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It's my birthday.  It should be perfect. My mom, my sister Rachel, and my closest friends are all there, singing Happy Birthday. I can see it all in slow motion, their mouths open, but I can't hear the words. Instead, it sounds like they’re laughing at me. Their smiling faces are clown faces, their wicked grins making me feel ashamed.

And then there is my wife, Wendy. Pale and beautiful, her golden, blonde hair is lit by the sunlight from the kitchen window, shining like a halo. She holds up the cake topped with a thick, creamy layer of frosting. Candles on the cake flicker as she laughs, her wide, innocent smile radiant.

She sets the cake down in front of me and gives me a deep, penetrating kiss and my stomach flips.

With her lips next to my ear, she whispers,

“Make a wish.”

She backs up and I notice a shadowy, dangerous figure behind her.  A strong, muscular arm wraps around her waist and my wife's pale hands grip it. She's laughing, they're all laughing, and I realize I am crying, the candles blinding me.

I feel the pain in my stomach break loose, becoming a sick feeling of dread and anger. I look down at the cake and I wonder...

How did I get here?

Gary

Two weeks earlier…

The weather had turned sunny and warm, something Portland Oregonians learned to appreciate considering we only get about three months of really nice weather before it’s just rain, rain and more rain. This particular day promised to be hot and my wife Wendy and I decided that it would be a good time to get the family together for a barbecue. I called my mom and she was up for it, as long as someone could drive her. That wasn’t a problem. She lived across the river and I had decided to go and get her while Wendy prepped the food.

Along with my mom we also called my older sister, Rachel. Her husband, Bob was out of town, but she could come with her two kids, Cory and Victoria. My personal opinion was that a cookout just isn’t a cook out without at least a couple of kids running around eating smores and waving sprinklers.

Wendy and I both loved Rachel’s kids and, at some point, wanted to have kids of our own. I was more eager than Wendy, but we had decided to wait until we were settled. Still, as I cleaned the grill looked at our big house and large, green yard I had to admit: We looked pretty darned settled. Plus, I was turning thirty in two weeks and while Wendy was two years younger, we couldn’t wait forever.

I smiled to myself. Maybe it was time to discuss kids again.

I finished up the grill and headed into the house. Wendy was in the kitchen just finishing up prepping the steaks for the grill.

For a moment, I stood looking at my wife. The afternoon sun was shining into the window making her golden hair glow. She was dressed casually, which I preferred. She had on a white v-neck t-shirt. Under the white fabric, I could see the blue bikini top that held her large, round breasts nicely. She had on a faded pair of cutoffs and as she bent over, the fringe rode up on her thigh until the round swell of her generous bottom was peeking out under the hem.

Wendy thought she had a big butt and complained about it constantly. I, however, thought it was one of her best features. I loved the way her body tapered down to her thin waist only to flare back out into wide hips and her round, bubble butt. It was an ass that begged to be smacked. Not that Wendy would appreciate such behavior, but I was free to fantasize about it.

Instead, I moved quietly up behind my wife and slid a hand along her full, ripe bottom.

“What are you doing?” She looked at me over her shoulder, grinning.

Her lips curled up at the corners and her innocent, schoolgirl smile suddenly became more lascivious. There was a promise of the wild and sexy creature hiding just beneath the surface, waiting to be let free. That smile was a challenge, and I wanted so much to rise to that challenge.

“What does it feel like I’m doing?” I said, encouraged by that smile.

I leaned forward as she straightened her arms. I nibbled on her ear lobe and she moaned. She had a slight overbite which I found extremely cute and when her teeth bit into the plump pink flesh of her bottom lip, my cock twitched wildly in my pants.

I kissed her bottom lip and she giggled, the vibrations of air brushing across my tongue. She rolled her hips and I ground my hard cock into her soft ass.

I wanted her right there, in the kitchen. I tugged at her shorts until I could see the thin strings of her bikini bottoms above the belt line. Just two, thin layers of cloth and I could have her. That sweet, moist opening (at least I hoped she was wet) was mine for the taking.

“Gary.” She moaned.

She was pulling up her shorts as I was trying to pull them down.

“Gary, stop!” She pushed backwards against me, bumping a little too hard into my crotch.

Then, she was standing up, pulling her shorts into place. And, just like that, the moment was gone. I felt the need, but the rational part of my mind told me to stop and I did. I looked at Wendy’s face and even though she was still smiling, the challenge and the promise were gone.

“Sorry, babe.” She said and rubbed my cheek. “You have to go pick up your mom.”

“Right.” I murmured sullenly. “My mom.”

Wendy saw my disappointment and kissed me. Her white teeth hooked my bottom lip and she pulled it into her mouth. Just a little nibble to let me know that she saw my need and understood.

“All right.” I said.

It was impossible to hold onto my resentment. After all, it was the middle of the kitchen. When we had first gotten married we might have done something crazy like that, but we were past such shenanigans.

***

My mom lived just across the river. The drive was only about twenty minutes on a good day. It was a good day and I made decent time.

I pulled up in front of my mom’s house. She was waiting outside looking a little thin, but hearty. She was nearing seventy and lived alone in the small house with her annoying, little terrier named Roxy. Normally, she never went anywhere without her dog, but last year Roxy had taken a bite at Cory’s face and Rachel refused to go anywhere near the little beast. Reluctantly, my mom had agreed to leave the dog behind for the afternoon.

“Hi, Mom.”

“Hello, Gary.” She said.

She gave me a brief hug and we got into the car. She was silent as we pulled away from the curb. I looked over at her, recognizing the worried expression on her face.

“You ok, Mom?” I asked.

“Sure.” She said, unconvincingly. “I’m just worried about Roxy.”

“Come on, Mom.” I said. “It’s only for a couple of hours.”

“You’re right. You’re right.” My mom said and gave me a weak smile.

We didn’t speak for a few minutes as I navigated back to the freeway. Mom seemed content to just look out the window and worry about her little dog. Finally, she seemed to push her worries aside and turned to me.

“So, is Logan coming?” She asked.

“”What?” I looked over at her, startled. “Why would Logan come? Last I heard, he was in California.”

“Well, I just spoke to him. He said he was back in Oregon. Something about a new opportunity.”

Logan. My older brother by three years. Just thinking about him made my stomach tighten into a little ball.

Growing up with Logan had been horrible. He was everything I was not. Good in sports, large and handsome and good with girls. The few girls that did pay attention to me only did so because I was Logan Chase’s younger brother.

Logan could have been nicer about it. A loving older brother might have seen his brother struggling with insecurity and helped him navigate the troubled waters of high school. Logan, however, seemed to delight in my pain. Whenever he saw me admire a girl from school, Logan would swoop in with his hard body and wicked charm and before you knew it, they were dating. It would only last a couple of weeks, but by the end of their time with Logan any chance I had with my crush had been destroyed by Logan's hard body and cocky charm.

The worst incident still left a gnawing hole in my stomach. It was the summer of my senior year. Logan had graduated and was off to college. I had become a little more confident and the girls from my class began to look at me, really look at me. It was at that point in my life that I had decided to finally ask out Zoe Steele.

Zoe Steele was beautiful and had been a long time crush of mine since eighth grade. I had kept the secret longings to myself. I did not want Logan to move in on Zoe. That summer after we graduated, we struck up a friendship. Everything had clicked between us and I sensed that she wanted me to ask her out.

I was awkward, but to Zoe I was sweet and she agreed to go out with me. I could not believe my luck! She was tall, with the long, firm legs of an athlete. She had beautiful, straight brown hair and pretty gray eyes. When she smiled at me, my heart melted.

We had set up a date for a Friday night and I was very excited. First, we would have dinner at a local diner where most of the kids from school hung out. After that, we would go to a movie.

As I dressed for my date, I felt nervous thinking of that time after the date when I would walk Zoe to her front door and, hopefully, get a good night kiss. I had never kissed a girl before and I had dreamed of kissing Zoe’s pink lips. Thinking about it set my cock to twitching in my pants and I had to take several deep breaths to calm myself.

I picked Zoe up at seven and we went to the diner. I was nervous, but Zoe was sweet and put me at ease. I have to say, when I walked into the diner with Zoe beside me, I was on top of the world. Heads turned and I was no longer just Logan Chase’s younger brother. I was Gary, the guy who was on a date with Zoe Steele. It felt wonderful.

We were halfway through dinner when it all came crashing down around me.

I heard him before I saw him. He came in the door and his big, booming voice made me cringe.

Logan was there.

