on inside my head,” he said, gently pushing her hand aside.

		She sat staring at him for a while. “But you did like it?” she finally asked.

		“I did. I said that,” he replied.

		“But now it feels different?” she asked.

		“It’s different now because I’m not all sexed up,” he explained. “When we were there, when you were doing that, it was all I could think about. Now there’s all these other thoughts swimming around in my head,” he said, twirling a finger next to his temple.

		“Tell me,” she said, quietly.

		Her tone reassured him. She cared. No matter how big Jordan’s cock had been or how good it had felt inside her she cared about her husband. She cared about his feelings and wanted him to be happy. It made it easier to sort out his thoughts. “It…scares me that you can just do that,” he whispered.

		She cocked her head to one side. “Do sex with another guy?” she asked.

		The words made him wince. It was so casual. She was so relaxed about all of this. Not a worry or care. Jordan hadn’t come inside her pussy but he’d come damn close to it. Wasn’t she at all worried about that? “I guess the thought of you just giving yourself up like that is what’s on my mind.” He turned and looked at her again. “It’s sex, Paisley.”

		She nodded.

		“Sex is important. Sex is everything, when you think about it. You’re acting like it was just going out for ice cream or something,” he said.

		She scowled again and shook her head. “It wasn’t like going out for ice cream,” she countered. “Sex is important. And that’s pretty rich coming from you. I’ve been begging you to put a baby in me and then this…this thing comes up and you’re into it and you want me to do it and now you’re upset with me?” She sounded like she was getting irate.

		“I’m not upset with you,” he said, trying to sound soothing. He rubbed her leg. “I’m not upset with you,” he repeated. “I’m…confused.”

		“Are you worried?” she asked.

		He turned his head and their eyes met. “Worried?”

		“You know. About him taking the condom off?” she asked.

		A quiet, lusty groan escaped him and his cock flexed between his legs. “Oh god,” he said, shaking his head.

		“What is it?” she asked, her voice an urgent whisper.

		He shook his head. “No. I can’t tell you. It’s horrible, Paisley. It’s so wrong.”

		Her hand drifted up his leg and side, then across his chest. “Please, Leo. I want to know. Don’t keep secrets from me? I love you. I’m your wife,” she said.

		He wanted to tell her but he didn’t know if he could bring himself to say the words. How could he be turned on by that? How could he be turned on by the thought of Paisley’s beautiful belly swelling with another man’s child? A big, handsome black man like Jordan? It was perverted and horrible and wrong. And he couldn’t stop thinking about it.

		“Please, baby. Please, Leo. Please tell me,” she begged him.

		He hung his head, shame washing over him. He knew he wouldn’t be able to keep it to himself. Not for long. He was just like that. It would come out one way or the other. Might as well get it over with now. “I…”

		It was so deep and personal and so horrible at the same time. What kind of a man would fantasize about his wife being impregnated by another?

		“It’s okay, Leo,” she whispered. “You can just say it.”

		He turned and looked into her eyes. His cock started to harden again. He realized there wasn’t a way to not make this about sex. It was all about sex and it was all tied up together in a tight knot. “It turned me on to think him making you pregnant, Paisley,” he whispered.

		She drew in a quick breath and her eyes opened wider. They darted side to side and she bit her lip as she processed what he’d just told her. She started to speak. “You want…”

		He shook his head vigorously side to side. “No. No, I don’t want. I don’t want that at all. It would change everything between us if it happened. I just couldn’t shake it out of my head. I still can’t. I don’t think we should do that again. I don’t think we should see Jordan and Alex.”

		He looked for disappointment in her eyes but found none. All he saw there was love and hunger. It made him hungry for her, too. He needed to take her back. He needed to claim her and mark her as his again.

		This time when she put a hand on his thigh he didn’t push it away. He let her slide her palm along the inseam of his pants and cup his cock.

		She rubbed it when she found it hard, staring into his eyes. “I want it,” she whispered.

