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Chapter One

The sound of the toilet flushing in the bathroom
sent a ripple of arousal through Jacob. One that was quickly
followed by a wave of angst. It was Friday and Friday always meant
two very excellent things, one of which had already happened.

Friday meant a delicious steak (or equally
carnivorous) dinner, lovingly prepared by his beautiful
stay-at-home wife, Finley. Usually with a side of baked potato and
roasted vegetables or salad and paired with a wonderful Cabernet
Sauvignon.

That dinner was always followed by a movie or a
few episodes of a TV show. To help them digest, as Finley put
it.

Jacob always let her pick the show as a
thank-you for making dinner. Her normal choices tended toward
romantic comedies or wholesome feel-good stories. This part was a
little less fun because Jacob’s tastes veered toward the action or,
better yet, horror genres. The one thing Jacob enjoyed about this
time, though, was that Finley would often put her pretty, sock-less
feet up on the coffee table. This gave him the opportunity to steal
glances at them instead of paying attention to the
entertainment.

He’d always had a thing for feet.

Their time in front of the screen would also
give him the opportunity to get worked up for the second very
excellent thing they did on Friday evenings.

Sex.

(The did it on Tuesday’s, too, but without the
steak it wasn’t quite the same.)

However this Friday, and too many Friday’s to
count that had come before it, Jacob found his enthusiasm for their
conjugal delights dampened. It had started as a vague unease.
Something too ephemeral to pin down. The same sort of malaise that
wouldn’t keep you home in bed but wouldn’t let you get much done at
work, either.

In these last few Fridays it had solidified into
a describable and slightly depressing shape. In one word: boredom.
Boredom begat of a monotony in their habits. Sex would always go
the same way:

They would finish the movie.

Finley would go and put the dishes in the
dishwasher and wipe down the counters while Jacob showered.

Jacob would finish his shower and slide into
bed, lights out and curtains drawn. There he would wait patiently
for Finley to finish her own shower, pee, then wade through the
darkness and slip into bed next to him.

She would wear a robe, which she would slip off
a moment before getting under the sheets. This robbed Jacob of the
opportunity to ogle her beautiful body. This was something he
hadn’t minded in the beginning years of their marriage. It added to
Finley’s feminine mystique. But as time wore on the urge to see his
wife naked had grown into an almost desperate need.

Other urges had surfaced as well. Perhaps also
inspired by the lack of variety in their lovemaking. Dirty urges.
Urges Jacob knew well enough to keep to himself. But testosterone
being the hormone that it was, had made it increasingly difficult
for Jacob to suppress these urges.

And it was on this particular Friday that Jacob
had spent the duration of the movie they’d watched together (Four
Parties and a Big Fat Wedding), focusing not just on Finley’s
pretty feet but on how to broach the looming spectre of his
dissatisfaction in the bedroom.

Which is what had caused the wave of angst to
swell through him.

His pulse quickened as he saw the light in the
bathroom flick off. His nostrils flared and palms started to sweat
as he heard Finley shuffle across the carpet. He had to take a deep
breath as he felt her warm body cuddle up to his.

She cooed next to him and nuzzled his neck.

Jacob stared wide-eyed through the darkness
still lacking a plan about how to proceed but wanting very much to
try something different.

“Does Mr. Winkie want to play?” Finley asked
with a giggle.

Jacob cringed. What he had once found a
charmingly innocent affect had become a sort of slogan for the
banality of their intercourse.

Does Mr. Winkie want to play?

Finley’s question replayed in his mind with a
sneer.

He loved his wife so very much. She was
everything he wanted in a woman. Submissive, pious and an excellent
cook. She kept the house immaculately clean.

There was just This. One. Thing.

Jacob Feeler considered himself many things.
First and foremost he thought of himself as A Man. And men, in
Jacob’s mind, were made of things like courage, fortitude and
resolve. They didn’t run from things. They faced them head on with
chest puffed out and chin held high.

Even if those things were their wife’s
feelings.

Steeling himself, he rolled onto his side and
felt for Finley’s face in the darkness.

“Jakey? Is everything okay?”

His resolve faltered momentarily. There was
still the chance to have an ordinary Friday. A Friday which, after
they had finished, would probably be a perfectly satisfactory end
to an uneventful week. His decision to forge on in his quest didn’t
come from how he would feel that particular Friday. It came
from thinking of every Friday that would follow to the end of his
life that would be the same as this one.

“Fin?”

“What is it?”

He drew in a breath, held it, then let it out in
a slow exhale. “Fin I want to ask you a question.”

“Okay. Go ahead.”

“First I want you to know that I love you. I
love you so much.”

“Okay.” There was a note of concern in her
tone.

“I don’t want you to think that you’ve done
anything wrong. That we’ve done anything wrong.”

Silence. Then “Jake? You’re scaring me.”

“No, no! Don’t be scared,” he said, patting her
on the cheek. “There’s nothing to be scared of. This isn’t a scary
thing. It’s just…it’s just that I wanted…I wondered…if maybe
tonight…”

“Aren’t you feeling romantic?” she asked.

“No! I mean yes! I am. I am feeling very
romantic.” His cock was hard already.

“Then what?” Fin asked, sounding slightly less
worried.

“Could we try something different?” Jacob
blurted. The hand he’d had on Finley’s cheek shot to his face to
cover his mouth.

A longer silence followed.

Jacob hoped to God he hadn’t upset Finley. She
meant everything to him and if he’d made her sad because of his
dirty urges he would never be able to forgive himself. “Fin?
Finley? Say something. Please.”

“You want to try something different?” she
whispered.

Hope swelled in his chest. Her voice, that voice
that had just a few seconds before sounded so fraught with worry,
had a note of interest in it. Excitement, even. “It’s not that I
don’t love everything we do,” he said, his heart racing even faster
at the possibility that Fin might entertain his request.

“But?” she whispered.

He cleared the tightness in his throat. “I just
thought…maybe it might be fun.”

She lay quiet for a good long while. Thinking.
“What kind of different?” she finally asked.

Jacob bit his finger. His cock throbbed between
his legs. He wanted to jump out of the bed and shout “hurrah!”
about Finley not collapsing into tears. He stifled that emotion
with another cough. “What if we turned the lights on?” he
whispered.

Another excruciating silence followed. “Do our
bumpies with the light on?” Finley whispered.

Jacob’s hand slid toward her. Over hers, up her
arm, caressing her shoulder then her collarbone. He touched her
neck, then dared slip lower down her chest. Not so low to feel her
breast but almost.

“Jakey,” Finley said.

This time it was hard to tell. Worry? Fear? Just
apprehension? Did she need a little push, a little nudge? A little
invitation to indulge in some depravity? “What do you say Fin-Fin?”
he whispered. “Give tot-tot a little look?”

Silence. The soft, wet click of Finley’s lips
parting. “Turn it on then.”

He shuddered. The ache between his legs swelled.
Flipping over he reached out and found the light switch of their
bedside lamp. Twisted.

Click.

A soft, orange glow filled the room.

Jacob closed his eyes and bit his lip. Opening
them again he rolled back onto his right side and locked eyes with
Finley.

She had the covers up over her mouth. But her
eyes were sparkling, smiling even.

He reached out and hooked two fingers over the
bunched up comforter. Pulled it down until he could see her neck.
Checked in to make sure she was alright.

She bit her lip and giggled.

He pulled lower, exposing the delicate shape of
her clavicle. His eyes bugged. Lower he went until he could see the
first hint of swelling flesh. Her breast. “Oh Finley,” he
whispered. “Are you alright?”

She giggled and nodded.

“Can I see more?” Jacob whispered.

She nodded again.

Lust roared through him as he pulled the sheet
lower. Exposing the supple curve of her breast, sagging slightly
toward the bed. He drew in a breath as his finger grazed her stiff
nipple. Gasped when it poked up as he pulled the cover lower
still.

There had been one other time when he’d seen it.
Quinn had left the bathroom door ajar one Friday evening. In the
minute before the mirror steamed up he’d gotten a glorious eyeful
of her pert and hefty breasts. He’d stroked himself to the visual
and had been ready to go again by the time she joined him.

That view had been nothing compared to this one.
He couldn’t tear his eyes away. He reached out and caressed the
soft flesh, twirling the pink bud between a finger and thumb. He
looked up into Fin’s eyes.

“You like looking?” she asked.

“I love looking,” he replied. He drew
closer. His lips parted, a thirst burning in his throat to suckle
her. “Can I…”

Her hand drifted up and she squeezed her teat.
“You want to suck it?” she whispered.

“Oh god yes,” he said through clenched
teeth.

Finley plumped her boob, offering it to him.

With his ears ringing he sank his mouth onto the
nipple. Rolled his tongue in quick circles around it. Feeling
Finley squirm at the moist affection sent fresh lust roiling
through him.

“Oh Jake,” she mewled. “I like it too.”

He could hardly believe it. All these Fridays
spent worrying and wondering what would happen if he asked Finley
to indulge him had been for nothing! She liked this! His hand
pulled the covers lower as he sucked her nipple deep into his
mouth. Down past her stomach and down past the furry patch of wiry
hair above her sex. He dared to dip his fingers between her thighs.
His cock throbbed when he found her womanhood drenched with
slick.

“Jake,” she whispered. “You made me all
squishy.”

Her words were like a shoulder heaved against
the boulder of his desire. They set it rolling down the hill. He
tore the sheets away completely. Popped off her tit with a wet
smack and scrambled to his knees. His manhood stood proudly at
attention. It flexed as Finley’s eyes raked down his body and
settled on it. They widened. She licked her lips.

His shy wife’s legs began to open. Knees folding
as her thighs bent toward her stomach she exposed her softest part
to him. “Like this?” she asked. The inkling of a smile played
across her lips.

Jacob couldn’t help himself. He dove between her
splayed legs, grabbed his cock, planted a hand on one side of her
head and aimed himself at her entrance.

Her hands shot out and pressed against his
stomach. “Wait!” she hissed. “I want to see it!”

Jake thought he’d died and gone to heaven.
Why didn’t I ask earlier?!? he mused. Waiting for Finley to
prop herself up on her elbows felt like an eternity. Finally she
was in position.

His eyes raked down her body. He didn’t know
where to look. Her breasts, her slender waist, her generous hips
all demanded his attention.

“Okay put it in,” Finley said. She was staring
at his organ.

A pearl of clear liquid clung to the tip.
Straining against an emission that threatened to surge through his
prick at any moment, Jake dipped the head of it into her dewy
petals. A delicious shiver raced up his spine and made him
groan.

“Oh Jake,” Finley breathed. “It’s so hard
this time.”

“Oh god, Finley,” he said, panting. “That’s you.
You’re so beautiful. Looking at you makes me hard like this.”

Finley nodded. “I like that,” she whispered. Her
hands drifted around his sides and settled on his rear. “Put it in
deeper okay?”

Jake’s hips bucked. He stared at her watching
him, watching that stiff seeding muscle slip into her drooling
kitty. He groaned as he sheathed the entire length into her fleshy
sleeve. “Oh Finley,” he grunted.

There was one small problem with his plan. He’d
been so busy worrying how Finley would react he hadn’t taken into
account that she might say yes so easily. He cursed himself for not
rubbing one out while she was in the shower. Now he was teetering
on the verge of a gargantuan climax that had built up inside him
from seeing her beautiful body naked. “Oh Fin…oh god,” he groaned.
He squeezed his eyes shut tight and tried to think of Grandma
Feeler. It was futile. Not a single thought would enter his mind
except for the tight, wet pocket wrapped around his rigid meat.

“Jake,” Fin said.

He opened his eyes and looked into hers. “I’m
sorry,” he said. “I’m so close it’s hard to…”

“Shush,” she whispered. A devilish smile curled
along her lips. Her foot came swinging out of his peripheral vision
and into the line of sight between them.

Jake’s jaw fell as he stared at the slender sole
and the pretty toes he’d spent so many Friday’s leering at.

Fin waggled it side to side, then lowered it
just enough to smile at him. “You think I didn’t notice you staring
at my feet?” she said, then giggled. Then she gently pressed the
ball of her foot against his lips, wiggling her toes against his
nostrils.

Jake groaned. He couldn’t believe this, either.
How long had she known? Why hadn’t she said anything? He would have
felt like a pervert except his wife seemed perfectly happy to
indulge his craving.

The ball of her foot slid down to his chin. Her
three middle toes pressed against his lips. “Suck them,” she
commanded.

Jake shuddered again. Parting his lips he let
Finley stuff her musky toes into his mouth. He ran his tongue along
them, then started sucking. His hips began to buck.

“Oh Jakey!” Finley moaned. She arched her back.
Her nipples hardened.

Jake stared wide-eyed as she started thrashing
on the bed. She loved this! She wanted this! His hips bucked back
and forth, cock sliding in and out of her dripping tunnel. He
wrapped an arm around her leg and wished he could cling to her like
that forever.

But the price of his perversion demanded to be
paid. “I’m gomma fimish,” he grunted, voice muffled by her
foot.

Her eyes popped open. Keeping her foot in his
mouth she reached down and grabbed the root of his cock. “I want to
see it,” she snarled.

He yanked his prick out of her just as the first
burst of seed sprayed out of it.

Finley watched the spunk sail between her legs
then splatter on her belly. She got the wildest look in her eye and
started furiously pumping on his member.

Jake groaned. He watched lash after lash glaze
her creamy skin, criss-crossing like frosting on a cinnabun.
Pleasure surged up from his groin with each stroke of Finley’s
slender hand.

She kept her rhythm steady until he was spent,
the last few flecks of his emission dangling from the head of his
red prick.

When his eyes rose to hers, she grinned. “Like
that?” she asked, voice full of mischief.

Letting go of her leg he collapsed next to her
and smothered her cheek with kisses. “Oh Finley,” he gasped. “That
was amazing.”

She reached down and pulled the covers up, then
paused when they reached her belly. “Can you get me some tissue?”
she asked quietly.

Jake grabbed three tissues from the box beside
the bed. He wiped his mess from her soft skin. The sight of her
pussy sent a pang of guilt through him. He looked up at her again.
“Did you…make it?”

She smiled and sighed and shook her head. “It’s
alright. Can you pass me a nightshirt?”

Jake swung his legs over the edge of the bed and
stood up. There was something liberating about walking to the
dresser with no clothes on. He finally felt like the king of his
domain. And Finley sitting naked on the bed with the light on?

There was something bothering him. He didn’t
like the fact she hadn’t made it to her own pleasure. Didn’t
sit right. What sort of man leaves his wife unfulfilled? And though
his cock was flaccid his dirty mind offered up another possibility.
He threw her the shirt and watched her put it on. Then, getting
onto the bed, he snaked down and rolled between her legs.

“Jake?”

“Shush,” he said. “My turn to make you happy.”
Before she could respond he locked his mouth onto her snatch and
started sucking.

Her response was immediate and incredible. She
fell back onto the pillows, grabbed her breasts and squeezed them.
Her legs flailed high in the air. “Oh Jake!” she screamed.

It didn’t take a minute. Just enough time for
his mouth to fill with the tart, acidic sting of her juices.

She came clutching at the sheets and
screaming.

It was the best sex he could remember.

When her body quivered he released her from his
mouth, crawled back up and wrapped his arms around her and kissed
the back of her neck. “That was incredible,” he said.

Finley giggled. “That was dirty, Jakey.”

“You liked it,” he growled, smiling.

She nodded. “You should have said something
sooner. I thought you only liked making bumpies with the lights
off.”

He breathed in her scent and was about to plant
a fresh trail of kisses down her arm when her phone pinged.

“Oh,” Fin said softly. “I should get that.
Mary-Jane was going to bring me some wildflower seeds to put in
before winter. Did you know you should put them in before the snow
comes? I didn’t know that. Let me just check.”

Jake’s irritation at the interruption was
momentary and passed quickly. He wasn’t about to spoil the evening
because of a text from Mary-Jane. He rolled onto his back, put his
arms up over his head and stared at the ceiling as Finley checked
the message. After a too-long silence he looked over at her.

She seemed…troubled.

“Who is it?” Jacob asked.

Fin’s brow furrowed. “It’s my sister.”

Jake raised an eye. “Quinn?”

“Yeah,” Finley said.

“What does she want?” Jake couldn’t remember the
last time Finley had talked to Quinn.

“She got into a big fight with mom and dad.
She’s on her motorcycle and wants to know if she can come stay for
a few days.”

Jake hauled himself up onto his elbows. “Stay?
Here? At our house?” This was a bizarre development.

Finley nodded.

An unpleasant sensation formed in Jacob’s
stomach. Not that he minded Quinn. Quite the opposite. She was two
years younger than Finley but looked just like her. It drove him a
little crazy being around her. Same as Finley’s feet kind of crazy.
Bad thing crazy. “Are you…I mean of course if she needs to…” There
was another side to the unpleasant sensation. Whenever they had
house guests Tuesdays and Fridays weren’t the same at all.

Finley hated making bumpies when there were
other people in the house. Hopefully Quinn wasn’t planning on
staying very long.

“There’s one more thing,” Finley said, looking a
little apologetic.

“What’s that?” Jake asked.

“She’s with her boyfriend Johnny.”

Jake’s eyes widened. “The dirt bike
mechanic?”

Finley nodded.

Jake sighed and sank back onto the pillow.

“I can tell her we’re really busy,” Finley
offered but didn’t sound like she meant it.

Jake forced a smile. “Don’t be ridiculous.
Family’s family. And we always put family first. It’ll be fine.
Heck it might even be fun!”

Finley flashed a worried smile.

Jake realized she needed a little nudge here,
too. Needed the man of the house to show her the right way forward.
“Come on now, Fin. Don’t be like that. You send her a text saying
she’s welcome here any time. And Johnny, too. We’ll have a great
time.”

Fin sighed but did as she was told.

As he lay in bed waiting for sleep Jacob swore
to himself that he would never forget how important
communication was in their marriage ever again.

Chapter Two

They’d been sitting in front of the TV for
almost two hours now. Two hours of Finley checking her phone every
ten minutes. Two hours of his stomach rumbling. Two hours of his
irritation with Finley’s sister and her stupid boyfriend, growing.
A whole Saturday wasted cooking and cleaning, getting ready for
their arrival and now they were late.

Finley’s phone pinged. She picked it up, swiped
open the screen and tapped the message icon.

“That them?” Jake asked.

“No. It’s Tina. Wants to do movies on Sunday.”
Finley sighed and set her phone down on the couch. She straightened
the front of her sundress and folded one leg over the other. She
put her hand over his. “You know what, forget about it. Let’s just
eat. I’m starving.”

“You sure?” he asked.

“Positive,” she replied.

He patted her thigh. They both stood up off the
couch. Finley walked into the kitchen and turned the oven on to
heat up the Mexican lasagne she’d made.

Jake figured it’d be easier to deal with Quinn
and Johnny if he opened a bottle of wine and maybe had a couple of
glasses. Maybe Fin would be into it, too. He went down to the
basement and picked a bottle off the rack before coming back
upstairs. He walked into the kitchen, put the bottle on the table,
then walked over to the utensil drawer to grab a corkscrew.

The doorbell rang.

Jake and Fin exchanged glances. He forced a
smile.

The one she flashed back didn’t exactly seem
genuine, either.

He picked up her hand in his and kissed the back
of it. “I’ll go get it. You get dinner on the table. This is going
to be fine. You’ll see.”

She nodded.

As he walked to the door he got to thinking when
the last time he’d seen Quinn had been. There was their wedding.
And then she came up to visit for a few days and they’d done a
winery tour. They’d been short on cash then and the three of them
had shared a motel room, which led to some awkward situations.

His mood darkened slightly as he turned that
memory over in his mind. Quinn had been what, twenty-five back
then? Young and single and attention seeking. He remembered the
too-short shorts she’d worn to bed and how he hadn’t been able to
keep his eyes off her legs. He still remembered the erection he’d
had to hide from Finley. He wondered if Quinn had changed.

Reaching the door he turned the knob and swung
it open. The sight of Quinn and Johnny made his eyes grow
wider.

She was taller than he remembered her. Long,
curly blonde hair spilling over her shoulders nearly down to the
small of her back. She wore a black leather jacket, pants so tight
over her seemingly never-ending legs they looked like they might
come apart at the seams if she flexed. She had a black helmet
tucked under her arm.

Then there was Johnny. Hair buzzed down you
could see his scalp. Deep set eyes under a sharp brow and a
perpetually menacing expression. Tattoos up the side of his neck, a
few days worth of stubble on his chin. A cigarette dangled from his
lips.

“Quinn!” Jake said, flashing a wide smile at his
sister in law.

She returned the smile with a half-hearted
effort. An expression somewhere between “oh hey it’s you” and
“yeah, yeah, I know you creep on me, pervert.”

His cheeks heated for no reason. Unsure of how
to greet the woman who was a legal relative but not exactly close,
he awkwardly stuck his arms out to try and go in for a hug.

Quinn smirked. She handed the helmet off to
Johnny, dropped the small overnight bag she was carrying and, to
Jake’s great relief, stepped forward and embraced him.

A terrifying feeling swelled through him. She
was nearly as tall as he was and the way she wrapped her arms
around him and patted his back made him certain she worked out.
Fit, bad-ass motorcycle-riding sister-in-law that smelled like
strawberry shampoo and mint gum. “Hey Jake,” she said. “Nice to see
you again.” She jerked her thumb at Johnny who was standing behind
her. “This is Johnny.”

Jake stepped back, smiled and stuck out his hand
in greeting.

Johnny didn’t flinch. He took a puff of the lit
cigarette, blew it out the side of his mouth, then tipped his head
back. “Hey,” he grunted.

A few seconds passed before Jake realized there
would be no shaking hands. The silence grew more awkward.

Quinn rolled her eyes, let out an exasperated
sigh and shook her head. “Are you an animal?” she asked, looking
over her shoulder at Johnny. “Shake a man’s hand when he offers it.
God. I can’t take you anywhere.” She yanked the helmet out of his
hand, stepped backwards then gave him a shove with her
shoulder.

“Oh it’s not a prob…” Jake began. He stopped and
watched in horror as Johnny grabbed his smoke, took a deep drag to
finish it, then threw it on the porch and mashed out the
smouldering ember with the toe of his boot.

Johnny reached out a hand, palm down.

Jake reached out and put his hand in Johnny’s
and gave it a few sideways pumps then let it go, hoping the mood
would lighten once they got inside. Seemed like Quinn was really in
a state. “Alright!” Jake said, putting on the most cheerful voice
he could muster. “Come in! Come in!” He stepped to one side to let
the two of them walk in.

Johnny went first. Striding into bright hallway,
boots squeaking on the tile floor. He looked up and down the walls
like he’d just stepped into an alien spaceship.

Quinn touched her forehead and shook her head
again as she followed him in. She flashed a tight smile at Jake.
“Thanks for letting us come and hang.”

“Oh sure! Sure! No problem,” Jake said. “Any
time. It’s so great to see you. Finley will be so happy. Can I take
your things? We’ve got you in the upstairs guest room.”

Quinn paused, glanced up the stairs, then turned
to Jake. “Like…beside your bedroom?”

Jake furrowed his brow, puzzled by the question.
“Yeah. Is that okay? It’s really comfortable and you can have the
hallway bathroom all to yourself.”

“Uh…sure,” Quinn said. “No that’s fine.”

“I can take your things up now if you like.”

Finley emerged from the kitchen wiping her hands
on her apron. Her back straightened when she saw Quinn. She, too,
flashed a tight smile. “Quinn,” she said quietly. “It’s so great to
see you again.”

Quinn ran her eyes up and down Finley’s frame
and smirked. “Hey sis,” she said.

Finley’s expression seemed to harden. Jake saw
her nostrils flare.

“Hey this is my sister,” Quinn said to
Johnny.

Johnny unapologetically also ran his eyes
up and down Finley’s frame.

Which caused a very worrisome, tingling sort of
jealousy to sprout up in the root of Jake’s belly. None of their
friends or acquaintances would ever be caught dead looking
at another man’s wife like that. Checking her out. Like they were
interested in something.

Johnny did his chin-tilt thing. “Hey,” he
said.

“It’s very nice to meet you, Johnny,” Finley
said, walking toward him with her hand outstretched. “Quinn’s told
us so much about you.”

Johnny cast a worried, perhaps puzzled, glance
at Quinn.

Quinn raised her eyebrows and jerked her head
toward Finley.

Johnny took Finley’s hand and their eyes met. He
gave her hand a couple of jerky shakes like it was only the second
time in his life he’d had to greet someone that way. Or meet
someone new at all, for that matter.

“Well,” Finley said, taking a step back.
“Dinner’s almost ready! Do you two want to freshen up before we
eat?”

Johnny looked sideways at Quinn.

She sighed again. “She means go wash your hands.
Bathroom’s upstairs.”

“Oh there’s one right here!” Finley said, waving
toward the bathroom door.

Johnny checked in with Quinn again before
shuffling around Finley and closing the door to the bathroom behind
him.

Finley looked at Quinn and smiled a little
wider.

Jake could have sworn he saw Quinn sneer
at his wife.

“He seems nice,” Finley said.

Quinn opened her mouth to speak but seemed to
bite her tongue. “What’s for dinner?” she asked. “Oh and…thanks for
having us.” She seemed a little put out by having to say it out
loud.

“Our pleasure,” Finley said quietly. “Jacob?
Could you open a bottle of wine or three? I’ll take Quinn into the
kitchen.”

Jake’s eyes widened even more at this. It wasn’t
like Fin to drink very much. A bottle of wine or three? What
was that about? Nonetheless, as Finley escorted Quinn into the
kitchen he trudged back downstairs and grabbed a bottle of red and
a bottle of white.

Walking back up the stairs he heard the two of
them talking, their voices low. He was about to be polite and
announce his return with a cough in case what they were saying was
private. Curiosity got the better of him.

“…can’t stop talking about her sowing circle and
dad spends all day ranting at the damn TV.”

“Quinn maybe it’s time to, you know, move on.
Get out of there? It sounds like they’re driving you crazy.”

“They are totally driving me crazy.”

Finley sighing. “I mean, you are almost
thirty. Find your own place?”

Quinn huffing in exasperation. “I know. I know.
It’s just I just bought this new dirt bike and the season’s just
starting and I’m, like, a little low on cash or whatever. I just
can’t afford it right now.”

Slight pause. “Okay,” Finley said. “Well you’re
welcome to stay here for a little while. How – um – how long were
you guys thinking?”

Longer pause. “Look I know this is probably a
hassle for you guys and I’m sorry.” Quinn.

“Oh it’s not a…”

“You don’t have to bullshit me, Quinn. I like
your nice dollhouse and your stable, employed husband and all of
this pretend shit.”

Jacob’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

“I’m not…I’m not…” Finley stammered.

Jake held his breath and listened.

“I’m not bullshitting you,” Finley whispered
after a pause.

What?!? Had he heard that right? Finley didn’t
swear. And bull…bullshitting about what?

“Fine. I know you’ve got your act all together
for Jake but can you just drop it when it’s just you and me?
Please? I can’t take it.”

“This is who I am, Quinn.” Finley
sounding angrier.

Quinn sighed. “Fine. Whatever. Look, I’m sorry
right off the bat about Johnny. He’s so fucking annoying I can
barely stand him.”

“What?” Finley sounding incredulous. “Why is he
here then?”

The door to the bathroom clicked open. Johnny’s
heavy boot thudded.

“Shh,” Quinn hissed. “I’ll tell you later.”

Jacob realized he’d been frozen at the top of
the steps the whole time. Clearing his throat he walked up into the
hall. “Okay! Winey Saturday here we come!” He threw in a few
chuckles for good measure. Just to get everyone in the mood.

Finley smiled at him as he walked in.

Quinn smiled with her mouth but not her
eyes.

Johnny trudged through the kitchen and plopped
himself down in a chair at the kitchen table. The chair happened to
be where Jake normally sat but he decided not to make a big deal
out of it. “Quinn? Can I get you a glass of wine?” Jake asked.

“Uh, sure. Yeah. Whatever.”

“Red or white?” Jake asked.

“Uh, red’s fine. I guess,” Quinn said, sounding
like him asking had been some sort of imposition.

He decided to ignore what seemed like her foul
mood. “What about you Johnny? Would you like a glass?” he asked,
popping the cork on the red.

“No,” Johnny said, then burped.

“Oh,” Jake said, realizing that Johnny probably
wasn’t a wine-sipping sort of drinker. “I think I might have some
beer downstairs in the fridge. Would you like me to check?”

“I’m good,” Johnny muttered. He flicked his fork
side to side with a finger.

Okay then.

Seemed like tonight was as good a night as any
to have the bottle mostly to himself.

“I’ll take a glass, sweetie,” Finley said. She
pulled the lasagne out of the oven and set it on the stove top to
cool.

The rest of the evening went more or less like
that. Finley trying to make small talk with Quinn, trying to stay
away from any contentious subjects. Which made for a lot of awkward
silences.

Johnny sat there, sullenly chewing his lasagne
then asking for a second helping when he was done.

Quinn poking at her food with her fork and
staring at her plate.

By the time dinner was over Jake was pleasantly
buzzed and happy to ignore everyone’s mood but his own. He
volunteered to clear the dishes and Finley said that would be
lovely. Got everything cleaned up and realized it was almost nine.
“Well I think I’ll let you two catch up up here,” he said, pouring
a half-glass and polishing it off in one gulp. “I’ve got a game on.
Johnny do you want to…I don’t know if you’re a soccer fan?”

Johnny looked at him like he’d just run over his
dog. “Not really,” he said.

“Alright!” Jake said, setting his wine glass on
the counter. “I’ll be downstairs if anyone needs me!” He was more
than happy to scurry away back down the basement steps to the man
cave that would provide a tiny bit of solace from what were
obviously going to be some long days ahead.

“I’m gonna’ go up to bed,” he heard Johnny say
as he descended the stairs.

“Yeah. Whatever,” Quinn muttered as he left.

Chapter Three

Jake was happy Johnny hadn’t taken him up on his
invitation to watch the game. The guy was weird. A little creepy,
too. He could tell Finley felt the same way. He grabbed the bowl of
chips he’d brought down, turned on the TV and cracked the cold one
he’d set chilling in the fridge earlier that day.

The TV sparked to life, a roaring crowd cheering
and honking on vuvuzelas. It was going to be a good night. It had
been too long since he’d had some time to himself. In a way he was
glad Quinn had showed up. As he settled into the couch he took a
moment to try and parse the strange feeling that had gripped him
when he’d greeted Quinn.

It wasn’t that he had a thing for her.
She was his sister in law, for gosh sake's. He picked at the
memory, poked at it. What was it? There was something about how
similar she was to Finley and at the same time so different. A bad
girl. The kind of girl that got with a guy like Johnny for who knew
what reason? That tickled him in a way he knew it shouldn’t.

Pushing the thought away, he tried to focus on
the game.

Laughter from the kitchen upstairs distracted
him from the kick-off. He tried to ignore it. Just sisters catching
up. It was the hushed voices again that got to him, though. Like
they were saying things no one else was supposed to hear. Things
maybe he wasn’t supposed to hear. Things that had been
hinted at when he’d listened in on them earlier.

His thumb moved to the volume button of it’s own
accord. He mashed it down a few notches. Then a few more. Then
nearly to silent, until the quiet murmuring upstairs became
intelligible.

“…so annoying.” he heard Quinn say. He
could almost see her rolling her eyes as she said it.

Annoying? Who was annoying? Him? Were they
talking about him?

Silence. Then the sound of a glass being set
down on the marble counter top.

“So, like, what gives then?” Finley in her
sing-song happy voice.

“What gives?” Quinn again.

“If he annoys you so much why are you with
him?”

Quinn let out an exasperated sigh.

“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want
to,” Finley said.

Quinn smirking. “You don’t even want to
know.”

More silence. Pregnant, though. Like it was
going to pop any moment.

“Did you have a good ride over to…”

“I keep trying to break…”

They spoke at the same time, then burst into
laughter.

“Go,” Quinn said.

“No, no,” Finley replied. “You go first.”

Quinn sighed again. “I keep trying to break up
with him.”

A momentary pause. “Really?”

“Yeah, really,” Quinn replied.

“And?” Finley asked.

Yet another sigh. “And…ugh. He keeps…”

“Quinn? Is he…he’s not…he’s not violent is
he?”

“Johnny?” Quinn asked, incredulous, before
bursting into laughter. “Um, no. That’s possibly the most hilarious
thing I’ve ever heard, though. And also how well do you think that
would go over with me?”

“Probably not terribly well,” Finley
replied.

“I’d kick his ass if he ever tried to lay a
finger on me.”

“So what is it?”

Jake knew he shouldn’t be listening. This was
private. Girl talk between sisters. But damn it if he didn’t want
to hear what Quinn’s reasons were for staying with Johnny. She was
leagues above him in looks, personality and intelligence, it
seemed. Why would a girl like that stay with a…

“It’s his dick.”

Jake choked on the mouth full of chips he’d been
quietly munching at the same time Finley gagged on her drink
upstairs. He clapped a hand over his mouth, hoping the girls hadn’t
heard the reaction. He heard Finley coughing, a chair scraping and
paper towel being torn, mopping up the mess Finley had spit all
over the counter.

Silence.

“What?” Fin said, her voice almost a
whisper.

“I don’t mean to be gross,” Quinn said. “You
asked.”

“His…”

“His dick, Fin. Come on. You can say it.
I know you can.”

Jake heard Quinn grinning as she spoke. His eyes
went wide. His dick? How good could his dick be to keep a
girl like Quinn around? Especially if she found him that annoying?
Not just that but how on earth was Finley even handling this?!? She
never used words like that. At least not around him.

“Come on sis,” Quinn said.