Zoe looked up over my shoulder and I saw her expression change. Up until now, she had only had eyes for me, but as she watched Logan make his way through the crowd towards us, I could see her eyes glaze over and her mouth hang open as if she was struck dumb by my brother’s presence.

“Gary!” Logan had said and placed a huge, heavy hand on my shoulder and squeezed painfully. “Good to see you little bro!”

He didn’t even ask to sit down. He just pushed me over to the side and began to eat my fries as he eyed Zoe up and down.

I can’t really blame Zoe for her reaction. Logan had been captain of the football team and homecoming king to boot. He was three years older and I imagine that Zoe had had a crush on him for the longest time. She had probably even masturbated to thoughts of my brother. So, when Logan turned his blue eyes to her and began to ask her questions, her face lit up like I had never seen. She looked at him with doe eyes, her smile wider. She began to twirl her hair nervously and I saw her lick her lips more than once.

I was left out of the conversation. I felt like the third wheel on my own date. I wondered if Logan would just take Zoe away from me right then and there.

That wasn’t his plan, however. Logan liked to toy with me too much. After he had finished most of my meal, he said he had to go. He smiled at Zoe and she grinned back, completely under his spell. He slapped me hard on the shoulder and turned his cold, blue eyes upon me.

“Have a nice date!” He said and laughed.

The damage had been done. Zoe tried to turn her attention back to me, but I could tell she was thinking of Logan. After all, if she had a chance with the older Chase brother, why settle for me?

She was distracted throughout the entire movie, staring blankly at the screen and absently twirling her hair. When I took her home, we barely spoke. Instead of a good night kiss, I got an awkward hug and, just like that, the date was over.

Two days later I came home from my summer job at the local grocery store. My mom and step dad were still at work and I thought I had the house to myself. I cringed, however, as I saw Logan’s car in the drive.

I came in the front door and I heard them almost immediately. It was the unmistakable sounds of pleasure. I didn’t want to look, but I couldn't help it. I slowly climbed the steps. The noise got louder, cries of passion punctuated by wet smacks of flesh on flesh. The door to my bedroom was open and I peeked around the side, my heart breaking as I witnessed the scene before me.

Zoe was on all fours on my bed, the hard muscular body of Logan pounding into her from behind. He gripped Zoe’s long, brown hair in his fist and was using it to pull her head back as she screamed for him to fuck her. Her pretty pink lips were open in a wide smile as she took the punishment from Logan’s big cock. His fat, meaty balls smacked wetly against her pussy. It was the most horrible, erotic sight I had ever seen. Despite my shame and jealousy, my cock was hard in my pants. Without thinking, I took my cock out, so little and pathetic compared to Logan’s huge shaft that was slicing in and out of my would-be girlfriend’s tight pussy. I couldn’t control my reaction and I jerked myself off as Logan pounded my crush into submission on my own bed.

I came in seconds, my small cock dribbling out a few measly drops of cum. I stood there for a few long minutes, watching Logan please Zoe in ways I never could. At one point, as they were changing positions, Logan looked up and caught me watching, my wilting cock in my hands. He smiled his cold, cruel smile and I thought he might say something to Zoe.

Fear gripped me and I ducked out of the doorway and down the stairs. It was only as I reached the front door that I remembered to stuff my little cock back into my pants.

Logan ‘dated’ Zoe for a week. It was so bad that I couldn’t go back home. Instead, I worked longer hours at the store, hung out at the local arcade or spent time at the library reading. Anything to get my mind off Logan and Zoe.

Logan wouldn’t let me rest. He sent me pictures of him and Zoe doing things in my room. Zoe with his huge, veiny cock stuffed in her mouth. Zoe on all fours as Logan railed her from behind on my bed. Zoe’s smiling face covered in my brother’s cum. To my complete shame, I spent every night in my soiled bed, looking at those pictures and jerking off.

After that week, the longest week of my life, Logan left again. That’s when Zoe called me. She was upset that Logan had left without saying goodbye. She wanted to talk about him and I agreed to meet with her. We went out a few times, but she never had any real interest in me. She wanted to talk about Logan, to ask me if I spoke to him, to see if he ever mentioned her. I was her friend, someone she could confide in, someone she could talk to. I was a good friend, but I would never be her lover.

And, every time we said good night after a chaste hug, I would go home and look at those pictures of her with my brother and jerk off. The shame and anger only fueled my lust.

I didn’t delete the pictures until I got to college. It took me a long time to move past the hurt and betrayal I felt, but I did. College is a great place to lose yourself and become a new person. Finally out from under Logan’s shadow I blossomed. That’s when I met Wendy and the rest, as they say, is history.

I saw Logan off and on over the next few years, but while college worked for me, it didn't go well for my brother. He got cut from the college football team and lost his scholarship. There had been rumors that my older brother had been caught having sex with one of the athletic faculty’s wives. I didn’t know if that were true. I just knew that shortly after he was cut from the team, he dropped out of college and began a long string of business failures. The last I had heard was he was in California working in some form or another with the growing pot industry.

I hate to admit it, but I was happy when I heard of Logan’s misfortune. I know, I know. It’s terrible, but Logan had made my life a living hell growing up.

I suddenly had a worrying thought and I looked at my mother.

“You didn’t give Logan any money, did you?” I asked her.

“No.” My mother said and I couldn’t tell if she was lying. “I won’t let him take advantage of me.”

“I...I know, Mom.” I said. “I just worry about you.”

“You’re sweet.” She patted my hand, a rare and loving gesture. “I’m old, but I’m not stupid.”

I wondered about that. It would not be the first time that my mother had bailed Logan out of some financial trouble.

I looked at her again, trying to discern the look on her face as she stared out the window, a small smile on her lips.

“Well, don’t expect to see Logan at the party.” I said, finally. “Even if he does show up, Wendy won’t let him in the front door.”

“Why?” My mother asked a picture of innocence. “Is she still mad at what happened at the wedding?”

It had been almost a year since I had seen Logan when he showed up just in time for our wedding. I suspect my mother had something to do with that as well. He seemed flushed with cash, some sort of construction job down in Arizona or something. I remember he looked good. No matter how down on his luck my brother might get, he always managed to look good. Strong and charming. He had even been able to charm Wendy, but I didn’t worry. She was so caught up in the wedding and her love for me that she spared little time for my asshole brother.

I looked at my mom to see if she was joking. Then, I remembered that she didn’t know the whole story. Oh, she knew that Logan had done something, but Wendy and I had spared her the details. She still thought Logan had gotten drunk and out of control. It would not have been the first time that had happened. I think my mother still blamed Wendy for making Logan leave after an innocent misunderstanding.

The truth was far from innocent. Our wedding had gone off without a hitch and I was enjoying the reception. I was also basking in the glow of my friends and family and the love of my new bride. The liquor was flowing, the DJ played all the appropriate wedding songs. Kitschy, cheesy throwbacks to the 70s, 80s and 90s.

It was a great moment.

Wendy and I had just finished a dance and she was glowing. Her blonde hair was done up above her head, but the dancing had shaken loose a few strands which hung over her hazel eyes.

I brushed the wet, loose strands from her face and drew her into a kiss. Kissing, especially in front of people, always made me nervous. I didn't have a whole lot of experience. After my disastrous high school dates, I had been scared of women. I’d only had three other partners before I met Wendy. I had never felt like a good kisser, and the self-consciousness always made me hesitant.

But, that night, with the alcohol warming my blood, I felt no fear as I placed both hands on Wendy's cheeks and pulled her in for a deep, passionate kiss. It was, and continues to be, the best kiss I've ever experienced.

Wendy had responded more forcefully than ever and we kissed for a solid minute. We were absorbed in each other and for the moment forgot the world around us.

The kiss broke. I rocked back on my heels, stunned by our passion.

Wendy giggled and placed a warm hand on my cheek.

"I have to pee." She said and laughed.

Normally, I would have felt silly or awkward. Instead, I just felt light-headed and happy.

"I wish I could go with you." I whispered in her ear.

She stood back and cocked an eyebrow at me.

"You want to see me pee? Gross!"

"What?" My mind was fuzzy with alcohol and lust. "No! That's not what I-'"

She gave me a quick, hard, hot kiss.

“I'm kidding silly.” She said and wiped some lipstick from my lower lip. “I know what you want.”

She patted me on the bottom and headed off to the bathroom, grinning.

However, it seemed Logan had roughly the same idea I had, except he wasn't too afraid to actually do it. All through the ceremony, my older brother had his eye on one of Wendy's old college friends. Britney was the last holdout of a small cadre of partiers Wendy had been a part of at college. Like Wendy, Britney had opted out of the party life, choosing instead to settle down and get married.

