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Gary

I woke up still horny. I'd been having a dream, but the dream slipped away as I rolled over onto my stomach. I let out a low groan as my cock poked into the mattress.

I looked over at Wendy who was sleeping peacefully. She was facing away from me so all I could see were her generous curves. The long t-shirt she used for a nightgown had once again ridden up over her ass and the large swell of her bottom peeked out from under the hem.

The lust from the night before was still there. It was buzzing in my fevered brain and I reached out and placed a hand on Wendy's round buttock. My other hand wrapped firmly around my cock and my hard shaft.

Normally, I would never do something like that. Rubbing against my wife while she was asleep seemed like such a violation. But, I couldn't hold myself back. I slide my cock against Wendy's soft, round buttocks and began to hump her slowly. The feel of her ass against my turgid flesh was heavenly, but I wanted more. Already, the warm, wet spot of precum was spreading across the front of my shorts. I needed to stick my hard flesh into my wife's body soon, or I would go off in my pants.

Wendy murmured in her sleep and turned towards me.

"Gary? Wuh...what are you doing?"

"Please." I begged in Wendy's ear. I hated the whiny neediness in my voice, but my body didn't care. "I need you, baby."

Wendy sighed.

"Honey, I need a shower." She protested. "I want to brush my teeth. I...I have beer breath."

"I don't care." I said and kissed her fiercely, my tongue sliding between her lips.

Her mouth wasn't bad. However, like the night before, it was bitter and salty and the taste had gotten stronger overnight. I didn't care. She hadn’t said no and my cock was ready to burst.

I rolled quickly over to get a condom from our bedside table. I winced in pain as my cock ground into the mattress, but I played through it. I was in a rush, afraid Wendy might change her mind. I fumbled the condom and finally managed to slip the cold rubber over my throbbing shaft.

Finally I rolled over, relieved to see my wife, still lying on her side. I slid my sheathed cock against her soft flesh. Wendy moaned when she felt my hardness and she turned her head and kissed me. Her tongue was hot and salty as it slid across my teeth.

She reached her hand down between our bodies and I groaned in pleasure when I felt her guide me to her pussy.

She wasn't dry, but she wasn't fully wet and Wendy let out a moan of pain as I entered her. I slowed my penetration, working the head of my cock slowly back and forth willing her sex to get wet so I could plunge myself deep inside.

"It's OK." She moaned with a mixture of pain and pleasure."Just do it, Gary. Just give it to me."

Despite my worries, I gripped her hips and plunged deep into my wife.

She gave a yelp of pain.

"Are you all right?" I huffed. I didn't want to stop, but I didn't want my lust to cause Wendy pain.

"Just do it!" She grunted. "Just fucking do it!"

I was shocked by the anger in her words. Still, my own needs overrode any concerns I had about her tone. I thrust forward, enjoying the feel of her flesh and she stretched around me. Then, I was inside and I felt the silky warmth of her fluids flow around my cock as her body responded to my thrusts.

The room was filled with the sound of our panting grunts and the our bodies slapping together. Her oh- so-slippery sex felt wonderful around my sensitive shaft. I fucked hard and fast, gripping her hips so I could pull her back against me.

It was too much! My thrusts became quick and erratic. I was so close, brought to the edge by my wife's beautiful body.

"I can't hold it." I moaned pitifully.

"Doesn't matter." Wendy hissed. "Just cum for me, baby. Cum for me."

Her sweet, encouraging words touched off the final spark in my crotch and I exploded inside of her. The hot, squelchy spurt of cum swirled around the tip of my cock as my seed was caught safely in the condom.

We lay there for a while, shuddering out the last of our lust. My cock softened and slipped out of Wendy's body and plopped wetly against my thigh.

Exhausted, I rolled over on my back and breathed deeply. My orgasm had been quick but powerful and had sapped all of my energy.

Wendy turned over and looked at me. She gave me a small smile as she looked down at my shriveled cock, clearly enjoying my exhaustion.

“Feel better?” She chuckled.

“Yes.” I said and felt my cheeks grow hot with embarrassment. I had been like a horny dog, taking advantage of Wendy like that. “Sorry, babe. I don’t know what came over me.”