“Quinn stop it.”

“Just say it,” Quinn jeered.

“Shut up. You can’t make me.” Fin was playing
along, being the good girl she was and not letting Quinn bully her
into having a potty mouth.

“I have to say your acting skills are pretty
impressive,” Quinn said.

This certainly piqued Jake’s interest. Acting
skills? The leery feeling from before came over him. Same one as
when he’d heard Finley say “bullshit.”

“Hey. You shut your mouth. I’m serious.”
Footsteps. Toward the door leading to the basement.

Jake fumbled with the remote and turned the
volume up a bit. But his heart was tapping a little harder in his
chest. What was the thing about acting skills? He glanced over his
shoulder. His heart sank as he saw the door swinging shut. He
caught sight of Fin’s calf just before it disappeared. His stomach
did a flip.

What the heck? Why was she closing the door?
There could only be one reason. There was something she really
didn’t want him to hear. Was she keeping something from him? Fin?
His Finley? His mind started racing. And suddenly all he wanted was
to be a fly on the wall upstairs. Easing up off the couch he turned
the TV down again and crept up the stairs, feet close to the wall
to keep from squeaking.

“…I’m Finley and I’m such a little angel,” he
heard Quinn say in a mocking tone.

“You shut your mouth you little shit. Jake and I
are happy and if you say a thing to him I’m gonna’ kick
your little ass from here to sundown. You understand?”

His eyes went wide. He couldn’t believe it. It
was Finley’s voice but it wasn’t Finley. He peered through the
small crack between the door and the frame.

Fin was standing with her fist on her hip and
glaring at Quinn, who was smirking back at her.

“Relax, sister,” Quinn said, then took a sip of
her drink. “Your secrets are safe with me.”

Secrets? What secrets? Finley had secrets?

Fin seemed to relax at the reassurance. She
narrowed her eyes and shook her head. “You’re seriously such a
little cock slut that you put up with that thug because of his
dick?”

Jake’s eyes nearly popped out of his head. Cock
slut? Dick? Finley never talked like that. What the heck was
going on here?

“Hey!” Quinn said. “He’s not a thug. He’s
just…he doesn’t really fit in well. Anywhere. But the guy could
take a bike apart and put it back together with his eyes closed.
He’s really good with his hands.”

“Well he must be good with something since
you’re still…”

“If you fucked it you’d understand,” Quinn said
nonchalantly, swinging her wine glass side to side in front of her
face.

Jake nearly fell down the stairs.

“Oh god, whatever,” Fin said, rolling her eyes,
picking up her drink and taking a sip.

“No. I’m serious. Like, if Jake weren’t in the
picture I would totally let you take a ride on that thing.”

“Ew, gross!” Fin said.

That was better. That was Finley.

Then it hit him. Like a two ton truck to the
gut. Finley taking a ride on tattooed Johnny’s BFD. Big
Fucking Dick. The way it twisted up his innards made him wince. It
was a horrible vision. But it started that jealousy tingling inside
him again. Jealousy laced with…he couldn’t put his finger on what
else.

Quinn cracked up laughing. “Oh yeah. So gross!
Remember when you let Todd Bardson…”

Finley pointed a finger right at Quinn’s face.
“Shut your mouth. Not in this house you understand? Try it again
and you’re out on your ass in the street with your loser
boyfriend.”

The smirk faded from Quinn’s expression. She
looked genuinely hurt by what Fin had said.

A second later and Fin looked genuinely shocked
by what she herself had said. “I…I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” she
stammered. “I – I don’t want to go back to the way we were. But you
have to stop, Quinn. That was the past and that’s where I
want to keep it.”

Holy. Shit.

What was the past? What did she do with Todd
Bardson that was so gross? And how come Jake had never freaking
heard about anyone named Todd Bard…

“I’m sorry,” Quinn said. “You’re right. I’ll
keep it clean.”

Finley lowered her hand. She touched her
forehead, then sat down with her drink. “Being nice is hard,” she
said.

What?!? Who was this? Being nice was not hard
for Finley for goodness sake's!

“It’s okay.”

“I’m sorry I called your boyfriend a loser.”

Quinn snorted. “You call ‘em like you see
‘em.”

“He’s not…”

“No he kind of is.”

A few moments silence.

“You’re really staying with him because of his
dick?”

“I’m really staying with him because of his
dick. Ugh. Not forever. No way. It’s just…every fucking time we
have a fight an I’m like that’s it. It’s over. He just…he pulls
that fucking thing out and just destroys me with it. And
then…and then I’m like, tired, or whatever and I think okay.
Tomorrow. Tomorrow for sure. And here we are.”

Finley seemed surprised but not in the way Jake
would expect. There was no shock. No outrage. No
ew-gross-don’t-talk-like-that squeamishness.

“Long?” Finley asked after a few seconds. “Or
thick?”

Jake’s toes curled against the carpet on the
stairs. Finley was talking to Quinn about Johnny’s dick. She was
talking to her sister about another man’s penis. Expressing
curiosity about it. Wanting details.

His blood started to boil. The jealousy turned
hot, blossoming and wrapping around him like a crushed velvet
blanket. Around his mouth and throat until he felt like he couldn’t
breathe.

Quinn raised an arm and pointed at the tips of
her fingers. She drew a line to half-way down her forearm.

“Jesus,” Finley hissed, seeming a little
repulsed.

“’Bout as thick as that coffee mug,” Quinn
added.

Finley shook her head. Then, a moment later, she
shifted in her seat. “He is not.“

“Is too. Want to see for yourself? Twenty bucks
says if I called him down here and told him to flash you he’d
already be doing it. Ugh. He’s a pervert. All he wants is sex.”

Jake’s eyes were locked on her. The disgust had
faded from her expression. And now he swore for the life of him
there was a glimmer of interest there. Interest in this dirty,
forbidden, taboo subject of the size of Quinn’s boyfriends
prick.

Quinn shook her head and leaned back in her
chair. “It doesn’t help that he fucks like a goddamned race
horse.”

A tiny snarl curled up one corner of Finley’s
lip. She furrowed her brow. Shocked but…enticed? Intrigued? Or
disgusted, as she should be?

Jake had to grab the banister to keep from
bolting through the door and shutting the party down. His wife, his
Finley, was talking to her sister about that thug Johnny’s cock and
she seemed intrigued.

A fresh feeling surged through him. Dirty and
horrible and wrong and yet it pulsed straight into his groin and
made his penis start to stiffen. He felt nausea swimming somewhere
beneath it. But it was so overwhelming, so all-encompassing that
there was no chance he was going to wretch. It held him, pumping a
dreadful and terrifying lust into his hardening cock.

What was happening? Why would hearing Finley
talking about Johnny’s cock arouse him? It wasn’t just her talking
about Johnny’s cock. It was about her talking about Johnny’s cock
with her sister.

Her pretty sister who probably, deep down,
thought Jacob was his own kind of pervert from the way she looked
at him sometimes. Her buff sis who gave begrudging hugs while
probably thinking he was trying to grope her. Why did that make him
even harder?

Finley drew in a breath and exhaled. “Well I
guess it must be something if it keeps a girl like you around.”

Quinn chortled. “Seriously. If it weren’t for
Jake I’d totally let you…you know.”

His ears started to ring. His whole being was
throbbing, trying to will Finley to react the way he expected.
Dismiss what Quinn was saying outright. Tell her she was
disgusting. Say that she would never, ever in a million years do
something so depraved.

How about a scoff? A shake of the head to let
Quinn know she was crazy? Anything but just sitting there and
looking vaguely freaking interested!

The way Quinn glanced over her shoulder and
leaned over the table sent a buzz saw of adrenaline through
Jake.

“Hey,” Quinn whispered.

“What?” Finley asked, voice flat.

“Maybe there’s a way.”

“What? No.”

Finally some sanity. A small slice of the world
he knew was real playing out in front of him. Finley acting like
some semblance of the woman he knew and had married.

“Hey come on at least hear me…”

“No.”

The tension in his body began to ebb. Finley
putting up a wall, drawing a line she wouldn’t cross. He still had
questions but this felt better. This was the woman he knew. This
was the woman he loved. And that funny tickle that had his cock
raging hard was receding. That felt safer. What had that been?
Arousal out of nowhere at Finley being…naughty?

“Suit yourself. But it’s a great idea,” Quinn
said.

Finley took a sip of her drink. She set the
glass down on the table. Looked like she was searching for a
subject change.

Jake’s breathing returned to normal. He let out
a soft sigh as his heart rate slowed.

“What’s your stupid idea?”

Quinn cracked an enormous grin at the question.
“You’re still a little slut,” she whispered.

“I said shut your mouth, cock whore,” Finley
spat back.

Jacob covered his mouth with his hand.
Everything, the arousal, the jealousy, all the questions Quinn’s
quips had provoked, came surging back through him again.

They burst into a fit of giggles.

Finley took another sip.

Quinn leaned in closer. “What if I got you
Jake’s permission?”

The roaring in his ears nearly drowned out their
voices.

“What? You’re an idiot,” Finley said. She looked
off to one side and feigned disinterest.

Jake clutched his chest.

“How would you even do that?” Spoken like she
just couldn’t resist finding out. As if she were actually, even if
just in some small way, contemplating a reality where Quinn’s
proposition could come true.

Quinn smirked and narrowed her eyes. “Oh come
on. You might be a good actress but you’re not an idiot. How long
do you think it would take Jake to cave if he had the chance to
fuck your little sister? I’ve seen him looking at me.”

“You have not!” Fin snapped. “Jake’s not like
that!”

Quinn rolled her eyes. “Oh yeah, right. Jake’s
not a man. Come on, Fin. You remember the trip I took out
here? The motel rooms the three of us had to share?”

Now Fin’s eyes narrowed. “Yeah. I remember you
and those slutty little shorts you slept in.”

Quinn smiled and shrugged. “What? I was young.
What can I say? Besides it’s not like I minded, really. Jake’s
kinda cute.”

The arousal came screaming back. Somehow the
jealousy was a little less potent now, too. As visions of Quinn,
who he’d always had to work extra hard not to check out, started
playing out in his mind. This was all very wrong. Somehow this
latest development felt less wrong than what Quinn had been
suggesting Finley do. Still very wrong.

“You’re offering to fuck my husband so he’ll
agree to let your boyfriend fuck me?” Finley asked.

Quinn scrunched up her face. “Well when you put
it like that it sounds kind of gross.”

They both started chuckling.

Finley shook her head. “We should stop. In case
Jake comes up here. I don’t want him hearing any of this.”

Quinn shrugged. “Okay. Whatever. You don’t want
me to try then?”

Finley sighed. “I’m happy. We have a great
marriage. I’m not…I’m done being a slut and I like it that
way.”

Quinn nodded. “I get that. I’m kind of on the
way there myself. I just need to find a guy like Jake. Secure.
Dependable. Safe.”

Each word stabbed like pins into his heart. Even
though it was true. Even though it was something he knew he could
be proud of. He was a good man. A solid man and a good husband. He
always provided the best for Finley. Why did those words feel like
jabs coming from Quinn?

There was still the issue of “I’m done being a
slut,” to deal with. Finley? A slut? How come she'd never…said
anything? But that was just background noise now. In that moment
Jake didn’t want to be Secure. Dependable. Safe. He wanted to be
like the cool kids. Like stupid Johnny who couldn’t string a
sentence together but rode motorbikes and smoked cigarettes and who
fucked like a race horse.

“You know it’s probably for the best,” Quinn
said with a sigh. “I’ve been trying to wean myself off that python
for like six months now. Not an easy habit to break, as you can
tell.”

Finley just sat there not saying anything. Her
eyes seemed to glaze over. What the hell was she thinking? Was she
thinking about Johnny’s big python and what it would do to her?

The thought sent a shiver racing down Jake’s
spine. His cock went rock hard.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity,
Finley stirred from her stupor and stood up. “I’ll be right back.
I’ve gotta’ pee.” She walked right past the door.

Jake froze, terrified that she’d swing it open
to make sure he was still down on the couch watching the game. If
she did there was no way out. He was sitting there like a peeping
tom spying on them and there could be no excuse.

She didn’t. Waltzed right by lost in her
thoughts. A moment later the downstairs bathroom door clicked
shut.

Quinn sighed and leaned back in her chair.

The stairs to the second floor creaked above
Jake. It was Johnny. He was coming down to the kitchen. Sure enough
a few seconds later he stomped by and walked up to Quinn.

She looked up at him with what seemed to be a
slight disgust. “What?” she said.

“I want it.”

She huffed and rolled her eyes. Shook her head,
put a hand on his stomach and tried to push him away.

He didn’t budge. Just stood there staring at
her.

“Go away. I’m hanging out with my sister.”

“Your sister’s hot. Let’s go. I want to dump it
in your can.”

It was the most eloquent thing Jake had heard
him say since he got there.

“Gross,” Quinn muttered.

Johnny didn’t move. A few seconds later his hand
went to his crotch. He pulled down the grease-stained shorts he was
wearing. His schlong rose up like it was waking with a yawn.

Jake’s jaw fell. His eyes bugged. Disgusting
man. How could Quinn ever…

Johnny grabbed his tool by the root, swung it
out and smacked Quinn’s cheek with it.

“Oh, shit, gross!” she yelped. “Put that dirty
fucking thing away!” she hissed. “My sister’s in the bathroom. Did
you even shower after we had sex this morning? You stink!”

“It’s your pussy stink,” Johnny said. “Eat it.”
He smacked her cheek again.

Jake was convinced Johnny was about to get a
ball-sack full of fist from Quinn. He’d never even imagined anyone
treating a woman like that, far less getting away with it. His
mouth went dry from being open.

Quinn’s eyes darted to Johnny’s hardening cock.
She stared at it like she couldn’t bring herself to look away. It
was a horrible, veiny thing but just as big as she’d made it out to
be. And just as thick. Could have been a skinny girl’s thigh if it
weren’t capped with a fat, angry-red mushroom head.

“Eat it,” Johnny repeated.

Quinn rolled her eyes and sighed. Shook her head
again. Then she grabbed the middle of the bulging cock and opened
her mouth. Her eyes went up to Johnny’s then off to the side as she
put her lips over the head of his prick.

“You’re a dirty cock slut,” Johnny said, putting
a hand on the back of her head and mashing his dick into her
face.

A gurgling sound burbled out of the back of
Quinn’s throat. She started rocking back and forth.

Johnny watched her, hardening as she lubricated
his manhood with her spit. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and
yanked her off his meat. Tucked it back into his shorts where it
made a massive, long bulge down the left leg. “Upstairs. Let’s
go.”

Quinn sighed. “Just…hang on. I have to tell my
sister.”

“Bring your sister.”

“Shut up.”

At the same time Johnny turned around to leave,
Jake heard the bathroom door open. His heart pattered in his chest.
Johnny made no attempt to hide his raging erection as Finley padded
into the room.

“Oh. Hi Johnny!” she said, back to her good girl
voice. Her good girl act.

Time seemed to slow for Jake. It froze when
Finley’s eyes fell to Johnny’s monster of a prick poking out of his
shorts. Jake had a small cardiac event when her lips parted and she
sucked in the tiniest breath. Just as quickly she looked up and
forced a tight smile at Johnny. “Would you like a drink?” she said,
almost squeaking.

“Nah. Came down for Quinn. See ya’ later.” He
traipsed off into the hallway, then back upstairs to hide out in
the bedroom.

Finley looked at Quinn, who was blushing.

Jake felt like he was living in a fever
dream.

“You going to bed?” Finley asked.

Quinn’s shoulders slumped. She slouched in the
chair. “No,” she groaned. She hauled herself up off the chair.
“Johnny’s got an itch.”

Finley arched her brow in disbelief. “Now?” she
said.

“Just…I’ll be back in like, ten minutes.”

“You’re not seriously going to go up there
and…”

“Oh shut up Finley,” Quinn said. “You know what
he did when you were in the bathroom?”

“What?” Finley asked, her voice a whisper.

“Fucking came down here and slapped his dick
against my face. Told me he wants to dump a load in my can.”

Finley’s eyes bugged and her mouth made an O
shape.

“Yeah. I know,” Quinn said. “And you know what
I’m going to do about it? Go up there and let him use me. You think
about that for a second. Quinn Murphy letting a man treat her like
that. Gotta’ be something to it, right? I’ll be back in a bit.” She
shuffled down the hall and up the stairs.

Finley stood there transfixed for a minute.

Jake realized the position he was in just as she
turned to look at the door to the basement. Easing himself off his
perch he skittered down the stairs and jumped onto the couch just
as the door swung slowly open. He took a few deep breaths to try
and control his breathing.

Finley walked softly down the stairs.

Jake grabbed a fistful of chips and mashed them
into his mouth. Smiled at her when she plopped down on the couch
next to him. His whole body was screaming to shake her and demand
what the hell had just happened up there. “Hey,” he said, his voice
tighter than he’d hoped it would be. “How’s it going? You girls
having a good time?”

Finley smiled her pretty smile and shrugged.
“Fine. Quinn just had to go to the bathroom.” The smile faded
slightly. She glanced at the TV, then back at him. Her eyes fell to
his lap. She made a funny face.

Jake wondered if she could see his erection
beneath the bowl of chips.

She bit her lip. “Game any good?”

He coughed to clear his throat. “It’s alright,”
he said, unable to tear his eyes away from hers.

“Who’s winning?” she asked softly.

He glanced at the screen. “Infinity,” he
grunted.

Finley licked her lips. “Huh,” she said, turning
to look at the TV.

Jake kept staring at her, the walls of the room
seeming to shift around him when she put her hand on his knee. His
cock lurched as she rubbed his leg with her hand, then let it drift
up to the middle of his thigh. He glanced down at it. Was
she…coming on to him?

She looked down at her lap, then sideways up at
him. A slow smile spread across her lips. She bit her lower lip
again. “You want to do something naughty?” she whispered.

Chapter Four

A fleck of potato chip fell from his gaping
mouth onto the front of his shirt.

Finley chuckled and brushed it away. That, too,
was not Finley.

Just like that Jake saw the cracks start to
appear in her act. Finley would have scowled and scolded him
for eating like an animal. She would have told him to get the hand
vac and clean up his mess. She would not have removed the
bowl covering his crotch and set it on the end table next to the
couch.

Nor would she have swung a leg over his lap and
mounted him with the game still playing in the background. That
wasn’t Finley.

But that’s what she did.

The dress she was wearing settled around
them.

She shuffled forward and Jake felt her soft sex
through her underwear press against his throbbing cock. “What are
you…what are you doing?” he stammered.

Finley scrunched her nose up and giggled. She
covered her mouth with her hands. “Oh my gosh. I’m sorry. I don’t
know what got into me. I just…I miss you is all.” She started to
move off him.

Jake’s hands shot to her hips and he held her in
place. “No. It’s…it’s okay,” he whispered. “I really miss you,
too.” Why they should miss each other so much when they’d only just
had sex the day before was beyond him. He wasn’t about to
complain.

Her sly smile returned as she pressed into him
again. Her gaze fell to where his cock, stiff as steel, was
pressing into her softness. “Wow,” she said. “I guess you do. That
was fast.”

Jake’s cock throbbed against the fabric of her
panties. “Isn’t your sister going to be back soon?”

“I think we have a little while,” Finley
whispered. “I think my Mexican lasagne is working it’s magic.” She
giggled. Reaching down between them she tucked her hand into the
elastic of his sweats. Her fingers wrapped around his organ and she
pulled it out. “Jake,” she said, staring down at it. “You’re
so hard.”

His head started to spin. Because I heard you
talking to your sister. It was on the tip of his tongue but he
didn’t dare say it. “I really missed you,” he said instead.

Finley tucked her other hand under her sun
dress. She grimaced as she pried her underwear aside and poked
around with the head of Jake’s cock until she found her
opening.

All the terrible disgusting things he’d heard
Quinn say swirled together with the feeling of Finley’s soft wet
entrance. He groaned.

Finley put a hand over his mouth and giggled.
“Keep it quiet, mister.” Relaxing the muscles in her legs, she
lowered herself onto him. Her pussy gobbled up his hot prick. She
let out a sexy breath and tipped her hips forward, grinding her
pelvis over the top of his cock.

She started sliding up and down the shaft,
coating with her slick. Each dip inside her came easier, his cock
greased with her lubricant. The smell of it wafted up between
them.

“You’re…you’re so wet,” Jake said. He would have
smacked his forehead if his hands weren’t busy feeling up her ass.
He never talked to her like that.

And Finley, instead of being grossed out, opened
her mouth in the most delicious way. “Do you like it?” she asked
softly.

“Oh god you feel so good,” Jake said as his body
started to quake. He squeezed his eyes shut tight and tried to flex
the muscles at the root of his cock. He was going to blow into his
wife a minute after sliding into her. Suddenly turned into the
one-minute-wonder because he’d heard Quinn suggest Finley should
try taking Johnny’s cock out for a spin. That nearly tripped his
switch. His cock flexed inside her.

“Oh Jake,” she breathed. “Do it again.”

Clawing himself away from the climax that was
threatening to swallow him whole, Jake squeezed the muscles in his
ass and made his cock stiffen again.

“Holy smokes!” Finley squeaked. “We should do
this more often.” She started riding faster, her ass thumping
against his thighs as she twerked on his lap.

The world swirled around him, the walls of the
basement melting and re-forming as his pleasure loomed. Over the
now muted-sounding soccer announcers voice he heard the soft
squish, squish, squish of Finley’s pussy slobbering as it
took his tool. He gritted his teeth. His hands wandered over her
ass, feeling up the soft flesh covered up by her sun dress and
modest white underwear.

The tips of his fingers dipped into her ass
crack. Reality melded with his dirtiest fantasies as he felt the
cleft narrow and knew he was just inches from her ass hole. It
drove him wild and to the very edge of his release.

A second later and Fin was breathing next to his
cheek. Leaning over him and panting, her breath hot on his skin.
“Touch it,” she whispered.

His eyes snapped open. Her shoulder was in front
of his nose. Had she just said that? Had she just told him to touch
her ass hole? Or had he dreamed it? His inhibitions stripped by the
drunken state her and Quinn’s conversation had induced, he dared to
press against the place she’d never let him go. The tip of his
middle finger slipped over the eye of her dark target.

Finley sucked in a sharp breath.

“Fin? Finley?”

Jake’s body went stiff. It was Quinn. She was
back. Back upstairs and looking for her sister. He tried to pull
himself out of Finley, knowing she’d be mortified if they were
caught in this position.

Finley was having none of it. She braced her
hands against his collarbones and kept riding him on the sofa.
“Just a second!” she half-shouted, half-mewled up the stairs. “I’ll
be right there!” Then, for good measure, “don’t come down!”

Jake’s vision tunnelled as he stared in
disbelief at Finley. Her eyes were closed and her face was twisted
into an intense look of concentration. She was sliding up and down
his pole, her pussy squeezing it like a vise. “Deeper,” she
whispered.

Jake pressed his finger harder against her
taint.

Finley’s body erupted in a series of shakes. Wet
sluiced out of her, ran down his cock and coated his balls. Her
pussy suckled and slurped, trying to guzzle up his load as she
came.

And as stunned as he was by all of it, the
relief he felt at being able to release washed over him like ocean
waves. He gave in to the feeling, let the world disappear, as his
mind sank between his legs to the blissful feeling of his balls
emptying into his wife’s tight cunt.

It was over in a heartbeat. Finley slipping off
of him, tucking his cock back into his pants and underwear then
adjusting her own dress and clearing her throat. She was red-faced,
had a sheen of sweat on her forehead, but smiled as she leaned over
him and kissed him on the forehead. “Thanks,” she whispered. “I
needed that.” Giggling, she skipped up the stairs and into the
kitchen.

The world solidified around him again. The TV
seemed too loud and it took a few moments to realize why. Because
all Jake wanted was to sneak up the stairs and listen in on what
dirty things Quinn and Finley would cook up next.

So that’s what he did. Quiet as he could he
returned to his perch. The door, thankfully, had been left ajar
again.

“…couldn’t wait, huh?”

“Shut up, Quinn. At least my husband didn’t slap
me in the face with his cock and tell me he wanted to dump a load
in my can.”

“At least Johnny’s not my husband.”

They both started snickering.

“Did you come?” Quinn asked after a few seconds
of silence.

“That’s none of your business!” Finley snapped.
They sat there staring each other down. Finley started laughing.
“Yes, okay. Jake’s a really good lover.”

That warmed his insides and made them go
squishy.

“Ooh, listen to you little miss fancy pants.
Lover. That’s a good addition to your act.”

“It’s not an act, okay,” Finley protested. “It’s
who I am now.”

“Okay, okay. Whatever you say.”

Silence.

“Well?” Finley said.

“Well what?” Quinn countered.

“Did you?” Finley asked.

“Uh, yeah,” Quinn said, as if that should have
been totally obvious. “That’s not even a thing with Johnny. I don’t
even have to work at it. He just does it for me or something.”

“Really?” Finley asked. “You don’t have to,
like, squeeze and stuff?”

Quinn chuckled. “I’m a little too busy getting
thrown around like a rag doll,” she explained.

Jake’s chest started to tighten again. Did
Finley have to work at it with him? She didn’t seem to have any
complaints. She’d just said he was a good lover. A really
good lover. She wouldn’t have said that if she had to work at it.
Would she?

Quinn held up three fingers.

Finley’s jaw dropped. “You came three
times?”

“Yup.”

“You were only up there for like…” Finley
trailed off.

Quinn nodded. “Yup,” she said.

Finley closed her mouth and touched her
neck.

Jake pressed his back into the wall. His cock
twitched, despite his recent ejaculation.

Finley shook her head. “Whatever,” she said. But
she did not sound the least bit whatever about it.

And Jake couldn’t help but sink into the dark
part of his mind he kept hidden for late at night when he couldn’t
sleep. The imaginarium where the dirty things lived. He couldn’t
help but think of Quinn and Johnny’s big cock slapping her face.
And Finley coming down to the basement to squeeze him inside her
pussy for a quickie. And Quinn asking Finley if she wanted her to
sleep with him so he’d let her spread her legs for Johnny. And his
BFD.

And as he thought about all that a terror
gripped him. At the realization that once you think those things
you can’t really un-think them. They stay there in the dark place,
growing like mushrooms until there’s no more room for them in there
and they want to see the light of day.

His blood ran cold as he realized he was hard
again. And all because he’d thought of Finley’s pussy being
stretched by Johnny’s monster organ.

The worst part, though, came later. When he was
back on the couch trying to focus on the game. Then trying to focus
on anything but that vulgar vision in his imagination. Trying and
failing. Like it was the last thing he’d ever be able to think
about.

Like there would never be a way to chase it back
into the darkness where it belonged.

Unless…

Chapter Five

Finley and Quinn talked late into the evening.
It was almost one by the time she came up to the bedroom.

Jake had been lying in the darkness staring at
the ceiling still trying to come to grips with what he’d heard and
failing, for the most part. He watched her stumble around the room
as she wrestled with her clothes to get them off. Her soft giggle
sent a thrilling and dangerous arousal through him. Despite her
visit to the basement he’d been unable to suppress the erection
that had grown at hearing the rest of their conversation. One that
hadn’t fully deflated once in the nearly two hours he’d been up
there. It rose to full strength again as he watched her unclasp her
bra and slip it off her shoulders.

She crawled under the covers and slipped into
bed next to him.

He turned to look at her.

“Oh,” she said, giggling. “You’re still
awake.”

The scent of wine, her body wash and her own
feminine smell wafted toward him. “I’m still awake,” he
whispered.

“How was the rest of the game?”

He risked a glance down at her breasts. They
were mostly covered by the sheets. But he could just make out the
first hint of cleavage as she lay next to him. His cock throbbed.
“It was, uh, fine.”

“Just fine?” she asked.

“Nothing special.”

They lay there in silence for a few minutes, Fin
staring at him and chewing her lip. She cuddled closer still and
Jake felt an energy emanating from her. A hunger that needed to be
sated, despite Quinn and Johnny sleeping or doing god only knew
what, in the next room. “How was the rest of your time with your
sister?” he asked.

“It was fine.”

“Just fine?” he asked with a smile. Even that
question sent adrenaline coursing through his system. A part of him
would have given anything for Fin to swing a leg over his lap and
mount him again. Another part wanted to pickle in this strange mix
of emotions, worry and jealousy and fear of what he’d uncovered. He
wasn’t sure why. It provoked a bewildering taboo excitement and
filled him with a need for her.

She giggled again. “We had a good time. It was
nice catching up.”

Jake smiled at her. “What did you guys talk
about?” he asked, pretending like he had no idea. His heart skipped
a beat when Finley bit her lip and looked sideways up at the
ceiling. “You know,” she said after a moments pause. “Sister
stuff.”

He wasn’t sure if it was his imagination or if
she really did look different. Like she was hiding something.
Something wicked and a little bit sinister. And that got him going,
too. Fin being a bad girl. A dirty girl who kept secrets about her
past from her husband. Who play-acted the blushing bride but deep
down inside her there lurked a succubus. A seductress. “What kind
of sister stuff?” he whispered, at once terrified and hopelessly
aroused by what she might reveal. He shuddered when she put her
warm palm on his chest and scratched him gently.

“You want to know a secret?” she asked after a
lengthy silence.

His chest swelled. He hadn't known a person
could want to scream “yes!” and “no!” simultaneously. He moved his
hips to try and hide the sight of his cock flexing beneath the thin
sheet, his body answering for him. “What is it?” he asked.

The way she smiled at him was a little wicked,
too. “Quinn thinks she caught you looking at her,” she said
softly.

He was speechless. It was true he that he
had stolen glances at Quinn. True, too, that he had a
certain itch about her sister that tugged at his attention.
Hearing Finley say it out loud did something shameful to him.
“What?” he balked.

She smiled a little wider. “You know. The way
you’re supposed to look at me.” Her eyes were locked on his,
studying his reaction.

“That’s…that’s not…of course I didn’t!” he
protested. The crazy thing was she didn’t seem upset by what she’d
revealed. If anything she seemed like she was being playful. She
rubbed her hand on his chest, then slid it lower, over his abdomen
and toward his pelvis.

He watched it moving in disbelief. Like she was
trying to make a pass at him again.

“Jake it’s okay if you did,” she
said.

He looked at her again with wide eyes.
“What?”

“You’re a man. Men have needs. I get it. And
she’s…you know. Hot. Right?”

He lay there paralyzed by what she was saying
and the way her fingers were playing around his belly, the tips
threatening to scratch through his pubic hair. “What are you…what
are you saying?” he stammered.

Suddenly, and before he could do a thing about
it, her fingers slid under the elastic of his boxers and wrapped
around his rigid prick. “Is that what this is about? Is this for
Quinn?”

His face flushed red and he swallowed hard. What
the hell was happening here? “Finley what are you doing?” he asked
as she stroked up to the tip of his cock then back down to the
root.

“Come on,” she said. “I want to know. Do you
think Quinn’s pretty?”

“Oh god,” he breathed as her soft hand sent
pleasure shuddering through him. He looked into her eyes again. “I
don’t…I didn’t mean to look at her like that. If you want me to
apologize then…”

“Shh. I didn’t ask you to apologize for
anything. I said I understand, remember?”

He could barely remember his own name for the
way she was touching him. And why did it feel like his shy
submissive wife was dominating him?

“So? Do you have a thing for Quinn?” she asked,
then giggled. Her hand felt like heaven as she stroked his
meat.

“I mean…she’s very pretty. Just like you,” he
quickly added.

“Just like me but…different? Is that it?”

“Oh god, Finley,” he groaned a climax blossoming
between his legs. “That feels amazing.”

She leaned in and nibbled on his ear. “Is it
‘cause we’re sisters?”

He closed his eyes and tried to stem the rising
tide of pleasure that threatened to burst the dam between his legs.
“I…I don’t know,” he grunted. He looked sideways at her.

She was grinning, like she was giddy at
uncovering this dirty secret. “You ever think of Quinn when we’re
making bumpies?”

He gritted his teeth, the orgasm nearly getting
the better of him. He felt his cock flex in her hand and bunched
his hands into fists, resisting.

She let go of his member. Looked down his body
and watched it twitching, ready for release. Then she turned her
eyes on him again.

“What are you doing to me?” he asked, baring his
vulnerability with the question.

She giggled and the tips of her fingers
whispered up the underside of his cock. “Just having some fun.”

He nearly blurted who was Todd Bardson
and what did Quinn mean when she said you could drop the
act? Managed to stop himself as she took him in hand
again.

“She doesn’t mind, you know.”

“What?”

“Quinn. She doesn’t mind that you look at her
like that sometimes. She said she kind of likes it. She’s always
been about attention, though.” She squeezed his cock in her hand
and stroked him again.

“Oh my god you’re driving me crazy,” he moaned.
His mind swung in the direction of Quinn. Her long legs and the
pretty shape of her breasts and his wife next to him, masturbating
him and telling him it was okay that sometimes he thought dirty
things about her sister. It was terrible. And yet he felt like he
was flying.

“Oh really?” Finley asked.

When he looked into her eyes again there was the
glint of something wicked there. She leaned forward and kissed him
on the lips. “Can I ask you something?” Her voice was barely louder
than a breath but it roared in his ears. She paused her stroking
and let go of him again.

“Anything,” he said, trying but failing to
control his breathing. He was panting, gasping for air.

“I liked the way you used your mouth on me
yesterday,” she whispered. “I always wanted to ask but then I’d get
too shy,” she admitted, looking down at the pillow.

He took the opportunity to steal a glance at the
outline of her breast. Didn’t look away in time and she caught him.
And to his great surprise and delight she pulled the sheet lower,
exposing her left tit and the stiff nipple that crowned it. “Do you
want to suck it? Is that it?”