However, the once hard-charging party girl's husband couldn't make it to the wedding and she made no secret that she was attracted to my handsome, older brother.

Britney was just his type too. Leggy, a natural redhead with a generous set of breasts that even in the less than complimentary bridesmaid's dress still showed off her vivacious body. She was sexy and she knew it.

I found out later that she had been getting steadily drunker at the reception, urged on by an eager Logan. By the time Logan convinced the pretty redhead to adjourn to the ladies’ room, she was ready to do anything, risk anything, to get into the pants of my brother. And, that's when Wendy found them.

Britney was bent over the sink, the maroon bridesmaid's dress up over her tight, white ass. My brother, had his own pants down and was thrusting eagerly into the redheads body.

I knew nothing about this at the time. The first I knew anything was wrong was when Wendy came bursting out onto the dance floor followed by my brother pulling up his pants.

I had never seen Wendy so angry. Her face was red brown eyes were flashing with anger. Logan was saying something that I couldn't make out. For the first time in my life I saw something on my brother's face I hadn't seen before.

Fear.

I watched them, the alcohol making my brain slow. Logan caught her in the middle of the dance floor. He seemed to be pleading with Wendy. Slowly, walking as if in a dream I made my way through the crowd.

The dancers had parted and Logan and Wendy were in the middle of the Dance Floor. Wendy's face was wet with tears. I pushed through the last of the dancers who had begun to watch the scene.

The music suddenly stopped as I came to Wendy’s side.

“Look, I'm sorry.” Logan shouted, his voice suddenly too loud with the music off. He stopped and looked around, suddenly aware that the music had quit playing. Then, he said in a lower voice. “I'm sorry.”

I was shocked. I don't think I'd ever seen my brother sorry for anything. He stood like a supplicant his hands out, palms up. He stepped forward as if he was going to touch Wendy.

"Don't you dare!" She cried.

She did not care that the music was off. She didn't care about anything but her rising anger.

"How could you do that? Here, with that fucking whore?"

There was a collective gasp from the crowd. I knew Wendy cursed, but it was rare and she never did it in public.

“Wendy?” I said and placed a hand on her shoulder. “Wendy, maybe…"

She flinched as I touched her. For a moment, she looked at me with that angry, mean look on her face. Then, her eyes cleared as she recognized me. She broke into sobs and fell into my arms.

“Oh, Gary.” She cried into my shirt. “Make him go. Please. Just make him go.”

I looked over the top of my bride’s head and stared at Logan. He dropped his hands to his sides. He looked at us as I comforted my wife.

“You’d better leave.” I said, hating the tremble in my voice. I knew that if Logan chose to argue the point, there was nothing I could really do about it.

He stared at me. My knees were weak, but I stood strong. I took strength in my friends and family and the love of my wife.

Finally, Logan eyes slipped from mine and looked at Wendy, who refused to look at him, her face buried in my shoulder.

“Fine.” Logan's spat. The spite in his tone made Wendy flinch. “Enjoy the rest of your wedding. You two deserve each other.”

With that, he turned and stalked off, the crowd giving him a wide berth. I felt a huge sense of relief. I gently touched Wendy's face with my hand and smiled down at her.

“He's gone.” I said. “It's all over now.”

Wendy said nothing, just threw her arms around my neck and gave me a hot, forceful kiss. The crowd gave a hearty cheer and the music blared back into life.

I felt strong. I was the conquering hero. I had stood up for my wife against the evil ogre that was my brother. It was a greatest moment of my life.

We kissed for a bit as the party roared back to life. Wendy nibbled at my earlobe and I heard her voice, low and throaty in my ear.

“I need to get out of here.” She hissed desperately. “Now.”

Hero that I was, I could not deny the wishes of my beautiful bride. I gripped her hand and we pushed through the crowd, laughing as people watched us escape, no doubt knowing what we were up to.

The bathroom was not an option, but there was a limousine parked outside, waiting for us. I gave the driver twenty bucks and told him to come back in an hour. Optimistic I know, but I didn't want to be interrupted. The guy gave me a knowing smile and beat it as I ripped open the door and shoved Wendy into the back.

I had never felt more powerful and Wendy had never been so turned on. As I pushed her dress up over her thighs I felt the tension like a taut bow string waiting for release. I pulled down her panties, my fingers brushed her wet sex. I was about to dip down to taste her when she gripped my shoulders.

“I need you.” She hissed. “Now, inside me.”

I was floored. Wendy usually needed some foreplay before she was wet enough for my cock. That night she was already slick with lust and ready for my cock.

I pushed my pants down over my ass and shuffled awkwardly to her, my cock hard and dripping in my hand. I was just about to enter when a frustrating thought came to me..

“I don't have a condom.”

“I don't care, Gary.” She moaned. “Just do it! Make love to me. Now!”

We had never had sex without a condom. At the time, Wendy wasn't on birth control so condoms were the only way to protect ourselves.

Now, she lay there, her white dress hiked up over her hips, her sex glistening with need. I didn’t need any other encouragement. I laid down on top of her and shoved my bare cock into my wife's wet sex for the very first time.

I never knew that it could make so much difference! I was engulfed by her silky, wet tunnel. I felt her collapse around me, gripping me with muscles I didn't know she had. She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me in.

It was awkward, having sex in the back of the car. Neither of us really noticed. We were both caught up in our own desire. I plunged into her, feeling her body open up to my unprotected invader. I was wrapped up in her warmth and love. Her sweet, sweet voice urged me on.

“That's it!” She moaned. “Harder. Deeper.”

I followed her instructions, enjoying my newfound power. I thrust harder and deeper. My own orgasm was building quickly and I wanted to slow down, to avoid finishing too early. I wanted her to enjoy it too, but when I tried to stop she cried out for me to give it to her, to fuck her. To take her.

Just when I couldn't hold out any longer and I'd given myself over to pleasure, I felt her whole body shudder beneath me, her hips rising to meet me my flailing body.

“Oh!” She cried out as if surprised. “Oh shit!”

And then she was squirming underneath me, all motor functions abandoned as she gave into the pleasure. She had never come like that before. The feel of her wet flesh trembling beneath me yanked me over the edge.

“I love you!” I screamed as I emptied my lust into her unprotected womb. “I love you!”

I collapsed on top of her, panting.

“I love you too.” She murmured as I shook out the last of my orgasm. “I love you so much.”

At the time I still didn't know what had caused the argument and Wendy refused to talk about it that night. She just wanted to enjoy the party and I decided to let it go. It wasn't until we were well into our honeymoon that she told me what Logan had done. She told me she never wanted to see him again and I made a cow to make that happen.

I looked over at my mother.

“Well,” I said. “Just don’t expect to see him tonight.”

My mom smiled at me.

“We’ll see.” She said. “We’ll see.”

***

I didn't really think much of Mom's enigmatic statement. I was pretty sure that with our radio silence over the past five years, Logan had gotten the hint that he wasn't welcome at our house, even if my mother had invited him without telling me. 

My confidence was dashed as we pulled onto our street. In the driveway was our second Prius, a much older, but still serviceable car. On the street out front was Rachel's minivan, signaling that she and the kids were already there.

Next to that car was a huge, blue pickup. It was jacked up on large tires and was half again as tall as my Prius. I felt dwarfed by the monster as I inched past it and pulled into the drive. 

My stomach plummeted. I knew at once who it belonged to. It was new and shiny, ostentatious in a backwoods, hillbilly kind of way.

It had to be Logan's.

“Mom, what the hell did you do?” I said as we parked.

“What do you mean?” She said innocently, then got out of the car.

I sat fuming in the driver's seat. She had actually called him! Called him and invited him to my house. I could not believe the gall of that old woman. I slammed the car door and stalked up the driveway.

I could hear excited voices coming from the direction of the back yard. Instead of going through the front door, I walked around back and got to the gate just in time to hear my mother cry out in pleasure.

“Logan! You made it!”

I saw them through the fence. Rachel and the kids were laughing as Logan pulled my mom up off the ground and gave her a great, huge hug. Mom laughed and cried at him to let her down, giving him a slap on the hard, round muscle of his shoulder. Logan acted like he was hurt and dropped her, rubbing his arm.

“Geez, old lady!” He grinned. “You have got to stop hitting your kids!”

My mom giggled like it was the funniest joke in the universe. My own anger was rising, but stalled out as I saw my mother's happiness at seeing her older son. I couldn't very well storm in and insist he leave, not with my mother fawning all over him.