		He was up in a flash, shedding his shirt and pants and underwear. Falling onto her as she pulled her skirt up and her panties to the side.

		He pressed his cock into her crotch and felt the wet, salty heat of her snatch warm him.

		She had that beautiful, wild look in her eye, obviously thrilled that her husband was as excited, as aroused about their coupling as she was.

		He wanted to give her more. He wanted to give her the treatment Jordan had given her. Though he knew he could never match Jordan’s strength or stature he wanted to give her what Leo could give her.

		Retreating from between her legs, he grabbed her hips and urged her to turn onto her stomach.

		She did it willingly, flipping her skirt up and displaying her sex organ and her back hole that was still a little stretched and raw.

		He tugged her by the hips, getting her up onto her knees, then smacked her ass the way Jordan had done. He meant it this time. Seeing how much she’d loved it gave him confidence. He’d been scared of hurting her before but now he realized she wanted the pain the same way he wanted the pain of seeing her with another man.

		She gasped and clutched the sheets, cheek pressed against a pillow. “Oh, Leo!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, baby! I love it!” she cried out.

		He smacked the other side of her ass and positioned his cock against her slit.

		She wagged her ass up and down, her pussy lips gliding along the tip of his cock, covering it with moisture.

		He stared at her ass hole as he slipped into her. His balls tightened, heavy with another load. In his mind’s eye he envisioned Jordan inside her again. Gripping her hips he began pounding her hard enough the bed started banging against the wall.

		

	
		Chapter Twelve

		

		One Month Later

		

		Leo turned the car off, leaned back in his seat and closed his eyes. He let out a heavy sigh. It had been almost four weeks since their adventure with Jordan and Alex and only now was he starting to feel normal.

		They’d both agreed not to repeat what had happened. Paisley had been fine with the decision. Leo had struggled.

		His libido had gone through the roof, much to Paisley’s delight. But despite daily intercourse, sometimes twice, he still found the need to sneak in a wank in the morning before leaving for work or at night after Paisley was asleep.

		It took a constant effort to keep his mind from wandering back and thinking about seeing Paisley getting debauched. The visions of it were still so clear and had become jet fuel for his masturbatory habit.

		Countless times he’d nearly broken down and asked Paisley if they could repeat their experience. Only the potential of a troubling outcome had kept him in line.

		Paisley had eagerly harnessed his kink for her own purposes. She dirty-talked him through each of their sexual encounters, describing in exact detail what Jordan’s cock had felt like inside her.

		But now he was tired, exhausted, of constantly policing his thoughts. He’d made the decision to tell Paisley he needed a break from his fantasy. As much as he loved it, it was driving him up the wall not being able to stop thinking about it.

		He stepped out of the car and trudged up the driveway. Turning the key in the door he stepped into the house and immediately sensed something was off. After quietly closing the door he stopped, cocked his head to one side and listened.

		After a moment he heard Paisley’s soft footsteps on the carpet. He drew in a quick breath when he saw her bare legs appear at the top of the landing. He felt that itchy tickle form in his groin as she descended the stairs and the rest of her came into view.

		She was wearing her sexy red nightie and smiling like she’d been up to mischief.

		He said nothing as she approached.

		She walked right up to him and put her hands on his chest, leaned in and kissed him on the lips. She slipped her tongue into his mouth and swirled it around his as her hands fell to his crotch. After pulling away from the kiss she stared into his eyes. “I have a surprise for you,” she said.

		He heard movement on the second floor and turned to look up at the landing again. “Paisley,” he whispered. “What’s going on?”

		She slowly rubbed his cock up and down as she watched him. “Come upstairs with me and I’ll show you,” she whispered back.

		He knew what it was. He knew Paisley wasn’t alone in the house. He was pretty sure he knew who was up there, too. A jealous lust tore through him. “He’s up there?” he said, his face heating.

		“I know you want it,” she said. She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “And you can tell me to stop any time, Leo.”