“So much,” he gasped. His cock stiffened to a
rigidity he never imagined flesh could have as she lifted her tit
to his mouth with her hand. He slurped the nipple through his lips
and started suckling.

“Feels good Jakey,” she said, running fingers
through his hair. “Feels so good it makes me sticky down between my
legs. Want to feel?”

Without letting go of her with his mouth he
nodded and grunted “yes,” the word muffled by her breast.

She took his hand and guided it between her
legs. Pressed his middle finger through the greased folds of her
pussy and into the soaked void within. “I want you to use your
mouth on me.”

His body stiffened. His tongue spun vicious
circles around her nipple. He dug his finger deep into her soaking
sex.

“On here,” she said, rubbing her clit. “I want
you to use your mouth on here.”

What Jacob wanted in that moment was slightly
different. He would have given anything to feel her hand on him
again. Or, better yet, to watch her spread her legs and invite him
into her receptacle. But he wasn’t about to let his lust spoil this
glorious moment, this great opening he suddenly felt was
happening between them. Getting up onto hands and knees he crawled
down her body taking the sheets with him and leaving a wet trail of
kisses down her belly as he went.

She drew her knees up and parted her thighs.

He drew in a deep breath savouring the musky
scent of her wetness. For the first time in, well, ever he
got a long and up-close look at her sweet pussy. Even the night
before he’d gotten right down to business. Now everything he’d only
felt so far could be seen. It wasn’t the pristine seam he had
imagined. The rippling folds were messy in a beautiful way, like
the petals of a flower. Slightly asymmetrical and very pink. And at
the very center, staring back at him, was the tiny hole that
brought him so much pleasure.

He shuddered at the thought.

“Come on Jake,” she mewled. “You’re gonna’ make
me shy if you keep looking at it.”

He nodded, acutely aware that he was on delicate
and untested ground. He leaned forward savouring her scent, and
pressed his lips against her entrance. The way her body shook as
his tongue swept up her groove made his cock flex against the
bed.

This was the beginning of something. Something
great. It was as if his prayers had been answered and Quinn had
been the angel sent to grant them.

Finley started panting.

Finding her clitoris with the tip of his tongue
he focused on it, swiping side to side then drawing tight circles
around it.

Her thighs pressed against his cheeks. She
reached up, grabbed her breasts and squeezed them.

Jacob’s eyes went wide at the sight. This was
what he’d dreamed of. Fin, his perfect wife, loosening up a little
bit. Just enough to get a little dirty with him.

He put his hands on her ass cheeks and pressed
his mouth tighter against her pretty puss.

Her hands came up, fingers sliding through his
hair. “Like that, Jake!” she squeaked. “Just like that!” And then
her body shuddered again, ass rising up off the bed, pussy mashing
against his face as she came with a tiny squeal. Her hand shot over
her mouth. She collapsed onto her back on the bed.

Jacob, his hunger for her having grown ravenous,
started climbing up the bed and between her legs. To his surprise
she sat up propped up on one elbow and reached down between them,
her hand wrapping around his cock again. She stroked him twice,
then closed her thighs and rolled onto her side and giggled.

“What are you doing? Don’t you…don’t you want
to…you know…”

“Come here,” she whispered, crooking a
finger.

Reluctantly he lay down on the bed next to her
where she’d patted her hand.

She put a hand on his shoulder and made him roll
onto his side with his back to her. Reached around and gripped his
cock again, stroking it in an even rhythm.

It wasn’t perfect. It wasn’t what he
really wanted. But hell, it was headed in the right
direction and if Finley wanted to jerk him off after that amazing
orgasm on the couch downstairs who was he to argue?

She kissed his back, her hand moving evenly back
and forth on his prick.

Pleasure flooded his mind as he felt the first
wave of climax looming over him. His eyes shot open when her hand
left his cock. Instinct kicked in, his body seeking what Finley had
just denied him. He tried to grab himself.

She grabbed his wrist. “Wait,” she
whispered.

“Ungh,” he grunted, the swell of bliss receding
back into his loins. “Wait?” he asked, panting.

Fin giggled behind him. “Will you do something
for me?”

Already dizzy with arousal and the need for
release, Jake’s mind spun even faster. Whatever it was, whatever
she wanted from him, he knew he would say yes. He would have done
anything for her in that moment. “What is it?”

“I want to wait until tomorrow.”

His heart sank and it felt like a hole opened up
in his chest. “What?” he croaked.

“I promise it’ll be better, ‘kay?”

“You want…you want to wait to…”

“To finish you. I want to wait.”

Okay anything but this one thing. Wait?
To finish? Until tomorrow? He’d never get to sleep. “Fin, I…” he
began.

She put her hand over his mouth. “Just wait. You
can. I know you can. You have to promise not to touch yourself
okay? And then you’ll see. It’ll feel so much better
tomorrow.”

Thing was it should have been easy. He’d already
had a climax just a few hours ago. Normally he went days between
trysts. But getting through the night seemed utterly impossible
considering the state she’d worked him into. “I won’t be able to
sleep.”

“Yes you will. You’ll see. Promise me you won’t
touch yourself?”

Was she being cruel on purpose? What was this
game? He wasn’t the kind of guy to let his wife dictate the
rules of his own arousal and how he handled it. But one glance over
his shoulder to find Fin sweetly smiling at him, her expression
filled not with cruelty but mischief, had his heart melting, had
him feeling like he was falling in love with her all over again. He
couldn’t help but smile back. “Fin? What is this?”

She raised an eyebrow. “Do you trust me?”

“Of course I trust you.”

“Then just do this thing for me. I promise it’ll
be worth it, ‘kay?”

Though the curiosity was nearly killing him, he
nodded. “Okay,” he said.

“Okay,” she echoed. Then she pulled the sheets
up over both of them and put her arm around his waist and closed
her eyes to sleep.

Chapter Six

He did sleep. But his dreams were filled with
erotic visions he’d never even fantasized about when he was awake.
Dominated mostly by a scantily-clad Finley gallivanting around
their house, they were also occasionally peppered with lewd glances
at her equally inappropriately-dressed sister, Quinn.

He woke at eight to find himself alone in bed.
Groaned and prayed that Fin was in the bathroom and would be back
any second to release him from the erotic prison in which she’d
left him just hours before. His spirits sank when he heard her
downstairs talking to Quinn in the kitchen.

Was she really going to make him wait all day?
Or worse? No. She’d promised that she’d finish him tomorrow.
He groaned again when he’d realized that she’d said that
today, having come up to bed after midnight.

He winced as his erection taunted him when he
got out of bed. The ache was almost painful. Had to bend over
forward to go pee. It poked out through his underwear and shorts no
matter how he adjusted it.

How am I going to show my face down
there?

Knew full well he couldn’t spend the whole day
just hiding out upstairs. He wondered if maybe Fin was just being
kind letting him sleep in. Maybe if she knew he was awake…

“Fin?” he called out down the stairs.

The voices stopped and he heard her bare feet
padding across the hall. She smiled up at him. “Morning!” she
said.

It took a moment to connect what was making him
balk. It was her outfit. Plaid cotton pyjama pants. Fine. That was
normal. But the shirt? A tight white T that made it very clear her
breasts were unconstrained. “Fin can you…come up here please?”

She giggled as she glanced at his bulging
midriff. “You come down here. Quinn and I are having coffee in the
kitchen. Come have a cup.”

He made and “are you serious?” face. That only
set her laughing harder. “Fin…I…” He blushed at what he was about
to say. I need your help with this thing. Sighed with relief
when climbed the stairs and came to stand on the one before the
landing.

She looked at his cock again. “Come downstairs,”
she said softly.

“Fin I…I can’t. Not like this. At least let
me…let just…I’ll take care of it myself.”

She shook her head. “No you won’t, mister. Or
you’ll regret it.” She was still smiling with her eyes but not her
lips. “You said you trust me, remember?”

“Yes,” he said.

“Then come downstairs. You won’t be
disappointed.”

He sighed again, this time in frustration, as
she turned and walked back down. This was not funny to him. It was
verging on making him upset. But watching Finley’s pretty little
ass wag as she descended the stairs, then disappear around the
corner gave him the feeling.

It was the only way he could describe a
sensation he loathed. Normally it was kept at bay with regular sex.
It was the frustration born of knowing that only Finley with her
tight and pretty holes held the key to his proper release.
No amount of self-stroking would ever bring him the satisfaction
that unloading into her did. He could disobey her and disappear
into the bathroom. Rub one out before going downstairs. But then
what? The need of her would return and what would she do, knowing
he’d broken his promise. He swallowed as he contemplated the
possibilities. He could only contemplate the ugliest of them for a
second. That she’d withhold herself from him. Deny him the
privilege and the pleasure of her interior.

A little angry and quite confused, he followed
her down the stairs. His jaw fell as he walked into the kitchen
trying to hide his boner.

Quinn was sitting at the table. One foot on the
floor, the other up on a chair. She was wearing an almost identical
t-shirt to Finley’s. White and tight enough that it was clear she,
too, was bra-less underneath it. What really got him was the sight
of her long, bare legs parted to reveal the pink, cotton panties
she was wearing.

No man would have had the strength to not even
glance at them. His was closer to a stare. When he finally managed
to yank his eyes away and look at her she was wearing that
unnerving, smirking smile that he hated but that somehow drove him
crazy. He cleared his throat and did his best to pretend like he
hadn’t seen anything. “Good morning, Quinn,” he said, forcing a
smile. He shuffled over to the table and sat down hoping she hadn’t
noticed his morning wood.

“Morning,” Quinn replied, eyes returning to her
phone as she thumbed through the news.

Finley brought over a steaming mug of coffee.
She looked deep into his eyes and smiled, then kissed his cheek.
“You sleep okay?” she asked.

“Fine. Thanks,” he said.

Without looking up, Quinn smirked again. “You
guys are gross,” she said. She shifted in her chair.

Jacob did his gentlemanly best to not glance at
the way her boobs moved beneath her shirt. But those long pokies
wouldn’t have it. They drew his eyes as her tits swayed and swelled
beneath the cotton.

He could see her foot propped up on the chair,
so similar to the one Fin had mashed against his face a few nights
past. So similar but different. His cock strained when she
wiggled her pretty toes.

“We’re not gross,” Fin replied, stepping around
him and putting her hands on his shoulders. She rubbed them.

It sent a shiver racing down his back.

“We just love each other,” she said, bending
over him, her hands running down his chest and stomach and settling
over his pelvis.

He stiffened in his chair. What was this now?
What was happening? It was like he hadn’t woken up, or had walked
back into his dream except every dirty thing his mind had conjured
had turned real. “Where’s Johnny?” he asked, trying to change the
subject and keep himself sane.

Quinn tapped a button on her phone, turning off
the screen, and leaned back in her chair. “Out working on the
bikes,” she said.

And there was Fin still hovering over him,
planting kisses on his neck even as he stared at Quinn.

Quinn who stared back with that smug expression
as if she knew that Finley’s fingers were just inches from his
rigid prick.

He drew in a shuddering breath when Finley
tucked those fingers down into his shorts. His instinct was to push
back. But there was Finley, pinning him in place as the tips of her
fingers grazed against his swollen cock. He stifled the urge to
jump out of his seat. This was madness. He felt delirious.

“Do you love me, sweetie?” Finley whispered next
to his ear.

Her breath on his neck sent another shiver
ripping through him. His cock hardened as she wrapped her hand
around it. He tried to turn to look at her but she kept her cheek
pressed against his, making it impossible. “Of course I do,” he
said.

Quinn rolled her eyes and shook her head, that
look of ennuireturning to her expression as she picked up
her phone and perched it on her taut belly.

His eyes darted to her toes as she wiggled them
again.

Fin caressed his organ.

The room began to spin. Or maybe it was his
head.

“Hey.” Johnny’s low grunt came from behind
him.

Quinn looked up and past him. “Hey,” she said,
then sighed.

“It’s almost lunch.”

Quinn exhaled. “It’s nine o’clock,” she
said.

“Been up since five,” Johnny stated.

Quinn, looking like she was about to groan,
looked off to one side of the kitchen. She hauled herself up out of
her chair and walked past them. “Excuse us,” she muttered.

A moment later he heard her trudging up the
stairs behind Johnny.

Jake was vaguely disappointed that she’d left.
But his faculties returned with her gone, the realization of just
how bizarre this all was dawning on him. “Finley what are
you doing?” he asked, trying to push away from the table again.

She wouldn’t let him. “What?” she said, either
faking innocence or genuinely bewildered by the question.

“Your sister was right there,” he said
through clenched teeth.

“Yeah. Did you like that? I saw you
looking.”

“Looking?”

“I saw you looking at her pretty feet.”

His pupils constricted, the light in the kitchen
suddenly blinding. “I…I was not…”

“They’re not as pretty as mine though, are
they?” Finley whispered. She stroked up and down the length of his
stiff cock.

In an instant nothing mattered but reaching the
finish line. He didn’t care whether Quinn had seen her sister tuck
her hand into his pants. Didn’t give a flying hoot about the
reasons behind Finley’s outrageous behaviour. All he cared about
was her warm palm choking his muscle and trying to draw the seed
out of him.

“You sure have a thing for feet,” she said.

He braced himself against the table. It was
true. He did have a thing for feet. Finley’s feet. Though Quinn’s
had been alluring, he had to admit. The memory of her wiggling toes
tipped him toward the edge.

A soft creaking sound came from upstairs. Steady
and even. It took a moment before he realized what it was. Bed
springs. Bed springs groaning in a way they sometimes did when him
and Finley’s bumpies became particularly vigorous. It was joined by
a higher, more human noise. Moaning.

Blood rushed to his cock. Quinn was upstairs
with her boyfriend tending to his needs.

“Johnny’s got an appetite,” Finley whispered.
Her mouth made a wet sound and a moment later she swiped her tongue
along his ear.

“Finley what has gotten into you?” he seethed,
his nails scratching across the tabletop as she jerked him
harder.

“Do you like it?”

As much as he wanted answers there was one thing
he wanted more than anything else. Release. He grabbed the table
and steadied himself as Finley’s other hand moved underneath his
balls, cupped them and squeezing ever so gently. “Yes,” he said,
his voice shaking. “So much.” He heard her smile next to his
ear.

“Okay Jakey,” she said. “You can do it now. You
can finish.”

He’d never heard sweeter words. He grunted. Bent
forward.

Finley expertly manipulated his cock and balls
with just the right amount of pressure.

The dam burst. His body spasmed. He shook the
table. Semen flooded through his cock, spewing out into his
underwear and coating Finley’s hand. He’d never done something so
dirty with his wife. Wave after enormous wave of orgasm rolled
through him, dousing his brain with pleasure.

Finley slowed her stroking. Stretched out the
highest peak of his climax like it was chewing gum. As he passed
the apex she seemed to know, jerking him faster as the cum he’d
loosed, already cooling, brought him back into his usual self.

He stared at the table when she stopped. This
was about as far away from “making bumpies in the dark” as they
could get. And the only thing that had changed between them was
that Quinn and Johnny were upstairs doing the nasty. Was that it?
Was Finley’s sister somehow driving this change in her
demeanour?

He looked down at his lap as Finley pulled her
hands out of his pants. They were coated in his semen. No “ew” or
“gross” or embarrassed giggling accompanied their withdrawal. She
just stepped to the side and wiped the mess off on her shirt.

He finally found the nerve to turn and look her
in the eyes. He was, once again, greeted by her mischievous
expression.

She folded her arms beneath her breasts and
poked her tongue against the inside of her cheek. Like she was
daring him to ask what the hell has gotten into you? “Did
you like it?” she asked instead.

He couldn’t hold her gaze. Turned his eyes
toward the ground as his face heated with embarrassment again.
“Yes,” he said quietly.

Finley spun around and plopped her plush tush on
his lap. Wrapped her arms around his neck. Got right up in his face
with hers until he had to look her in the eyes again.
“Quinn’s got you all hot and bothered, doesn’t she?”

The question somehow helped him find his
footing. Felt like it put him back into his rightful place. At the
head of their marriage and not being led down the path to sin by
this absolute vixen of a woman his wife had turned into. He shot
her scowl. “Don’t you turn this around on me,” he growled. “You’re
the one that’s acting different. You’re…you’re unrecognizable,
Finley. What is it about your sister? How’s she doing this to
you?”

Finley burst into an infuriating yet oddly
arousing set of giggles. She shrugged. “I don’t know. Quinn’s got
her whole bad girl thing with her motorbikes and her big tough
boyfriend. I guess it takes me back.”

“Back to where?” he demanded.

“Back to, you know, being young again.”

A cold dread filled him. The name Todd Bardson
resurfaced in his mind. “And what, exactly, does that mean?”

“You know,” Finley said. “Being young and
carefree.”

A sliver of worry dug into his mind and stayed
there. Young and carefree? How carefree had Finley been? “Quinn’s
thug boyfriend makes you think of being young and carefree?”

“Yeah,” she said, her smile fading, a puzzled
frown replacing it. “What’s wrong?”

He looked off to the side, slightly embarrassed
by the question on the tip of his tongue and the jealousy driving
it. Jealousy he could do absolutely nothing about. Because Todd
Bardson and whatever he represented were locked in the past and
couldn’t be changed. “Nothing’s wrong,” he muttered. But it felt
like everything was.

“Something’s wrong. Tell me,” Finley said. “I
thought you’d like your morning surprise.”

“I liked it,” he barked. “But in front of your
sister, Finley? That’s so wrong!”

“Oh puh-lease,” she groaned. “You think she’d
get offended when she just excused herself to go upstairs and get
her pussy destro…” Finley clapped a hand over her mouth.

Jake’s eyes bugged and his jaw dropped.

“Getting pizza. Want any?”

They both turned to see Johnny standing in the
doorway.

Chapter Seven

A few seconds later Quinn slipped past Johnny,
still not wearing any pants. Her face was red. Eyes bleary.
Her gait was stiff. The walk of a woman whose pussy had just
been destroyed by her big dick boyfriend but who seemed
utterly unashamed.

“I like Hawaiian!” Fin piped up. She jumped off
Jacob’s lap and skipped out of the kitchen.

Quinn plopped back down in her chair and picked
up her phone again. “That’s fine,” she said.

“Be back in twenty,” Johnny said. He turned and
walked out the front door.

Jake wanted to jump up and follow Finley up the
stairs but somehow that didn’t sit right. It would be rude to walk
out and leave Quinn by herself. Even though it felt a little
humiliating to be sitting there, knowing that she’d surely seen
Finley fondling him. So he sat stiffly in his chair watching Quinn
pick through the internet.

As the silence stretched between them Jake felt
a horrifying urge grip him. It stretched through him like an
elastic until it was ready to snap. Making sure her eyes were still
on her phone, he leaned back ever so slightly in his chair and let
his eyes dance beneath the table.

He stifled a gasp at what he saw. Quinn’s
pretty, pink panties were a shade darker than when he’d first spied
them. Darker because they were wet. And from under the elastics
that held them tight against her lovely thighs, leaked a yellowish
fluid.

Quinn’s pussy was disgorging what Johnny had
deposited in it. It was disgusting but Jake couldn’t help his
arousal. Something about the fact that this was his wife’s
sister just sitting there leaking Johnny’s jizz onto their
kitchen chair twisted him in just the right way. She was dirty and
she didn’t care.

He leaned forward again and wiped the sweat that
had beaded on his brow. Couldn’t take his eyes off her still.
Pretty Quinn with her nice titties and her defiled pussy casually
thumbing through the news while it emptied.

She must have finally felt the weight of his
gaze because she looked up. “What?” She turned to the side and
perched her foot back up on the chair. That gave Jake a good view
of her lithe leg.

He flushed when he realized he was staring.
“Nothing,” he muttered. “You always walk around without pants
on?”

Quinn looked at him with distaste. “Is that a
problem for you?” she asked.

This made his cheeks go even redder. “It’s just
not very appropriate,” he said, eyes darting to the table to avoid
looking at her.

She stuck a finger in her ear and twisted. Wiped
it on her shirt then picked her nose. “It’s not very appropriate
for your wife to jerk you off in front of her sister either, is it?
Don’t hear you complaining about that.”

His face went redder still. “What is it with you
two?” he growled looking up at her from under his brow.

“What?” Quinn asked.

“What?” Jacob said, mocking her tone. Before her
and Johnny had arrived he’d promised himself he’d be on his best
behaviour. But in the last twelve hours he’d felt his grip on
reality slipping. Finley seemed to be turning into a sex addict.
Quinn disappearing upstairs any time Johnny got an urge. This was
not the way proper people behaved. And what was worse was that it
all seemed to be coalescing inside him. Thinking of Finley and her
suddenly roaring libido. Thinking of what her and Quinn had talked
about the night before. Was that what this was all about?

“Holy shit what crawled up your ass and died?”
Quinn asked with a sneer.

“Maybe it has something to do with you excusing
yourself to service your boyfriend,” he shot back, then realized
how cruel he sounded. “I’m sorry,” he said, putting up both hands.
“I’m sorry. I don’t know why I said that.”

Quinn stared at him for a long time then
shrugged. “Whatever. It’s okay.”

“No. That was rude. You’re our guest. I want you
to feel comfortable. It’s just…”

Quinn waited for him to finish the sentence.
“It’s just what?” she asked when he didn’t.

He looked up at her. His eyes wandered along her
features. So similar to Finley’s. They could have been twins. He
realized that maybe there was an opportunity here. Maybe Quinn
could throw some light on Finley’s strange behaviour. Maybe all he
had to do was ask? “It’s just…Fin’s been so different since you got
here. It’s…confusing.”

Quinn tossed her phone on the table and leaned
back in her chair. “Oh. That.”

He nearly groaned in frustration at the
non-answer. “What do you mean oh that? Have you…have you noticed
something?”

Quinn shrugged. She opened her mouth to speak,
then shook her head. “I don’t see her day to day. How would I know
if she’s being different or not?”

“What were you about to say?” Jake asked.

“What?”

“You just opened your mouth and then didn’t say
anything. What were you going to say?”

Quinn shook her head. “I can’t remember,” she
said.

Jake felt his blood start to boil. He felt the
urge to stomp upstairs, shake Fin and demand an explanation.
For all of this. For everything weird that had gone on in the
damned house since her sister had shown up. He quelled the rage
with a deep breath. “But you did say oh that. Which to me
means that you must have noticed something is up with Fin. Somehow
she’s acting different right?”

“I guess,” Quinn said, looking off to one
side.

Jake dug his nails into his thighs and had to
work to unclench his teeth. “Well do you have any idea why that
would be?” he asked.

Quinn scrunched her nose up. “I don’t know. Old
habits die hard, I guess.”

“Old habits?” he asked. “What old habits?”

She opened her mouth to speak again.

Jake leaned forward, shifting to the edge of his
seat and bracing himself for whatever might come out of Quinn’s
slutty mouth.

After holding her breath for a moment she shook
her head. “Yeah, no. I’m not giving away Quinn’s secrets. You can
go ask her yourself.”

That cold jealousy came back at hearing the word
secrets. It started just above his crotch and worked it’s
way up to his throat. “What secrets?” he asked stiffly.

“I told you. Go ask her yourself. That’s her
business if she wants to tell you.” She couldn’t have been more
unhelpful.

His desire to be polite to Quinn vanished. He
pushed his chair away from the table. “Fine,” he said. “Maybe I
will.”

“Knock yourself out,” Quinn replied with a grin.
She picked up her phone and swiped it open again.

Quelling his growing rage he walked upstairs
cursing Quinn under his breath.

Finley was in the shower.

Normally Jacob would have waited for her to
finish. But he felt a powerful need to assert himself. To
re-establish dominance, restore things to their natural order.
Sure, he’d been the one to ask Finley to shake up their sex life.
But now he felt like it was being shaken up in strange ways he
couldn’t control. And that felt weird. This would be a good way to
show Finley who the boss was. He opened the door without knocking
and stepped into the steam-filled air.

The first sight of rivulets of water streaming
sensuously down Finley’s naked body made him freeze. He swallowed
back the tightness in his throat but could do nothing about the
tightness that formed instantly between his legs. She was turning
slowly, currently had her back to him, giving him a pristine view
of her perfectly shaped and deliciously plump ass.

She kept turning, her breasts coming into view,
then the big bush of her pubic hair. She didn’t miss a beat when
she saw Jacob standing there. A smile formed on her lips. “What are
you doing in here mister?” she teased.

He cleared his throat and tried to regain
control of his senses. Arousal had started throbbing through him at
the sight of her naked body and now his cock was waking up again.
Stretching, tenting his recently soiled shorts. “I…I need to ask
you something.”

Finley nodded and looked at him with a
thoughtful expression. “Okay,” she said.

He cleared his throat again. How did one start
these conversations? Pardon me but what secrets are you hiding from
me? Who is this Todd Bardson fellow and why would you not let your
sister elaborate on the thing that happened with him?

“Jakey?”

“What?”

“You said you had a question? Can you close the
door? It’s getting kind of cold in here.”

“Oh,” he muttered, reaching for the handle. “Of
course.” He shut it. “Quinn…” he began, then found himself at a
loss for words.

A slow smile crept across Finley’s lips. “Quinn
again, huh?”

“No it’s not like that!” he said.

She chuckled and shook her head. “Who would have
thought you’d be so dirty, Jacob,” she said.

“This is not a dirty thing!”

“Okay,” she said, though sounded like she did
not believe him at all. “What is it then?”

He steeled himself. “Quinn said something about
secrets.”

“Secrets?” she asked softly.

“Your secrets. That she wasn’t going to give
away any of your secrets. What was that? What was she talking
about?”

Finley’s smile faded. Her expression looked
downright cold as she stared at him. “When were you talking to
Quinn about my secrets?”

That word again. Made him go hot and cold all
over. Like, was she admitting she had them? “We were
just…downstairs. I asked…”

Shit.

Well now he’d painted himself into a corner.
Couldn’t say why he’d been talking to Quinn without revealing he
thought that Finley was acting different. And who knew how that
would go if he told her that?

Finley’s eyes narrowed. “That bitch,” she
hissed, interrupting his thoughts.

Jacob balked at the profanity. It was last night
all over again. Hearing her call Quinn a bitch sent the same
dangerous thrill rushing through him he’d felt at hearing her call
Quinn a cock slut. Something inside him snapped. “Finley!”
he barked. “What is wrong with you? You don’t talk like that! And
what are these secrets? This is driving me crazy!”

She furrowed her brow. “Driving you crazy? What
do you mean driving you crazy? Didn’t you say she just now told you
about…”

“So you do have secrets. Secrets you’re keeping
from me.”

Her eyes narrowed and she shook her head. “You
are going crazy. What is wrong with you? How’d you get so
worked…”

“I am not going crazy! I said you are
driving me crazy!” he shouted, realizing only after it was
out how loud it must have sounded downstairs. His face turned red
again. He felt like punching the mirror.

Finley just kept staring at him. Standing there
naked and not caring about it one whit. Watching him like she was
looking through the observation window of a nineteenth century
insane asylum. Or that’s what it felt like, at least. “Do you want
to talk about this?” she finally asked.

“Yes I want to talk about this!” he said,
sounding just as testy as he felt. He felt the need to fill the
silence that stretched between them. “Because don’t you think
things have been a little weird?”

“Weird?”

“Quinn walking around without any pants on and
you and your…masturbating me across the table from her!
It’s…this isn’t like you! What’s going on here? I demand to
know!”

Her expression softened. She licked her lips.
Turning, she twisted the faucet and the water stopped. She swept
open the shower curtain.

Jacob gasped at the sight of her beautiful wet
body, now with absolutely nothing between them.

“Can you pass me my robe?” she asked.

Suddenly shy at Finley’s lack of shame he turned
away. Reached up and took the robe she wanted off the hook and
handed it to her without looking at her.

“Thanks,” she said.

“You’re welcome,” he muttered.

She put the robe on, grabbed a fresh towel and
stepped out of the shower. “Maybe we should go to the bedroom,” she
said, then turned without waiting for him and walked out through
the door.

The feeling gripped him again. That out
of control feeling that made him feel like he was flailing on the
inside. Secrets? What secrets? She shouldn’t have secrets. Good
women didn’t keep secrets from their husband. He followed her into
the bedroom and shut the door.

Chapter Eight

Finley wrapped her wet hair in the towel and
kept it on her head. She patted the spot on the bed next to where
she was seated. “Want to come sit?“ she asked.

“I’m fine,” he said from where he was standing
by the door. He needed space. And breathing seemed easier standing
up.

“Suit yourself,” Fin said. “So what, exactly,
did Quinn say?”

He took a deep breath to steady himself. “She
said she wasn’t going to give away your secrets.”

Fin gave a slow nod and tucked her lips between
her teeth. “And the conversation you were having that started this
was…?”

Again his face flushed. His treacherous body
making him utterly incapable of holding any cards close to his
chest. It was all just out there for Finley to see and put together
however she saw fit. “We were just…talking.”

“About?” she asked, cool as a cucumber.

He thought maybe a half-truth would get him
closer to the answers he so desperately wanted. “I just…she saw
you, you know?”

“Saw me?”

“She saw you touching me.”

Fin raised an eyebrow and snickered. “Well, duh.
She was right there across the table.”

A fresh blast of heat to the face. “Finley that
is wholly inappropriate behaviour.”

“You didn’t seem to mind,” she replied with a
half smile.

He let out an exasperated breath. “That is not
the point.”

“What does this have to do with what you said to
Quinn?”

“I asked…I asked her…I asked her if she thought
your behaviour was any different.”

Finley thought about this for a half a second
then shook her head and sighed. “Okay. Look this is just going in
circles and honestly it seems like it’s about to turn into some big
thing which is the last thing I want with my sister and her stupid
boyfriend here.”

He felt like an over-inflated tire someone had
just mashed the valve on. Some of the tension that had been
building up over the course of the morning, left him. “That’s
good,” he said, feeling like he was getting closer to an
explanation about all this. “I don’t want some big thing either.
It’s just…” He almost blurted what he’d overheard the night
before.

Finley sighed again and her shoulders sagged.
“Okay I’m not really sure what to say here,” Finley said.
“Quinn…Quinn and I haven’t always been the nicest sisters to each
other.”

Not what he expected but still it was progress.
He gave an empathetic nod and stayed quiet hoping she would fill in
the silence with more explanation.

“We just…when we see each other we just fall
into all these old patterns. It’s stupid. We’re so much older now.
I think we both know how we’re supposed to behave but just
have a hard time doing it. You know? You’re a certain person with
someone for so long it’s hard to just…be someone else all of a
sudden, or whatever.”

Not exactly clear but he had some inkling of
what she was getting at. His anxiety fading, he crossed the room
and sat down next to Finley where she’d patted the bed. “Okay,” he
said quietly. “I get that. But still. Isn’t…isn’t what you did a
little weird?”

She smirked and shrugged. “I guess. I was just
being silly.”

“I know, Finley, but your sister was right
there.”

She turned and shot him a skeptical look. “Yeah.
I know. You were the one staring at her underwear.”

Another hot flash sent him on the defensive.
“I…I was not!” he sputtered.

Finley just kept staring at him.

“What? Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Um, Jacob, you’re lying to me right now.”

His face felt like it was on fire. “I…I…”

She put a hand on his leg. “Hey. I told you.
It’s okay. Whatever. Quinn’s a cutie. You’re a man. I don’t care. I
was just having some fun. I thought you’d like it.”

In that moment it dawned on him. What was so
disturbing about all this was not what he’d overheard or the shift
in Finley’s personality. It was the fact that she was suddenly so
casual about sex. The Finley that only liked making bumpies in the
dark was suddenly giving hand jobs in the kitchen with her sister
right across the table. And on top of it she seemed perfectly fine
with him checking out her sister. Something she’d said started
gnawing at the base of his brain. “Finley?” he whispered.

“Yeah?”

“What…old patterns were you talking about?”

She looked at him again and her expression made
him feel like she was weighing whether she should tell him the
truth or not. He couldn’t tell how much time passed before she
opened her mouth to speak again but it felt like an eternity. He
spent the time wondering whether he should try and squeeze the
toothpaste back into the tube and pretend none of this had
happened.

“Okay,” Finley finally said. “I guess in the
back of my mind this is how I expected things to go. Fucking
Quinn,” she said, shaking her head.

The f-bomb startled him. “And all this swearing,
Finley,” he said.

“Sorry,” she muttered. “I didn’t…well, I guess I
did realize it bothers you.”

“Doesn’t it bother you? You never talk like
that.”

“No,” she replied. “Not anymore.”

An electric thrill accompanied the sinking
sensation in his gut. Like what she was about to say was going to
break his whole world apart. “What do you mean ‘not anymore?’”

Another sigh from Finley. “Okay,” she said.
“Here we go then.”

Jake clutched at the sheets on the bed like it
was about to turn into a roller coaster.

“I’m not the same…no. I was a different person
before I met you, Jacob.”

Wheeee!

He swallowed. Took a deep breath to try and undo
the knot in his stomach. At least partially. “A different person? A
different person how?” he asked.

Finley flashed a look somewhere between pity and
empathy. “Are you sure you want to do this right now? With Quinn
here? Maybe we can just…”

“Do this?” he shot back. “What are we doing? I
thought you were just telling me…”

“I just mean…this is kind of coming out of
nowhere. I don’t want it to upset you or anything.”

“Why would it upset me?” he asked, voice as
tight as his stomach felt.

“I don’t know. It seems so long ago now. But
you’re…you’re different than the people I used to spend time
with.”

“Just say it, Finley.”