I looked at Wendy then, to see her reaction and my simmering anger was replaced with shock. She was looking up at Logan, smiling and laughing. When he set down my mother my wife even clapped a little, cheering on my asshole  brother along with the rest.

I couldn't believe it. My mom  yes, but Wendy? It made no sense and the sight was so bewildering that I just stood there, watching this happy, little domestic scene play out in front of me.

All eyes were on Logan so it was my brother who was the first to notice my presence. He gave a smile of smug triumph. It was quick. Just a flash of the old Logan underneath the charm and bluster.

“Little brother!” He cried and he barreled past my mom and almost knocked over Rachel's kids to get to me.

I thought he might scoop me up into a hug too, but at the last minute he came to a stop and thrust his huge paw at me. As always, I was a little shocked by his size and strength. He was a head taller than me and through his tight t-shirt I could see the hard cut lines of his pectorals. His arms strained the fabric of his shirt sleeves  as he waited for my hand. He was all hard edges and bulging muscles. Like rocky granite covered in smooth, tan skin.

I finally gave him my hand and my brother yanked me into his arms. Then, he squeezed me, crushing body against his hard dick muscles.

At least he hadn't pick me up in front of my wife.

“Man, it is so good to see you!”  Logan said and finally set me free.

He was grinning and I have to say, it was infectious. You see, the thing you have to understand about my brother is that, when he chooses to, he can be extremely charming. Most of the time I was immune to his charms yet, looking up at his wide grin, I let down my guard and smiled.

“There he is!”  Logan said, pounding me on the back with a blow that nearly sent me sprawling.

He laughed and everyone joined in. I caught Wendy's eye and she was smiling too, but she also gave me a nod and a look. A look that said she would talk to me later.

I finally disengaged from my brother and said I needed to go inside and get things ready for the grill.

“Let me help!” Logan said and I waved him away.

“No, relax. Talk to Mom. Enjoy yourself.”

Another quick, smug smile passed over Logan's face as if he knew he had won this round.

“Sure, whatever you want. Let me know if I can help.”

“Sure, Logan.”  I said and moved past him.

I kissed Wendy, feeling Logan's eyes on us as I did so. I was reminded of the night of our reception. It was the same way he had looked at us before he had left the dance floor. I let the kiss linger, letting Logan see our love. Then, I took Wendy’s hand and led her towards the door.

I glanced back at Logan. His smug smile was gone and his blue eyes had grown cold. It was a look I recognized well from my childhood. It was the same look he had when he smashed one of my favorite toys. It was the same look he gave me when I caught him fucking Zoe Steele on my bed. It was the look he always got just before he tried to crush my happiness.

Shivering, I pulled Wendy into the kitchen.

“What that hell, Wendy?” I said. “What the hell is going on?”

“Shh.” She said. “Keep your voice down.”

She came up to me and placed a calming hand on my chest. I looked out the window at Logan who was charming my mother with some tale or another. Rachel was smiling too, and the kids seemed to be hanging on every word. Logan was exactly where he wanted to be, the center of attention.

“Why did you let him into the house?” I said.

“Me?” Her brown eyes flashed and I realized that any anger or annoyance she may have had about Logan was being redirected at me. “It was your mother who invited him. What the hell was I supposed to do?”

Her voice had risen and I saw her anger, held back just below the surface. We were veering dangerously close to a real fight and I did not want to go there.

“Shit.” I said and glanced outside at the cute, little domestic scene that was taking place on our lawn. “I’m sorry. You’re right.”

I pulled Wendy into a hug and felt her trembling. With anger or with fear I didn't know. Later on, I would realize it was something else, but at the time I assumed it was anger so I tried to soothe her.

“I really never wanted you to have to see him again.” I said. “Do you want me to ask him to leave?”

Wendy pulled away from me.

“No.”  She smiled weakly. “He's making your mother happy. If you told him to leave she would never forgive me.”

“You? I could tell her it was me.”

“ Sure.” She said. “And she would think I put you up to it.”

Wendy looked out the window. There was a look of sad resignation on her face.  I've had a lot of time to think about that look, think about what was going through her head as she stared at my brother holding court on our back patio.

I truly believe that our lives would have been different, so much different, had I just been man enough to go out there and confront him. To stand up to my brother and force him to leave, my mother's thoughts be damned.

Instead, I rubbed Wendy's back and looked helplessly out the window.

“ I just don't get how she can fall for his bullshit.”

“The heart wants what the heart wants.” Wendy murmured.

“What?”

She looked up at me and smiled. The wide, beautiful grin that made the hurt feelings drift away. I felt the familiar warmth I always felt when Wendy turned that smile in my direction.

“She loves him, Gary.” She said and hugged me again. “Sometimes, you just don’t get to choose who you love.”

She kissed me gently and I held her for a few seconds, letting her warm body soothe my troubled mind.

“Well, I choose to love you.” I said.

“I love you too.” She said. “Now, you’d better get those steaks on the grill while I go make nice with your family.”

***

The grill was hot by the time I went outside again. I placed the steaks on the grill and heard a satisfying sizzle as they began to cook. I gave each side a good sear, then turned my attention back to the group.

At some point, Wendy had refilled her glass of sangria and was sitting in the chair next to Logan. Rachel was stomping around the yard chasing after the kids as my mom watched the shenanigans with a smile on her face.

I couldn't hear what Logan and Wendy were saying over the sizzle of the meat and the laughter of the kids, but I watched Wendy. At first, she was cordial, but as she was well into her second glass of wine, I saw her begin to relax. Her smooth, brown legs uncrossed and her posture became more open. Her sweet, cordial smile began to widen and I saw the the genuine smile I knew and loved, but not when it was directed at my brother. My stomach tightened when I saw Wendy give a girlish laugh and slap Logan on the shoulder as if to tell him to stop, yet really urging him on.

Is she fucking flirting with him?

I couldn't stop watching as my wife's eyes looked up at Logan as if he was the only person in the yard. Her fingers twirled in her hair, nervously, unconsciously. Her smile changed and suddenly I saw that beguiling, teasing grin.

As I watched my wife smile up at my brother I felt a hot, hard thrill burst through my loins. I couldn't understand the feeling. My brain was screaming, but my animal lust was reacting to the signals my wife was giving off and I felt myself getting hard.

“Hey!” Rachel said from the yard.

I looked up startled. Suddenly, everyone was turned to me. I felt like I'd been caught masturbating and, paradoxically, my cock only got harder. Luckily, I was behind the grill so no one could see it. I'm sure my face was red. 

“You’re going to burn the steaks!” Rachel said, laughing.

I hurriedly flipped the steaks. They weren't burned although one side was a little browner than I'd like.

“Need any help over there?”  Logan joked and I was dismayed to hear Wendy laugh.

“Nuh...no.” I gave an awkward thumbs up. “They’re fine.”

Wendy looked over at me and smiled, rolling her eyes.

The rest of the group went back to chatting and playing, but I sensed Wendy’s eyes on me. I looked over at her and she was smiling at me over her glass of sangria. I smiled back, suddenly ashamed for any traitorous thoughts I had about my wife’s loyalty. She was a little drunk, that was all. She always got a bit more flirtatious when she had been drinking. There was no way she would actually do anything with Logan.

And, her attention was having an effect. My brother's looks became longer and harder. However, the more he looked, the more Wendy ignored him She was teasing him, showing him what he couldn’t have and the idea of it made me smile. For once in my life I had something that Logan wanted and Wendy was taunting him with it. I hate to say it, but it made me feel good to see Logan put in his place.

The steaks were a little more well done than I would have liked, but they were not too bad considering how distracted I had been. Wendy sat close to me at the table and my suspicion that she was drunk and horny were confirmed as she leaned close to me. She kept a hand on my thigh throughout the meal, giving me little squeezes to let me know she was there. Each touch sent a thrill through my body and it was all I could do to control the hard on that was threatening to tent my pants.

I’ll admit it. It was extremely gratifying having my wife’s attention while sitting across from my strong, handsome brother. A couple of times I saw Logan watching us. At those times, I would pull Wendy a little closer. Finally, after a couple of hugs, I found myself kissing Wendy in front of my family.

“Ugh!” Victoria, Rachel’s daughter said. “Stop that, Uncle Gary!”

The rest of the group chuckled and I made a face at Victoria and my family laughed.

The only one who didn’t laugh was Logan. All he did was look at me with that icy, blue gaze.

“You’re very lucky, Gary.” He said, then looked at Wendy. “You both are.”

Wendy’s smile slipped a bit and she sat back in her seat, but her hand still on my thigh.

“When are you going to find someone to settle down with, Logan?” My mom said, unable to stop herself now that the topic had been raised.