		He looked at her and saw the mirth in her eyes. Why had she done this? Why had she brought Jordan back? And on this day, when he’d finally decided he needed to let go of this kink for a while.

		His resolve turned to mush when he saw how delighted she was. The thought of watching her just one more time was too tempting to give up.

		She pulled his bag off his shoulder and set it down on the ground, then took his hand and led him up the stairs.

		He gasped when he followed her into the bedroom and saw Jordan, fully naked, lying on the bed with a massive erection.

		“Leo!” Jordan said, grinning at him.

		He turned to look at Paisley. “Were you already…” He couldn’t bring himself to say it out loud. The thought that Paisley had already been fucking Jordan was titillating, but terrifying at the same time.

		“I was just getting him hard, baby,” she whispered. “With my hand. I wanted us to be ready for you right when you got home.”

		He looked back at Jordan, who gave him a thumb up.

		“Take your clothes off?” she asked.

		“What? Why?” he asked her.

		She turned to face him and took both of his hands in hers. “I’ve always wanted to try two guys at the same time.”

		“What?!?” he asked, his jaw dropping. “You never said anything about that?”

		She looked off to the side. “I didn’t know how you’d react if I said anything. And it’s not like I couldn’t live without it. I didn’t want you to freak out. But this thing with Jordan got you so turned on that I thought I’d give it a try. What do you think?” she asked.

		He glanced at Jordan again and felt a jolt of nervous energy shoot through him. He’d never done anything like this before and he was a little stunned at what Paisley was asking of him. “You want me to…”

		“I want you to fuck my ass while he’s inside me,” Paisley said, quietly. She smiled when his cock jerked under her touch. “Come on. It’ll be fun. Take your clothes off.” She pulled his jacket off of his shoulder and started undoing the buttons on his shirt.

		Jordan wrapped his big paw around his prick and began stroking himself.

		Paisley got his shirt off and got to work on his pants. She unbuttoned them and pulled them down his legs, along with his underwear. She pulled them off his feet, then took his hand and walked him towards the bed.

		She picked up a small tube of lubricant and pressed it into his hand. “Put some of this on while you watch me get on him, baby,” she said.

		She giggled as she crawled up onto the bed and over Jordan’s enormous thighs.

		He gawked at her as she got up into a squat over the enormous, black phallus and flipped the nightie up over her ass so he could watch it enter her body.

		She glanced over her shoulder at him. “Put some lube on, baby,” she said.

		He looked down at his hand, popped the cap on the bottle and squeezed some of the lube onto his cock. When he looked back up Paisley had positioned herself over top of Jordan’s cock.

		Jordan was holding it steady for her and she had her hands on his chest as she readied herself.

		Leo gripped his cock and stroked it a few times, working the lube into the head and shaft. His eyes widened as he watched Paisley pretty pussy lips getting split by the bulb of Jordan’s crown.

		A wave of warm pleasure rolled through him as he watched the cock disappearing inside her. It was quickly followed by a jolt of adrenaline and worry. “Wait,” he said, holding out a hand. “Shouldn’t he put something on?”

		Jordan peeked out from behind Paisley’s petite frame. “Relax, Leo. My pull out game is strong, remember?”

		Those sounded like famous last words to Leo. But the perverse fascination of flirting with the risk of Paisley getting pregnant only sent more pleasure flooding through his body.

		He stared at the bare shaft as Paisley slid her body onto it. That enormous and potent delivering muscle that, if not time correctly, would baste Paisley’s insides with foreign seminal fluid. His cock hardened in his hand.

		Paisley whimpered and sighed as she settled her full weight in Jordan’s lap.

		“Feel good, sweetheart?” Jordan asked.

		“It feels amazing,” she whispered, rocking back and forth.

		He wrapped his arms around her back and pulled her down onto his chest. He lifted her up with his hips and sawed that monster of a cock in and out of her a few times.

		She moaned and dug her nails into his pectoral muscles.