She bit her lip and thought for a minute. “Quinn
and I used to have this thing. Also stupid. We were mean to each
other, like I said. And I think she started it. Yeah. I’m pretty
sure she did. I was dating this guy and…”

Jake’s nostrils flared. He did his best to calm
himself. Finley had vaguely mentioned she’d had a relationship with
someone before. He hadn’t pried. Figured it was her business. But
it had twisted him up inside a little. Took a few weeks to purge it
from his mind. It hadn’t been a horrible feeling, thinking of her
with someone else, but it hadn’t been comfortable. “And…” he
prompted.

“Long story short she slept with him.”

Jake’s jaw fell. “What? While you two
were…dating?”

Finley nodded and smirked. “I know, right?”

“Fin I’m…I’m so sorry.”

Her expression turned to puzzlement. “Sorry? Oh
no that’s not the whole story.”

Jake swallowed hard and waited.

“So, whatever. I was mad at her for a while.
Then I thought I forgave her. Then she started dating this
guy. Another one of her meat-heads, I forget his name, and so, you
know, I like, got her back.” Finley smiled, then giggled at the
memory.

Jake’s palms started to sweat. “You did
what?”

“I got her back,” she said, obviously pleased
with herself.

His heart was thumping. The last thing he wanted
to do was jump to conclusions but how many different ways of
getting her back could there be? “Got her back how?” he
whispered.

Finley looked confused. She put her palms out
and up. “I…you know. I slept with him.”

Jacob felt like someone had turned up the
gravity in the room. He felt so heavy he thought he might disappear
into the mattress. “You…you slept with a guy your sister was
dating?” Saying it out loud made him break out in a cold sweat.

“She started it,” Fin said, looking annoyed.

He sat there rolling that little tidbit around
in his mind. After a few passes managed to talk himself into
believing it wasn’t so bad. Okay. So Finley had slept with someone
other than him. He hadn’t expected that. They’d never talked about
their past. He’d just assumed that, coming from a religious family,
she hadn’t…done that before.

What was more troubling was that the tightness
in his stomach was spreading. Up to his throat. And down. Down to
his cock. Engorging it. Making it ache.

“Okay. Whatever,” he finally whispered. “So you
were mean to each other. Everyone makes a mistake now and again
right?” He was trying to convince himself that’s all it was, as
much as he was saying it for Finley.

“Well that’s the thing.” She bit her lip again
and looked at him. This time she looked guilty.

Jake’s vision zoomed in on her face. A burst of
adrenaline flooded through him. A fight or flight response. He
considered running but found he couldn’t move his legs. “What’s the
thing?” he asked, mouth dry, voice raspy.

“It kind of turned into this whole thing.” She
rolled her eyes and shook her head and smirked again like this was
all no big deal. “Every time one of us would hook up with
someone the other one would be right there. Waiting to pounce.
After a while it just kind of became a, I don’t know, like a
game.”

The blood whooshed from his extremities straight
into his penis. It got so hard it felt like it was going to fall
off. “A game? How many…how many of these games did you
play?”

Finley frowned and looked up toward the ceiling,
then shook her head. “I don’t know. I didn’t really keep
count.”

Jake wanted to scream. Throw out all that rage
as audible energy. Which was infuriating in itself because he did
not see himself as that kind of guy. He was Jacob. Always calm.
Always collected. Master of his domain. Keeper of his wife. They
guy who shielded her from the more pernicious aspects of life.

But how could he protect her from what had
already happened?

The answer was terrifying. Emasculating and
infuriating because, in that moment, Jake realized there was a part
of Fin he couldn’t control. Fin that had already happened would
forever be that. Locked in the past and untouchable. “You didn’t
keep count?”

“Not really,” she replied, sounding not the
least bit troubled by what she’d admitted.

“Five?” he said, trying to keep his jaw loose,
teeth unclenched.

“Oh way more than five,” she replied with a
chuckle.

A wave of nausea rolled through him. He warded
it off with a deep breath. “Ten?” he asked, voice lower.

She took a deep breath. “Probably, no,
definitely more than ten. Jake are you okay? You look…hot and cold
and sweaty.” She scrunched up her nose like she had no idea why
that would be the case.

“So more than ten?”

“Yeah but look it wasn’t like we were keeping
score. It was just, a mean thing turned into a fun silly
thing.”

“You had sex with…ten men as a silly
thing? A silly game with your sister?” His head was pounding.

Her mood seemed to darken. “Jacob? Are
you…getting mad about this? This is why I didn’t want to bring all
this up right now. Please Jacob? Don’t be mad at me?”

“Am I getting mad about this?” he whispered. “Am
I getting mad about this?” He wanted to scream again. “You fucking
lied to me Finley. Yes! I’m getting a little mad about this!” he
barked.

She leaned back, looking aghast. “Excuse
me?”

“You heard me! You lied to me!”

“How did I lie to you?”

“Sex with ten…more than ten men? I thought you
were…I thought you were a…you’re religious for chrissakes!”

A look of disgust formed on her face for a
moment.

Jake couldn’t believe it but she actually seemed
offended by his anger. What in the fuck was that?!?

Then the disgust faded. Replaced, very slowly,
by a look of benevolent understanding. She bit her lip. This time
there was no empathy in the way she looked at him. Only pity. “Oh
Jakey,” she said, her breath barely a whisper. “Did you think I was
a virgin?”

If he’d been able to move he would have thrown
his arms up in the air and possibly stomped out of there. Or
possibly not. His erection was throbbing and if he so much as moved
it would have surely drawn her attention. “I didn’t think…I just
thought…ten, Finley? Really?!?”

She arched her brow and shook her head. Then she
put a hand over his on the bed. “Sweetheart I was nineteen. It’s
the twenty-first century. Women have sex. It didn’t mean
anything.”

Four sentences he knew he would never be able to
erase from his memory. Then something she’d said struck him.
“Nineteen?” he said through gritted teeth. “You did all that in one
year?”

This time she bit her top lip. Like even
she knew this part was going to be bad but had no choice but
to say it now that they were this far in. “More like a summer.”

He sucked in a breath and couldn’t exhale.

Finley’s apologetic expression turned back to
concern. “Hey. Are you okay? Can you breathe? Jake say something.
You’re turning blue. It’s scaring me.”

Finally he managed to push the air out of his
lungs and draw in another. His whole body was throbbing but all he
cared about was the unrelenting pressure in his dick. So bad he
would have fucked two pieces of raw meat if that was all he had. He
prayed Fin didn’t look down at his lap.

“Jake I’m sorry this got you so upset,” she
said. “But you calling me a liar really hurt me.”

Her sincere admission deflated what was left of
his rage. What remained was self-pity. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry I
called you a liar.” He looked up at her. “Why didn’t you say
anything?”

“About what?” she asked, looking puzzled.

“About, you know, your game. Your…your
ten men.”

She bit her lip and furrowed her brow. “It was
more than ten,” she said quietly.

“Gah! Whatever it was. You didn’t think I might
want to know something like that?”

“Why would you want to know something like that?
It’s just making you angry.”

“But…but…but…” he stammered, then stopped. She
had a point. And yet wasn’t there something dishonest about being
such a whore then pretending like it never happened? Not that he
could ever say that out loud.

“Jake if I’d known you were out there I would
have waited,” she offered softly.

That squeezed him right in the heart. “Oh Fin,”
he whispered.

“Does it make you jealous?” she asked.

And there it was. The tender, fleshy underbelly
of all of this. Yes it made him jealous. And a little angry. And a
little worried, too. About why such a raging slut had become an
obedient housewife. “I don’t know,” he muttered, brooding.

“Oh Jakey, it’s not like I cheated.”

It wasn’t like she’d cheated. But he imagined
that feeling would be similar. A certain feeling of betrayal but
one that made him want to claim her again. It gave him an idea. He
reached over and put his hand on her waist. Tried to pull her in
for a kiss.

“Uh, Jake? What are you doing?”

“I want it,” he muttered, imitating Johnny and
kissing her neck to make it clear.

“Sweetie, uhm, now? We’re…kind of in the middle
of a fight.”

He pawed at her some more. Tried to open her
bathrobe. He didn’t even understand why. Just needed to release
this demon that had taken up residence in his groin and this seemed
like the best way. “Come on,” he grunted, slipping a hand into her
robe and pawing at her breast.

Finley stood up and folded her robe closed.
“Jakey I love you and I’m sorry but this is just…I don’t get this.
Why do you want to have…” She stopped in mid-sentence. Her eyes
seemed to focus on a spot far away.

Her rejection brought all that seething,
blinding rage flooding back through him. And even though he could
still see the Finley he loved from the back of his mind, the front
of it just wanted to lash out and hurt her. Make her feel the way
he was feeling (minus the crazy arousal what the hell was that?!?)
and reduce her to tears. “Why don’t you just call it what it was,
Finley?” he snapped. “You were a total slut when you were
younger.” It didn’t even feel that good when he said it. He waited
for the anguish to appear on her face.

A half-smile appeared instead. She looked up at
the ceiling and shook her head. “Yeah. I kind of was. I was a total
slut.” She patted his hand. “Anyways I’m gonna’ get changed and…see
if maybe Quinn wants to go out after we have pizza. That okay?”

Stunned by her reply Jake could only nod.
“Okay,” he croaked.

Fin smiled, walked over to the dresser and
picked out some clothes, then walked off into the bathroom
again.

Because how could a woman who only liked bumpies
in the dark change in front of her husband?!?

The impropriety.

Chapter Nine

He sat in his bedroom brooding for the rest of
the morning. Infuriated by the arousal throbbing in his groin. Not
going down for pizza. Raging when he heard Finley call up to him
that Quinn and her were going out. When he finally couldn’t stand
it any more he got up and walked to the bathroom. Dragged his cock
out of his pants and stared at his reflection in the mirror.

Why the hell am I turned on by this?

And even though Fin hadn’t shared any details
about her trysts he had no trouble coming up with his own. Vile,
horrible images. Of Finley laying on the bed her pussy defiled and
leaking another man’s seed. Giggling because it was all just a
game.

He released a torrent of semen into the sink
with the sound of her giggle echoing in his mind.

It was well into the afternoon when, lying on
the bed, he heard a gentle knock at the door. “Come in,” he said,
the tension ratcheting up again as he thought of what this next
confrontation with Finley would lead to. He sat bolt upright when
Quinn walked in instead.

“Hey,” she said, leaning on the door frame.

“Hey,” he muttered, staring at her.

She’d changed. She was wearing short shorts and
a tight baby blue t-shirt with a padded bra underneath that plumped
her breasts up in a way that made it impossible not to steal a
glance at them.

He struggled to keep his eyes on hers and off of
her long legs. “I thought you were…”

“Fin. I know. I’m not. It’s me.” She struck a
ta-da pose and flashed a grin. “We’re gonna’ have drinks.
You want something?”

He stifled a groan. The last thing he wanted was
to be around Quinn and stupid Johnny with his big dick. And Finley.
Finley his, up until that morning sweet and innocent bride, who’d
spread her legs like a two dollar hooker for anyone that would have
her as a game. With her sister.

Her hot fucking sister who he was thinking
terrible thoughts about, he realized.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“You and Fin have a fight?” she asked.

He looked at her suspiciously. “What? She didn’t
tell you? Thought you guys shared everything.”

Quinn smirked. “Guess she told you all about her
secrets then, huh? Is that why you’re cranky?”

He didn’t react except to look away. Out of the
corner of his eye he saw Quinn step further into the room and close
the door behind her. Nearly cursed at the hopeful arousal that
welled through him as she did. Wanted to flay himself for being
such a pervert, especially after the way he’d reacted to Finley
that morning. Accusing her of being a slut and now here he was
harbouring hope that maybe, just maybe Quinn would saunter over to
the bed and make him feel better about himself.

“I just want you to know something,” Quinn said,
staying next to the wall. “Part of the reason Fin and I don’t
really talk anymore is because I have a really hard time dealing
with the way she is now.”

He looked up at her. “Huh?” he grunted.

Quinn, for the first time ever that Jake had
seen, looked affected by what she’d just admitted.

“What do you mean?” he added.

“Finley used to be wild, Jake. She used
to party hard and…she was a lot different. Then she met you. And
she changed. Maybe for the better, I don’t know. But I do know she
did it because she fell for you hard. She knew what kind of woman
you wanted her to be and so she became that woman. For you. So
just, you know, think about that if whatever she told you made you
upset.”

“Oh come on like she didn’t tell you all about
what happened.”

“She didn’t,” Quinn said.

And somehow Jake knew she was telling the truth.
It softened his heart.

“She just said you were a little cranky and you
needed some time. And I don’t care. I didn’t come here to fuck your
shit up. I just needed to get away. I’m sorry if that…fucked your
shit up.” She paused for a moment. “But you really should know that
everything my sister does is for you. To make you happy. She’s
never been like that with anyone before.”

That wrapped right around his heart and
squeezed.

“Anyways,” Quinn said. “We’re just hanging out
in the backyard if you want to join us. Johnny’s working on his
bike. We’re having gin smashes. Come out. Or stay in here if you
need to. Whatever.” She turned, opened the door and slipped out
into the hall.

Jake sat there thinking about what she’d said. A
dread started to filter through him. At how mean he’d tried to be
to Finley by calling her a slut. At how it had backfired and only
hurt him more, hearing her being so nonchalant about it. He
wondered how she was going to act around him now. Would she still
play the sweet Finley he’d fallen in love with? Was any of that
real?

After an hour or so he started feeling
ridiculous. Like a toddler who’d been told he couldn’t have his
favourite toy, throwing a tantrum then stewing, trying to do
anything to get his way.

Except there was no way back to his way. There
was no getting what he wanted. No going back in time and undoing
what Finley had done with those…those guys. The only way to move
was forward. And the choice was his about how he did that. Somehow
that made him feel better.

He got off the bed and shuffled across the floor
trying to wipe the pout off his face. By the time he reached the
stairs he’d done a pretty good job, he thought. Trudged down
breathing deep and trying to think happy thoughts. When he got to
the kitchen he felt lighter. Looked out into the backyard.

There was Johnny tinkering away on his bike,
tools spread out over a big tarp he had on the grass. Finley and
Quinn sitting on the grass a ways off laughing about something
together.

He went to the fridge and pulled out a can of
pre-made gin smash and cracked it. Threw some ice in a glass and
poured the fizzy drink into it. Then stepped out onto the
interlocking brick patio and smiled faintly when Finley looked in
his direction.

“Hey Jakey!” she called out, waving.

Quinn looked like she was about to roll her
eyes. Then she bit her lip and just sighed lightly.

Jake tried to keep his back straight and his
shoulders back as he walked toward them. “Hey guys,” he said, his
voice sounding lighter than it had with Quinn upstairs.

“You gonna’ hang out?” Finley asked.

“You know it.”

“Yay!” she said and clapped her hands
together.

Jake flopped down on the grass next to her.

Quinn took a sip of her drink.

Johnny got up off his knees and wiped the sweat
off his brow with the back of a grease-smeared hand, then took a
swig of his beer. He looked over at Jake, then at Quinn. Set his
beer down next to the bike and walked past them. “Gotta’ piss.”

Quinn sighed and her shoulders slumped. She set
her drink down on the grass next to her and stood up. “I should…I
need to go to the bathroom too,” she said.

Just a few days earlier Jake would have been
shocked at the obvious reason for her departure. To get nailed by
Johnny upstairs again. He was too happy to have a moment alone with
Finley to care. He waited until Quinn was gone before turning to
Finley. “How was going out?” he asked.

“It was good. We went to Creamers!” she bubbled,
then took a sip of her drink.

Jake smiled for real. Sweet Finley. “You have a
big frothy, milky coffee?”

“Um, yeah! Duh!” Finley joked.

His heart squeezed again and he wanted
desperately to clear the air between them. “Hey about before,” he
said.

She looked up into his eyes. “Let’s not. Not
right now. Later. I just want to enjoy the afternoon. We can hash
it all out later. Please? I think Quinn’s leaving in a couple of
days and I just want to…give her my best. Can you help me?”

That made his throat go tight and love for his
beautiful Finley surge through him. Finley being kind and thinking
of everyone else. He loved that about her. “Of course,” he replied,
feeling sheepish for trying to bring it up.

“Don’t feel bad,” she said, reading his mind.
“We’ll talk later. I promise.”

He flashed her a weary smile but nodded.

Quinn and Johnny came back ten minutes later,
Quinn walking a little funny behind Johnny with his lop-sided
strut. He picked up his wrench and set to work on the bike
again.

“What do you guys want to do about dinner?”
Finley asked when Quinn sat back down next to her.

Jake had a hard time keeping his eyes off
Quinn’s legs again. As her and Finley discussed options for dinner
his eyes kept gliding over Quinn’s slender limbs and he had to work
to keep his cock from hardening.

They finally settled on Chinese. Fin pulled out
her cellphone and put in the order and they had another drink
before the delivery guy showed up forty-five minutes later.

As the afternoon wore on into early evening
Jake’s anxiety grew. There were three questions plaguing him, none
of which were getting answered without a long, drawn-out
conversation with Finley.

Why had she been such a slut?

That one bothered him the most. Her parents were
both religious. She’d been raised in a pretty conservative house.
How had her and Quinn turned into a couple of loose whores who’d
spread their legs just to spite each other for fun?

Had their whole marriage been a lie?

Maybe that was the one that should have
bothered him the most. Quinn’s explanation had helped. Hearing that
Finley had never wanted to please anyone the way she wanted to
please him had eased his worry. But he needed to hear it from
Finley, too.

The final question lurked in the dark, reptilian
part of his mind.

What kind of a man gets turned on by thinking
of his wife with other men?

If the first question were the ocean waves
crashing against the seawall this one was the undertow pulling him
out into the dark waters. This one he couldn’t ignore. It changed
the way he saw himself. Undermined the very core of the kind of man
he thought he was. It disgusted him. But it demanded his attention
in a way the other two did not. The scariest part of it was that
the only person that could truly answer it was him.

They ate their food with Quinn and Finley, who
seemed more at ease with each other, talking and laughing, telling
anecdotes about their parents.

Johnny ate staring through them wearing his
usual stoic expression and not saying a word.

Jake found his mood darkening with the waning
light outside. When they were done he busied himself with cleaning
up after the meal, grateful for the distraction. When he was
finished he walked back into the dining room and yawned. Put a hand
on Finley’s shoulder and squeezed it. “I think I might pack it in
early. Read for a bit in bed, or whatever,” he said.

Finley looked up at him, smiled and patted his
hand. “That sounds good,” she said. “I think we might stay down
here and chat a little. That okay?”

“Of course,” he replied, forcing a smile and
hoping it seemed genuine. What he really wanted was to drag Fin up
the stairs, into the bedroom, then come back down and tell Johnny
and Quinn to pack up and get the hell out. Excise the source that
had spawned all these demons to come screaming out of the darkest
corners of his mind.

He didn’t. He leaned down, kissed Finley on the
forehead and told her to have a good time. “G’night,” he said to
Quinn and Johnny.

“I’m going too,” Johnny grunted, standing up
from the table.

Quinn raised her eyebrows, looking at him and
waiting to see if her body would be needed to service Johnny’s
raging libido or if she’d be released from her duties.

“Stay. Talk all you want,” Johnny said.

Quinn lowered her eyes.

Jake wondered if that was humiliation he was
seeing on her face? Being treated like a pet in front of her sister
and her husband and not being able to do a thing about it.

He didn’t stick around to find out. Quickly
walked up the stairs to avoid an awkward encounter with Johnny, who
was hot on his tail, and closed the door to the bedroom.

He listened to Johnny perform his toilet in the
guest bathroom. Sat there and thought of picking out a book to read
from the stash underneath his nightstand. Knew he wouldn’t be able
to concentrate so just decided not to bother. He walked over to the
en-suite when he heard the door to the guest bedroom close. Glanced
at the door to his own room and felt an itch.

They were down there alone, Quinn and Finley.
Just two sisters talking. The question formed and he knew from the
moment it did he’d be powerless to resist it.

What the hell were they talking about
now?

Chapter Ten

Cursing himself he eased the door open. Stood
there holding his breath and making sure Johnny wasn’t about to pop
out of his room. The light was off. Seemed safe. He slipped out
onto the landing and listened.

Silence.

Adrenaline flooded through him. Either they’d
gone somewhere else, the basement maybe or outside, or they weren’t
saying anything.

He came up with the credible excuse of needing a
glass of water and walked downstairs.

They were gone. The lights were off except for
the small night light above the stove they kept on to see at
night.

He shuffled into the kitchen and peered out into
the backyard. Saw Quinn and Finley sitting in lawn chairs facing
away from the house.

He wanted, no desperately needed, to know
what they were saying. Wrong as it was, eavesdropping on his wife
and her sister, there wasn’t a thing to do about it. He was an
addict and whatever gossip they were sharing was his drug of
choice. Ignoring his own shame, he slipped out through the front
door and around the house. Pressed his back up to the wall and held
his breath trying to make out what the whispering voices were
talking about around the corner.

“…remember that guy? What was his name? Derek
something or other,” he heard Finley say.

“Derek? Not ringing a bell,” Quinn replied.

“I’m sure it was Derek. Last name started with a
‘D’ too. Davidson? Davids? Something like that I think…”

“Doesn’t matter. What’s the point?” Quinn
asked.

A slight pause. The lawn chair squeaked. Finley
leaning closer to her sister?

His heart jumped into his throat. Was he about
to hear another dirty secret revealed?

“This’ll jog your memory,” Finley said. “The
cuckold thing?”

Silence.

The cuckold thing?

His chest filled with a heavy dread.

“Derek Dodson,” Quinn said with quiet
certainty.

“Derek Dodson,” Finley echoed. “I knew it
started with a ‘D.’”

“What about him?”

“You remember he was always getting me to, you
know…”

“Fuck other guys while he watched?”

Finley burst into whispered giggles. “Oh my god
you don’t mince words,” she said.

“So what about him?” Quinn asked.

“I think…” Finley started.

Jake’s heart sank. His stomach filled with
lead.

Oh god no. She thinks that I’m…

“I think Jake might…have that itch.”

His ears started to ring and the wall at his
back felt like it was tilting forward trying to tip him over. He
clung to the brick to keep from falling.

“Really?” Quinn said, sounding very intrigued.
“What makes you think that?”

Jake thought of running out and screaming
stop this! at the top of his lungs. He might have if he’d
been able to move.

“Okay, so, it’s kind of a long story,” Fin
said.

“Can you just skip to the end?” Quinn asked.

“It’s too complicated. Just listen and stop
being so impatient.”

Quinn sighed.

“I think I have a…difficult conversation coming
up with Jake when I go upstairs.”

“Why’s that?” Quinn asked.

Finley sighed. “Ugh, whatever. I’m probably
going to end up telling him all about this anyways. That fight I
told you about this morning? It was about our…thing. You remember?
Summer of the cheating whore?”

A moment of silence passed. Then Quinn started
chuckling softly. “Holy shit, Fin,” she said. “You told him
about that?”

“I know, right? And it’s all your damn
fault!”

“How’s it my fault?!?” Quinn hissed.

“You and your damn t-shirts and walking around
in your underwear trying to get Jake to notice you.”

More laughing from Quinn. “Just in case you
didn’t know there’s not a whole lot of trying that needs to
happen.”

“Yeah,” Finley replied, chuckling. “I got
that.”

Jake’s eyes widened. They were scheming.
Playing with him like he was a toy. Quinn deliberately wearing
almost nothing to make him flustered so that…so that what? And
Finley sounded like she was into it. Like she somehow enjoyed
teaming up with Quinn to make him crazy.

“Okay so how much did you tell him?” Quinn
asked.

“I don’t know,” Finley said. “No details. But,
like, he asked how many guys there had been.”

Quinn snorted a laugh.

Finley giggled. “I know, right? How many blades
of grass do you think you stepped on at the park today?”

“Oh my god you were even worse than me!” Quinn
said.

Jake’s blood ran cold in his veins. Finley
couldn’t even remember how many there had been? Only then did he
realize that again his body was betraying him. Arousal at hearing
their illicit conversation had flooded his cock with blood,
engorging and hardening it to steel.

“What did you tell him?”

“He just kept asking. Five? Ten? I ended up
telling him more than ten.”

“Ha!”

“Shut it!” Quinn’s outburst quickly quieted by a
hiss from Finley. “Shut up.”

“Okay. Okay. How’d he, you know, how’d he take
it?”

“Not that great. But that’s not the interesting
part.”

“Right. The cuckold thing.”

“So as I’m sitting there explaining he gets
really mad, right? Accuses me of lying.”

“You didn’t lie, did you?”

“No. I guess…I don’t know. Technically I didn’t
lie. But maybe I should have told him?”

“What? Whatever. Don’t do that to yourself,
Finley. It was all in the past when you guys met. Well in the past.
He’s not entitled to that if you don’t want to share it,” Quinn
said.

Through the anxious lust pulsing through him
Jake saw a certain logic in what she’d said.

“I’ve tried to think of what it would be like if
he told me something like that about himself.”

“And?” Quinn prompted.

“Honestly I don’t really think it would be that
big of a deal. I love him so much. If I found out tomorrow he’d
been a player back in the day…who cares, you know?”

“Yeah it’s always different for girls,” Quinn
said, her tone filled with cynicism.

“I know. Why is that?” Finley asked.

“Oh because you know how men are. We’re not
their property any more but…” Quinn said.

“But they kind of still think like that,” Finley
finished her sentence for her.

A horrible feeling shook through him. Did Finley
really think that? That he thought of her as property? He didn’t.
Did he? Was that why he was getting so damned jealous at
what he was hearing?

“But you were going to say about the cuckold
thing?” Quinn prompted after a silence.

“Oh yeah. So here’s the thing. As we’re sitting
there having this argument or conversation or whatever it was and
I’m telling him this stuff he gets the biggest boner,” she
said, then burst into more giggles.

The sound of her laughter sliced through Jake
like a knife through warm butter. It was a devilish, wicked sound.
And still his cock went harder, flexing and feeling like it was
filling with salty nut already.

“Oh wow,” Quinn said quietly.

“Oh wow is right,” Finley whispered.

Jake felt a hot wave of humiliation wash over
him. How could he ever look Quinn in the eye again?

The silence from around the corner seemed to
last forever.

“Let me bag him, Fin,” Quinn finally
whispered.

“What? No!” Another silence. Then, “How would
you even do that?” Finley asked hesitantly. Like she was actually
contemplating it.

“You think I couldn’t get Jake in the sack? I’d
barely have to try. Let me bag him and then you get a free pass to
ride my race horse. No hard feelings. From either of us.”

“What’s with you wanting to fuck my husband
anyways?”

The question sent another jolt of arousal
pulsing through Jake.

“I don’t know,” Quinn replied. “Old habits die
hard?” She giggled.

Finley huffed. “Don’t be ridiculous. He’d never
go for either one of those things. He’s way too uptight. I don’t
even know how to bring this up with him. The cuckold thing. He gets
so wound up about being anything but a middle-of-the-road
real man, you know?”

More silence.

Jake tried to parse the last thing Finley had
said. He’d never go for either one of those things. Did that
mean she would? Did it mean that she’d even contemplate it? He
pressed a fist to his mouth and stifled a groan brought on by
another swell of arousal. He felt like if he listened to any more
he might burst. The confusing churning in his groin was going to
drive him insane. And if Finley decided it was time for bed he’d
never be able to make it around the house and up the stairs before
she got there.

“What do you think I should do?” Finley finally
asked.

Jake eased himself away from the wall and
tiptoed out to the driveway. Drew in a deep breath and knew there
was no way he was getting any sleep without working off some of the
energy humming inside him. He walked down to the sidewalk and broke
into a run.

He was back a half hour later. Sweaty, but
feeling like he’d shed some of his angst. He crept into the house
and up the stairs. The lights were off everywhere, which meant
Finley would be in bed. A part of him wished she’d still be up. A
part of him hoped she was sleeping. How was he supposed to bring
all of this up with her? How was he supposed to bring any of
it up?

He opened the door and snuck into the bedroom.
Padded over to the bathroom door holding his breath.

“Jakey?”

He froze. Forced a smile and turned to look at
Finley, her nose peeking out from behind the covers. “Hey, Fin,” he
whispered.


“Where were you?”

“I went…I went for a quick walk. Couldn’t get
settled, you know?”

“Yeah. Sure. You coming to join me?”

“Yeah. I just need a shower,” he replied. Then,
before she said anything else, he slipped into the bathroom, out of
his clothes and into the shower. The hot water felt good on his
back. Washing away his worries and the confusion what he’d
overheard had caused him. He stayed in there a good ten minutes,
overheating. He was reaching down to turn off the tap when the door
swung open and Finley stepped inside.

She stood there staring at him through the
see-through shower curtain. Her eyes wandering down his body,
pausing at his exposed cock before looking back up at him and
smiling.

“I was, uh, just getting out,” he muttered. He
twisted the tap and turned the water off. Poked a hand out through
the curtain to grab a towel off the rack.

Finley swept the curtain open. She was wearing a
white cotton t-shirt that covered just the tops of her thighs.

Jake’s gaze was drawn to her magnificent legs.
His heart skipped a beat when he thought he caught a glimpse of her
pussy. Was she not wearing underwear? What did that mean? And why
was she just standing there staring at him naked. Feeling
vulnerable, he let out a goofy-sounding laugh and reached for the
towel.

Finley leaned against the wall, blocking the
towel rack. She folded her arms under her breasts and smiled. “You
want to talk?” she asked.

Jake shifted. He thought of covering his cock
with a hand but didn’t want to seem like he was shy or embarrassed.
So he stood there trying to find something to do with his hands.
“You mind if I get dressed?”

Finley glanced at his cock again and shrugged.
“I’ve been thinking all day about what we talked about,” she said.
She sighed. “I guess I want to say I’m sorry.”

“About what?” Jake asked.

“About not telling you earlier. About…that thing
I told you about with me and Quinn. With the guys that summer?”

“Oh yeah,” he muttered, eyes wandering along the
bathroom floor. His cock twitched. There was no amount of adjusting
his posture to conceal that fact. It was there in full view for
Finley to see. Had she noticed? Was he her cuckold, getting hard at
stories of her with other guys?

“No I’m serious,” she said, not budging. “I’ve
been carrying that around with me for our whole marriage. I just
didn’t know how to bring it up. Or if I should, or…”

“Fin it’s okay,” he said. He closed his eyes and
tried to talk down the erection threatening to rise up between his
legs.

“I don’t know if it is or if it isn’t. But I
never meant to hurt you, Jake. I love you so much. I thought of
telling you before because, well, I feel like we don’t have any
secrets and it was this thorn in my side but I just…I
couldn’t.”

“It’s okay,” he repeated. If he could
just get to the towel and cover himself…

“But I have to tell you that I talked to Quinn
about it.”

“What?” he growled, pretending like he didn’t
know.

“I don’t want you to be upset but I just didn’t
know what to do. She didn’t ask or anything. I just wanted some
advice.”

“What, exactly, did you tell her?”

“I told her that I told you about what happened.
About that summer. About me sleeping around with all those
guys.”

His cock lurched.

Finley either didn’t see or chose to ignore
it.

“You were right when you said I was a slut. I
was. I was a total slut.”

“Oh god,” he groaned. Even thinking of his
grandmother didn’t keep his cock from hardening. “Can I just grab a
towel?”

This time she did look down. She stared
at his engorging cock as it rose.

His cheeks flushed and he stood there staring at
the bathtub.

“I was young. I was kind of stupid, or at least
being silly. And I’d just figured out how easy it was to get a
man’s attention and keep it for however long I wanted. And then
Quinn did that thing so I had to get her back.”

He was breathing heavy. He knew he should tell
her to stop. He wasn’t her cuckold. Didn’t want to be that.
Wanted things to go back to normal like they were before Quinn had
showed up. But each word she spoke made him harder and pretty soon
he was standing there with another raging boner.

“And I have to tell you something else,” she
said quietly.

“Oh Finley,” he muttered.

“There were more than ten. I can’t…I forget how
many. A lot more than ten, though. I just wanted you to know
that.”

He clenched his jaw, still unable to look into
her eyes but wanting desperately to get out of there. He couldn’t
just push her out of the way of the towel, either. He was
trapped.

She took a step toward the bathtub. “I let them
use me, Jake. I let them use my body.”

His cock bounced. He put a hand over his mouth.
Now she could see it with her own eyes. See the way he reacted to
hearing about her hook-ups. “God, Finley, come on,” he
groaned, trying to sound like he hated what she was doing to him.
Hating that he didn’t. Hating himself for how good it felt to hear
her say these dirty things.

She leaned forward. “They used my mouth. And
my…pussy,” she whispered.

The head of his cock throbbed an angry red
colour. He ran a hand over the back of his neck. There was nowhere
to hide. All he could was stand there wishing that he’d melt and
disappear down the drain. “Fin, please,” he said, begging her for a
way out.

She stepped closer. “I let some of them use my
ass.” She reached out and before he could stop her, stroked his
cock.

He shuddered and braced himself against the
slippery tile. His face was burning and he could barely breathe.
“Finley I don’t…I don’t know what’s happening,” he moaned. He
wanted so badly for her to touch him again.

“Shh,” she said. “Just shush.” She stepped into
the bathtub, pinning him against the wall. Put a finger under his
chin and tipped his head up until he was forced to look into her
eyes. Wrapped her hand around his cock and squeezed. “You like it,”
she whispered.

He shook his head. Wanted to scream. Tell her
she was crazy and to let him the hell out of there and that he
needed to go for another walk. But her warm hand felt so damn good
on his organ it was all he could think about.

“You like thinking about me with other men,” she
whispered. “Doing dirty things.”

His cock hardened in her hand, his body
answering for him. “No,” he grunted. “No I don’t…” He couldn’t even
bring himself to finish the sentence. Because the evidence was
right there for her to see. She was holding it. Feeling the blood
rushing through it, squeezing it when it flexed.