Logan was still looking at Wendy with an unreadable expression on his face.

“I guess I just haven’t met the right person.”

I could read between the lines. I don’t know if it was as obvious to everyone what Logan meant. Not my mother, who was oblivious to the innuendo. Rachel might have been able to decipher the remark.

Wendy knew, however, because she buried her face into my shoulder to hide the blush creeping up her cheeks.

My own feelings were again conflicted. I saw the need in Logan’s eyes and that should have frightened me. However, I was so proud and happy. We were having dinner in my house and my beautiful wife was on my arm. She might be embarrassed, maybe even flattered, but she loved me. She was with me.

She was mine.

I know that Wendy would not have appreciated being thought of as my possession. I couldn’t help myself. The primal need to show my dominance over my older brother was too great to ignore.

So, I did something I had never done before. I held Logan’s gaze and returned that cold smile with as much frigidity as I could muster.

As we stared at each other, Rachel’s nervous voice cut the tension.

“You just have to put yourself out there.” She said. “You’ll meet someone.”

Logan held my gaze for a moment, then looked at my sister.

“Oh, I put myself out there, Rach.” Logan grinned lasciviously. “I put myself out there every night.”

“Gross!” Rachel said and made a show of covering Victoria’s ears.

“What?” Victoria said. “What’s going on?”

Wendy looked up and laughed at Victoria's bewildered expression. The tension broke with the laughter and we went back to eating.

I was elated. I had never in my life won a battle of wills with my brother. He was a force of nature that could not be stopped. However, with my family around me and my beautiful wife beside me, I was able to stand up to him.

The high from my victory lasted a whole hour. One, whole hour of being on top. One whole hour of victory.

It was my mom who finally brought me back down to earth.

“Gary.” She said. “I’m ready to go home.”

That was when I remembered that I had to take my mother home. That meant leaving Wendy with my sister and brother.

That’s all right. I thought. At least Rachel and the kids will be here.

“I should be going, too.” Rachel said and my heart seized in my chest. “It’s about time for the kids to go to bed.”

The kids groaned and I heard Wendy groan with them.

“Oh, really?” She said. “It’s still early.”

“Not for me.” My mom said. “Some of us need to get our sleep.”

“Of course, May.” Wendy said placatingly. “I understand.”

“Sorry, Wendy.” Rachel said. “I really do need to get the kids to bed.”

I looked over at Logan who made no sign of moving.

“I can stay.” He said, grinning. “I’ve got no place to be tomorrow.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but Wendy spoke first.

“Awesome!” She turned to me, a sloppy smile on her face. “Logan and I can hang out while you take your mom home.”

Mom and Rachel were already heading to the cars. Wendy turned to walk back to Logan, but I caught her arm.

“Can I talk to you for a moment?” I said, my heart hammering in my chest.

“Sure.” Wendy said and waved drunkenly at Logan. “Be right back.”

Logan looked at us with an amused expression on his face.

She walked with me to the gate. When we were a good distance from Logan I pulled her close.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea to leave you alone with Logan.” I hissed softly so Logan couldn’t hear.

“What?” Wendy said too loudly. “Why not?”

I was stuck. In my mind it made perfect sense. Leaving my jealous brother with my inebriated wife just seemed so...so dangerous.

Yet, I couldn’t tell Wendy that. If I implied that I didn’t trust Logan, didn’t that also imply I did not trust my wife? She would know I was jealous and didn’t trust her judgment. And, in her current state, that would only make her angry.

“I don’t...I don’t know.” I said. “I just don’t like it.”

“Oh!” Wendy said innocently.”Why?”

I leaned closer.

“You’ve seen the way he looks at you.” I whispered. “I don’t like it.”

I saw her face turn red, a blush of color on her cheeks. She smiled in a way that told me she knew that Logan wanted her and she was not worried one bit.

“So, that means you don’t trust me?”

Here we go. I thought.

Her voice was light and innocent, but her words were a trap. Despite her drunkenness, she could still see right through me. It would be so easy to have an argument about this, but I didn’t want that. I wanted to keep her happy, to sustain that teasing horny vibe I had been picking up on all night.

“No, of course not.” I said. “It’s just…”

“I know.” She said and patted my cheek. “Don’t worry, babe. I can handle your brother.”

She said it with a kind of drunken bravado that did nothing to soothe my jangled nerves.

She leaned forward, her lips brushing the sensitive skin of my ear.

“Still,” She whispered. “He is pretty hot.”

She meant it as a joke, of course, but in my sorry mental state I reacted as if it was a challenge to my masculinity. The words, those gently mocking words, stabbed into my brain. Electric jolts of lust coursed through my body and my cock twitched in my pants.

Wendy saw my reaction and slid a clumsy hand down the front of me, feeling my hard on.

“Oh ho!” She laughed. “Looks like the little guy is excited!”

“Wendy, stop!” I moaned. The ‘little guy’ joke was just too much.

She gave my cock a last squeeze.

“Better hurry.” She laughed and blew me a kiss. “I’m not sure how long I can hold out.”


Wendy

I chuckled a bit to myself as Gary left, following his mom like a beaten  puppy. Perhaps the extra teasing I had given him was too much, but he deserved it.

How dare he not trust me to be alone with his brother! I had never been the kind of girl who would just drop her panties for the first hot guy who crossed her path.

Still, Logan was hot, there was no doubt about that. Even as I watched Gary walk out our back gate I could feel his brother’s hungry eyes on me. I took a deep breath and turned around.

I let out a little yelp as I realized that Logan had walked up behind me. He towered over me and I found myself staring at the sculpted muscles of his chest through the thin fabric of his t-shirt. I gazed at him and wondered how two brothers could be so different.

Logan was close, uncomfortably close. For a crazy moment I thought he might try and pull me into a kiss. My mouth was dry and my palms wet. My heart raced. I wanted to run, but I was frozen as he reached forward.

That’s when I saw the fresh drink in his hand.

I let out my breath, unaware that I was holding it in and took the drink. My hand shook slightly. Logan grinned at my nervousness, but he chose to say nothing.

What the hell is wrong with me?

I was acting like some sort of love struck teenager. Not knowing what else to do, I knocked back the glass of sangria, searching for courage in the alcohol.

“So,” Logan said, looking down at me with his steely blue eyes. “Good old Gary worried about leaving us alone?”

He was still too close and I was having trouble looking up at him so I stepped back. I even managed to grin a little.

“Of course not.” I said. Gary called this smile my challenging smile, the flirty one I fell back on when I wanted to tease my husband.

I don’t know why I wanted to tease Logan. Maybe because of his condescending attitude towards Gary. Or perhaps it was just a little bit of revenge for that scene at our wedding reception five years ago. Whatever it was, I drained the rest of my sangria and handed it back to Logan. My hand was steady as a rock.

“Can you be a dear and get me another drink?” I said, sweetly.

Logan grinned like a wolf and I realized as he took my glass that his smile was more than a match for mine.

We made our way back to the patio and I watched Logan move like a panther towards the house. He was big, but moved with an easy grace that belied the power in his muscles. I indulged myself, watching him. After all, he had been stealing glances at me all night long. I had felt his eyes following me as I mingled with my mother and sister in law. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been grateful for the looks and I had found myself taking every opportunity to bend over and give Logan a generous view of my round bottom. And, after he had gotten a good, long look, I would stand back up and walk over to Gary. I'd wrap my arms around my husband and show Logan just what he was missing.

The truth was, and I would never tell Gary this, that ever since that night of our wedding, I had harbored a secret fantasy about Logan. Seeing him hammer into Tina, I couldn’t believe his strength and power. Gary was sweet and gentle in bed, which works for us, although I do find myself having to fake it a lot. Still, I had accepted that as just part of our marriage. An exchange for having that loving, sweet man in my life.

But, that night, I had experienced real power, if only from a distance. Logan was railing my long legged friend up against the sink. The small room was filled with sounds I had never heard outside a porno movie. My brother-in-law was hammering into the redhead with a power I could never have imagined. He was like a fucking machine.

And his cock! From my angle I could only see a portion of it as he pulled back and slammed again and again into my friend. The bit I did see was enough to tell me that Logan’s cock was the longest, fattest cock I had ever seen in my life. I had had other boyfriend’s besides Gary, so I knew that there were definitely cocks bigger than my husband. I just never imagined they could be that big!

I confess, I stood there too long, fascinated by my brother-in-law’s stamina and strength. I had never been with a man like that. I had never really known what someone like that could do to a woman.

But, Tina did. She was staring forward in the mirror, looking at Logan through the glass, crying out in ecstasy.