		Leo stood frozen in place. Mesmerized once again by the erotically disturbing sight of a stranger’s penis moving in and out of his wife’s vagina.

		Every few thrusts he would tweak his titillation by imagining that Jordan might miscalculate, that some ejaculate might spill from his organ before he was able to fully remove it from Paisley’s tight pussy.

		Arousal surged through him when he thought of Paisley putting her hands over a belly swollen by another man’s seed.

		Paisley pushed up and off of Jordan’s chest. She glanced over her shoulder.

		Jordan let a hand drop to the hem of her nightie and pulled it up onto the small of her back, revealing her tightly puckered ass hole.

		“I want you inside me, too, baby,” Paisley said. She put a hand on her ass cheek and stretched herself apart.

		Jordan dropped his other hand and smacked the other side of her ass.

		Paisley gasped, then smiled.

		Leo managed to overcome his inhibitions and crawled onto the bed with them. He kept his gaze fully fixed on Paisley’s tight little star as he moved his cock towards it. He looked up to find her staring over her shoulder at him, smiling with delight.

		He shuddered when the tip of his cock kissed her back hole. The lubricant allowed him to slip easily into her.

		She gasped when the head of his cock stretched her.

		“Are you okay?” he asked.

		She closed her eyes and smiled. “It feels amazing,” she whispered.

		That urged him on. He shuffled forward, driving half his shaft inside her ass and holding it there, his eyes moving between it and Jordan’s balls sagging between his legs.

		He grabbed Paisley’s hips with both hands and pushed the remaining length of his cock into her, groaning at how mind-bendingly tight her back entrance was.

		Paisley grabbed his hands and moved them to her breasts. She squeezed her tits with his hands, then put hers on Jordan’s chest. “Pinch them for me, baby?” she asked.

		He moved his fingers to her nipples and gave them a quick pinch. He winced when Paisley cried out in pain.

		“Harder!” she begged him.

		He gripped them tighter, pinching between his fingers and thumbs.

		“Oh fuck yes!” Paisley shrieked.

		Leo draped his body over hers, kneading her breasts and pinching her nipples.

		Jordan chuckled beneath them. “You two hang on tight and I’ll take you for the ride of your life,” he said.

		Leo closed his eyes and he and Paisley both groaned as Jordan started thrusting in and out of her. Leo could feel the rigid cock through the thin membrane of flesh between her pussy and her ass.

		Paisley moaned and writhed under him as Jordan fucked her.

		Leo gave a few thrusts here and there but her hand shot to his ass.

		“Just keep it in my ass, baby,” she whimpered. “Just keep that cock in my ass while he fucks me, oh god!”

		Leo held onto her, pinching her nipples and feeling like he was riding a horse bareback.

		Bareback made him think of Jordan’s unprotected cock pumping in and out of her bare and fertile pussy. How in the fuck was he going to pull out of her while he was under her?

		The thrilling danger of the worry excited him. He felt his cock harden, the ticklish itch nearly getting away from him and blowing up into an orgasm.

		Paisley must have felt it because she turned and looked over her shoulder at him with a big smile. “You like that? You like that, big guy?” she asked. “You like feeling my pussy getting fucked?”

		“Oh, god, yes!” he moaned.

		She turned and looked at Jordan. “I think he’s ready,” she said.

		Jordan grinned and started fucking her harder.

		“Ready?” Leo asked. “Ready for what?”

		She turned and smiled at him again. “For your big surprise,” she whispered.

		“I thought this was…” Leo’s eyes widened as he saw Paisley succumbing to an orgasm.

		“I’m gonna’ let him come inside of me,” she said, eyes squeezed shut.

		A horrible, incredible excitement shook Leo’s entire body.

		“Fuck that black seed into me, Jordan,” she said, her voice trembling.

		Jordan grimaced as he drove balls deep into her.

		Paisley shook as she started coming all over his thick cock.