“It’s okay,” she said softly.

That made him look up and meet her gaze. The
soft smile she was wearing made him melt.

She shook her head. “It’s okay. It’s just
a…kink, right?”

He put a hand over his forehead. It was
shredding him inside, what she was trying to get him to admit. But
he groaned when she stroked him again.

“It’s a little dirtier than making bumpies with
the light on,” Finley whispered.

He looked up into her eyes from under his
furrowed brow to see her devilish grin. “I don’t…I didn’t know that
I was like this,” he said.

“But you like it dirty don’t you Jakey?”

He drew a breath and held it. He felt like he
was standing at the edge of a bottomless cliff. Behind him was the
man he thought he was. Down below was the great unknown. The man he
might be if he had the courage to take the plunge. The pull to
launch himself into the air was inescapable. “I think I like it
dirty, Finley.”

She was gazing into his eyes and hers were
sparkling. Sparkling with awe and wonder at having unearthed this
dark fantasy from the man she thought she knew so well. “Well then
you’re in luck,” she said softly. “Because I can do dirty. As dirty
as you want me to be.” In an instant she let go of his cock and
stepped out of the tub.

He shuddered at the sudden absence of her touch.
“Where are you…”

“Follow me,” she said, then disappeared into the
bedroom.

Jake staggered out of the tub, toe catching on
the edge and nearly sending him flying face first into the sink. He
pushed the bathroom door wide open and stepped into the darkened
bedroom.

Fin was already in bed. Covers pulled up so all
he could make out was the blonde hair at the back of her head.

He flipped the light off in the bathroom and
walked across the room with his palms sweating. Where was she going
to take this? How dirty did he want her to be? He slipped into bed
and curled up to her pressing his chest against her back.

Something felt different.

He had to stifle a shout as she turned around to
look at him. Not Finley. Quinn.

“What the fuck?” he whispered, breathless.

“Hey Jacob,” she purred. That same teasing,
taunting voice she always used with him. Like she was just
oh-so-bored of everything he said.

Except now he knew a secret. For some reason
Quinn wanted to bag him. Everything had been an act. And now
she was here in his bed.

A wave of panic.

Holy shit.

If this was Quinn then where was… “I think
Finley might have a little surprise for you in the guest bedroom,”
Quinn said.

Chapter Eleven

He leapt out of bed and nearly tripped again as
he stumbled toward the door. Grabbed the handle just in time to
stay on his feet. For some reason realized he was still naked.
Swiped up a pair of underwear off the floor and yanked them on. His
heart was racing. He dove into the hall just in time to see Fin
disappear into the guest bedroom.

His head started to spin. He pinched himself
hoping this was just a nightmare. It stung. The bottom dropped out
of his stomach. Keeping a hand on the wall to steady himself he
shuffled toward the door.

It was open a crack.

He stopped in his tracks. His jaw fell.

There was Finley. Standing at the foot of the
bed in her white t-shirt.

In front of her, naked and with his legs
splayed, was Johnny. His flaccid cock lay sideways across his
lap.

Jake’s eyes widened.

The thing was impossibly long and impossibly
thick. A flesh-coloured zucchini that, Jake was sure, if he’d seen
it under a pair of pants he would have sworn it was a stuffed sock
or something equally ridiculous. But there it was. Lying there and
waiting for what Finley would do to it.

The thought sent another surge of angsty lust
and jealousy sweeping through him.

Suddenly Finley was right there, just on the
other side of the door, looking through the crack back at him and
smiling her wicked smile. “You want it this dirty?” she
whispered.

Jake’s eyes darted from Finley’s to that monster
thing attached to Johnny’s tattoo-covered body. The two came
together in his mind’s eye. Fin’s cute pink tongue flicking out of
her mouth and licking up the length of it. And just like that his
worries and his fears were gone. Consumed by searing flames of his
lust. “I want…I want it this dirty,” he whispered, shocked at what
he’d said.

Fin’s smile widened. She leaned closer. “I’ll do
it slow, Jakey. One step at a time okay? If you want me to stop you
just say.”

He nodded, barely able to breathe for his
excitement.

Fin turned and walked around to the side of the
bed, Johnny ogling her ass and tits as she moved through the room.
She hooked her fingers under the hem of her shirt and pulled it up
over her head revealing her naked body to both him and Johnny.

Johnny’s fat muscle rose an inch off his lap at
the sight. Without a care he reached up and grabbed Fin’s tit and
squeezed it.

Jake’s heart leapt into his throat at the way
Fin giggled. He pushed the door open and was about to step in and
say “stop” when he felt something around his waist. He looked down
to see Quinn’s arm snaking around his hip. Wasn’t fast enough to
keep her from tucking her hand into his underwear and wrapping her
fingers around his cock with an iron grip.

“Hey. It’s okay. It’s okay, Jake,” she
whispered, her mouth right next to his ear.

It took a moment to sink in. Finley was standing
naked in front of a stranger. Quinn had just put her hand into his
underwear and was touching his prick. His body shook as she stroked
him.

Her grip was stronger than Fin’s. Her hands
still soft but with more meat on them. Still a woman’s hands but
there was something more commanding about them and the way she was
holding him.

“I don’t…I don’t know…”

“Yes you do,” Quinn said, slowly massaging
forward to the bulb of his cock head, then stroking back to the
root and squeezing him. “You do know, Jake. You want this. Let her
do this for you. It’s gonna’ be okay. You’ll see. Just let Fin do
her thing.”

He could still hear the old Jake up on the edge
of the cliff. Screaming down to tell him this was wrong, unnatural
and that he needed to grab Fin and run from this as fast as
he could.

But in front of him Finley was crawling onto all
fours on the bed. She was staring at him with that wicked grin.
Reaching out with her hand. Her fingers hovering over Johnny’s
inflating prick for a second before the tips touched the stretching
skin.

Quinn stroked him again at the same moment as
Finley closed her grip around Johnny’s muscle. The arousal burning
inside him flared to an inferno.

His cock flexed harder than he’d ever felt
it.

“Holy shit,” Quinn whispered.

“What?” he panted.

“You’re so fucking hard, Jake.”

He looked down at her hand wrapped around his
organ. His wife’s sister helping him become the cuckold he
wanted to be by jerking him off while Finley did her thing on
Johnny’s BFD. He looked up again and sucked in a sharp breath.

Johnny was almost fully hard.

Finley was still staring at Jake, still smiling
as she pulled back the foreskin on Johnny’s prick and wagged it
side to side. She kept her eyes locked on Jake as she tipped her
head to one side, leaned forward, flicked out her tongue and so
very slowly licked up the side of the cock she was holding.

Quinn slowly stroked forward and back again. She
let go of him, pulled her hand out of his underwear and cupped it.
Spat a thick glob of saliva into the palm then put it under his
chin. “Spit,” she ordered.

He balked. Disgusting. Deliciously disgusting.
But he couldn’t really…he just couldn’t. “I…I can’t…” His body
stiffened as she smacked his ass with her other hand.

Finley giggled and kissed Johnny’s dick with
puckered lips.

“I said spit,” Quinn growled next to him.

He reacted automatically. Before he knew what
was happening spit was flying from his mouth into Quinn’s cupped
hand.

“Good boy,” she purred next to him. She tucked
the fistful of slobber into his underwear and wrapped it around his
dick again.

He braced himself against the door frame as she
coated the length of his dick in gooey, warm spittle. Her hand felt
incredible. He looked up to see Fin licking up the length of
Johnny’s shaft and gasped.

Fin licked up and down until his cock was
glistening with her own spit. Then she opened her mouth, slipped
the head into it and sealed her lips around it. Her hair fell over
her face. She tucked it behind her ear, looked at Jake and
winked.

His cock pulsed in Quinn’s hand.

“Oh yeah. You like that don’t you?” Quinn
whispered. Her warm breath on his ear sent a shiver racing down his
spine.

Fin’s cheeks hollowed. Her jaw started to move
as she worked the head of Johnny’s cock inside her mouth with her
tongue. It was a terrible sight. A sight he’d never thought he’d
see. And yet cum was already bubbling at the root of his own dick.
Seeping into his urethra, the muscles of his cock flexing as it
prepared to release his seed.

Quinn’s hand shot to his pelvis. She squeezed
his prick. Hard. “Ah, ah, ah. Not yet.”

His cock continued to throb. But the emission
was contained by Quinn’s hard grip.

Finley popped off the head of Johnny’s cock and
sucked in a lungful of air. Her lips were glistening. A strand of
saliva drooled out the corner of her mouth. She wiped it away with
the back of her other hand before lowering herself onto Johnny
again.

Johnny reached out underneath her and squeezed
her tit. He sat up straighter. Put his other hand on the back of
her head and pushed her lower onto his meat. “Take it,” he
grunted.

Jake gasped again as he watched Fin gobbling up
inch after inch of Johnny dick. This was farther from making
bumpies with the light on than he could have ever imagined her
getting. And yet there wasn’t an ounce of guilt or shame or regret
in him. His body hummed with raw lust. Lust inspired by the sight
of his wife with another man’s enormous cock in her mouth.

Johnny pushed her lower.

Jake saw her neck bulge as she took him into his
throat. He couldn’t believe it. This wasn’t just dirty. This was
gonzo level porn. He was watching a woman with experience. A
woman who knew how to swallow a cock into her throat without
gagging. A woman who had no qualms about letting a man like Johnny
feed it to her the way he wanted. A woman who’d obviously done this
countless times before they were married and still remembered
how.

Fin looked at him out of the corner of her eye.
She opened her mouth wide until her lips no longer formed a seal
around Johnny’s shaft.

Johnny grabbed a fistful of her hair, obviously
no stranger to this particular pas-de-deux himself. He pumped her
head up and down like he was reverse plunging a toilet.

The filthiest gack-gack-gack sound came
from the back of Finley’s throat. Not gagging. This, too, was
practised. A spectacle. Both for him and for Johnny.

“Oh yeah,” Johnny growled. “You little
slut.”

Quinn released her grip on the root of his cock
and stroked it again.

Finley’s tits slapped together beneath her chest
as Johnny fucked himself with her face.

Johnny was staring at her intently, his eyes
moving to her ass high in the air, then back to her mouth, watching
his cock moving in and out of it. After a minute or so he pulled
her off his shaft by her hair and bent her head back. “You like
that?” he said.

Finley’s chin was covered in drool. Her tongue
was hanging out over her lower lip. “I fucking love it,” she
panted.

Jake groaned. His cock hardened. He grabbed the
door frame, tipping perilously close to a climax.

Quinn must have known before he did. She grabbed
the base of his shaft and squeezed it again. “Don’t you come,” she
ordered.

Jake squeezed his eyes shut tight. His ears were
ringing. He could barely think. Somehow he managed to stave off the
orgasm. He opened his eyes back up again to see Fin staring at
him.

“Where do you want it, baby?” she whispered.
“Where do you want him to finish?”

That nearly toppled him.

Only Quinn’s expert grip saved the day.

It was a choice he’d never in his life expected
to be given. Where did he want him to finish? Insane. Yet thinking
of the possibilities, one after the other, caused him to nearly
blow his load again. “In your mouth. Do it in her mouth.” The words
spilled from him unbidden. Coming from outside his language
processing center. Straight from the base of his brain and into the
bedroom.

Johnny lowered Fin’s mouth onto his cock again
and drove it back into her throat. “Fuck you’re tight,” he
muttered. He started pumping again.

Fin’s hair flapped around her face as Johnny
masturbated himself with her mouth and the inside of her neck.

Jake saw Johnny’s brow furrow. His feet started
to shake.

Quinn relaxed her grip. Her hand slid along his
cock. She rubbed it around the head. “Okay Jake. Do it.”

“Oh god,” he moaned.

“I said do it,” Quinn commanded.

Johnny grunted. He pushed Fin down onto himself
until her nose pressed against the sinewy muscle of his abdomen.
The root of his cock pulsed.

That tripped Jake’s switch. The orgasm roared up
from his cock, up his back and his neck and doused his brain in
pleasure. A hot blast of semen shot through his prick and squished
out into his underwear as Quinn stroked him through his climax.

His eyes were locked on Fin’s face and Johnny’s
cock buried inside it. He watched Johnny’s nuts tighten and sag,
tighten and sag as he blasted his seed deep into Finley’s guts.
Bliss ballooned inside him at the sight. At the peak of his orgasm
it felt like it would never end. But as he was sliding down the
other side the sight of Fin still impaled on Johnny’s organ flipped
his mood from bliss to terror.

How could he have let this happen? How would
this change them? He’d let another man come inside his wife’s
throat. What sort of man did that make him? Was this it? Was this
what it meant to be a cuckold?

Johnny took his hand away from the back of
Finley’s head.

She planted her hands on his stomach and between
his legs and hauled her mouth off of his cock.

It sagged to one side as it left her mouth, a
final squirt of ejaculate flying from the tip and splattering
across her cheek.

She hovered over him and for a moment Jake
thought she was going to barf. She let out a soft, cummy belch
instead. A trickle of his seed ran down her chin. She tucked her
hair behind her ear, looked up at him and bit her lip. “Dirty like
that?” she whispered.

“Oh my god,” Jake said.

“Uh oh,” Quinn said next to him. She pulled her
hand out of his underwear and smeared the mess he’d made on it
across the front. “You better get over here,” she said to
Finley.

Finley jumped off the bed and skipped across the
room. She put one hand on his cheek, the other on his chest. “Baby?
Jakey? It’s okay. I’m right here. I’m right here.”

“You better go take care of him,” Quinn
said.

It was all a blur. The room was spinning, the
walls were shifting around them.

All Jake could think of was what he’d just
watched his wife do. What he’d told her to do. He felt
terrible.

Then Fin was leading him away from the guest
bedroom and back into theirs. She had one hand on his back. She
helped him into bed then jumped on herself and swung a leg over his
lap and straddled him. She pressed her hand against his forehead.
“Jake? Jakey? It’s okay. We’re okay, see? It’s you and me again.
I’m right here.” She smiled. “Did you like it? Did you like
watching me?”

Love swelled through him at her sweet, bubbling
tone. She was talking to him in the same innocent way she always
did. Except her breath smelled like another man’s semen and her
face was a mess and she’d just had Johnny’s cock in her throat and
Jake had seen it. He’d seen all of it. “I…I…I don’t…”

Finley kept watching him as she slid up
higher.

His body jerked as her pubes scratched his
prick. He groaned as the slippery wet heat of her drooling vagina
moved over his once again hardening cock. The fluid leaking from
her was thick like honey and just as sticky. He was hard again in
an instant.

Fin reached around behind herself. She pressed
two fingers against the underside of his cock and slipped it into
her pussy.

“Oh my god,” Jake moaned.

She sank onto it, the muscles in the walls of
her tight channel gripping him. “Jake? Did you like it? Did you
like what I did?” she whispered. She pressed her hands against his
chest and started rocking back and forth in his lap.

Her beautiful body swaying above him was a feast
for his eyes. Her nipples were hard as pebbles. Her pussy was
drenched. Her face and her chest was red. She was
aroused.

That hit him like a foam baseball bat. She was
turned on. Turned on by Johnny using her mouth. Turned on by being
made into a thing.

His hands shot up to her tits and he squeezed
them.

Finley’s back arched and her mouth opened wide.
Her lip curled and she threw her head back against her shoulders.
“Oh Jacob yes!” she mewled.

Another moment and he felt something shifting
inside him. Something feral and primal and so very real. The man in
him leaving to make space for the animal. He threw Finley to one
side and used the moment to get up off the bed.

She gasped as he grabbed her legs and splayed
them, staring down at the juices gushing from her snatch.

His hips jutted forward and he drove his cock
deep into her hot puss. Climbed up over top of her and started
fucking her like he’d never thought he could. Surrendering to
whatever drive had made him come watching Finley getting
face-fucked.

She wrapped her legs around him and started
squealing. Each time he drove himself into her she squeaked. A
dozen thrusts later, in between squeals, she started panting “yes,
yes, yes” into his ear. “Yes. Fuck me like a dirty little slut. I’m
your dirty whore. Finley’s your dirty whore.”

His cock hardened inside her. His body felt like
it was burning up. More come was pooling between his legs. His body
getting ready to mark her as his. To reclaim her after what she’d
done with dirty Johnny.

Fin unlocked her legs from around his back. She
swung them up and wrapped her arms around them holding them in
place next to her head. Her body rocked back and forth. Now she
looked like nothing but a receptacle for his love. Her pussy open
and waiting to suck up his seed when he spent it into her. Her tits
jiggling, her mouth twisted in a lusty snarl. “Who’s your dirty
whore?” she whimpered.

“You’re my dirty slut,” he growled through
clenched teeth.

Fin’s pussy squeezed him.

The wet grip pulled his trigger. He drove
himself deep into her cunt and held his cock in there as it spat
what nut he had left into her crevices.

Jake thought he heard singing somewhere
overhead. He flinched with each twitch of his muscle, each squirt
of sperm into Fin’s cunt. The bliss was nearly unbearable.

The next thing he knew and they were both done.
He staring down, dizzy and spent. Finley smiling up at him like an
angel. She let go of her legs. With him still inside her she sat up
higher and wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a
kiss.

She still tasted like cum but he didn’t care. He
kissed her as deeply as he ever had, shivers running down his back
as she caressed his arms and the back of his neck. Then that same
sinking feeling returned. The one he’d felt right after watching
her with Johnny, right after Quinn had made him come. It was like
falling into a pit after standing on the peak of a mountain. It
felt terrible.

“Jake? Jakey? You okay?” she asked, pulling away
from the kiss.

He shook his head. It was hard to know what was
good, what was bad, what was up and what was down. “I don’t know,”
he whispered.

She eased him out of herself and onto his side
on the bed, then spooned him peppering his back and his cheek with
kisses. “Let’s talk about it,” she said.

Jake pressed a hand against the side of his
head. His palm was sweaty. “What…what did I just do?” he
whispered.

“Jakey,” Fin whispered from behind him. She drew
a line of kisses down his back. “Don’t be sad, Jake. You
liked it. I saw you. I saw you watching me. I heard Quinn
say how hard you were. Oh god Jake you made me so wet watching me
like that.”

As arousing as the admission was it didn’t fill
the void in his gut. He’d just watched Finley suck another man’s
cock. He’d been the one to tell Johnny to finish in her mouth. To
blow his fat load down her throat. Her stomach was swimming with
Johnny’s semen as she lay next to him.

“Baby,” she said, rolling him onto his back and
looking into his eyes. Her expression was light and playful.
“Listen to me. Are you listening?”

He nodded.

“Did you like it? Did you like what I did?”

He groaned and closed his eyes. How could he
look into hers and admit that he had? His eyes snapped open and he
let out a huff of air when he felt her hand cup his sack. His back
stiffened as she gently squeezed him. He looked sideways at her,
feeling more than a little vulnerable in her grip.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” Fin whispered, her
eyes still full of mischief. “But I needed to get your attention.
You’re being a little silly about this.”

Silly? Silly?!?

He was being silly feeling bad about watching
another man fuck his wife’s face while her sister masturbated him?
He shifted on the bed as Fin massaged his sack. “What do you mean?”
he grunted. He shook his head. “Why? Why did I make you do that?”
he moaned.

“You’re okay. You’re here. With me.” Her voice
was calm and even. “And you didn’t make me do anything. I did it
because I wanted to. For you. Because I could see how it turned you
on, Jake. Oh god Jake you’re getting turned on again aren’t you?”
she asked, biting her lip. “You’re getting hard again.”

He was. He wanted to hate it but he couldn’t.
Finley had looked so fucking hot sucking on Johnny’s big
dick. It was all so perverted and wrong but he couldn’t bring
himself to hate it. It turned him on too much. Gave him butterflies
and made his hair stand on end. And then there was Quinn touching
him. Edging him as they watched her sister, his wife, getting
face-fucked by big Johnny.

Finley put a hand on his shoulder and rolled him
onto his back. She swung a leg over his lap again. She slid her
oily pussy lips along his aching shaft. Aching not with need but
actual pain from all the erections and ejaculations he’d
sustained. She gazed deep into his eyes wearing a reassuring smile.
“Relax,” she whispered, putting her hands on his chest.

“I don’t know if I can,” he muttered, shaking
his head.

She leaned closer. “You can,” she said.

“That was wrong. It was wrong what just
happened,” he complained.

Finley shook her head. “It’s only wrong if you
regret it. Do you regret it Jake? Do you regret watching me suck
Johnny’s cock?”

The question shot through me. He flexed against
Finley’s center lips.

Her eyebrows twitched up and she gave him a
playful shrug. “You don’t. I know you don’t. I can feel it,” she
whispered.

“It’s not…” he began.

Finley interrupted. “It is what it is. Let go
Jakey. We can have so much fun. Oh my gosh I never knew! I never
knew you were like this!”

He wanted to tell her he wasn’t but she was
grinding her pussy against his cock again and he couldn’t find the
words. And then it dawned on him. He was like this. He
wanted her to be dirty. He wanted to know just how dirty she would
get for him. His hands rose and settled on her waist. He arched his
hips in time with her sliding back and forth. “Oh god I do like it,
Fin,” he groaned.

She picked up his hands and pressed them against
her breasts. “I know you do. And that’s okay. You just tell me what
you want me to do and I’ll do it, Jake. I love you more than
anything. I’ll do anything.”

Anything.

That got his motor running. Anything? How
endless were the possibilities? He stared up at Finley gazing down
at him. She looked angelic with her sweet smile and her hair
brushing gently against her ears as she swayed over top of him. He
squeezed her breasts.

Her back arched. She closed here eyes and purred
in pleasure. More wet leaked from her pussy.

“Finley? Fin?” he whispered.

Her eyes opened lazily and she looked down at
him again. “What is it baby?”

“Would you…do you think you could ever…” He
couldn’t bring himself to say it.

She leaned closer still, her grin turning
mischievous. “Go all the way?” she whispered back.

That rocked his world. He hardened under her
soft lips. Groaned as the vision of Finley being speared by
big-dick formed in his mind.

She reached between them and pressed two fingers
against his cock until it slipped back into her. “Anything you
want,” she said.

His body bucked, then shook. His toes curled and
he groaned again as he released into her.

She kept rubbing on him through the climax.
Staring and smiling, coaxing the nut out of him and into herself.
“That’s it Jakey,” she said softly. “You give me everything you’ve
got. All this dirty talk made my pussy greedy.”

Chapter Twelve

He woke up groggy the next morning. Reached over
to Fin’s side of the bed and found her missing. A jolt of panic
shot through him as the memories of what had happened filtered into
his mind. He sat straight up and swung his legs over the edge of
the bed. Scrambled into his underwear and threw a shirt over his
head, then grabbed some shorts and poked his feet into them. He was
still buttoning them up as he nudged the door to the guest room
open with his shoulder.

Empty.

His body sagged with relief. That terrible,
wonderful thing she’d said to him yesterday rang in his ears.

I’ll do anything.

That’s what got his heart thumping as soon as he
was out of bed. Because what if Finley had snuck off to give big
Johnny a wake up call? What if he’d found her sitting on top of
him, riding Johnny the same way she’d ridden him the night
before?

The excitement that surged through him at the
prospect was laced with jealousy.

But the guest room was empty. And he could hear
voices now, coming from downstairs. Quinn and Finley’s voices,
punctuated by the occasional grunt from Johnny.

A heavy feeling fell over him as he plodded down
the stairs. Yesterday he’d wondered how he’d ever be able to look
Quinn in the eye again and now the moment was here. He’d have to
walk into that kitchen having been made a cuckold, having wanted it
and asked for it. Would they all laugh at him? Would Quinn flash
her usual disdainful smirk? He paused at the doorway to the kitchen
until he realized he couldn’t just hide all day. There would come a
moment where he’d have to confront them all. Best to get it over
with. He stepped in.

Quinn and Finley, deep in whispered conversation
by the counter, didn’t notice him.

Johnny looked up from staring into his coffee
and held his gaze for a moment. Then he tipped his chin back in a
quiet nod that must have meant “good morning.”

No laughter. No jeers. No humiliation. They were
all acting like nothing at all had happened.

Finley looked over as he shuffled toward the
table. A wide smile sprouted across her lips. She practically
skipped across the kitchen and pecked him on the cheek. “Hey sleepy
head,” she said.

“Hi sweetie,” he replied.

“You want a coffee?” she asked.

“That sounds great.” The weight lifted off his
chest when it seemed like everything was back to normal. No one was
going to make a big deal out of last night’s escapade. Was he the
only one who cared? Was he the only one that thought that sex was
more than just, well, sex? That it was two people coming
together in the most intimate connection two people could share?
That when it happened it left them both changed?

His face heated in embarrassment at just having
had the thought. Was that juvenile? Was he…naive? He didn’t
want to be naive. Naivete was innocence and innocence was feminine.
And he was a man, damn it.

He wanted so badly to talk to someone. He kind
of wanted to drag Finley into the next room and talk to her but
kind of didn’t. All of this was so personal and he didn’t want it
to change the way she thought of him. Which nearly made him laugh
out loud. How could she not think of him differently after what had
happened?

Finley came over carrying a steaming mug of
brew. She set it on the table and kissed his cheek again. Put a
hand on the small of his back and rubbed.

That kind of twisted things up inside him, too.
Was she trying to reassure him? Was this her way of saying “don’t
worry you’re still a man to me?” Or was that just him projecting?
This was going to drive him crazy unless he found a way to work out
how he felt. Away from Finley and Quinn and Johnny. God, would he
need therapy for this?

Finley took a seat at the table holding her own
mug. She was wearing a billowy white sundress.

Quinn just had a t-shirt on again. No bra, her
stiff nipples making shadows in the fabric. And those fucking
legs of hers just tugging at his attention.

She picked her phone up off the counter, walked
over to them and sat down across from Finley. “What do you guys
want to do today?”

Today. Today? That tripped a switch in his mind.
“Holy crap,” he said, breathless. “It’s freaking Monday. I’ve got
to get to work!”

Finley put a hand over his before he could stand
up. She looked guilty.

“What? I’ve gotta go,” he said.

“I did a thing,” she said, scrunching her pretty
face up.

“Thing? What thing?” he asked.

“I called you in sick,” she replied. “Told them
you couldn’t really talk because of your sore throat.” She arched
her eyebrows waiting for his reaction.

“Oh,” he said, sighing with relief. “Why?” he
asked.

Finley glanced at Quinn, who’d picked up her
phone and wasn’t paying attention. Then she tipped her head ever so
slightly in Johnny’s direction. “These guys have to go tomorrow. I
thought we could spend some more time together. You’re not mad, are
you?” she asked sweetly.

Quinn tisked, rolled her eyes and let out a long
breath. She set her coffee down and stood back up. “I have to
shit,” she muttered.

Johnny eyed her long legs as she walked
away.

Jake did his best to keep his eyes on Finley. He
shook his head. “No. I’m not mad. Thanks. Thanks for doing
that.”

“Sure thing!” she chirped. “Sooo? What do
you guys want to do today?”

Johnny shrugged. “Work on bike,” he said. He
finished up the last dregs of his coffee and set his mug down.

A slow smile tugged at one corner of Finley’s
mouth as she stared at Jake. “Hey Johnny?” she said without looking
over at him.

Jake’s heart jumped, did a thud-thud close to
his throat, then started pumping hard.

“What up?” Johnny said.

“Jake and I were wondering if maybe we could,
you know, do a little more of what we did last night?”

Jake’s eyes darted to Johnny, then back to
Finley. His fingers curled, nails scraping against the tabletop.
What the hell was she doing? First thing in the morning? The guy
had barely finished his coffee.

Johnny seemed altogether unaffected by the
question. He stared at Jake and nodded. Then he looked at Finley.
“Get up,” he said.

She pushed away from the table, her chair
scraping against the tile. Stood up and swung her shoulders side to
side so her dress swished around her legs. “Why?” she asked. “What
are you gonna’ do to me?” She flashed Jake a sly grin.

The tension gripped him. The one that had been
lurking between his legs ever since Quinn and Johnny had descended
on their house, his castle, and all this craziness had
started.

“Haven’t had breakfast yet,” Johnny said, eyeing
her curvy hips. He reached over and wrapped his oil-stained hand
around her waist and pulled her up between him and the table.

Jake’s hands dropped and he gripped the edges of
his chair. Tight. Like he was about to go on another roller coaster
ride and had forgotten his seat belt.

Johnny spun Finley around until she was facing
Jake.

She raised an eyebrow, apparently as confused as
he was about what might happen next.

“Bend over,” Johnny ordered.

“Okay,” Finley said, sounding a little unsure of
herself.

Jake’s eyes popped wide open.

Johnny flipped the hem of Finley’s dress up onto
her back, revealing her ass. Tucked his middle finger into the
elastic of her underwear and pulled it down onto her thighs.

Fin’s eyes widened when he pulled her ass cheeks
apart.

He sniffed her crack then locked eyes with Jake.
“Mmm,” he grunted. “My favourite.” He licked up the line of her
crack, then mashed his lips against her ass, forming a seal.

Finley twisted her shoulders to one side. “Holy
fuck,” she said.

Jake got dizzy watching and hearing Finley
curse.

Finley gasped. Her mouth hung open. She looked
up at Jake.

“Wha…what happened?” Jake whispered.

She reached out across the table, fingers
trembling. “Gimme…gimme your hands,” she said.

He had to will himself to let go of the chair
and put his hands on the table. They were covered in sweat. He slid
them across to Finley.

Instead of lacing her fingers through his, she
reached further and grabbed his forearms and gripped them. She
gasped again.

“Fin? You okay?”

She swallowed and nodded. “He put…his tongue’s
in my ass hole,” she said.

“Oh my god,” Jake grunted. He couldn’t believe
this. First thing in the morning. Before breakfast. Or, in Johnny’s
case, for breakfast, Jake was watching Finley get her ass
eaten out. He grabbed her forearms and held on as tight to them as
she was onto his.

Johnny lifted a hand up between Finley’s
legs.

A moment later she gripped Jake’s arms even
harder. Her eyes darted side to side then finally met Jake’s
again.

“Tell me,” Jake whispered.

“He put two fingers in my pussy,” Fin
confessed.

Johnny came up for air. He sniffed, wiped his
nose with the back of his hand then gently bit Finley’s ass cheek.
“You’re tighter’n your sister,” he said, matter-of-factly before
sinking his face into her crack again and resuming his munching. He
slid his fingers in and out of her slit.

Finley winced and started squirming.

Johnny smacked her ass.

Jake gasped. “Finley? Are you okay?”

She looked over at him, expression pained.
“It’s…it feels really good Jake. I think…I think I’m gonna’ come.
Is that okay?”

A hot pulse of arousal surged through Jake.
Finley hanging onto him as if for dear life and asking him if it
was okay to have an orgasm while Johnny ate her ass and
finger-fucked her pussy. The heat that sent through him was
blistering. And still doubt and worry tugged at his mind. Is this
what Finley wanted? Had she always wanted to be this dirty? Had she
been craving this from him?

“Jake?” Finley squeaked.

The sound yanked him out of his mind and back
into the kitchen. “Huh?”

“Can I?”

Wide-eyed he gave a slow nod. He could hear the
wet sounds of Johnny’s fingers intruding into Finley’s snatch.

Finley held onto him with an iron grip. Her body
started to shake. Her mouth opened wide and she let out a
shuddering breath as she came.

Jake’s cock pulsed and hardened with arousal. A
warm feeling enveloped him. The world disappeared save for the
sight of Finley bent over the table with Johnny’s face out of focus
in the background as he plied her backside with his tongue and her
pussy with his fingers. The kitchen faded into view again as
Finley’s grip on him relaxed. She was panting. She looked at him
and grinned.

Johnny pulled his mouth away from her ass. He
eased his fingers out of her snatch. Wiped his lips with the back
of his arm and stood up. His dick was hard in his jeans. “Be
outside if anyone needs me.” Didn’t bother to pull up her panties
or cover her ass with the dress. Just walked past Jake without a
word and out the door onto the driveway.

Finley hauled herself up off the table.

Jake couldn’t stop staring at her. His dirty
wife who’d been hiding all her secrets, worried that it would
change them, when in fact it was having the opposite effect. He
wanted her so bad again. Wanted to take Johnny’s seat and do the
same thing to Finley Johnny had done.

Finley trotted around the table and plopped
herself in his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck and hugging
him. “How was that?” she whispered.

“It…it was…it was amazing,” he finally managed
to admit. His cock flexed against her thigh. “Fin?”

“Hm?”

“Can we…you know, can we do it? I’m…it hurts I’m
so hard.”

Finley giggled. “Not right now my horny little
monster. I’m all sticky between my legs and my bum. I’m gonna’ take
a shower, kay? Maybe later.” She hopped off his lap and padded
through the hallway then up the stairs.

Jake sat there with his palms pressed against
the table staring at the stove. He turned when he heard footsteps,
hope swelling in his chest that Fin had changed her mind.

It was Quinn. She’d put on pants. She slumped
into a chair, put an arm up over the back and eyed him. “You okay?”
she asked.

Chapter Thirteen

She may have been the last person he wanted to
talk to. But she was there. And she’d extended the invitation.

The possibility of getting laughed at seemed
like a small price to pay for a willing listener. “I don’t know,”
he said, shaking his head.

“Yeah. You seem a little dazed,” Quinn said.

“Johnny just ate out Finley’s ass and fingered
her until she came,” he blurted. A split-second later he felt the
hot wave of humiliation wash over him. What the hell was he doing
telling Quinn?

“Ew,” Quinn said, scrunching up her nose. She
let out a disgusted huff and shook her head. “That guy’s so gross.
Where. Upstairs?”