“Really?” She pouted. “And here I thought it was because you woke up next to your hot wife.”

I groaned. Wendy giggled at my discomfort.

"Sorry, I came so quick," I said. "I just couldn't help myself."

She patted my arm and sighed with contentment.

"That's all right." She chuckled. "You were very...vigorous."

A wave of concern swept over me.

"Did I hurt you?"

She giggled again and turned her head so she could kiss me on the cheek.

"Only in a good way."

I sighed with relief. The truth was, I felt great. The lust that had swelled into a painful pressure overnight had been relieved. I felt lighter and happier.

Wendy gently lifted my arm and scooted over to the edge of the bed.

"Where are you going?" I said.

"Baby, I really do need to take a shower. I'm filthy."

I sat up and pushed my nose into her neck and inhaled deeply. She had a strong odor of sweat and sex which I found intoxicating.

"Mmm. I like the way you smell."

"That's sweet." She said and wriggled out of my arms.

She got out of bed. She still had the long t-shirt on and she pulled the hem down over her breasts and hips, covering her luscious body. She bent over me and gave me a tender kiss. My limp cock twitched weakly between my legs. Wendy chuckled and gave my poor cock a tweak with her thumb and forefinger.

I groaned. She scampered off to the bathroom, still laughing as she shut the door. I lay on my back and felt a satisfied smile spread across my face.


Wendy

My laugh trailed off as soon as the bathroom door was closed. I leaned back against the door and looked at myself in the mirror. Guilt tore at my heart with hot painful stabs. How could I tease my husband so shamelessly?  Especially after what I had what I had done with his brother.

I was surprised by the woman I saw in the mirror. My eyes were a little puffy, but all other traces of the sex that I had the night before were gone. I looked like a loving wife who had just had morning sex with her husband and loved it.

Except it wasn’t my husband who had given me the sex that I loved. It had been his older brother who had left me with that satisfied glow in my cheeks.

I should have looked guilty.. Instead, I looked normal. My cheeks were flushed with the remembered feelings from my bout with Logan the night before. My body still ached from the awesome pounding he'd given me and the way his thick, beautiful cock had stretched my pussy.

I slid a hand down between my legs and felt the wetness Gary had started inside of me. It was memories of Logan, however, they had made the juices really flow. While Gary was humping furiously away with his small, thin cock I was remembering the thick, pulsing shaft of his brother.

I had never really thought of Gary as small. Sure, I knew there were bigger cocks out there, but I had never experienced them. Logan had shown me what a real cock felt like. A wave of pity went through me as I realized that poor Gary could never compare to his older brother.

"You are a stupid slut!' I said to my reflection in the mirror.

I willed my face to look sluttier. I wanted my glowing cheeks to reflect the shame I felt inside. However, the longer I looked, the better I appeared. In the mirror was a reflection of what I was:. A woman who had had a night of great sex.

I pushed a finger into my pussy and the image in front of me moaned. Gary's quick lovemaking had only gotten me started. Even with his smaller dick, if he had just kept going, I might have been able to get off. In the end, Gary had left me high and dry.

I pulled my wet fingers from my pussy and walked to the shower. I turned on the spray and then leaned back on the counter. The hiss of the water covered the sounds of my moans as I once again slid my fingers between my puffy, abused lips. I worked the juices up my slit until I could feel the growing bud of my clit. I was wet now, silky smooth, my pubic hair a gleaming blonde pelt.

My husband lay just a few feet away on the other side of the door and here I was, masturbating and thinking about his older brother.

God how Logan had fucked me! Like a whore bent over the kitchen counter where I made dinner for my husband. Not only that, he fucked me without a condom. It was something I had not  let Gary do since our wedding night. But damn it felt so good! I found it hard to feel regret for the act even though the guilt of cheating on Gary with his brother ate away at my heart.

"Fuck!,fuck,fuck!!" I chanted softly as I remembered the feeling of Logan behind me. On top of me.

Inside me.