“Yes, baby!” She cried. “Fuck! Just like that!”

Logan matched her cries with his own insistent growl.

“Yeah, you like that, bitch? You like that big cock?”

“Oh, God yes!” She cried and I could tell she was close.

As she neared her own orgasm, I felt the heat rising in my own pussy.

“You like it better than your husband?”

The words rocked me as I suddenly remembered that Tina had a husband. He had been unable to come to the wedding. From everything I had heard he was a nice man and a good provider. The kind of man who could settle down a wild child like Tina with a lot of patience and love.

Evidently, patience and love wasn’t enough.

“Yes!” She cried and the admission drove her over the edge of her orgasm. “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Something tore loose between my legs and I could feel my lust soak through the new panties I had bought just for my wedding night. I was lost in the haze of lust that filled that small, dirty room. I bit my lip and tried to hold back a moan, but I failed.

Logan heard my moan and he turned towards me, his blue eyes locking onto mine. I cried out in shock, suddenly remembering myself. I immediately saw the position I was in, watching my hot brother-in-law fucking my married friend. I did the only thing I could do.

I ran.

I ran right back to the one person I could trust. The one person who might be able to save me from myself.

I ran back to Gary.

Of course, Logan caught me halfway to Gary. It had been a humiliating scene and I rose to it with anger instead of embarrassment. I’ll never forget the look on Logan’s face when I rounded on him. I had never in my life seen him so timid. He had backed off as I had screamed at him.It wasn’t just embarrassment that caused me to attack him like that in front of the whole wedding party. It was also the empty feeling in the pit of my stomach caused by the knowledge that Tina had been the one to receive such pleasure and not me. There was no way around it.

I was jealous.

Logan, to my relief, backed off and left the party. It was then that Gary had finally taken me in his arms. I was crazed, emotionally and physically. My body hummed with excitement. I had grabbed Gary’s hand and we had practically run outside to the car.

I just lost it! Once we were in the back of the car, I couldn't keep my hands off of my husband. I'm sure it must have shocked Gary, but I didn't care. For the first time in my life, I needed to be fucked.

Gary didn't even use a condom. It didn’t even matter at the time. Thoughts of Tina and Logan were buzzing through my brain as Gary shoved his cock inside of me. I was so wet my pussy flooded Gary's thin shaft.

I knew from experience he wouldn't last long. Not with my pussy that wet and my hips bucking eagerly against his crotch.

Still, I was close. So close. But, as turned on as I was, Gary was going to finish before me. It was no use slowing him down, so I wrapped my legs around him and held on, waiting for my new husband to finish.

That's when the image of Logan flashed through my brain. His long cock penetrating Tina to her very core. The images and sounds had been burned on my brain and they were enough to send me over the edge just moments before Gary spurted his thin load inside of me.

I'm sure Gary thought it was the best sex of his life. It probably was. I still felt guilty thinking of it. It seemed like such a betrayal. And yet, every time I think about that night, it never fails to make me wet.

I felt that same moist heat between my thighs as I looked across the fire at the object of my treacherous lust. I didn't feel guilty this time though. Instead, I was even more excited. I had a secret about Logan and that gave me a certain amount of power. In a way, I had been using Logan all these years for my own, and Gary's, pleasure. To use someone like Logan the way he used all the poor women in his life felt like poetic justice.

We made small talk for awhile and as I drank another glass of sangria, the warmth in my pussy spread from my thighs, to my belly and finally to the rest of my body.

“So,” Logan said and leaned forward. “I never have apologized for what happened at your reception.”

I said nothing, hiding my embarrassment. Still, I felt the heat in my cheeks and covered my nervousness by raising my glass to my lips.

“It’s ok.” I said. “It’s all in the past.”

Logan leaned closer and I felt the heat of his body next to me.

“We never really talked about it, did we?” He said, fixing me with his eyes.

“It’s nuh...nothing.” I said, hating my stammer yet unable to stop it.

“Really?” Logan said and he was so close I could smell his manly scent, a mix of musk and sweat that I hate to admit sent a shiver of arousal through my pussy. Something about that scent spoke to the woman in me.

“Yes.” I said and I leaned away to get away from that intoxicating odor.

“All right.” He said and his hand rose to my face, brushing a loose strand of my blonde hair back from my forehead.

The movement was so intimate, yet somehow innocent, that I didn’t move. I sat there, trembling in my seat.

“There’s just one thing I always wondered about.” He said, his face inches from mine.

“What’s that?” I said, my voice a husky whisper.

“Why’d you run away?”

The question shocked me. Of course, I was going to run away! What was I going to do, join them?

The thoughts brought up new sensations and my mind became confused. I opened my mouth to speak and could not form the words.

Logan grinned wickedly and, taking advantage of my confused state, kissed me. Still in shock, I parted my lips and his tongue speared forcefully into my mouth. For a long moment I could not think of what to do. All I could think of was his tongue as it swabbed my inner mouth. Then, to my shame and horror, I was kissing him back. Small moans of submission issued from my throat.

I came back to myself suddenly, like I was waking from a dream. I felt his tongue and took it for what it was: A foreign invader encroaching on my territory. Territory reserved for my husband.

I pushed against him. When my hands hit the hard muscles of his chest, I had to fight to keep from running my fingers over his warm, firm flesh.

He could have easily forced me to do what he wanted. He was strong enough. He could have had me right there in our backyard. Yet, as my fingers pushed into the hard flesh of his chest, he pulled back, allowing me to break the escape his hungry mouth..

“What...what the fuh...fuck are you doing?” Instead of angry, my voice came out weak and breathless.

“I think you know what I’m doing.” He said.

He may have stopped his attack on my mouth, but his hard fingers were already on my thighs, working there way up my leg to my shorts. I groaned and gripped his wrist. Once again, he allowed himself to be stopped.

“You can’t.” I moaned. “You can’t do this to Gary.”

“Do what?” He said. “Give his wife the real man she deserves?”

I felt something deep inside throb when Logan said the words. His superiority over my husband was obvious and it spoke to a deep, womanly need I couldn't control.

“Stop it.” I said. “Gary  is a real man. He is my man.”

“Yeah?” Logan sneered. “You forget, I grew up with the little loser. He’s not a real man. You deserve someone like me.”

I should have been insulted and outraged. Instead, something else was happening. My mind might disagree with Logan, but my body was responding to his power.

‘I think you should leave.” I managed to say.

Logan stood up and I followed him. We faced each other down on our little brick patio. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t excited. Logan was a powerful alpha male, a man used to getting his own way with women. Meanwhile, I was weak, my body trembling in fear and lust.

I knew the stories. I knew Logan had made my husband’s life hell growing up. Logan had tried to take everything and everyone that was good in Gary’s life.

And now he wanted to take me.

I stalked past Logan and for the first time, he stopped me. All it took was one strong hand wrapped around my upper arm. My own meager strength was nothing compared to his power.

“Stop it!” I spat, trying to put as much venom into my voice as possible.

“Just one more question.” He said, and pulled me close.

I stopped fighting. It was no use anyway. If he wanted to stop me, to take me, he could easily do it.

“What is it?” I said.

“How many times did you get off thinking of me with your pretty, little girlfriend?”

My heart skipped a beat as his words hit home.

“Never.” I said, he could tell I was lying.

“What would little Gary think if he knew that his sweet, innocent wife was getting off to his mean, old brother while she was fucking him?”

“It’s not true.” My voice was weak. “Please don’t say anything to him.”

Logan said nothing, just leaned in and all I could see were the cold blue of his eyes and the wet red of his lips. He brushed his lips against mine. Just a touch, but it was enough to make me moan in pleasure. I parted my lips and waited for his tongue to once again invade my mouth.

Then, he let me go.

I stumbled back against the chair, shaking. I looked up at him, but he was turning from me, picking up his drink. I did the same thing I did the night of our reception.

I ran.

Well, stumbled really. I fell through the back door and finally made it to the sink. I ran cold water over my hands, splashing it onto my burning face. I had come so close to giving in. How could I do something like that? Give in to the man who had given my husband so much pain?

I looked out the window, saw Logan finishing his drink as if nothing had happened. I needed to get him out of the house, but was afraid of what he might do. I was also afraid of what I might do.

Before I could make a decision, the phone rang. It was Gary.


Gary

I managed to subdue my twisted thoughts for the twenty minutes it took me to take my mom home. I saw her to the door then half walked, half ran back to the car. I slammed the door and nearly squealed my tires as I shot way from my mother’s house towards the highway.