“Here,” Jake said, nodding at the spot where it
had happened. “On the kitchen table. Said he needed breakfast or
something.”

Quinn paused for a moment then snort-chuckled.
“Well that is pretty funny,” she said. “Still gross.”

“I wanted it.”

“What?” Quinn asked.

“I wanted him to do it. Well, not that,
exactly. But something. I…I fucking like it, Quinn. I like
seeing it.” He felt hollow again as he looked her in the eye.

“Well duh,” Quinn said.

He turned and looked at her. “Why?”

“I don’t know. Cause you’re a pervert,
maybe?”

He tried not to wince but that stung.

“Oh shit,” Quinn muttered. “I didn’t mean it.
Sorry. You’re just so much different than Johnny.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just…you have actual emotions and stuff. I
forget sometimes some guys are like that. He’s just such a
meat-head. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings.”

Her sincerity startled Jake. But he couldn’t
help but fixate on the first part. The actual emotions that
most guys didn’t seem to have. A certain softness that Finley
found…what? Comfortable? Safe? He was too embarrassed to ask Quinn
about it. The girl who stayed with her stone-faced boyfriend with
the rocking bod. “You don’t care?” he asked instead, trying to
change the subject.

“Care about what?”

“You don’t care about last night or what just
happened now? It’s, like, that easy for you? I mean I know you and
Johnny aren’t serious but…fuck. It’s sex, Quinn. Doesn’t anyone
else here think it’s a big deal?”

Quinn looked side to side like she wasn’t sure
what to say.

Fresh embarrassment welled through him. He put
his hands over his face. “Oh my god,” he groaned. “I’m such an
idiot. I feel like I should have been born a hundred years ago. Of
course none of you care. It’s just…it’s just fucking for you isn’t
it?”

Quinn drew in a deep breath and sighed. Not the
annoyed or dismissive sigh Jake was used to. Heavier and more
serious. Was she feeling sorry for asking if he was okay? “Listen,
Jake…” she said, staring straight at him. “You’re the real
deal.”

“What’s the real deal?”

“You’re the kind of guy every woman wants to
marry. Kind, good-hearted. Dependable.”

It was what she didn’t say that shook
him. He met her stare with his. “But I don’t fuck like Johnny
does,” he said, unable to keep the resentment out of his voice.

Quinn opened her mouth. Maybe to tell a lie. She
hesitated, then sighed again. “You probably don’t fuck like Johnny
does. But who the fuck cares?”

The only person he needed to know about was
Finley. Did she care? Was giving up on a raunchy, rough sex life
the trade-off she’d made to be with a guy like him? “You seem to,”
he said after a silence. “How come you’re not with a guy like
me?”

“Um, in case I haven’t made this clear enough
here it is again. Because there aren’t enough of you to go around.
If you think I’d still be letting Johnny bang me if I could find
myself a Jake then you’re clueless.”

That confused him even more. Surely the kind of
man he was couldn’t be that rare? “You can’t break up with him
because of his big…”

“He’s a hobby, Jake. A distraction. From
the fact that I’m getting older and still haven’t found Mr. Forever
and my big sister is all smiles and giggles around her perfect
husband.”

The compliment made him blush.

Quinn leaned forward against the table and
grinned. “Trust me if Fin gave me permission I’d take a batch of
Jacob seed in a second.”

His jaw dropped and he sat there staring at her,
stunned by what she’d said. “What?” he whispered. “Quinn that’s so
wrong.”

Quinn fell back into her normal self. Chuckled,
rolled her eyes. “Yeah, right. I love that look, Jake, but it’s not
fooling me.”

“Fooling you?” he whispered.

She narrowed her eyes. “As if you’d pass
on the chance to have sex with me and get me pregnant if Fin gave
you the green light.”

He stared at her in horror. “I would
never do something like that.”

“Oh yeah?” Quinn asked. “What if precious little
Finley said pretty please?” she asked, pushing out her lower lip
and tipping her head to one side.

What was terrible was that his cock felt like it
had started buzzing at the suggestion. His mind throwing up visuals
of Quinn with her legs spread, her pretty pussy (a little looser
than Finley’s, apparently) gaping open in welcome. When he thought
of squirting his batter into her he felt cum leaking out the tip of
his prick. Thank god she couldn’t see it. Would he really do that?
Something so dirty and forbidden? He wanted to believe he could
control himself. But Quinn and those legs of hers…

“See? You’re thinking about it right now.” A
wicked grin spread across her lips. She leaned back in her chair
again and started to unbutton the shorts she’d put on.

“What are you doing?” Jake asked.

“I have a theory I want to test out,” Quinn
said.

“What theory?” Jake demanded.

“I bet that if I gave you a chance you wouldn’t
even wait for Finley’s blessing, would you Jake?”

“Stop that. You’re being ridiculous. You’re both
ridiculous. I can’t even believe all of this is happening.”

Quinn didn’t stop. She kept unbuttoning those
shorts until he could see the white panties beneath them. Those
almost see through white panties that he could just make out the
top of her cleaving flesh before it disappeared between her legs.
“Still think you could resist?” she asked, her voice husky.

Jake couldn’t tear his eyes away. He sat there
staring until he felt a drop of saliva nearly roll out the side of
his mouth. Actually drooling over his wife’s little sister’s
pussy. He swallowed and managed to look down at the table. “You’re
both crazy,” he said.

“Maybe a little bit,” Quinn admitted. “But it
seems you kind of like it.”

He opened his mouth to contradict her but knew
she had him. He did like it. As shocking and appalling as it
all was he liked the seediness. The taboo and the filthiness of
it.

“Told you so,” Quinn said, her tone nearly
mocking.

“Do your shorts up.”

“Why? Worried you won’t be able to resist?”

And then her smell hit him. That sweet but
stinging scent of her wetting pussy. It made the hairs on the back
of his neck stand on end.

“What’s up guys?” Finley’s voice came bubbling
through the hallway.

Jake sat up straight and tried to tear his eyes
away from Quinn’s pelvis.

“Just chilling,” Quinn said, still staring at
him.

Finley came up behind him and put a hand on his
shoulder.

He looked up at her just as she looked over at
Quinn. “You forgot to do your shorts up,” she said. “Jake says it
makes him uncomfortable.” Then she giggled. She smelled fresh from
the shower she’d just taken.

“Oh,” Quinn mused. “I guess I did.” She didn’t
look away as she buttoned her pants back up.

“So what do you guys want to do today?”
Finley asked. “You think we could tear Johnny away from his bike
and go for a picnic or something?”

A picnic. Now that she’d had her ass eaten out
maybe a picnic would be nice?

Jake shook his head. “I don’t think I should go
out. Just in case someone from work sees me, you know?” He couldn’t
help how morose he sounded.

“Oh. Right,” Finley replied. “Well how about
Quinn and I go and pick something up and we can picnic in the
backyard?”

He looked up and made a feeble attempt at a
smile. “Sure. That sounds good.”

“Great!” Finley said, clapping her hands
together. “Come on Quinn. How about submarine sandwiches? I
love submarine sandwiches on a sunny day!” She spun around
and walked into the hall to put on her shoes.

“I just love submarine sandwiches on a
sunny day!” Quinn mocked quietly. She stood up and walked over next
to Jake. “You might not be packing what Johnny’s got but you’re
doing something right. You turned put-it-in-my-pussy Finley into a
little angel.” She snickered as she followed Finley out into the
sunshine.

Chapter Fourteen

Jake sat brooding in the kitchen much as he had
the day before in his bedroom. There was no question that he found
Finley’s dirty secrets hot. His conversation with Quinn wouldn’t
stop haunting him, though. He tried to put it past him but it
refused to move. Like a totem, a monument to his lesser
masculinity. Or at least he couldn’t stop thinking of it that
way.

Because he would never be packing what Johnny
had. Maybe, if he tried real hard, he could learn to fuck a little
more like Johnny. Pound a woman the way she craved. But no amount
of trying would make him stretch a pussy out the way Johnny
did.

That nagged him. There was something beneath
that thought that he couldn’t unearth. A certain shame that he
wanted to expose to the light of day and inspect. He had no
rational reason to feel bad. It was totally beyond his control. He
was built this way and there wasn’t a pill or a porn site
advertisement that would ever change him. And yet there it was
taunting him. Making him feel like less of a man because he wasn’t
carrying.

He lost track of time turning the thoughts over
and over in his mind. It was only when Johnny came traipsing back
into the kitchen that he realized he’d been sitting there for the
better part of an hour. He watched the big guy open the fridge and
stare into it. Watched the muscles in his arms flex as he pulled
out a can of cold soda and cracked the tab.

“Hey,” Johnny said, finally noticing Jake was
there.

“Hey,” Jake replied.

Johnny stood there staring at him as he chugged
back the soda. Downed the whole thing in a few gulps, crushed the
can and set it on the counter, then wiped his mouth with the back
of his hand. “Hot out there,” he offered.

Jake was a little startled. He tried to remember
if he’d heard Johnny try to start a conversation since he’d
arrived. Couldn’t think of an instance. Wanted the greased up guy
to just leave him alone and go back to tinkering with his bike.

Johnny sat down across from him at the
table.

“Your wife’s a sweet prize,” Johnny said.

Jake looked up at him from under his brow.
Wondered what the guy wanted from this conversation. “Thanks,” he
muttered.

An extra long minute of silence passed between
them. “Ass tastes like candy,” Johnny said.

Jake blushed and looked away. “Oh yeah?” he
said. Then the absurdity of the situation whacked him up the
backside of his head and he snorted an awkward laugh.

Johnny just sat there staring at him.

For some reason Johnny’s overture to have a chat
loosened Jake up. He stole a look at Johnny and shook his head. “I
can’t believe…you guys are just…you don’t care at all that Quinn
jerked me off last night?”

Johnny furrowed his brow. Like he’d never
contemplated such a bizarre question. “Mind?” he asked.

Jake huffed, exasperated by how alone he felt in
all this.

“She’s not mine or anything,” Johnny said.

Which made Jake feel like even more of an ass.
This guy that barely talked and seemed to only care about his bike
also happened to be far more enlightened. Thought of Quinn as a
person and not his woman. It made him feel ashamed. “I
wasn’t saying she was yours,” Jake explained. “But sex…isn’t
it, like, don’t you think it should just be between, you know,
partners?”

Johnny scowled like he was thinking about it.
Like that thought had never occurred to him before. “Why?” he
asked.

The question caught Jake off guard. Why? Why
indeed. The argument that there was a historical and religious
precedent to keep matters of the flesh between two committed
individuals seemed like it would be lost on Johnny. The only thing
Jake could think of was to appeal to his emotions. Which almost
made him laugh again because Johnny didn’t seem to have any.
“Didn’t it make you jealous?”

Johnny thought for a while then shook his head.
“Kind of hot. Like you thought Finley sucking on my cock was
hot.”

Another hot flash made Jake’s cheeks go red. It
had been one thing to surrender to his fantasy made flesh. It was
far more embarrassing hearing them all talk about it like
they were deciding where to go for lunch.

“You mad or something?” Johnny asked.

“No,” Jake replied with a sigh. He wasn’t mad.
He was confused. And angry with himself for not being able to
control what was going on. “I just…I’m having a hard time with it
is all,” he said.

Johnny nodded. “Fair ‘nuff.”

They sat there in silence for a good five
minutes, Johnny not budging, apparently not feeling nearly as
awkward as Jake was. He finally stood up when they heard Finley’s
car pull into the driveway. “Mmm, lunch,” Johnny said. He walked
toward into the hallway.

Then the door swung open and Quinn and Finley
spilled into the house doubled over laughing like Jake imagined
they had before he was on the scene. Two sisters back to the way
things used to be. Before the uptight, brooding husband had changed
Finley into something Quinn could barely stand.

Jake turned and watched them leaning on each
other to keep from falling down. They had tears in their eyes.
Apparently whatever they’d been talking about had been hilarious.
Irritation welled up from his gut. Not at them. At himself for
being such a sourpuss, moping in the corners and ruining
everybody's fun until he couldn’t stand himself any longer.

Quinn pulled a sandwich out of the plastic bag
she was holding and handed it to Johnny.

He set it down on the end table under the mirror
and tipped his head toward the stairs.

Quinn’s shoulders sagged and her smile waned.
But as Johnny started climbing the stairs she followed him,
trudging up to the bedroom looking like that was the last thing she
wanted but couldn’t help herself. Didn’t say a word to Finley.

Finley’s smile faded, too. She sighed and picked
up the plastic bag Quinn had left on the first step then wandered
into the kitchen and set it on the table. “Hey mister,” she said,
flashing Jake a grin.

“Hey,” he replied.

“Got you a meatball sub with extra cheese just
the way you like it.”

“Thanks,” he muttered.

Finley stood over him watching him for a few
moments. Then she swung a leg over his lap and sat down facing him.
“You and Johnny hit it off?” she asked with a giggle.

Jake smirked. “Something like that,” he
said.

“You going to be like this all day?” she
asked.

“Like what?” he countered, sounding far more
defensive than he’d intended.

“Oh Jakey don’t be like that. You’re all inside
yourself and gloomy I can tell. What’s the matter?”

What was the matter? What the hell was the
matter? It all started bubbling inside him. The jealousy, the fear
of what he might become if he let go and really gave in to his
desires. Burbled up until he felt like he just couldn’t keep it in
anymore. He looked up into her smiling eyes and his heart squeezed.
He shook his head. “I don’t know. I…I want things and I feel
terrible for the things that I want,” he said.

Finley tipped her head to one side and let out a
soft breath. “Oh Jakey,” she said, running fingers through his
hair. “What can I do to make it better?” A wicked edge worked its
way into her smile. “You want me to go pull Johnny out of Quinn
and…”

“No,” he grunted. Then, realizing how harsh it
had sounded, and realizing that there might be just one way out of
this depressed state he was in, looked up at her apologetically.
“And yes,” he whispered.

She sighed again. “You’re really having a hard
time with this, huh?”

“It’s just…it’s just not me, Fin,” he
said.

Fin put her arms on his shoulders and looked up
into his eyes. “You know I could have said that about me when we
met.”

He scowled. “What do you mean?”

She stayed a moment there, gazing up into his
eyes. “If we’d met a few years earlier you probably would have
hated me,” she said.

“I would not have hated you, Finley,”

“I was loud, loose and lewd, Jake. I’m pretty
sure you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. Or if you had
you’d have run away screaming.” She laughed.

Jake shook his head. “Maybe you were different
but…”

“But that’s just it,” she interrupted.

“What is?”

“I was different. I wasn’t the me that
you know now. Doesn’t make that me or this me any less real.”

That touched him in a funny place. He turned and
looked off to the side trying to parse it. It ran deeper than he
realized. “How is that possible?” he finally said looking at her
out of the corner of his eye.

Finley shrugged. “People change?
Everything…changes. We’re all still here. Just different every
day.” She ran her fingers through his hair. “Just let it go,” she
said.

“Let it go?”

“Yeah. Just let go of all your worrying and
wondering if you’re doing the right thing. Just let go and let
loose and have fun. That’s what we’re all doing.”

He couldn’t look at her. “I want that,”
he said softly.

“Then make it happen. Hey. Look at me.”

He looked up into her eyes.

She was smiling and looked as beautiful as ever.
“You are such a go-getter. You have an amazing job, an amazing
house…”

“An amazing wife,” he whispered.

Fin giggled. “You did okay,” she said. “You want
this? Go get it. Like you get everything else. Or just let it come
to you. You don’t need all this angst. You’re never like this.
You’re mister get-it-done. I love that about you. Just go for
it.”

Her words filled him with courage and pride at
the woman he’d married. Still, a worry lingered. “What if…what if
this breaks something about us?” he asked.

She put both hands on his cheeks. “Are you
crazy? Nothing about us can ever break. I’m in this for the…I’m in
this forever.”

God he loved her so much. Opened his mouth to
speak. Couldn’t find the words he wanted to say.

“Don’t worry,” Fin whispered. “You don’t have to
deal with this right now. Take your time. We’ll have a nice
afternoon. Right now your subs getting cold and I’m starving.” She
leaned forward and kissed him. “Ready to eat?” she asked
softly.

“I’m ready,” he said.

Chapter Fifteen

They spent the afternoon out in the backyard.
Cracking beers and shooting the breeze and watching Johnny work on
his bike.

In the evening, after they’d eaten, Fin
suggested a movie. They all moved to the living room. She flicked
on the TV.

But as Jake made his way to the couch Quinn
grabbed his wrist. She led him instead to the love seat and plopped
him down next to her. Then she stretched out her long legs and put
her bare feet on the coffee table and wiggled her toes.

Fin giggled as she sat down on the couch next to
Johnny.

Jake’s skin went cold and his palms started to
sweat.

Halfway through the movie, sitting there on the
love seat with Quinn’s long, bare legs stretched out, he looked
across to where Finley and Johnny were sitting on the couch. His
stomach went all tight as his imagination started running wild. He
could barely hear the movie playing, the TV speaker sounding
distant and muffled through the sound of his own pulse throbbing in
his ears. He didn’t notice Quinn pick up the remote. It was only
when the sound in the room changed that he turned to look at the
screen again and gasped.

A woman was lying on her back on the bed, legs
spread. A man’s head was buried between her thighs. The sounds of
his tongue lapping at her pussy was what had drawn Jake’s
attention. He glanced at Quinn to see her grinning.

“That movie was kind of boring, don’t you
think?” Quinn asked, voice filled with mischief.

Jake heard Finley giggle on the couch. He turned
to look at her and pressed himself into the pillows of the love
seat.

Johnny’s hand was on her thigh. Pushing the
summer dress up her legs and out of the way, the grease-stained,
weathered skin of his hand a stunning contrast to her creamy white
flesh. His eyes widened as she looked at him and bit her lip.

Johnny dipped his fingers into her panties,
which made her giggle again.

And unlike last night, when Finley was in the
driver’s seat, fondling and feasting on Johnny’s big cock, now it
was him. Johnny stuffing his fingers into her panties. Johnny
making her gasp as he slipped them into her groove. Johnny making
her knees turn in as he rubbed up and down the line of her
pussy.

Jake felt at once a profound longing for Finley
and a jealousy laced with regret. His swelling cock the product of
both these emotions. Not fighting for supremacy but working in
tandem, pumping him full of arousal until he felt like he might
burst from it. And he couldn’t tear his eyes away from his sweet
wife.

Every few seconds Finley would flash him shy
smile. He couldn’t be sure if this was part of her act, part of the
way she’d changed for him. Was she playing the bashful ingenue to
heighten the paradox of her angelic persona and the perversion to
which she was about to be submitted? Or was this the way she’d
acted with the dozens of men she’d let use her during her and
Quinn’s summer of the whore.

It made his spine tingle and his skin prickle
thinking about it. His hand moved to his crotch. He cupped his
throbbing organ and squeezed it. The need to release the pressure
that had built between his legs nearly made him groan.

Quinn’s hand moved over his.

He turned and looked at her in surprise when she
pulled his hand away from his groin. She was wearing a sinfully
sexy look herself. The scent of her body wash and her natural
feminine smell infiltrated his senses and drove him wild with
lust.

“Not yet,” she said, placing his hand on the
couch pillow.

“Just wait,” Quinn said.

His eyes fell to her thighs as she lifted her
ass off the seat and peeled off the tight shorts she was wearing.
They widened at the sight of her white panties, a gash of wet
running along the front. Quinn was turned on by this, too. Wet from
watching Johnny fondle her sister. A certain delirium gripped him.
The world fading and only the four of them in that room left in the
whole universe. His jaw fell slack and he drew in a breath as Quinn
peeled her panties to one side revealing her perfectly waxed and
moistening snatch.

“You want to finger me while you watch?” she
whispered.

A question so lewd it made him shudder. “Yes,”
he whispered as he lifted his hand and placed it on her thigh.

Quinn spread her legs. The plump folds of her
outer lips split and revealed the wet pink flesh within. She took
him by the wrist and guided the tips of his fingers to her soft
space.

A shiver rushed through him as he touched for
the first time Quinn’s sticky and forbidden wetness.

“That’s good,” she said, staring down at his
ministrations. “A little harder. And you can put them in if you
want. Like that. Yeah.” She closed her eyes and leaned her head
back.

Jake pushed two fingers into her hungry
cunt.

Quinn opened her eyes up again and smiled. She
tilted her chin toward the couch.

With two fingers two knuckles deep inside her
pussy Jake turned to look at Finley again. The sight took his
breath away.

Finley had unsheathed Johnny’s formidable prick.
She was wagging it slowly back and forth as he played with her
pussy. Her hips were wiggling on the couch in time with Johnny
probing her tight channel.

But what really got him, what socked him in the
gut and took the breath right out of his lungs, was when Fin and
Johnny’s eyes met. They held each other’s gaze, two near-strangers
each with their hands on the others dirty bits. It made his chest
constrict.

“I want it in you,” Johnny grunted, breaking
Jake’s trance.

Jake gasped as Johnny rolled sideways toward Fin
and started crawling up her body, trying to mount her like an
animal.

Fin laughed, put a hand on his chest and pushed
him away. “Fuck no,” she said.

Johnny and Jake both scowled. Was this it? Was
she getting cold feet? Was the consummation going to be called off
because Finley couldn’t go through with it? A hot elation and a
cold dread swam into Jake’s gut.

“That’s the biggest fucking cock I’ve ever
seen,” Fin said, looking down at it again. “You’re gonna’ have to
let me get used to it first.” She pushed on his chest again sending
him back to sitting and stood up. Pulled her panties off, then ever
so slowly slipped the dress up and off her shoulders and sent it
sailing through the air to the other side of the room.

Jake sucked in another breath at her beauty. Her
full breasts and hips, her pear-shaped ass and stunningly tight
waist. Her beauty that, until now, he’d thought of as exclusively
his to appreciate. That made his cock throb, too. Giving that away,
opening it up for the world to see and share (or at least for
Johnny) was selfish and selfless at the same time and it drove him
wild.

She turned to face him. Flashed that shy smile
again. “You ready?” she whispered.

He wasn’t sure he was. Wasn’t sure he could ever
be. But he knew there was no turning back. Now that they had come
this far he had to witness this. To live it and find out
what it did to him. “I think so,” was the best answer he could
give.

Fin spread her legs and backed up, then squatted
over Johnny’s lap.

Johnny put his hands on her ass and helped her
down.

She grabbed his cock.

Jake lurched in his seat. The motion caused his
fingers to pop out of Quinn’s cunt.

“Shit!” she squeaked. “I was almost there.” She
grabbed his wrist, twisted it back into that awkward position and
started using his fingers again like a dildo. Fucking herself with
them right next to him on the couch.

Jake covered his mouth with his other hand.

Fin hadn’t yet slid down Johnny’s rigid meat.
Instead she’d sat down on his pelvis with his dick pressed against
her belly. She was staring down at it, petting the underside with
her palm, the bulbous head reaching nearly to her rib cage. She
looked like she was either admiring the phallus or wondering how
even half of it would fit inside her. She looked up at Jake,
expression a little worried. “I don’t know,” she said, then
chuckled.

Johnny’s hands slid up her sides and he cupped
her breasts. Squeezed them like he was kneading bread. “I need it,”
he grunted.

Fin rose up. She tucked the head of his cock
between her legs and sank down a half-inch or so. Her lips parted
and she sucked in a breath as the head slipped in with a wet
squish. Her eyes shot to Jake. “It’s in. He’s in me. He’s in me
Jakey. Oh god it’s so hot with you watching.”

Quinn squeezed her thighs together at that
moment, trapping his hand in her crotch and twisting his arm
painfully backwards. She snorted and shuddered.

Jake realized he’d just made her come with his
hand.

She pulled his fingers out of her pussy and put
his hand on his lap. Then she threw one leg over his knee and
grabbed the bulge of his cock. “You’re pretty good at that,” she
said.

His mind was spinning. Quinn telling him she
didn’t mind using his hand to get herself off and Fin on the other
side of the room swallowing Johnny’s organ into her vagina almost
made him pop. He looked over at her again.

She was still squatting over Johnny’s lap. That
thing deeper inside her now. That veiny, hardened totem
sliding into the place Jake called his solace. Or had, until that
moment. She paused, looked up, wincing at the pressure of him
stretching her innards. She glanced at Quinn and shook her head. “I
don’t know,” she whimpered.

Quinn rubbed her hand over Jake’s cock and swung
her pretty leg back and forth over his knee. “It kind of hurts the
first time,” she whispered. “Don’t be a pussy, Fin.”

Johnny must have had enough teasing. His hands
fell from her breasts to her waist. He gripped it tightly and gave
her body a sharp tug.

Fin gasped. Her hands shot to his thighs. Her
legs just weren’t strong enough to stop him, though.

With another tug Johnny impaled that cannon of a
cock into her belly. Her toes splayed. Her nipples stiffened. Her
face and chest went pink. She shook on top of him, expression
frozen in what seemed like terror and disbelief.

“Used to it yet?” Johnny grunted.

Fin looked down between her legs. Now the only
thing she could see were her stretched pussy lips and the leathery
sack of Johnny’s heavy nut bag coated in her slick.

It was too much. When Quinn rubbed his cock
through his pants again his body twitched. He felt it spit, then
felt his own warm goo running down his shaft. A dark stain formed
on the front of his pants.

Quinn pulled her hand away and looked at the
palm, then at his pants. “Oh shit,” she said, then burst out
laughing.

“What’s going on?” Fin asked from across the
room.

“Jake blew his wad,” Quinn said, covering her
mouth as she laughed.

Fin’s tits jiggled as she started laughing,
too.

Johnny smirked.

“You like it, don’t you Jakey?” Fin said,
giggling softly.

A massive wave of embarrassment crashed through
him. Good ole’ Jakey getting so worked up at seeing his wife
speared by another man’s prick that he couldn’t help but blow
his wad. And everyone laughing at him. He felt like crawling
into a hole and never coming out. His mood darkened, along with his
expression. He turned away from Fin and made to get up off the
couch.

“Oh no, no, no,” Quinn said, pressing a hand
against his chest and pushing him back into his seat. “Don’t you
dare get like that.”

He locked eyes with her, trying to shoot daggers
with his stare.

Quinn rolled her eyes. “Oh just stop. You’re not
allowed to be a big crybaby right now, Jake. Get your shit
together. Fin’s doing this for you. Now sit your ass down and enjoy
yourself. I’m sure there’s plenty more where that came from.” She
put a hand between his legs, cupped his balls and squeezed his sack
until he grunted from the pressure.

He looked up at Quinn again. She had this fierce
but lusty look on her at it ate away at his resolve to be
upset.

“We cool?” she asked.

Jake looked down and nodded.

“Then sit back down.”

“Is everything okay?” Fin squeaked.

“Fine!” Quinn said as she swung her leg over his
lap again. She unbuttoned his pants and pulled the zipper down.
Tugged them down off his ass and reached into his boxers. Pulled
his soft, slimy cock out and ran her index finger along the
underside.

It twitched to life.

“See? Just don’t worry about it,” she said.
“It’s your first time. Be cool.”

He looked at her and nodded. Suddenly somehow
appreciated having her as a mentor on this crazy ride.

“Enough of this shit,” Johnny growled. In one
swift motion he stood up, cock still buried inside Fin, swung her
sideways and onto her hands and knees on the couch. “That’s
better.” He pulled his cock out of her pussy then drove it in with
so much force the couch skidded sideways.

Fin howled and grabbed a pillow, clinging to it
for dear life.

“Jesus,” Jake hissed. She seemed like she was in
real pain.

“Don’t worry about it,” Quinn said. She was
stroking his cock again. Rubbing it back to life so it could squirt
anew.

Jake could already feel his fluids pooling at
the base again.

Johnny smacked Fin’s ass then drove his meat
back into her.

It pushed the air out of her lungs and out her
open mouth. The next thrust made her snort. The one after that she
let out a low “ooohhhhh.” Then the fucking began in earnest.

The muscles in Johnny’s chest and abs flexed
taut as he held her waist and pounded her pussy with his cock.

Fin put her cheek against the pillow. Her face
was red. A tear rolled down her cheek.

“Holy shit,” Jake whispered.

Quinn choked the base of his cock. “Relax. She
likes it. Give it a few sec…”

“Ooooohhhh,” Fin moaned again. “Oh Jakey, Jakey,
Jakey!” she cried.

“What is it baby?” he said, trying to lean
forward, not to stand up just to see better.

“You’re mine,” Quinn said, forcing him back into
the seat with an elbow to his chest.

“Baby!” Finley wailed. “It feels so good!”

Those four words opened up the heavens and made
the sun shine through. Finley out of control and moaning about how
good she felt bathed him in a radiant bliss he’d never felt before.
He never would have believed that allowing someone he loved to feel
such pleasure could make him feel so good. His cock hardened in
Quinn’s hand. He turned and looked at her, searching for an
explanation to all this.

She grinned. “See?” she said.

He nodded. “I see now,” he replied. He turned
his eyes to her hand playing with his cock. Felt a sudden surge of
lust and thought he was going to come again.

Quinn caught him just in time. She strangled his
prick in her iron grip and held him at the brink of his climax.
“You better not ooze all over my hand again, pervert,” she
said.

But this time when he looked at her there was no
malice in her eyes. Somehow he knew that would always be his
nickname. The way guys called each other “dickhead” even when they
were best of friends. Especially when they were best of
friends. He tore his gaze away from Quinn’s hand on his cock when
Finley screamed.

Chapter Sixteen

Johnny had become the living embodiment of
Quinn’s description. One corner of his mouth curled in a snarl.
Sweat-drenched skin, muscles rippling underneath as he plundered
Finley’s pussy with that equine prick. Huffing and snorting as he
drove her through her orgasm and rode her toward his own.

Jake stared in awe and wonder. Quinn had started
manipulating him again. Gently enough that he wasn’t going to blow.
But the pleasure crawling up his spine twisted with the arousal
caused by watching Finley have her snatch destroyed.

“You want to come when he does?” Quinn whispered
in his ear.

He shuddered. Johnny was going to come inside
his wife. He was going to spray his potent seed deep inside her.
Inject her with millions of his wriggling sperm that would survive
inside her uterus for days. The next time Jake fucked her, Johnny
would still be there. He grunted and his cock flexed.

Quinn worked her magic, strangling it with both
hands and staring intently at the head.

The climax ebbed.

Johnny grunted. He smacked Fin’s ass again.

Fin, who looked stunned and like she was about
to faint, startled at the sudden pain. She reared up onto her hands
and started slamming back against his thrusts.

Jake saw the outline of Johnny’s cock bulging in
her stomach as it slid in and out of her.

“You want it?” Johnny growled.

“Give it to me,” Finley snarled. “Gimme, gimme,
gimme all that fucking seed!” She reached back and tried to grab
his ass. Couldn’t hold on. Left claw marks on his thigh before
bracing herself against the couch with both hands. Her tits slapped
noisily against each other as Johnny started thrusting faster.

“He’s gonna’ do it in her pussy, Jake,” Quinn
whispered. She giggled softly. The succubus devil-queen poking him
with her horns and heightening his pleasure. “Little Fin’s gonna’
get a pussy full of Johnny’s spunk.”

“Take it!” Johnny shouted. “Fucking take it!” He
stabbed into her and held himself inside buried to the hilt.

All motion in the room stopped except for the
slow rise and fall of Johnny’s nut sack between his legs.

Jake watched it. The knowledge that he was
watching the code to make another Johnny, his essence,
getting pumped into Fin’s replicating organs drove a stake of
jealous pleasure through his chest. It pushed the air out of his
lungs and drove him deeper into his seat.

“Now?” Quinn whispered.

“Now,” he gasped.

She scratched her fingernail up and down the
length of his shaft.

The tension snapped and a frothy, bubbling mess
of jizz oozed out the tip of his cock. It didn’t shoot the way
Johnny’s did. Didn’t leap from the head, propelled, like Johnny’s,
by the hard muscles in his prodigious organ. It was a pot of rice
boiling over. Batter leaking out of a waffle iron. It ran
hopelessly down his cock and Quinn’s slender fingers.

He turned and looked at Finley. Her dreamy,
heavenly expression nearly tore him in two. So pleased at getting
filled with another man’s hot sperm. A strong man. A man whose
emission spurted like a rocket instead of dribbling like a leaky
hose. It was all in his head but it somehow made the whole thing
hotter, him wallowing in his own self-induced humiliation.

Johnny drew out again. Slow and steady before
digging his fingers into Fin’s fleshy waist and going slam!
back in again.

Her eyes crossed for a moment. A smile formed on
her lips.

Johnny cocked his hips then burrowed into her a
final time. His hips twitched, driving the tip of his spear as deep
as it could get, pushing his mess closer to it’s target. He pulled
out and stood up, looking almost proudly at his handiwork.

A stream of ejaculate ran out of Finley’s pussy
and pooled on the couch beneath her legs.

“Gotta’ sleep,” Johnny said. He picked up his
shorts but didn’t bother putting them on. Walked across the room
and disappeared upstairs.

Jake turned to look at Quinn.

She was wearing a half-smile. She wiped the mess
on her hand onto his shirt and stood up, too. “I should go, too.
We’ve gotta’ get going early tomorrow.” She turned to leave.

“Quinn?” Jake asked, breathless.

“Huh?”

“Uh…thanks.” He felt foolish as soon as he said
it.

Quinn, for the first time since he’d met her,
took the gracious route. She smiled. A real smile, not her usual
smirk. “You’re welcome. Hope you get some shuteye.” And then she
was gone.

Jake turned his attention back to Finley.

She’d collapsed onto the couch, eyes closed,
breathing soft and steady like she was sleeping already.