He had fucked me so well I hadn't even had the energy to shower. I washed my face as best I could, scrubbing away the flecks of dried cum on my cheeks and forehead.

Finally, unable to deal with the emotions swirling inside of me, I had pulled a nightshirt over my head and collapsed into bed without brushing my teeth.

I remembered Gary coming in later and waking me up. I kissed him and for a moment I thought Logan had come back. When I realized I was kissing my husband, I felt a sense of relief as his tongue searched my mouth. Gary was home, he was with me. Maybe Logan have been just a bad, sexy dream.

But, it wasn't a dream. I could still feel him inside of my pussy pounding harder and harder. I tried to focus on the kiss I had given Gary. A sleepy, lusty kiss.

Suddenly,  I remembered Logan had ordered me to give Gary a kiss, and I had.

When I was kissing Gary, Logan's cum had still been in my mouth.

My orgasm exploded between my legs as thought Gary kissing me with Logan's cum still in my mouth. The dirty pleasure crashed through my mind and exploded in my brain.

My body jerked against the bathroom counter My feet kicked up the edge of the bath and suddenly, I was slipping, falling down as my orgasm took over my body. My moan of  pleasure turned to a yelp of pain as my butt smacked hard against bathroom floor.

I lay panting on the cold tile, my legs splayed in wide, awkward angles. I trembled on the floor as the final tremors in my orgasm worked their way through my nervous system.

"Honey?"

I heard Gary's voice followed by a tentative knock on the door.

"You, ok?"

"Yuh...yes." I said. I...I just slipped."

Gary started to open the door.

"You need any help?"

"No!" I cried. "No, I'm fine."

"All right, Honey." He said, his voice full of concern. "Just let me know if you need anything."

"O...ok!" I called in a cheery voice. "Thank you!"

Gary left. I shut my eyes and breathed a sigh of relief. I pulled myself up and grunted as a sharp pain shot through my ass cheeks.

I looked in the mirror. My eyes were puffy and red and my cheeks were flushed with shame. At least now I looked like a woman who had betrayed her husband.

I stared at the slutty creature in the mirror and made a vow.

"Never again." I said. "It's never going to happen again.”

***

I managed to get myself cleaned up and my teeth brushed. I scrubbed my body and tried to wash away all thoughts of Logan from my mind. It worked, for the most part. Getting off had released a lot of tension and I found my mind was clearer as I walked out to the kitchen.

Gary was so sweet! He had a table set with a pot of strong coffee and the smell of fried bacon filled our kitchen. He was bustling away at the stove, wearing an apron over his work clothes.

He was always like this after I had given him sex. It was as if he felt he owed me something for allowing him access to my body. A body that he should have access to whenever he wanted it. Of course, Gary’s mind didn’t work that way. He had always been a little intimidated by me, although I never understood why. I was his wife. Still, I would be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy the thought just a bit. It was nice to be worshipped a little by my husband.

However, the sight of Gary working so hard over the frying pan made me feel even guiltier. It had just been a morning quickie. A quick bang that had failed to get me off, yet here was my husband acting as if it had been our first time. Not only that, but I had masturbated to the memory of his brother, the man who had tortured him his whole life, just minutes after we had had sex.

What a shameless bitch!

I watched Gary, humming happily like a teenager who had just lost his virginity. It was so easy to please him. Why didn’t I do it more often?

Just as I had in the bathroom, I vowed that I would never be with Logan again. I would just have to keep my distance. That shouldn’t be too hard. The two had never been very close.. I knew there were things about the past that Gary had not shared with me. Still, I had heard enough to know that Logan had made life hell for my husband. It made what I did even worse. If Gary ever found out, it would crush him.

“Babe?” Gary said and I snapped back to attention. “You sure you’re alright?”

“Huh?” I said dumbly, then nodded my head. “Oh! Yes, I’m fine. Just a little hungover.”

Hungover from Logan’s cock!

I shook the thoughts from my brain and laid the piece of bacon in my hand back down on the plate. “I’m sorry, Gar. This is wonderful, but I’m just not that hungry.”

Gary bent over and placed a chaste kiss on the top of my head.