I wasn’t on the highway for two minutes when I was forced to come to a stop. I looked out on a long line of red lights stacked up one after the other for what must have been a mile. In the distance, I could see more than one set of flashing lights. The red and blue of the police cars and the strident yellow signaling a rescue vehicle of some sort. I checked my traffic app on my phone and saw the words I dreaded.

Car accident on Interstate 5. Expect long delays.

“Fuck.” I said and had to stop myself from throwing my phone on the seat.

An accident. I truly hoped no one was seriously hurt, but I was also filled with self-pity. How long would I be out on the road? What was happening at my house with my brother and my drunk wife?

Stop being stupid.

I wanted to, but I couldn’t stop the feelings from surging inside of me. I’d seen the way Logan had looked at her. I knew he wanted her. Still, that didn’t mean that Wendy felt the same way and it certainly didn’t mean she would cheat on me.

That didn’t stop the images from invading my mind like a virus. Images of the two of them together, in my house. Worse, in my bed. Their perfect, naked bodies straining, sweating, coming together.

“FUCK!” I screamed to the window, to the cars in front of me. To the cruel hand of fate.

I punched Wendy’s number into the phone. I was so far gone in my dirty, crazy fantasy that I half thought she wouldn’t answer. That she would ignore the phone as Logan fucked the living daylights out of her.

So, I was surprised when she answered on the first ring.


Wendy

I scooped up the phone as it it was a life preserver. For some reason, I thought that talking to Gary, having him in my ear, would stop Logan’s advances and curb my own building lust.

“Gary!” I said and realized I was panting as if I had just run a mile. I fought to control my breathing. “Wuh...where are you?”

Gary paused for a moment and I wondered if I had lost him

“Sorry, baby.” He said. “There’s an accident on I-5. It could be awhile until I get home.”

“Oh!” I said, but my voice came out surprised and high-pitched as I felt Logan’s strong hand slap my buttocks. I gulped back a moan and glared at my brother-in-law as he grinned down at me. “Oh. That’s too bad.”

“Are you alright?” Gary said. “You sound funny.”

“I..I’m fine.” I said.

I was anything but fine. I felt Logan’s massive presence behind me. His heat made it hard to concentrate. He slid his strong hands over my ass and all thoughts slipped out of my brain.

I didn’t know what I was saying to Gary. It was hard to focus on anything but Logan’s hands as they explored my buttocks, then worked their way up to my breasts. He cupped them, squeezing hard. I bit my lower lip to avoid moaning as my nippples hardened into rocks. His large, muscular hands felt so damn good!

“I...is Logan still there?” Gary asked.

Even through my lust, I could hear Gary’s fear and the guilt struck deep. All Gary wanted was to be home with me and here I was, being felt up by his brother. The same brother that had made his life a living hell.

I slapped ineffectually at Logan’s hand, trying to get him to stop.

“Nuh...no.” I said. “He juh...just left.”

I heard an audible sigh of relief from my husband and I felt a huge wave of shame as Logan’s hands pulled me backwards against him, grinding his crotch into my ass. Even through his pants I could feel the shaft of his cock rubbing between my cheeks. He was so goddamn big!

“I...I’m a little drunker than I thought.” I finally managed to pant, hoping that Gary couldn’t hear the lust in my voice.

“Maybe you should just go to bed.” Gary said. “Get some sleep.”

“Oh…” I moaned and I felt Logan pulling down my shorts over my ass, exposing me to the cool air. “You...you’re probably right.”

I was watching Logan now, unable to look away as Gary chattered in my ear, his obvious concern and love driving a stake through my heart. The pain receded, however, as Logan stood tall, looming over me as pulled off his shirt. His body was truly magnificent. Muscles and curves I had never seen before outside of the movies. A true god! I watched, in awe of this beautiful man as he lowered his hands to his jeans and slowly unbuttoned his pants. I stared, helpless as I waited for him to push his jeans lower and lower. He was teasing me with it, teasing me while my loving husband was talking to me on the phone.

Everything that Gary was worried about was happening right now and he was oblivious to it.

Finally, Logan pushed his pants down over his muscular hips and I unconsciously licked my lips when I saw the base of his huge snake. He revealed it to me, inch by meaty inch until suddenly it popped free of his clothing.

It was huge. So much bigger than I remembered.

So much bigger than Gary.

It was long and thick, as thick as my wrist. Veins snaked their way around his massive girth, pumping with blood. He was shaved, the first time I had seen something like that outside of a porno movie, and it only made his cock seem that much bigger. A heavy set of balls swung beneath the shaft, a further sign of his manliness and virility.

It was the most beautiful manhood I had ever seen.

“Babe?” Gary said. “You there?”

“Yes.” I managed to say, my voice barely a whisper.

Logan walked up to me and pushed my ass forwards, making me lean over the counter. Then, he laid that monster cock along the crack of my ass. I could feel the warmth and power of it against my exposed flesh. The sight of it, lying impossibly huge on top of my ass, reminded of the way he had fucked Tina. My pussy throbbed with the same heat I had felt that night.

“Buh...Babe?” I said into the phone. “I...I think I really should get to bed. I...I’m really tired.”

“Ok, honey.” He said. “I’ll see you when I get there. I love you.”

“I...I love you too.”

I heard the phone go dead and I dropped it onto the counter.

“I love you, Gary.” Logan said in a high, mocking voice. “That is so fucking sweet.”

“Please, no more.” I moaned, not sure whether I meant the taunting, or the way he rubbed his cock against my ass. “Please...don’t do this to me.”

“Don’t do what?” He said and slid the tip of his cock down my ass and swabbed the huge tip against the sensitive opening to my pussy. “Don’t tell me you don’t want this. You’ve wanted this cock ever since your wedding night.”

“No.” I moaned, but I was lying. I had wanted his cock, had been thinking of his cock the first time Gary and I made love as husband and wife.

I was lying and he knew it.

Logan continued to slide his cock up and down my pussy, the fat head nudging my clit into life. I couldn’t do this, I just couldn’t, but my body was acting on instinct. He was a perfect alpha male and a deep, animal instinct told me that I should give myself to him. It was only natural that I should want to be taken by a man as powerful as him.

His hands were all over me as his cock ground into me, driving me wild with heat. He pushed my shirt and bra up over my breasts and attacked me there, squeezing my tits roughly. The sensations running through my body were stronger than anything I had ever experienced.

“Tell me you want me.” He said, and his fat cock nudged my opening.

“No.” I moaned. “I don’t want you. Want..Gary.”

My ass screwed backwards, trying to work more of him into my fevered pussy even as my mouth denied what I so desperately needed. Logan laughed and pulled back from me. Then, he reached forward and took a strong grip on my hair and pulled me towards him. I was bent painfully backwards, my back curved like the inside of a bow. Logan turned my face to him and gave me a deep, hungry kiss.

“Tell me you want me, baby.” He growled in my ear. “Tell me you want this cock or I’m gone.”

I let out a pitiful moan from deep in my soul. I couldn’t deny it any longer. I needed it. I needed it more than I had ever needed Gary. More than I had ever needed anything in my life.

“Yes.” I whimpered. “I want it.”

“Good girl.’ Logan said.

He let me go and I dropped back to the counter with a moan of submission. He had defeated me and now he was going to take me.

I felt the fat head of his cock nudge me open. Normally, I needed some foreplay when I was with Gary, but with Logan I was wet and more than ready. He shoved his big cock into me and I groaned as he stretched me farther than I had ever been stretched in my life. I thought he might break me. Then, my pussy relaxed around his huge invader with a shudder of relief.

With a final, savage thrust he buried himself inside of me.

“Oh my God!” I cried out. “It’s so fucking big!”

“Yeah, it is.” Logan grunted and pulled out a little just so he could shove it back in. “Bigger than Gary’s little dick, isn’t it?”

I shook against the counter, my breasts flat against the marble top as he pounded into me from behind. He gave me a few, hard thrusts, knocking the breath out of me.

He stopped so I could catch my breath.

“Yes.” My voice was nothing but a whimper in my throat. “So much bigger.”

“Yeah.” Logan growled, obviously turned on by my admission. “I should have fucked you five years ago, you hot little slut!”

I moaned in shame, but it only fueled the fire between my legs. He hammered into me savagely, pounding me against the counter. I rose up on my hands and looked back at that huge fucking cock spearing into me. It was just how he had taken Tina all those years ago in that dirty bathroom.

Now it was me he was taking and the feeling was more powerful than I could have possibly imagined. I was full to bursting with his flesh and it was reshaping me inside and out as he thrust into me. My breasts bounced back and forth and my ass slapped against his belly as I began pumping into him, meeting him thrust for thrust.