Then he turned his attention to the itchy
feeling still scratching between his legs. It shocked him to find
his cock still hard, his body still needy and his mind screaming at
him to go reclaim Fin. He stumbled up to stand. His ears rang and
he got a little light-headed. Staggered over to where Fin was lying
on the couch and sank down to his knees next to her. “Finley?
Fin?”

Her eyes fluttered open. She smiled at him. “I
love you baby,” she said.

“I…I love you too,” he answered. “But Fin…” He
looked down at his bright red boner.

Finley giggled. “Still horny after all that?”
she asked.

Jake looked down her body at her ass. “Can I…can
we…”

Finley nodded.

He crawled on hands and knees toward her bottom
as she raised it in the air, opening herself for him. Gasped when
he saw the incredible amount of semen that was drooling from her
stretched out puss. Climbed up onto the couch and tipped his hips
forward, then slipped the head of his cock into Fin’s used
pussy.

She sucked in a breath and her body tensed.

Something wasn’t right. “Is it okay? Are you
okay?” he asked.

She winced and made a tortured face. “It’s a
little…sore,” she said.

From the way she looked it was more than a
little sore.

But Jake wasn’t calling the shots, his body was.
He leaned forward, skewering more of his cock into her.

“Ah!” she yelped. Her hand shot back and pressed
against his thigh even as her pussy squeezed him.

His heart sank. “Do you want me to stop?” The
words please say no played in a loop inside his head.

“I think,” Fin began. “I think we have to do
something else.”

Jake’s shoulders slumped but he wasn’t the kind
of guy to insist. Not with Finley. Not with anyone. Trying not to
sulk he pulled himself out of her, watching his cock covered in
Johnny-slime as it twitched and seethed at the denied release.

Then Fin reached back and put both hands on her
ass and pulled her cheeks apart.

Jake’s eyes went wide. He stared at the dark
starlet that seemed to be watching him.

“You want to try bottomsies?” Finley
whispered.

Bottomsies.

An erotic shudder rippled through Jake. He’d
never done anything like that with anyone. Never even thought about
it. And now his sweet wife was offering him her ass because her
pussy was too sore from getting fucked by another guy. “Are you…are
you serious?” he said, stunned and somewhat disbelieving that this
might happen.

“Anything for you Jakey,” Fin whispered
back.

He touched the tip of his cock to her back
hole.

She stretched her cheeks wider.

He ran a few circles around her ass hole with
the head of his prick. Smeared Johnny’s cum all over it.

Fin let go of one cheek, dipped her fingers into
her pussy and brought out a glob of ejaculate. She reached around
her ass and stuffed her middle finger into it, pushing the cum in
with it. “There,” she said softly. “Now it’ll slip right in.”

Jake pushed on. His cock head flattened then
slipped into her rear.

Her ass rose higher. “Oooh,” she cooed.

The sound drove his arousal. Planting two fists
on either side of her he eased his hips forward and stuffed her
backside with his member.

“Oh yeah,” she said, her voice low and sultry.
“Oh fuck I used to love getting fucked in the ass, Jakey.
Fuck me. Fuck my ass.”

She didn’t need to ask twice. He started
thrusting, pumping his engorged cock into her ass chasing the
dragon of yet another climax even though his prick was sore. Now
the song playing in his mind on repeat was Finley saying oh fuck
I used to love getting fucked in the ass. He knew he should be
disgusted. Instead he was gripped by even more tension as he
imagined his Fin submitting to other men this way.

She reached between her legs and started
fingering herself.

Every few thrusts he would catch a glimpse of
her index finger flicking at her engorged clit. Her hips twitched.
She squeezed him with her sphincter. “Oh Jakey!” she panted. She
bit her lip. “Gonna happen, gonna happen, gonna…”

The scream that came tearing out of her throat
made him swell with pride. It was the same sound she’d made when
Johnny had fucked her. And now it was him. It was her husband Jake
delivering the goods, the pleasure that had sent her over the edge.
It was enough to make him want to scream.

He roared as he came. His cock flexed to an
almost painful hardness. The vision of it dribbling what little
ejaculate he had left into her anus formed in his mind. He clung to
it as he sailed over the peak of his own climax. It scurried off as
quickly as it had arrived. Jake was left with his finally deflating
organ buried inside Fin’s ass hole. He fell down over top of her,
covering her with his body, feeling like he was about to pass
out.

Finley’s soft giggle stirred him back to
life.

“What’s so funny?” he grunted.

“Your pee-pee’s in my pooper,” she whispered,
then burst out laughing.

Her laughter was contagious. As he pulled
himself out of her he started chuckling. Bewildered by the bizarre
day they’d had but feeling so totally satisfied it seemed there was
nothing left to do but laugh.

Finley lowered a leg off the couch and put her
foot on the floor.

He stifled his laughter and reached down to help
her. Grabbed a blanket and threw it over her shoulders as she stood
up. Wrapped his arms around her and brought her close, her cheek
pressing against his chest.

“You good?” Finley asked.

“I’m incredible,” Jake replied.

“Good,” she said. She looked up at him. “Jake?”
she said.

“What is it sweetheart?”

A hungry look formed on her expression. “I’m not
done with Johnny.”

His guts flopped upside down. “You’re…what…but
they’re leaving tomorrow,” he stammered.

Fin’s eyes narrowed. “Not if I can help it.”

Chapter Seventeen

He woke with a start. His eyes darted to his
phone. He mashed the button on the side. The screen lit up. Eight
thirty-five, it read. A jolt of adrenaline pulsed through him. He
jumped out of bed and only then realized Fin wasn’t there.

After hours of tossing and turning he’d finally
managed to fall asleep somewhere around four in the morning. He’d
even set an alarm. What the hell had happened? After missing work
yesterday he was going to be late. He noticed a folded piece of
pink stationary on the nightstand table. Picked it up and opened
it.

Called you in again. Don’t be mad. Come have
coffee when you wake up.

Signed with an “F” with a big heart beneath
it.

He remembered Fin’s promise from the night
before. His breathing slowed, even though he wasn’t sure how wise
it was to miss two days of work when he wasn’t really sick. But Fin
seemed like she was on a mission. He wondered if she’d managed to
convince Quinn and Johnny to stay?

He threw on the same shorts and t-shirt he’d
worn the day before and walked downstairs. Quinn was sitting at the
kitchen table sipping coffee from a mug and thumbing through her
phone. She looked up as he walked in and smiled with one corner of
her mouth. “Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” he said, voice still raspy from sleep. He
cleared his throat. “Thought you guys had to get going early?” he
said. He walked over to the coffee pot and poured himself a cup.
Took a sip and only then felt an itch at the base of his brain.
Something was missing. Someone was missing. The bottom
dropped out of his stomach. “Uh…Quinn?” he grunted.

“Yeah?” she said, not taking her eyes off her
phone.

“Where’s…where’s Finley?”

“Finley went running,” Quinn said.

Relief whooshed through him. In the few seconds
between posing the question and Quinn replying every sordid
possibility of Finley being debauched by Johnny somewhere in the
house had spun through his mind. He felt a little dizzy. Reached
out and steadied himself against the counter. Sighed and shook his
head at himself for being paranoid, then walked over to the kitchen
table and sat down across from Quinn. “So you guys decide to stay
for another day or something?” he asked.

Quinn shrugged. “Not sure what we’re doing.”

Seemed like it would be rude to keep pestering
her about when they were leaving. “Hey Quinn?”

“Huh?”

“Yesterday was crazy,” he said. He was happy
when she set down her phone and looked up at him, still wearing
that half-smile.

“Good crazy or bad crazy?” she asked.

“Good crazy I think,” he said. “You girls are
crazy. I didn’t know,” he said, shaking his head. “I didn’t know
any of it.”

“Yeah even I’m pretty impressed with Fin keeping
a lid on all that shit. Thought for sure she’d let something slip.
Nope. That was some seriously long game she played.”

“Yeah,” he said, chortling. “You’re telling me.”
It felt good talking to Quinn. He needed to work through some of
what had happened. Take it out and examine it and figure out what
it meant. With someone that wasn’t Finley. “Hey you want to…you
want to go out for coffee or something?”

Quinn raised an eyebrow like she wasn’t sure. A
moment later she shrugged and stood up. “Sure. Why not.”

That made him feel good, in a weird way. Like a
cool kid. Taking his wife’s hot little sister out for coffee. Maybe
he’d take her to…

Shit.

Work. He couldn’t leave the house. If someone
from work saw him there’d be hell to pay. His good mood dampened.
“Oh man I just remembered Finley called me in again,” he said,
leaning on his arms over the table.

“Oh,” Quinn said. “Well, let’s go for a ride
then.”

“A ride?”

“Yeah. It’s like a drive except for on a
bike.”

The good feeling waned a bit. What Quinn was
suggesting was the real cool thing. A little danger before
breakfast. A ride on a motorbike. Except Jake wasn’t sure he wanted
to be that cool. He’d never understood why people rode those death
machines in the first place. If you got into an accident on one of
those things chances were good you’d…

“What’s the matter?” Quinn asked, the smile
turning up into a smirk. “Scared?”

“Uh, what? Me? No. No I’m not scared. I was just
thinking, like, someone could still see me on the motorbike or
whatever and…”

“No one’s gonna see you through your helmet,
dumb ass,” Quinn said.

He liked that she called him that. Same as when
she’d called him pervert. ‘Cause now they were good buds, friends,
and friends called each other names. “Oh. Yeah. I guess you’re
right.”

“Of course I’m right. Now go put some pants on
in case we wreck.”

His eyes widened.

Quinn snorted out a laugh. “I’m just joking,
Jake,” she said.

“I don’t have a helmet,” he muttered.

“You can borrow Johnny’s,” she said.

Johnny’s name got his spidey-sense tingling
again. “Hey where is Johnny?” he asked.

“He’s out…”

“…working on his bike,” Jake said. “Right. Of
course he is.”

“Duh,” Quinn said. “Now hurry up.”

He took a swig of his coffee before heading
upstairs. Changed into some jeans and a long-sleeved shirt. Threw a
jacket on over that. Just in case. Quinn was sitting on her bike
waiting for him when he walked out to the driveway. She had her
helmet on and was holding Johnny’s for him. He felt a little sick.
No way he was going to chicken out, though. He walked over and
grabbed helmet and worked it onto his head. His senses filled with
the scent of Johnny’s sweat. It was gross and weird. Like getting
inside the guy. He shook the thought away as he swung his leg over
Quinn’s bike, trying to keep his crotch from grinding against her
ass.

“You’re gonna’ fall off if you sit like that,”
she said, voice muffled by the helmet. She grabbed his arms and
wrapped them around her stomach.

He had no choice but to scoot forward. His cock,
still a little sore from the previous day, started to bulge as he
pressed against Quinn’s round ass.

“Is that an erection, pervert?”

“Uh, I’m…I’m sorry,” he muttered.

Quinn started laughing. “Whatever. You’re a
funny man, Jake. Hang on. And don’t grab my tits.” She kicked the
bike to life, revved it a few times then engaged the clutch. It
lurched forward and Jake nearly fell off as she turned it right
onto the street.

He clung to her as the engine screamed and they
tore off toward the stop sign.

Quinn wove through the suburbs, out onto Fifth
Avenue then hung a right onto the freeway. That’s where she really
opened it up. Merged into traffic then cranked the throttle and
before he knew it they were hurtling down the interstate, Jake
holding on for dear life.

Hanging onto Quinn’s hard body, the engine
buzzing up into his crotch, only made him harder, which he kind of
hated but kind of didn’t. Arousal and adrenaline started pounding
through him at how fast they were going. It felt a little dangerous
but Quinn was an incredible driver and not once did it feel like
she wasn’t in control.

After a few miles she pulled off the freeway and
onto Tanner’s Lane, headed out toward Little Lake. A few miles
after that she pulled into the parking lot of the little beach,
deserted on a Tuesday, and killed the engine. She pulled her helmet
off and shook her hair out like they did in the movies. “This far
enough away from work?”

Jake nodded. He tried to push his own helmet off
but for some reason it felt like it was stuck on his chin. Started
to get a little claustrophobic, a little breathless.

Thankfully Quinn noticed. After rolling her eyes
she grabbed it and popped it off his head.

Jake gasped for air and rubbed his forehead.
“Thanks,” he said.

Quinn chortled and shook her head. She set the
helmets down on the seat and started walking toward the water.

Jake followed her. They found a bench and sat
down, looking out over the placid lake. He looked over at her and
had to fight against the sensation clawing at him. She was
gorgeous. Just like Finley but different. Younger, sure, but with
more edge, too. Dangerous like her motorbike. And she’d jerked him
off like it was no big deal. That was cool, too. “Why’d you bring
me here?” he asked.

Quinn looked at him. “Seemed like you needed
some space.”

And what a cool thing that was for her to
say. Maybe she needed some too? Maybe she wanted some time alone
with Jake? He had to shake off that thought, too. He looked at her
and smiled. “Yeah. I think you’re right. I think I didn’t know it,
though.”

She nodded and looked back out over the water.
“You get any sleep?” she asked after a few moments silence.

“Not really,” Jake said. “Man I can’t believe
Fin called me in sick again.” He glanced over his shoulder to make
sure the parking lot was still empty.

“Yeah this whole thing has really lit a fire
under her ass.”

Even though the sentence made his insides twitch
in a very dirty, slightly jealous way, it wouldn’t be very cool of
him to start poking at what she’d said. “Yeah,” he said, trying to
sound nonchalant, like he was one of the cool kids himself. “It
sure has.”

Quinn turned and looked at him again. “If you
want to talk about it then talk about it.”

He laced his fingers together and leaned
forward, resting his arms on his thighs. He wanted to talk about
it. Wanted to bring it out into the open where words would make it
real and not just this crazy uncomfortable-until-it-wasn’t feeling
inside his gut. That didn’t feel very cool either. “I don’t know.
I’m just…not used to being this…open, I guess,” he said, having a
hard time pushing the words out.

“You don’t say?”

He smirked, even though it stung a little. “Have
you always been like this?”

Quinn scowled. “Like what?”

He wanted to kick himself for asking the
question. Because what was less cool than asking Quinn if this came
naturally to her or if she had to work at it. “I just mean so easy
going about, you know…”

“Sex,” Quinn said.

“I guess,” Jake said.

“I don’t know. I haven’t really thought about
it. I just never really cared. Whatever. Sex is sex. No reason to
freak out about it one way or another.”

He envied her that. Her and Finley, too, though
for some reason Fin was far away from his thoughts at the moment.
Had a hard time not staring at how hot Quinn looked in the morning
light. “You think you’re ever gonna’ get married?” That came out
sounding kind of needy.

Quinn gave him a funny look. “I guess,” she
said, not sounding sure. “Where’d that come from?”

He suddenly felt like a sack of shit. Drooling
over his wife’s sister while Finley was out on a run. Getting a
hard on on the motorbike and thinking about maybe getting with
Quinn again. And now wondering what it would be like (he could
barely admit it to himself) what it would be like to be married to
Quinn instead of Finley. But that was just crazy. Wasn’t it?

And then it occurred to him that she’d never
answered his question in the kitchen over coffee. What was it that
had made them stay when her and Johnny had seemed so certain that
they were leaving this morning? And why was she looking at him like
that? What if…what if Quinn felt a tiny little bit like he did?
What if maybe there were a chance that Quinn really had
wanted to spend some more time with him? Get to know him a little
better?

And that feeling got the better of him. Had him
leaning sideways toward her, lips parting then connecting with
hers. His heart soared when she kissed him back. Even though this
was all crazy. How would this even work? He wasn’t thinking
of breaking up with Finley or anything but this, this feeling he
was getting from Quinn and from kissing her had him coming up with
all sorts of wild ideas. Like what if she ditched Johnny and maybe
moved in with them? So wrong but so hot.

He savoured the shape of her mouth as he pushed
his tongue into it. His cock hardened when she pushed back and
kissed him deeper. His nostrils flared and he sucked in a lungful
of her scent. Then he pulled away and his heart sank a little.

Quinn was giving him a slightly disgusted look.
“What was that?” she asked.

He rallied. Even though she didn’t look nearly
as into it as he was, maybe all she needed was a little nudge in
that direction. “I just wanted to kiss you,” he said, trying to
sound suave.

“Um can you not next time?”

His soul crumpled.

Quinn narrowed her eyes. “Jake what do you think
is going on here?”

“I thought…I guess I thought, I don’t know.
Why’d you stay? Why’d you and Johnny stay instead of leaving this
morning?”

Her expression softened into something that
looked like understanding. Or maybe pity. “Oh Jake,” she said
quietly. “Did you think…Jake it’s just sex for me. Don’t take it
personally. I just like having fun. I thought that’d be okay. And
also, um, you’re married to my sister?”

That was like getting whacked in the head with a
two by four. Duh. Of course he was married to her sister.
What the hell had he been thinking? Why’d he even let himself
wander down this path, making up pervert ideas about how maybe he
could be married to both of them. He felt like an idiot. Buried his
head in his hands. “Oh god I’m such an idiot,” he groaned.

“You’re not an idiot, Jake. A little naive,
maybe. But it’s kind of cute.”

Naive. Cute. Like a puppy.

“Do you want to know why we stayed?” she
asked.

“Sure,” he said, sighing.

“Your wife came downstairs and gave Johnny a big
sloppy blowjob while he was having his coffee. Told him we weren’t
leaving today.”

Jake sucked in a massive breath. His back
stiffened on it’s own and he sat up arrow straight.

“So Johnny turned to me and said we’re not
leaving today,” Quinn went on. “Then Finley went out on a run and
Johnny went to work on his bike. Then you came down. And here we
are.”

Through the blood pounding in his ears Jake
heard his phone ping. He turned and stared slack-jawed at Quinn as
his cock pulsed in time with his pulse. “Are you fucking kidding
me?”

Quinn smiled. “Nope.”

“She…she…she…gave him a…”

His phone pinged again. He reached into his
jacket pocket and pulled it out with shaking hands. Swiped open the
screen. Saw the little orange icon with the number two in it. Two
new messages. Tapped the messenger app. His blood froze in his
veins.

Fin had sent a selfie. Her, obviously naked,
smiling. In a bed that looked like theirs. A hard cock pressed up
against her face. The second message was a text.

Come home and watch? it read.

Jake dropped the phone with a clatter on the
bench.

Quinn glanced down at the screen. “Uh oh,” she
muttered.

“Uh oh?” Jake echoed.

“Looks like we let the slut out of the bag and
now she doesn’t want to crawl back in.”

Chapter Eighteen

Jake could have sworn Quinn rode back twice as
fast as she had to the lake. It didn’t matter as he sat behind her,
arms wrapped around her torso. Three things kept swinging around in
his mind clubbing him in the gut each time he brought them into
focus.

Finley had given Johnny a morning blowjob over
coffee.

He’d acted like a complete moron with Quinn,
thinking she had feelings for him.

Finley was probably currently getting railed by
Johnny in their marital bed without him there.

The anger and jealousy and insane lust that sent
pounding through him meant there was no room in his mind for
fear.

When Quinn pulled the bike into their driveway
he stumbled off and toward the house. Managed to pull his own
helmet off and toss it onto the front lawn. Somehow got the door
open, though his hands were shaking badly. Nearly fell down the
stairs trying to get to the second floor.

The soundtrack to this was the sound of their
wood bed frame creaking in the bedroom.

He put a hand against the door frame and pushed
it ajar. His heart leapt into his throat.

Johnny was lying on his back, hands behind his
head and propped up on a pillow. Atop him was Finley. Hands pressed
against his hard abs she was squatting, ass flapping up and down
and smacking against his lap as she twerked up and down on his
stiffened meat.

That, depraved as it was, was something Jake had
been prepared for. He’d steeled himself for finding them in,
perhaps not this particular position, but in one equally
compromising. What he hadn’t prepared himself for, couldn’t have
dreamed up in his dirtiest nightmares, was the copious amount of
cottage-cheese like lubricant sloughing out of Finley’s stretched
out pussy, rolling down and coating Johnny’s leathery
ball-sack.

His jaw fell at the sight. Through the ringing
in his ears he heard a foreign sound. Singing? No. Humming. He
turned his head.

It was Finley. Finley was humming to herself, a
lilting little tune on repeat that, given her current predicament,
sounded not unlike the innocent singing in a horror movie. Humming
a song that sounded like a lovely distraction from the finicky work
of trying to thread a needle before sowing up the hem of the dress
she’d torn at church two Sundays past.

Together with the rhythmic
thwack-thwack-thwack of her ass hitting Johnny’s thighs
turned up the heat in Jake’s crotch like nothing else. Got his
dirty motor screaming louder than Quinn’s bike at it’s fastest.

Johnny saw him first. He turned and looked dead
into his eyes then tipped his chin back slightly.

Seeing that, Finley turned her head and looked
over her shoulder at Jake. A wicked smile sprouted across her lips.
She lowered her ass onto his legs and, without taking him out of
herself, slowly spun until her ass was pointed at Johnny and her
face and beautiful bare tits at Jake. She lifted a hand and bent
her finger, beckoning him closer. Slowly raised her ass up until
just the head of Johnny’s cock was contained inside her pussy, then
sank back down, swallowing it back into herself. “C’mere, Jakey,”
she whispered.

Jake, beside himself with angry lust, felt his
foot move without having willed the motion. The other one did the
same and soon he felt like he was floating through the room, eyes
fixed on smiling Finley. He stopped when he reached the foot of the
bed. He stood there staring down at Finley. At the way her tits
smacked together as she bounced up and down Johnny’s rigid
pole.

“You like it dirty like this, Jakey?” she asked
with a giggle.

Jake’s head started to spin. He didn’t like it
dirty like this. This was never how he had wanted it to go. Finley
performing for him was one thing. Finley giving blowjobs and
fucking around behind his back was another thing entirely.

An infuriating, rage-inducing thing. And yet his
hard-on was stiff as steel between his legs.

Fin noticed. Without missing a beat she kept
riding Johnny even as she reached out and grabbed Jake’s belt. She
yanked him toward herself. Pressed a hand against his boner and
squeezed. Then, with an animal hunger, she tugged the belt open and
jerked his pants and underwear down with one swipe of her tiny
hands.

His cock sprang out. It bounced in front of
Fin’s face, throbbing an almost cartoonishly red color.

A second later and she had her hand around the
root. Her mouth was open, moving toward it.

Jake wanted to scream. Tell her this was all
wrong and that he was upset. But the feeling of her wrapping her
warm, wet lips around his organ as her pussy continued pounding
down on Johnny’s cock made him reconsider.

She started blowing him in time with her ass
thwacking on Johnny’s laps. Looking up at him with wide eyes like
she’d been paid to do this and knew just what expression the camera
liked.

The momentary shock at Finley sheathing him
inside her mouth passed. That rage, that animal instinct to take
her back, to teach her a lesson, to punish her for this
indiscretion came roaring up at him from deep inside his belly. But
it was all wrapped up in lust now, too. His erection hardening each
time Finley took him deep. He wanted to hate her. How could she do
this to him? And yet there she was, sucking on his cock, trying to
please her man the way he’d asked her to.

His hands fell to the sides of her head.

Fin’s eyes glowed with mischief and excitement.
In between bobs she gave a few quick nods.

Jake’s lust spiked at this. Permission to be as
dirty as he wanted. To do whatever his twisted mind could come up
with. To treat her like a toy and not a woman. Wasn’t that every
man’s dream?

He grabbed her head and yanked it forward,
burying his cock head deep inside her neck.

She gagged. Tears formed at the corners of her
eyes. She looked up at him again. Instead of trying to pull away
she opened her lips, breaking the seal around his prick. Her tongue
snaked out along the underside of it. She flicked it side to side
and grinned.

Jake pulled his prick half-way out of her then
jammed it back in.

This time Fin, ready for the intrusion, took it
like a champ. Didn’t flinch or gag. Kept slip-sliding up and down
Johnny’s cock and letting her husband use her face as he
pleased.

He put a hand on her back of her head. Pulled
her in close then pushed her away. Pulled her in, pushed her away
again. A few more of those and they found a common rhythm. Finley
riding Johnny reverse cowgirl, Jake fucking her throat with
everything he could give her. He closed his eyes. His mind swam in
a thick and bubbling pleasure. All he could think about was how
good his cock felt as she sucked and licked it.

He opened his eyes when she huffed and grunted.
Looked down at her to see her staring at his pelvis with wide-eyes.
Thought of pulling out, asking if she was okay. Then he realized
what had caused it.

Johnny’s face was red behind her. A vein was
bulging in his forehead. He was breathing heavy. He was on the
edge.

Finley kept flapping her booty up and down.

Johnny grabbed her by the waist. Yanked her down
hard, burying his cock inside her. He groaned and his body
stiffened as he shot his load into Finley.

The rush of arousal that shot up into Jake’s
head made him dizzy again. He realized that even though Johnny was
pumping seed into her, Finley was still dutifully flicking at his
own prick with her tongue.

She looked up at him with the most wicked eyes
he’d ever seen.

Come started bubbling up from his balls. Rushing
through his urethra as the vice of a toe-curling orgasm closed
around him. Suddenly he wanted, no, needed, this to be even
dirtier than it was. Had no idea why. Instinct? Some long-buried
impulse to be as nasty as a nineteen year old’s most depraved
fantasies.

A moment before cum shot from the tip of his
cock he pulled it out of Finley’s mouth.

She gasped and looked up at him, somewhat
disappointed, it seemed. But when he started jerking himself off,
the tip of his cock pointed at her face she got the message. That
wicked smile crawled back across her lips. She stuck her tongue out
and pushed her arms together, squeezing her breasts and making them
bulge for his viewing pleasure.

He shouted as he came. Watched a blast of pearly
ejaculate shoot from the head of his cock. Not drool. Not ooze. It
flew out of there like a cannonball and splattered in a diagonal
line across her face.

She flinched as it hit her. Then she started
giggling.

Jake pumped his cock. He pointed it at her
breasts. Three blasts of sperm and they were coated. Tipped it up
at her face again.

The giggling had turned to laughing. Finley was
laughing as he jerked out what he had left, covering her cheeks and
chin. Sending a few flecks flying across her forehead.

Pumping through a rocket lift-off of a climax
and watching his sweet Finley laughing at the dirty slut she’d
become for him. His toes curled in his shoes. He groaned and
doubled over, spent and feeling like he might collapse. His eyes
roamed from her face to her chest.

Fin reached out and put her index finger under
the head of his cock.

He looked down to see her swipe up a single drop
of semen. She brought the finger to her mouth. Made a big
production of licking it, then sucking the cum off of it like it
was a lollipop. Her eyes looked bleary. Like she’d been
drinking.

Jake had no idea what to do or say.

Johnny was lying with his eyes closed. Could
have been dead for all Jake knew.

Finley started to giggle. She pulled herself off
of Johnny’s cock. It landed with a wet slap against his thigh. His
cum spilled from her pussy and onto the sheets. She stepped off the
bed, teetering a little but regaining her balance. Grabbed a pair
of her panties from off the floor and wiped the mess he’d left on
her face and chest off with them.

Something about that stirred Jake back to
reality. His eyes went wide as Fin crawled back onto all fours on
the bed.

Johnny opened his eyes and turned his head to
look at her. He smacked her ass.

Jake’s mind started to reel when she curled up
in the crook of Johnny’s arm and put a hand on his chest. “Finley?
Fin? Should we…talk about this?” His cheeks heated with
embarrassment at the question.

Fin nodded. She scratched Johnny’s chest.
“Sure,” she said, voice sleepy. “Tomorrow okay?”

Jake couldn’t believe it. Didn’t know what the
hell to say. Was she really going to take a naked nap lying next to
naked Johnny?

Her eyelids drooped. Like she really was
drunk. “Can you…can you see about some lunch?” she whispered.

Jake stood up and grabbed his pants. Stuffed his
cock into them and did up the belt. Turned toward the door and felt
like a cartoon character with steam coming out of his ears. Steam
he needed to blow off by understanding what the hell had just
happened and how the hell it had made him feel so terrible and so
good at the same time. He almost slammed the door on the way out
but managed to stop himself.

In no way was it cool to be a sore loser.

Chapter Nineteen

He found Quinn sitting at the table on her
phone. Like the whole morning hadn’t happened and like she didn’t
give a single fuck that Fin had just fucked Johnny again upstairs.
This time she looked up at him as he walked in. “Wow,” she said,
her voice low. “You okay? You look like shit.”

Jake slumped into his chair across the table
from her. He locked eyes with her and leaned over the table. “Fin
just fucked Johnny upstairs again,” he said.

“You don’t say?” Quinn replied. “Sorry,” she
added quickly. “You don’t look like you’re in the mood for
jokes.”

“I’m not,” he said, his voice taking a harder
edge. “What the fuck is happening here Quinn?”

Quinn sighed. She set her phone down and put one
hand over the other. “Fin caught the itch, I guess.”

“The itch?” he asked.

Quinn shrugged. “It happens. Don’t worry about
it. She’ll flame out and we’ll be on our way.”

“Don’t worry about it?” he asked, his voice a
low growl.

“Wow easy there, tiger. Don’t shoot the
messenger,” Quinn said.

“What the fuck is the itch?”

She looked at him like she just could not even
believe how naive he was. And how oh-so-boring it was to have to
explain a simple thing like Finley’s itch to him. Then her
expression softened. “What, exactly, is bothering you about
this?”

He let out an exasperated sigh and shook his
head. “Are you serious? My wife is up there fucking your boyfriend.
Not just that, Quinn. She’s currently cuddling with him in our
bed.”

Quinn chuckled and looked down at the table.
“That’s our Finley,” she said.

“That is not my Finley. Maybe that’s the
Finley she used to be when you were younger. She’s not like that
anymore.”

Quinn shot him a puzzled look. “Okay. You can
say that if you want. Doesn’t change that she’s up there snuggling
with Mr. Bigdick. And last time I checked she was still your
Finley.”

Her reply was oddly soothing and at once
enraging. He glared at her but she didn’t seem to care. “How can
you be okay with this?” Then, after a moment’s thought, “You know
what? Forget it. It’s probably different for women.”

Quinn let a silence pass between them. “How
would it be different for women, Jake?”

“I don’t want to talk about this anymore,” he
said.

“You just going to sit there stewing for the
rest of the day then? ‘Cause that’s not a whole lot of fun for
me.”

“What the hell do you want me to do?” he snapped
and felt immediately bad about it.

“I don’t know,” Quinn said. “You could start by
talking about it. Tell me what about it is making you feel
bad.”

He did not want to do that. But the longer he
sat there, the longer another silence stretched out, the more it
seemed like that might be the only way out of this. That talking to
Quinn, telling her about all the horrible things he was feeling,
might be the only salve he had for his wounded ego. He rubbed his
face with his hands. “I don’t…she didn’t ask me about it this time.
Just came down here and…and fucking blew Johnny for
breakfast.”

“Yeah. She did. So?”

“So?” he snapped. “So this wasn’t supposed to be
like that! This wasn’t supposed to be about her sneaking around
cheating on me!”

“What was it supposed to be about?” Quinn
asked.

“It was supposed to be about…” He nearly said
it. Felt like a fool even though he hadn’t finished the sentence.
His face got beet red again.

“Was it supposed to be about you?” Quinn asked
quietly.

“Fuck you,” Jake muttered.

“That sounds like fun. Here in the kitchen?”
Quinn asked.

Her smile deflated his anger. He smirked and
looked off to one side. Even chuckled a few times. Fucking Quinn.
So sure of herself. So cocky and feminine and sexy like she knew
everything there was to know about life. “You’re the pervert,” he
muttered.

She cocked her head to one side and looked
theatrically up toward the ceiling. “Yeah. I am. Not the only one,
though.”

He let out a heavy sigh. “Look it’s not the same
for you.”

“For me?”

“For women,” Jake said.

“Why?” Quinn asked.

He had to think about that a few minutes.
Finally came up with the beginning of an explanation. Hoped the end
would come to him once he started talking. “Men give.
Women…receive. That’s so…intimate.”

Quinn screwed up her face. “Intimate? Like, it
changes something depending on whether fluid is going out or coming
in?”

That didn’t make him feel better. How did Quinn
always have a way of making him feel small? “You just don’t get
it,” he said.

“No I think I get it,” Quinn said. “Finley’s
yours, right Jake? It’s okay if I jerk you off because I’m not
putting anything inside you. Right? But the inside of Fin?
That’s your space. You get to decide who puts what inside there.
And if Fin takes it upon herself to stick something in there you
don’t like, or maybe at the wrong time, well then that gives you
every right to be mad. Is that it?”

He clenched his fists and nearly pounded on the
table. Quinn lecturing him about something that sounded vaguely
like feminism was not helpful at the moment.

“Okay sorry,” she said. “Maybe that was a little
harsh. But I’m just going to throw this out there. You catch it if
you want. What if Fin fucking Johnny has nothing to do with you?
What if it changes absolutely nothing about the years and
years she’s spent loving you and being a devoted, doting
wife? Because that’s what she’s been this whole time. What if this
is just Finley going a little wild because you said she could?
Could you possibly find it within yourself to just let her have
this? Just let her have some fun for another day and not take it
personally? You’re the one that started all this anyways.”

“I didn’t start this,” he grunted. “You did. By
coming up here and turning this whole house upside down. You and
your stupid boyfriend who you don’t even like.” And again he felt
bad as soon as he’d said it. Couldn’t bring himself to apologize
right away.

Quinn didn’t seem upset. She sat there staring
at him like she was his therapist or something.

“What?” he finally asked, when he couldn’t take
the silence any more.