“No worries.” He said and took my plate. “I’ll save it for later. Maybe you can have it for lunch?"

I smiled weakly as Gary walked back to the kitchen, the guilt eating away at my empty stomach.

“That sounds great.” I said.

“So,” Gary said as he put away my breakfast in the fridge. “I might have to work late tonight. To make up for leaving early on Friday.”

Gary worked as a project manager at a small startup company. He could take off early sometimes, but since he was in charge of his team, no one could really do his job while he was out. He would have to take most of his morning just catching up on the things he missed Friday afternoon.

“No problem.” I said. “I’ll be busy anyways.”

Gary came back to the table and we kissed again. Not passionately, but tenderly. I felt so lucky to have a husband like Gary. Sex wasn’t everything and what I felt for my husband went deeper than lust.

“Thank you for this morning.”

“Gary, please.” I said. “You don’t have to thank me. You’re my husband and I love you.”

“I know.” He said and stood up straight and proud. He looked like a man who had proven himself this morning and I felt guilt stab my chest. It was his brother, not Gary, who had proven himself. “Maybe we can do it again tonight.”

He chuckled as he kissed me again and I forced myself to laugh with him.

“Maybe, Gary.” I murmured. “Maybe.”

***

After Gary left, I tried to sit down to work. I'm a freelance editor and most of my clients are romance authors who need some extra help with their manuscripts. Unfortunately, as I set down to work on my latest project, images of the previous night kept popping into my head. Logan’s hard body pressed against me. His mocking smile on that cruel, handsome face. The pulsing flesh of his cock as he invaded my body.

I realized after an hour of struggling with one of my client’s purple prose, I needed a break. I needed something to do to get out of my head. Something that would make me forget about Logan.

The idea came to me in a flash. If I couldn't forget about Logan, maybe I could do something that was the complete opposite. Maybe I could do something for my sweet, sweet husband.

Gary's 30th birthday was coming up. Most years we celebrated quietly, just us and maybe his family.. But the big 3-0 was special. Gary was expecting a low-key affair like in the past, but what if we had a party? I could invite some of our closest friends from the neighborhood. His family would be there too of course.

And Logan. Don’t forget about Logan.

I should have thought. Logan would be at the party, but we would be surrounded by friends and family. There was no safer place to be. Besides, Logan wasn't known for sticking around. He might not even be here in two weeks.

I shutdown my computer and made a mental list of things I would need to make the party happen. Now would be a good time to do the shopping. Then, I would need to send out the invites, As I made the list, thoughts of Logan were pushed further and further from my mind.

I left the house, confident in my plan. I was going to prove how much I loved Gary by throwing him the best birthday party ever.


Gary

I was still riding high from our love making as I walked into the office. It had been a long time since Wendy and I had been that spontaneous and I felt wonderful.

It showed in my work. I joked with my staff and made quicker decisions. I felt a rare sense of confidence and strength I had not felt for a long time.

It's amazing the effect good sex can have on you. There had been a tension in my body that I didn't even know I'd had. That tension had been released by our lovemaking. Being with Wendy made me feel like a better, stronger man. That feeling lasted all morning.

It was getting to be around lunch time when I got a call on my cell phone. I didn't recognize the number and I almost let it go to voicemail. But I was feeling so good about myself that I decided to answer it just in case it was someone I wanted to talk to.

"Hey, little brother." My heart sank when I heard Logan's voice on the other end of the line."What are you up to?"

"What do you mean what am I up to?" I said. "I'm at work."

"Okay, okay. Don't get your panties in a bunch." Logan chuckled. "I didn't call to get in a fight."

"Why did you call? " I said, my good feeling quickly evaporating.

"I just called to say I had a great time last night." Logan said. "I didn't get to see you before I left and I wanted to let you know."

I concentrated on his voice for a moment, listening for any sign of sarcasm. There was none.

"Well, thank you, Logan." I said and meant it.

"I'm glad you had a good time."

"Oh, I did." Logan said. I thought I could hear the smile in his voice. "You've got a wonderful wife there, Gary. You really are very lucky."