		Leo felt Jordan’s cock bulging, retching the load in his heavy balls all up into Paisley’s insides.

		“Fuck that black seed into me,” Paisley panted.

		Leo’s orgasm blasted through him. His cock lurched and spat his own load into Paisley’s ass hole. Hearing her begging Jordan for his black seed sent Leo to heights of climax he’d never experienced.

		He squeezed his eyes shut tight and his mind sank between his legs, wallowing in the pleasure of the dirty release into Paisley’s dirty back hole as Jordan creampied her fertile pussy.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		Jordan proved surprisingly adept at extracting himself from underneath their tangled bodies. He had his clothes on and was halfway to the door by the time the reality of what had just happened hit Leo.

		Leo’s eyes bugged with fear, his cock still buried inside Paisley’s ass.

		Paisley was on all fours, panting underneath him. She had her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as the last tremors of orgasm shook through her body.

		Leo closed his eyes and allowed the dark eroticism to engulf him. He let his hand fall between her legs and touched the messy folds of her sex. He groaned as he felt Jordan’s sticky seed pour out of her and onto his fingers. “Oh god, Paisley. What the fuck did we just do?” he muttered.

		Paisley turned to look over her shoulder at him and opened her eyes. She eased his cock out of her ass and flopped down onto her back on the bed. Putting her hands around his neck, she pulled him between her legs and pulled his mouth to hers.

		She gave him a few very sloppy kisses with lots of tongue before looking into his eyes. “You want to see it?” she whispered.

		Leo couldn’t believe what she was saying. Not only had she just let Jordan come inside her, she seemed totally unworried about it. “Did you go on birth control or something?” he asked, breathless. “How come you’re not freaking out about this?” he asked.

		She smiled and spread her legs. “Kind of,” she said.

		Leo scowled and tipped his head to one side.

		“Go and look at it, baby,” she said, pushing on his shoulders. “I know you’ve been thinking about it. I wanted to do this for you.”

		He shook his head, still not understanding what she was doing. His depraved curiosity got the better of him. He wriggled down her body and sank between her legs.

		She reached down and stretched her pussy lips apart.

		He stared into the beautiful, pink void of her pussy, his cock hardening at the copious amount of semen Jordan had deposited inside it. His mind started turning, wondering how one kind of went on birth control.

		His eyes went wide again when he looked up at a delighted Paisley smiling back at him. “Paise?”

		“Come back here, baby,” she whispered. She reached out and put her arms around his back as he crawled back up her body. She stared deep into his eyes, hers shining with love and a hint of lust. “I’m pregnant,” she whispered.

		The air left his lungs, his stomach hollowing at the same time. “Holy shit, Paisley,” he said, struggling to breathe. He looked away, unsure of how to phrase the question burning inside his mind.

		Paisley giggled and put a hand under his chin, turning his head to look at her again. “It’s yours, you goof,” she said.

		“Oh my god. Are you sure?” he asked.

		Paisley giggled again and nodded. “Jordan got snipped right after he married Alex,” she whispered. “They like to party and neither of them ever wanted kids. I wanted to do something special for you before I gave you the news. After you told me it turned you on thinking about Jordan getting me pregnant, I asked him if he wouldn’t mind lending a hand. Or, more accurately, his cock. Did you like it, baby?” she asked, caressing his cheek.

		He shook his head, unable to believe her scheming and how much it had turned him on.

		“You didn’t like it?” she asked, frowning.

		“No, no! I loved it. I just…this is blowing my mind right now!” He rolled off of her and let his hand slide down to her belly. “You’re really pregnant?” he asked.

		She nodded and put her hand over his. “I wouldn’t joke about something like that, Leo.”

		“I’m sorry. It’s just…you’ve been acting so crazy lately.”

		She smiled. “Not crazy, baby. Not crazy. Just a little wild. And don’t tell me you didn’t like every minute of it.”

		He leaned over her and pressed his lips against hers in a tender kiss.

		

		THE END
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