Quinn shrugged. “Nothing,” she said. “I don’t
want to have a whole debate about it. But I’ll tell you what I will
do. I’ll grab a case of beer and we can day-drink our way through
this together. Sit outside and crack jokes or just be quiet.
Whatever. Before you know it it’ll be tomorrow and then I promise,
because I have to get back to work too, I promise I’ll go upstairs
and we’ll pry those two apart. You and me. You’ll have your Finley
back and Johnny and I will get the hell out of here. What do you
say?”

He mulled it over. It pissed him off that his
mind wandered off to think about the possibilities day-drinking
with Quinn might present. His stupid male mind that had got him
into this predicament in the first place. But after a few minutes
he came to the conclusion that drinks with Quinn was a hell of a
lot better of a proposition than sitting around stewing about what
Fin was doing upstairs all day.

He considered going up there by himself. Putting
on his manliest voice and telling Fin to get the hell out of that
bed. Then telling Johnny to pack his shit up and get the hell out
of there. Something made that option very unappealing.

There was nothing cool about it. Sure it would
put an abrupt end to the thrilling ride of the last few days. But
even if they didn’t know, he would know that it had come from a
place of jealousy and anger and possessiveness.

Day-drinking his way through the rest of it was
a way cooler way to deal with it. Day-drinking and stealing glances
at Quinn’s long legs and tits. He looked up at her from under his
furrowed brow. “Okay. Fine. You’re right. Just…you’ve gotta go get
the beer because I can’t leave the house.”

Quinn cracked a grin. She stood up and walked
around the table. Stopped at his seat and clapped him on the back
so hard it took the wind right out of his lungs. “’Atta boy, Jake,”
she said, leaning close to his face. “Maybe you’re not the dork I
thought you were.”

He snorted a laugh, trying to brush off what the
compliment meant to him. But as Quinn walked off to get back on her
bike a pleasant warmth formed in his belly.

Jake Feeler. Swinger.

A smile curled one corner of his mouth. He kinda
liked the sound of that.

His stomach tightened back into a knot when he
heard the headboard start to bang against the wall upstairs.

Chapter Twenty

They spread out a blanket in the backyard. Quinn
changed into loose cotton shorts and a hoodie. And no socks or
shoes.

Which created a blissful distraction for Jake.
One he was incredibly grateful for but obviously couldn’t thank her
for without sounding like an actual total pervert.

Quinn told him stories about what it was like
back home. Her job at the insurance company that she hated.
How she really wanted to race bikes all the time but how there was
no way she could make enough money in sponsorships to be able to do
that.

Every so often a squeal or a moan would escape
through the walls of the bedroom upstairs. It would twist his
insides up hearing it.

And then Quinn must have noticed because she
talked him down from his angst. Helped him work through it. Made
him tell her how it made him feel.

By the time the sunset they both had a pretty
good buzz on. They were both hungry.

Quinn commanded that they were ordering
Chinese.

Jake was perfectly happy not having to cook.
They went inside and when it was delivered each had a couple of
heaping platefuls. Then Jake started to wonder out loud if maybe
they should try and feed Fin and Johnny. Half because he didn’t
want sweet Finley to go hungry. But half because, despite the
sedative effects of the beer, the gears were still turning in the
back of his mind. What’s she doing now? What’s she doing
now?

Quinn waved a hand, got up from the table and
stumbled over to the stairs. “Hey!” she shouted up to the second
floor. “There’s food if you want!”

Nobody stirred upstairs.

“Maybe I should take something up. I can make a
plate. I’ll leave it outside the door.”

Quinn scowled. “What are you room service?
Taking sweet and sour chicken balls up to your wife because she’s
too busy taking Johnny balls deep to get some herself?”

The question tore through the fragile defences
he’d built around his ego. The booze, the laughs with Quinn, the
staring at her legs and feet. All that fell away and he was left
with the raw and painful idea that maybe this wasn’t just a game.
Maybe this wasn’t just a cuckold thing he wanted to try out.
Maybe he’d been made the cuckold by the three of them.

Quinn sighed and tilted her head to one side.
“Oh shit,” she said quietly. “I’m sorry. Come on. You were doing so
well, Jake. Just forget about them.”

But he couldn’t. Now that she’d inserted that
idea into his imagination he knew he wouldn’t be able to let it go.
Quinn was staring at him and he felt like he needed some place to
hide. “I have to piss,” he muttered. Got up and trudged over to the
bathroom and shut the door.

The silence and loneliness in there made things
worse. He didn’t even have to go. Just sat there on the can with
the lid down, chin in one hand, brooding. Finally, after five or
ten minutes, he knew he couldn’t spend the rest of the night in
there. And Quinn had really stepped up and been a…friend.
Decided to put his game face on and go watch some TV before passing
out on the couch.

He flushed to keep up the charade, ran the water
without washing his hands, then stepped back out into the hall.

Quinn was nowhere to be seen. Not in the
kitchen. Not in the living room in front of the TV.

He took a few steps toward the couch. Then it
got him. Grabbed him by the base of the brain and started pulling
him upstairs. Just for a few seconds. Just to peek into the room
and see what was going on. Were they sleeping? Why was it so quiet
up there?

Where the hell was Quinn? She’d have stopped him
if she were there, he knew she would. But without her he was
powerless. A zombie following a single instinct: to feed on the
agony of whatever depredation he might find upstairs.

He trudged softly up the steps. Leaned against
the door. Pressed his ear against it and listened. Nothing. Looked
down at the knob. Put his hand on it and twisted oh so gently. It
opened without a sound. He closed an eye and with the other looked
through the slit.

His blood ran cold and what he saw shook him to
the core.

There, on the bed, lay Finley. She was on her
back. Her legs were up, feet dangling in the air. In between her
thighs lay Johnny. His cock was gliding in and out of her. Their
eyes were locked on one another.

Jake felt his cock engorge as he watched.
Watched his wife not getting fucked but made love to. The softest
smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. Not making a sound but
her body gently rolling with each tender impalement of Johnny’s
organ into her orifice.

Jake felt his spirit pulled in two directions.
Up towards a heaven where his wife was the dirtiest slut he could
imagine and would do anything to make him happy. Down towards a
hell where the same was true, the only difference being that she
enjoyed it and was doing it for herself as well.

But despite these two forces threatening to
break him, Jake didn’t barge into the room and put a stop to what
was happening. He stood and watched a few more minutes, basking in
the erotic agony the vision conjured. Then he twisted the knob,
pulled the door shut without a sound and turned to walk downstairs.
Decided he’d sleep on the couch that night. But first he’d bring up
that plate of food. Just in case Fin or Johnny got hungry later.
They wouldn’t have to go all the way downstairs.

He sighed when he reached the landing. Resigned
to what he’d become or been turned into. Resolved to get some sleep
and not think too much about how that made him feel.

His eyes popped wide and he drew in a lungful of
air when he laid eyes on Quinn.

Naked from the waist down she had her heels
hooked on the edge of the couch pillows, legs spread. Arms resting
on her swaying knees. Her bare, pink pussy wet with slick, the
sheen as inviting a sight as he’d ever seen.

He couldn’t take his eyes off it. Even though it
was so very wrong he just couldn’t tear his gaze away.

Her half-smile looking so similar to Fin’s, yet
different. A Fin-not-Fin. A doppelganger that took his breath and
all his bad thoughts away.

“Quinn?” he whispered. “What are you doing?”

Smirk.

“What does it look like I’m doing,
Einstein?”

“You’re…you’re naked.”

“Stop talking,” she said.

He shook his head. “I can’t…we can’t…”

“I said stop talking. And come over here.” Voice
low and sultry and as inviting as the oily crevice between her
thighs.

Once again feeling like it wasn’t him
making the decision, he found himself moving through the room and
towards her. His gaze fixed on her puffy labia and the gash of pink
between them. He swallowed hard. Came to a stop right in front of
her.

“You get what you needed up there?” she asked,
leaning forward and putting her hands on his belt.

He shook his head again. “We shouldn’t,” he
said.

“Shut up, Jacob,” she said, undoing his
belt.

“This is wrong.”

She jerked his belt and let it fall open. Undid
his button and zipper and looked up with smokey eyes. “You’re being
a real fucking trooper. You deserve a little reward yourself don’t
you think?”

God he wanted it so badly. Wanted to slip his
stiff cock into that wet sheath and thrust away the pain he’d felt
upstairs. He blushed when his pants dropped to the ground and Quinn
looked at his member. Grunted when she cupped his balls and
squeezed them lightly.

“You’ve got a nice cock,” she whispered.

He swallowed again. “Thanks,” he whispered
back.

“Get on your knees,” she said.

He did. Despite one corner of his mind howling
at him to stop he sank to his knees and put his hands on her wide
open thighs. His eyes fell to her pussy again. “I don’t know
if…”

“Quiet,” Quinn said. She put a hand on the back
of his neck and tilted his head back to look into his eyes. “Let me
take your mind off it. You like eating pussy?”

He didn’t know what to say. He’d so rarely done
that. Never minded it but wasn’t sure if he was any good at it. The
last thing he needed was for Quinn to be all ew, gross! Not like
that!

She didn’t wait for him to answer. Pulled his
face down between her legs.

The smell of her made his cock throb. Sweet on
top, sharper in the middle notes and a hint of sour underneath.
Dirty. Just like Finley. He shuddered at the thought. Opened his
mouth for one last attempt at protest but before he could speak she
pulled him closer. His lips pressed against her sex.

He groaned at her delicious taste. Reached a
hand between his legs and wrapped it around his cock to stroke
himself.

“Don’t touch yourself,” Quinn whispered. “Save
it. I want to feel you inside me in a bit.”

His heart started pounding as he licked up her
seam and found her clit. He tipped his head to one side and started
lapping at her pussy. Running circles around her bud, poking into
her hole and tasting the inside of her. Hands obediently at his
sides to appease Quinn.

She ran her fingers through his hair.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw her toes
wriggling. Squeezing against each other and crossing. He hoped it
was because of him. Because of what he was doing to her with his
mouth.

“Put two fingers in me,” Quinn said.

He raised a hand and found her entrance with his
middle finger. Pressed his index finger tight against it and
wiggled them side to side to pry her open. Her lips parted and he
sank his fingers in. Shuddered again at how tight she felt.
Imagined what that would do to his cock.

“Now fuck me with them,” Quinn ordered.

He started pumping. His arm moving like the main
rod on a locomotive as his fingers drove in and out of her tight
snatch. He felt her inner muscles tense. Slowed a little.

“Don’t…stop,” Quinn muttered.

He glanced up to see her wincing. His cock
jumped and he felt a bead of pre-cum roll out the tip. Sped up to
help her finish.

She grabbed his arm and clamped down on his
fingers again. “No. Just like you were doing before. That was
perfect,” she said. She guided him back into that rhythm.

Wet started to leak from her and form a dark
stain on the couch pillow.

Jake couldn’t have cared less. He was as far
away from caring about anything as he’d ever been.

Quinn closed her eyes and drew in a breath. Her
lips parted, brow furrowing. She sucked in another sharp breath and
her pussy clamped down on his fingers as her body started to
shake.

Jake just kept chugga-chugging into her,
his hand coated with her slippery mess.

The climax lasted a few seconds. She sighed and
her body relaxed. She grabbed his arm and slowed him down, then
made him stop. Pushed his head gently away from her core with her
other hand. Then she ruffled his hair with her fingers. “You did
good, kid,” she said, smiling. Another real smile. A genuine smile
that made Jake near delirious. “You want to put it in?”

He straightened and looked down at the sacred
spot she’d just let him violate. “God it’s so wrong,” he
muttered.

Quinn grinned. “That’s what makes it fun, isn’t
it?”

He knew he was powerless. She had him in that
way women could have a man when you weren’t in control of them. It
was dirty and it was dangerous but so powerfully erotic. The only
thing that felt better was letting go of his worry and succumbing
to the feeling.

He eased his hips forward. His prick jumped and
danced in anticipation of feeling Quinn’s sweet quim envelop him. A
fleeting thought tore through him. He looked into her eyes. “Are
you…are you on anything?”

She looked down at his quivering prick, then
back up at him. “Why? What difference is that going to make?”

He looked down again. His cock head was so close
to her pussy. Not slipping it in was unthinkable. But…surely she
had to be on something. All that sex with Johnny.

“Come on, Jake,” she purred. “You know you want
it. Just pull out. That’s not a problem, is it?”

He knew she was doing this on purpose. Not
trying to infuriate but to manipulate him. Even in this intimate
moment she just had to show she had the upper hand. “Just
tell me.”

“Okay. I’m not. So what?” she asked with a
shrug.

His heart skipped a beat and his stomach did a
dance. “You can’t be serious,” he whispered. “Johnny’s…”

“Johnny finishes in my ass a lot.”

He put a hand over his mouth. From somewhere in
the distant past the man he’d been before the weekend shouted.
Get the fuck out! Don’t stick your dick in crazy! The man
kneeling in front of the couch waved the voice away. “I’m gonna
pull out okay? I’m gonna pull out before I finish.”

Quinn nodded. “Okay. That’s good. That sounds
good.” She put her hands on his hips and pulled him closer.

“Oh!” he groaned as the tip of his cock touched
her pussy.

“That good?” she whispered.

“It’s so hot,” he shot back. “Your pussy’s so
hot.”

“You made me hot with that finger-fucking.
Jakey.” His stomach tensed at hearing her say his name like
that. The way only Fin ever did. At the same moment she pulled him
toward herself.

His cock head slipped easily into her folds. His
eyes shot open at the roar of thunderous pleasure as his shaft
slipped deep into her pussy.

Her hands fell to his ass and she drew him in,
in, in, until his sack pressed against her taint.

He looked up, her eyes and mouth just an inch or
so from his.

She smiled again. Half good, half evil. “You
like it?”

“S-s-so good,” he said, trembling.

“Then fuck me already.”

Oh god.

And here came the part that he’d been dreading.
All this wrongness and taboo and Quinn so hot you could cook an egg
on her twisted together inside him and there he was, tippy-toes on
the edge of a release with Quinn still needing to get
fucked. ‘Cause that’s what she was used to with Johnny. And
Johnny was a real man.

And Jake knew he could be a real man too.

Shaking, he pulled his cock out. Ever so slowly
and trying not to let the wet friction get to him. It was nearly
impossible but he did it. Got it almost all the way out and looked
down at the shaft coated in Quinn’s sheen. Almost groaned when he
thought of how many more times he’d have to do that to please her.
His heart sank.

He pulled his hips back. The head of his cock
popped out of her and flapped up and down like a springboard.

“What’s the matter?” Quinn asked.

Jake shook his head. “I’m so…oh god. I’m so
close. I’m sorry.”

She put a finger under his chin and made him
look into her eyes again. “Hey. Just enjoy yourself. Don’t worry
about me. You already took care of me, remember?”

He wanted to tear his hair out. Wanted so badly
to be the kind of man that turned a woman over and gave her the
fucking she deserved. Knew he couldn’t be that guy. Not that night.
A resolve formed in him, though.

He swore that even though he was going to botch
this things were going to change. He was going to change. He
was going to practice and learn to fuck Finley like she needed to
be fucked. This was just the beginning. He was going to own this
thing.

He glanced up at Quinn. “Are you sure?” he asked
quietly.

“Get in here,” she whispered. Pulling him by the
ass she shoved his cock up into herself.

Jake grunted. His balls came up between his
legs.

Quinn pushed him away then jerked him back
in.

“Oh fuck,” he warbled.

“Yeah,” Quinn purred, grinning. “’Atta boy. Fuck
me with your pretty cock.” Pushed him out then dragged him right
back in.

A vicious tickle started in his crotch. Like
someone holding a firecracker right below nuts. His body
twitched.

Quinn rocked him out and in again, fingers
digging into his ass.

His world started to narrow. His mind focusing
on the source of his pleasure, her crucible, that hollow place in
Quinn that was making his whole body crackle. He saw her feet
moving. Legs snaking around his own, locking behind his knees as
she slipped lower down the couch and tipped her cunt up at him.

It was even hotter the way she was laying down.
She didn’t need to work him anymore, his body was reacting on it’s
own. He started thrusting, jabbing his impossibly rigid prick into
her. He shook his head as he felt a spasm in his midriff.

Oh shit, oh shit. Time to get out.

But she was so hot and pretty and tight and
smiling just the way he liked and… Get the fuck out!

“Mwah,” he moaned. “Okay. Gotta…gotta…”

Quinn bit her lip. She grabbed the hem of her
shirt and slowly peeled it up her belly.

Jake’s eyes widened as he caught a glimpse of
under boob.

She lifted higher and suddenly the full glory of
her full, round, ripe breasts was exposed to him.

“Quinn I gotta,” he grunted.

“Sh-sh,” she soothed.

And suddenly he realized he was locked in place.
Her legs around his, squeezing him into herself, one hand on his
ass keeping his thrusts steady.

“Holy shit Quinn!” he yelped as panic gripped
him.

“Sh-sh,” she whispered. “It’s okay. Just give
into it.”

And by then it was too late. The climax cracked,
it’s gooey innards spilling from his testicles into his cock. The
muscles in his member flexing one by one, sending the liquid
message of what made him him hurtling into Quinn’s
replicating cave. Blast after blast of Jacob Feeler distilled
splattering along her walls, burrowing into her crevices to lie in
wait for the final assault on the tiny little dot of information
that made Quinn, Quinn.

And as he sailed over the apex of that stunning
climax words she’d uttered days ago rang inside his mind.

I’d take a batch of Jacob seed in a
second.

The thought sliced through him right when it
mattered most and turned up the pleasure to eleven. His hips bucked
furiously, pelvis grinding against Quinn’s as his body worked to
drive it’s gift deep into her sodden cunt.

Then it whip lashed. Coming down the other end
he felt like he was on a slide with no way to climb back up. The
gravity of what they’d done, the depravity of it and the fact that
it might just tear his whole world apart set his mind reeling. He
looked up and into Quinn’s eyes.

She was biting her lower lip. Smiling her
smirking smile at him and at the same time massaging his cock with
her pussy muscles. Squeezing out every last drop of his semen into
herself.

Jake put his hands on her hips and pried himself
out of her. His cock fell out of her pussy. It was followed by a
trail of pearly seed.

And Quinn, that sadistic vixen, lifted her legs
up until her knees touched her tits. She hooked her arms around
them to hold them in place and craned her neck to look at the thick
and sticky mess Jake had left inside her.

He sank back onto his haunches. Put his hands on
his cheeks and stretched the skin on his face as he stared at the
terrible mistake he’d made. “Quinn,” he said, voice trembling.
“What the fuck? What the fuck did we just do?”

Quinn’s smile faded, replaced by a look of
shock. As if she was just then realizing what had happened. “Jake?”
she whispered. She looked up from staring at her own snatch and
locked eyes with him. “Jake did you come inside? You came inside
me. Oh my god. I thought you said you were going to pull out. I
thought…you said you could do it Jake. Oh god, oh god, oh god.”

Jake wondered if the pain in his chest was a
panic attack or a cardiac event. Maybe both? His eyes darted from
Quinn’s pussy to the terrified look on his face. He got the urge to
burst out the front door running and never look back. What had he
done? What was he going to tell Quinn? “There’s things you can do
right?” he muttered. “A pill you can take? There’s a twenty-four
hour pharmacy a few blocks down. Maybe we can…”

Suddenly Quinn brought her legs down and sat up.
More of his sperm spilled from her onto the couch. They were going
to have to get a new pillow. Her shirt fell down over her breasts
and she leaned forward, her face close to his. “You are fucking
adorable, do you know that?” she said.

Jake just stared at her, slack-jawed.

“Of course I’m on birth control you moron,” she
said before bursting into giggles.

The room started to spin. The blood drained from
his face.

Quinn stopped laughing and furrowed her brow.
“Uh, you need to lie down. You look like you’re going to faint.
Come here.” She stood up and patted next to the wet spot on the
couch. Put a hand under his arm and helped drag him up and onto his
back on it.

A shiver ran down his back as she put her hand
on his forehead.

“Okay. You’ll be okay,” she said.

He turned and looked at her. She was wearing
that rarely seen sincere expression. Like she really cared about
him. It looked almost mothering. It was only when she stood up
straight that he realized how exhausted he’d become. The low from
all that beer and post-coital drowsiness hit him all at once. “I
think,” he muttered. “I think I might need to go to sleep.”

“You do that, Jake. You do that. I hope you have
sweet dreams.”

“Thanks, Quinn,” he whispered. To his surprise
she leaned down and kissed him on the cheek.

“That was fun. I’ll have Johnny out of here in
the morning.”

It was the last thing he heard before he drifted
off to sleep.

Chapter Twenty-one

He woke to shuffling feet and whispers in the
hallway. Could barely get his eyes open. Finally managed to pry
them apart and saw Quinn and Finley whispering, Johnny walking
toward the front door with the motorbike saddles.

Fin was wearing a t-shirt and jeans. Quinn had
on her leather riding gear. They both turned when they heard him
stir. “You’re up,” Fin said quietly. Her smile was a shy.

“Uh-huh,” Jake said, his voice hoarse. He swung
his legs over the edge of the couch, took off the blanket someone,
probably Quinn, had tossed over him and hauled himself to his feet
rubbing his face. He trudged over to where they were standing.

“Sleep okay?” Quinn asked.

“I don’t remember a single dream. I feel like I
just fell asleep a few minutes ago. I think I might have to call in
again.”

“Already did that,” Fin said.

Jake looked at her. A jolt of love and panic and
angst shot through him. “They say anything?”

“Just hoped you felt better soon.”

“That’s good,” Jake muttered.

Johnny came stomping back into the house in his
big boots. Nodded at Jake. “Hey,” he said.

“Hey Johnny,” Jake replied. The world still felt
like a dream.

“All set,” Johnny said to Quinn.

Quinn turned to Finley and sighed. She
looked…sad. She took a step toward her and put her arms around her
neck. “I’m gonna’ miss you you little slut.”

“I’m gonna’ miss you too, you crazy bitch,”
Finley whispered. She squeezed her eyes shut tight and a tear
rolled down her cheek. “Let’s maybe…” Her voice cracked.

“It won’t be this long next time,” Quinn said,
hugging her harder. “Promise.” They hugged in silence for a few
moments.

Jake and Johnny exchanged awkward glances.
Normally Jake would have taken the lead. Stepped over and offered a
hand shake. He was too tired to be polite or care what the fuck
Johnny thought.

“Sorry if I broke your life,” Quinn said,
pulling away.

Fin wiped the dampness from her eyes and
sniffled. “You didn’t.” She looked at Jake. “At least I don’t think
you did.”

Quinn looked at Jake. She turned and put her
arms around his neck and squeezed him. “I had fun. We should spend
more time together.”

Jake was stunned. “I…yeah. This was…good. Cool.
For sure. Any time,” he said, sounding just as flustered as he
felt.

Quinn pulled away, cocked a fist and punched him
on the arm. “Pervert,” she said with a smirk.

The way she said it made Jake’s insides go all
warm and squishy. As strange as it was, he all of a sudden felt
like he was in with these three. One of the gang. Not on the
outside adjusting his glasses and looking in but one of the cool
kids. Without thinking he reached out and punched her back. “Slut,”
he said.

His face turned bright red and his back
stiffened. He felt the immediate need to apologize. “I’m…I didn’t
mean…”

“Check it out, Fin. All it took to get Jake to
loosen up was swapping cocks. Should have tried it sooner!” Quinn
said.

Finley clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle a
laugh.

Quinn started chuckling.

A strange sound made Jake turn toward the door.
His jaw dropped for what seemed like the hundredth time in the last
twenty-four hours. Johnny was laughing. Not a deep belly laugh or
anything. Just a quiet rumble. Not just that. He was
grinning. “Holy shit,” Jake whispered. “Johnny can
smile.”

The three of them burst out laughing.

Jake just stood there staring at Johnny. After a
few seconds a smile stretched across his lips. This had all been
fucking crazy. But somehow that moment in the hallway made
it all worth it.

Quinn gave Finley another hug.

Johnny stepped up and offered a fist.

Jake bumped it.

Then they were through the door. Out on the
driveway swinging legs over their bikes, him and Fin standing in
the doorway and waving. Moments later, engines roaring, they tore
off down the street leaving only a cloud of dust behind them.

The silence in the house seemed suffocating.

Slowly, carefully, Jake turned to look at
Finley.

She turned to look at him. Half-smiling.
Full-sheepish. Cheeks a little rosy with embarrassment.

Jake stared at her and couldn’t help thinking
how amazing she was. Yesterday already seemed far behind them. And
he was still there. Still standing. Still felt all the love in the
world for her. “You okay?” he asked.

She nodded. “You?” she whispered.

“Amazing.”

That made her smile. “I need a shower,” she
said.

“Yeah. Me too,” Jake said.

“You first. I don’t want to hog all the hot
water.”

He took her hand and led her into the house and
up the stairs. Left her at the bedroom and popped into the shower
to try and clean off all the filthy memories he’d accumulated. Took
a quick one and left the water running.

Finley was standing outside the bathroom door
waiting.

He leaned toward her and kissed her. The scent
of Johnny still lingered on her skin.

“Let me wash,” she said. “I’ll be right in.”

“I’ll be waiting,” Jake said.

Finley flashed a smile then disappeared into the
bathroom.

Jake walked into the bedroom. He walked over to
the bed but thought twice about getting in. The sheets were a mess,
wrinkled and stained. He stripped them, threw them into the hamper
and put on fresh ones. He crawled under them once he was done and
immediately felt exhausted again. It was a good thing Fin had
called him in again. He’d have to get his story straight before
going back to work.

She took a good twenty minutes in the
shower.

Jake dozed off and woke up when he felt her
cuddling up next to him. He rolled over onto his side to face her.
His cock, still a little sore, nonetheless started inflating when
he felt that she was naked. “Holy shit,” Jake whispered.

Fin giggled. “Ho-ly shit,” she said.

Jake scanned her face. His heart swelled at how
beautiful she looked. She was glowing. It tore him up inside a bit
but he didn’t let on.

“You want to talk about it?” Fin asked.

“If you do,” he said. His mood dampened at the
memory of last night with Quinn. He looked into Fin’s eyes,
wondering if he should tell her. It only lasted a moment. There was
no way he could keep that secret. Not with how guilty he felt.
“Fin,” he said, unable to keep the trepidation out of his
voice.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I…I had sex with Quinn.” The bottom dropped out
of his stomach as he watched her lips part and her eyes get heavy
with shock or sadness or grief. “Oh god,” he said. “I’m so
sorry.”

“You did what?”

He couldn’t believe it. How could he have done
this to her? He wished he could take it back. The sex and now
telling her. “Oh god Finley I’m so fucking sorry,” he said,
crumpling into a ball and closing his eyes. They snapped open when
he felt her hand on his cheek.

She was smiling.

“What…you’re not mad?”

Fin giggled. “I was going to try and draw it out
but I actually thought it might kill you, the way you looked at me.
Relax, Jake. I know. She told me this morning.”

“And…and…you’re okay with it?”

“I’d be kind of a hypocrite if I wasn’t,
wouldn’t I?”

Joy flooded through him. And overwhelming relief
that made his throat go tight. He wrapped his arms around her and
hugged her close.

“Jake?” she said after a few seconds, her voice
muffled against his chest.

“Huh?”

“I can’t breathe.”

He let her go.

She sucked in a lungful of air and smiled.
“That’s better. But the hug was nice. Did you have a good
time?”

He put a hand over his mouth and shook his head.
“I…she…she told me she wasn’t on birth control.”

Fin snorted a laugh and clapped her hand over
her mouth. “That bitch,” she said. “That’s her schtick. You didn’t
fall for it did you?”

“I fell right in. I fell in so deep. I was…I
thought I was going to have a heart attack.”

Finley smirked, the look on her face shockingly
similar to Quinn’s.

“You two. You two are both pure evil he
said.”

Fin bit her lip and looked up guiltily toward
the ceiling.

“You are both fucking crazy.”

“I’m really sorry that got so out of control.
This is the reason…one of the reasons we haven’t spent a lot of
time with her. We do. We just get so crazy. And then we start
feeding off each other, seeing who can be dirtier. It’s terrible. I
hope I didn’t upset you?”

“I think it’ll probably take a few weeks for me
to process all this. But no. I’m not upset. I’m not.” He thought
back to what he’d seen yesterday. Must have shown on his face.

“What is it?” Fin asked.

He looked at her again. “I saw you yesterday.
Sometime in the evening.”

“Oh?” she said.

“I looked through the door.”

“Was I getting nailed?”

The question jabbed into his gut like a wooden
stake. “No,” he said, struggling to breathe. “You were…he was on
top of you. And you were…you were staring into his eyes. And he was
being so…gentle.” It crushed his guts dredging up the memory.

“Oh,” she said. It was clear from her tone that
she knew exactly what he was talking about. “That was right at the
end.”

“What was that?” he whispered, not sure if he
wanted to know the answer.

Fin flashed a faint smile. “I just wanted to
show him how it could be different.”

“Different?”

“Yeah. Like the way we do it. I don’t think he’d
ever done it that way. Soft and tender. I wanted to show him what
he was missing.”

That brought a wave of relief rolling over him.
Disarmed all the badness the memory had brought. That hadn’t been
them making love. That was Fin being kind and giving. Trying to
show big tough Johnny that he could be tender and still be a man.
“Did he like it?” Jake asked.

Fin’s expression turned guilty. “I think…I think
I might have created a problem for Quinn.”

“What? How?” Jake asked.

“He sat up and stared out the window for like
ten minutes after that. I finally asked him if something was
wrong.”

“And?”

“And he said…he said he wanted to get
married.”

Jake’s eyes bugged. “What? Are you serious? To
who?”

“Yeah that’s the problem. To Quinn, I
think.”

A laugh bubbled up out of Jake. “I’m sorry. I
don’t know why I’m laughing.”

“Oh no I know why you’re laughing. Because it’s
freaking hilarious. The guy’s like, all he thinks about are
motorbikes and sex.”

“Yeah,” Jake said, eyes locked on Finley’s
face.

“And he’s a total machine,” she said,
rolling over onto her back.

“Oh yeah?” Jake asked, his cock getting
harder.

Fin rolled her head side to side on the pillow.
“Yeah. Like, unstoppable. He just kept fucking and fucking and
fucking me.”

“Oh yeah?” Jake grunted.

She looked over at him. Smiled and narrowed her
eyes. “And you, mister,” she said. “Look at you being a huge
pervert and not telling anyone!” She reached under the sheets and
felt for his cock. “Look at you. Getting a boner thinking about
Johnny fucking me.”

He grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand away.
Rolled onto her and between her legs, pinning her hand above her
head. “And you liked it didn’t you?”

“It was okay, I guess,” she said, giggling.

He rubbed his cock against her pussy. Her slit
was damp. “You want me to fuck you like that?”

Her smile faded. “What?” she asked.

“You want me to fuck you hard and rough like
Johnny did?”

She put a hand on his cheek. “No, baby,” she
said.

Jake’s cock sagged a little. “What?”

“That was fun and everything but those days are
behind me. I want what we have. I like what we have. Making bumpies
with the lights off. It’s fun. It’s…intimate.”

“Oh Fin,” he said, sighing. He lay down on her
and put his head next to hers.

A few moments of silenced passed. “But if you
want to hear about how he used me I’m happy to tell you.”

His cock roared to life. He rose up on his hands
and looked into her eyes.

Fin put on her most innocent expression. “I hope
you don’t mind but I had to let him fuck my ass. My pussy was just
so sore,” she said.

Jake gritted his teeth and thrust his cock into
Finley. Up to the hilt.

She smirked. “Pervert,” she whispered.
“Hey…”

“Huh?”

Her smile widened. “You want to try to make a
baby? I thought I’d stop taking my pills.”

His cock flexed inside her and his eyes widened.
“Are you serious?”

“We’ve been talking about it right? Let’s just
go for it. I’m ready. You ready?”

“So ready,” he said as love for her filled
him.

“Nice and slow. Just the way we like it.”

“Just the way you like it baby,” he said, then
kissed her.

It was going to be a good day.

END
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Filthy Little Thing

A snow storm strands three travellers at a seedy
motel.

Adam worries how his shy wife, Mercy, will cope with having to
share the only room left.

Bored at having to ride out the storm with only two channels on TV,
Nelson suggests an innocent game of truth or dare.

As Mercy sheds her usual bashful demeanor, the situation turns
explosive.

How low will Adam let his wife descend?

Nice and Naughty

Norbert and Audrey have a wonderful marriage but
things have gone a little stale in the bedroom.

An unexpected stay-cation offers an opportunity to add a little
spice. Skeptical at first, Audrey allows herself to be
convinced.

Together they stumble upon Norbert's hidden fantasy and a secret
from Audrey's past is revealed.

The two flirt with opening their marriage to an alternative
lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing the gift of
his wife.

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and
Keira's hidden desires.

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife
lifestyle.

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes
difficult to find.

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old
crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she
was.

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he
remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with
other men.

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of
Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult
choice.

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as
he tries to be the man she seems to want?

The Sowing Song

Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his
bride-to-be.

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated
village half-way across the world, he can't say no.

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him
down a dark but thrilling path.

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the
Sowing Song sung?

The Summer House

When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her
friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's
shocked into action.

A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an
enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his
wife.

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and
Rob finds the perfect one to rent.

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they
meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their
newly discovered fantasy?

Dear Diary : A Hotwife
Fantasy

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he
wants more attention from his wife.

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak
inside.

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are
splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their
marriage.

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a
hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their
life.

Will their marriage be able to survive?

The Village Wife: A Hotwife
Fantasy

Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's
taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs
require.

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the
next step in their life.

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as
the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused
to fend off their advances.

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to
be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires.

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the
village wife?

Yes : A Hotwife Romance

When his wife receives a friendly massage,
Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest
but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and
wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their
marriage?
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