I could tell by his tone of voice that he was trying to bait me. He was trying to make me think that something had happened between him and Wendy. I was still feeling confident enough to laugh at his clumsy innuendo.

"Oh, I know." I said. "I'm lucky she's mine."

I put an extra emphasis on the last word. I wanted to remind Logan that Wendy was my wife and that he could never have her. I blame my cockiness on that morning's tryst.

There was a pause. I imagined Logan trying to formulate some sort of joke to cover up his embarrassment. Instead, he surprised me.

"Listen." He said his voice serious. "I  know I haven't been the best brother to you and I can probably never make that right. But, I would like to… try and make up for being such a shit."

I was speechless. I had never heard my older brother take responsibility for anything before. I didn't want to believe him.

However, what younger brother doesn't want the respect and love of his older sibling? Being the youngest in our family I certainly wanted Logan to love me, but I had given up on that hope a long time ago.

"Logan... I don't know what to say."

"I know, I know." Logan said. “It's going to take more than one phone call to make up for twenty years. How about you let me start small and take you and Wendy out to dinner?"

I searched my mind looking for some excuse. I didn't trust him. Yet, I couldn't ignore his request. He was family and dinner seemed safe.

"That sounds all right." I said. "I'll have to talk to Wendy. When were you thinking?"

There was a pause as Logan thought over my question..

"Well. I have a few...things I need to take care of the next couple days. How about this weekend?"

I waited a moment before I said anything. I knew we were free, but lingering doubts kept me from answering right away.

"That should work. I'll check with Wendy and let you know."

"Hey...hey that's great, Gary." Logan said happily. "I'm really looking forward to it."

I couldn't help but smile at my brother's enthusiasm. He really did want to see me. Maybe this was a turning point in our relationship.

"You don't have cancer do you?" I said, suddenly.

"What?" He said. "What the hell are you talking about?"

"Well, you're being so nice. I just figured you had some sort of terminal illness. You sure you're feeling all right?"

"Ha!" Logan laughed. "I get it. No, Gary. I'm fine."

"All right." I said.

"Listen, Gary. My appointment just showed up and I have to go. Text me after you talk to Wendy?"

"Sure, Logan. Talk to you soon."

"You bet, little brother."

Logan hung up. I held the phone for a few minutes. For the first time in a long time, I felt love for my brother.

Maybe Logan has changed. I thought, smiling to myself as I went back to work.


Wendy

I had been going so well! I went the whole morning without thinking about Logan. I was still congratulating myself on a job well done when I pulled up to my house and saw Logan standing by his absurdly large truck. He was holding a cellphone. He grinned and nodded like we were old friends as I pulled into the drive.  

My heart raced. I was having trouble breathing as I killed the engine. The progress I had made that morning slipped away as I looked in the rearview mirror at my husband’s handsome brother.

Logan ended his call and slid his phone into his pocket. My body began to tremble uncontrollably as he sauntered across the driveway towards me.

Get out of the fucking car! Tell him to go away. Scream at him if you have to! Just get him the fuck gone!

My mind was whirling with crazy thoughts. I couldn’t scream at him. The neighbors would see us and then Gary might find out. I could get out of the car and get into the house, but what if he chased me down? My mind was so confused, that I didn’t move.

I reached forward and gripped the steering wheel and forced myself to take some deep breaths. I could handle this. I was a big girl who had made a mistake. I wasn’t attracted to this smug asshole who was now leaning against my car. I loved my husband. There was no reason for this crazy fear.
Logan knocked on the window and I lowered my window.

“What do you want?”

I tried to put as much spite into my voice as I could, but Logan didn't seem to notice.

“Well, hi there to you sis!” He said with a big, shit-eating grin. “I just wanted to see how you were doing?”

“Fuck off.” I said and moved to open the car door.

Logan was leaning against the door so I couldn’t open it. I cursed under my breath.

“Can I get out of the car?” I said, my voice trembling with anger.

“I don’t know, can you?” He said smugly.

“No, I can’t.” I said. “Can you move?”

“I guess.” He said, enjoying my frustration. “If you say please.”