The orgasm rocked me to my core. It built up inside of me like raging fire and when it reached the breaking point it exploded inside of my body. I lost all control. My eyes rolled back in my head and I let out a huge scream that filled the small kitchen. I felt my pussy burst and for the first time in my life I squirted. My fluids poured out around Logan’s thick cock, dripped down my legs and puddled onto the floor of the kitchen.

I didn’t care about anything anymore. Not my husband, not my marriage. Nothing. All I could think about was Logan’s beautiful cock buried deep inside of me, throbbing as I twitched uncontrollably on the counter.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned when I had come back to myself. “Oh my God! So good.”

“You ever cum like that for Gary?” Logan said in my ear and I shivered.

“No.” I murmured, honestly. “No, I never.”

“He can’t make you feel this good.” Logan said, bringing me back to myself. “He will never make you feel this good.”

I felt the shame and guilt, but I could not deny that it was true. Gary could never make me feel this good.

Logan grinned and pulled me to a standing position. He swung me around and he lifted me up in his arms like I was nothing. I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist holding on for dear life. He held me there as he kissed me again, forcing my mouth to accept him. I had never felt so powerless, clinging onto my brother-in-law’s hard body. I was scared, but at the same time excited. Being taken by this strong, powerful man made me feel hot in a way that Gary could never make me feel.

Finally, Logan set me on the counter facing him and spread my legs wide.

“You want this, right?”

I looked down at his huge cock laying across my stomach. He was so big! The length of his shaft stretched from my pussy all the way to my rib cage.

I nodded silently.

Logan lifted my chin and looked deep into my eyes.

“Say it.” He growled.

I whimpered and bit my lip. He never took his eyes off mine. I could no longer deny my need, not even to myself.

“Yes.” I whimpered. “I want it.”

“Fine.” He said. “Then, stick it in your pussy and show me how much you want it.”

I’m sorry, Gary. I said silently to my husband as I lifted Logan’s thick cock and pointed it at my pussy. I’m so, so sorry.

It was all over after that. Logan sank his cock deep inside of me. His strong hands gripped my hips and pounded into me. I threw back my head and cried out my lust to the ceiling.

Logan was a machine, fucking me hard and fast. His wonderful cock felt like it was pummeling me all the way to my stomach. This was more than I had ever imagined in my wildest dreams. I came again after several minutes of intense fucking and once again my eyes rolled back in my head and my pussy squirted great spouts of liquid all over Logan’s hard stomach and legs.

I fell back, but Logan would not let me rest. He pulled me up, both hands around my neck and brought my forehead to his. He fucked me like that, my eyes locked onto his beautiful baby blues. As I reached another orgasm, my legs wrapped around his waist and pulled him even deeper, submitting my body to him.

I screamed out my orgasm to him, letting my master know that he had pleased me. Logan kissed me as I shook from the waves of pleasure flooding my body. This time I didn’t fight it. I accepted his kiss and showed him my gratitude with my mouth.

In that moment I was his. He deserved my body like no one had ever deserved it before.

I was lost in my own lust, clinging to Logan’s powerful form when I felt him tense and suddenly, I knew that he was going to cum.

Only then did I come back to myself. He was fucking me without a condom. The last time I had done that I had almost gotten pregnant. If he came inside me…

Logan’s thrusts became more urgent. He was losing it and part of me was proud that I was pleasing this beautiful, alpha male. Another part of me was screaming.

“Puh..please…” I moaned, his thrusts still sending electric shocks along my nerves. “Please, Logan...not inside.”

I don’t think he heard me. His eyes were closed and he was lost in his own lust just as I had been. He wanted nothing more at that moment than to place his seed deep inside his brother’s wife. My own body cried out for it. I had just enough presence of mind to try and stop him.

I placed both hands on his face, pressing hard against his cheeks. His eyes opened, the blue clouded with intense lust.

“Please, Logan!” I pleaded. “Please…”

Logan grunted and I thought for a moment that it was all for nothing. I don’t know why, but he took pity on me. He let out a cry of frustration and pulled out of me. He pulled me off the counter and I was so weak I fell to my knees in front of him which is exactly what he wanted.

“If I can’t have your pussy, I’m going to mark your face.” He hissed and shucked his thick cock.

I knew what he wanted. He wanted to cum on my face. I had never let any of my boyfriend’s do this. Not Gary, not the boys in college. It had always seemed so dirty, so slutty.

But, looking up at Logan’s beautiful cock, I suddenly realized I wanted it. I wanted to show him my gratitude for making me feel more like a woman than Gary had ever made me feel. I wanted to give him this victory over me.

I wanted to please him.

I opened my mouth and smiled, feeling the excitement build in my pussy. I was getting turned on at the thought of my husband’s brother cumming on my face. I wanted him to abuse me. Part of me even wanted him to achieve the humiliation of his brother by marking Gary’s bride with his cum. It was the ultimate victory over my weaker husband and I was helping him. I should have been ashamed and I was. But, I was also more turned on than I had ever been.

Finally, a real man had taken me.

I dug my fingers between my legs and frigged my clit as Logan stroked his huge cock. Suddenly, hot ropes of cum burst out of his cock. I laughed when the first blast landed on my forehead, thick drops of cum dripping down over my eye. It was so hot!

More blasts followed, onto my cheeks, across the bridge of my nose and over my lips. I kept my eyes open even though the creamy cum burned. I wanted to look at Logan as he came. I needed to see his reaction.

He looked down upon me and gifted me with a warm smile.

“Good girl.” He said and my heart swelled with pride. “Now, I want you to cum with my load all over your face like a good little slut.”

I grinned and looked up at him, my face glazed with his jizz. I worked my fingers into my pussy and I felt that familiar feeling of lust building up inside of my belly.

“That’s it, Wendy, cum for me.” Logan said, his words making my heart quiver. “Cum for me.”

The orgasm took me over and again I lost control as I squirted over my hand and onto the floor. Soon, I was kneeling in a puddle of our mixed juices, feeling completely and utterly satisfied for the first time in my life.

I sat back on my heels and gazed lovingly up at my brother in law. He smiled back and slid his dripping cock into my mouth so I could clean him, sucking out every last drop his cum.

“Good girl.” He said again, then leaned down and brushed his thumb over my face, pushing some of his cum between my lips. I sucked his seed eagerly off his thumb and he grinned. “Make sure you give Gary a big kiss when he gets home.”

I frowned suddenly, remembering Gary. I looked down at myself, covered with his brother’s cum. The reality of what I had done began to seep through my post-coital bliss.

Logan saw the look and laughed. He was still laughing as he left the house, leaving me behind in the kitchen in a cooling puddle of our spent lust.


Gary

It took me over an hour to get home. The nervousness I felt leaving Logan at home had drifted away after my call with Wendy. It was so cute the way my wife had trouble talking. She was so drunk she could barely even form the words to speak to me. It was just as well that Logan had gone home. I was relieved that my fears had been unwarranted.

I breathed a sigh of relief as I finally drove into the drive. Logan’s truck was gone. I hadn’t really expected it to be there, but a part of me still worried. I shook off the feelings. Wendy loved me. She would never do anything to hurt me.

I smiled ruefully and made my way through the darkened house and into our bedroom. Wendy was sleeping peacefully. She had been so out of it, she had fallen asleep atop the covers. She looked insanely cute dressed in only a long t-shirt which had slid up, exposing her beautiful round bottom. I couldn’t help myself.

I walked over to the bed and slid my hand along the firm, ample flesh.

Wendy stirred, murmuring sleepily. She rolled over and her eyes opened.

"Hey, there." I said, smiling down at my lovely wife. "Didn't mean to wake you."

"'S'alright." She murmured sleepily. "Missed you."

"Me too." I bent down to kiss her cheek, but she surprised me.

She turned her head and my lips met hers. The kiss was light at first, but as her lips touched mine she seemed to wake up. Her lips parted and her tongue darted into my mouth. I responded, my own tongue reaching deep to taste her. She tasted different. Saltier than normal and her spittle was thicker than usual.

Probably the alcohol. I said to myself.

Besides, what did it matter? I was kissing my beautiful wife and it felt good. So good, in fact, that my cock got rock hard again. I thought that Wendy might wake up enough to have sex, but just as quickly as she had kissed me, she stopped. She placed a cool hand on my cheek and smiled.

"S'nice." She murmured then rolled over and went back to sleep.

I smiled and laid down beside my lovely, faithful wife. I went to sleep with a hard on, thinking that I loved Wendy more than ever.

End Part One
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