I contemplated moving across the seat and getting out on the passenger side, but I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. I also didn't want to say please to him. My hands tightened on the wheel and I finally spoke.

“Can you please move your fucking ass out of the way?“

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” Logan said and stepped aside with a flourish.

I got out of the car, my body humming with anger and excitement. I brushed past Logan, unable to stop thinking about his hard muscles and the thick, cock between his legs. The images I'd been fighting all day for flooded my brain as I opened the back of the car. 

Logan reached around me to grab a bag.

“Here let me help.”

He pressed his warm body up against me and I felt a rush of desire shiver through my traitorous body. I pushed back and drove an elbow into his ribs.

“Stop it!”  I said. “I can manage.”

Logan didn't move. My elbow might as well have been an insect.

We stood there for a few moments, in the middle of the driveway for God and all the world to see. I was feverish, panting, my anger warring with the lust building up inside my body.

I pushed back again and turned, forcing Logan to step back..

“What are you doing here?” I whined pitifully. “Why are you doing this?”

“I missed you.” Logan said softly, placing a hand on my cheek. “I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

I looked up at him and saw that his smug smile had disappeared and there was a tender, vulnerable look in his eyes. Perhaps, Logan wasn't as confident as he let on.

I brushed his hand away from my face.

“Stop that.” I said, but my voice had no real strength left in it. “The neighbors will see.”

“I don’t care.” Logan said. “Let them see.”

“Well, I care.” I said.

I was trapped between Logan and the car. If he decided to try anything, I couldn’t stop him. Anything I did would be seen by the neighbors and reported back to Gary.

“Let me help you with the bags, Wendy.” Logan commanded softly.

I knew what he wanted, and it wasn’t to help me with the bags. My body was already responding to his heat. I knew letting him inside was dangerous. Too dangerous.

He lifted my chin and gazed into my eyes.

“Let me help you with the bags, Wendy.” He said. “Please.”

I shivered and a small moan escaped my mouth. I took a shaky breath and tried to summon the will to push past him.

“Fine.” I sighed in defeat. “You can help me with the bags, but then you have to leave.”

“Sure, Wendy.” Logan said, and that frustrating smile was back on his face. “Whatever you want.”

***

Logan grabbed the bags as I unlocked the door, y legs were shaking with fear. I should have ran inside the house and slammed the door behind me. I should have screamed at Logan to leave, neighbors be damned. At that moment, however, I felt trapped. Trapped by my own infidelity and trapped by my husband’s strong, dominating brother. 

So, I stepped aside and let Logan into the house.

“Where do you want this?” Logan said.

“Upstairs.” I said.

I started up the stairs, the skin on my backside itched as I imagined Logan's eyes on my ass. I hurried up the stairs trying to get this over as quickly as possible and get Logan out of my goddamn house.

I opened up the spare bedroom and motioned Logan inside.

“You can just set them on the bed.” I said and pointed to the queen size bed in the middle of the room.

Logan entered the room and set the packages down on the faded blue comforter.

“Nice.” Logan said and looked at me. “You and Gary have a nice house.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed like he owned the place.

“I haven’t lived in a nice place like this for a while. You two must be doing well.”

He smiled at me. I knew he was teasing me, his long legs spread wide to reveal his crotch. I couldn’t help but look down, imagining the monster that lay hidden just beneath the denim of his jeans.

“We do fine.” I said.

“Not in the old bedroom though, huh?” Logan grinned. “Old Gary can’t be doing it for you there.”

“Fuck off, Logan.” I said, but even as I said it I felt the wetness between my legs.

Logan stood up and crossed the floor to me.

“I mean, he can’t doing it for you if you let me fuck you like you did last night.”

“Please.” I moaned. “Please. Just stop.”

“Am I wrong?” He said and his hand cupped my chin. He raised my eyes until I was looking at him.

“Yes.” I said. “I love Gary.”

“That’s not what I said.” He growled. “I said he doesn’t do it for you. All the love in the world doesn’t mean shit if my little brother can’t get you off.”

“Oh God!” His lewd words made the lust spill out from between my thighs and soak my panties. "Stop it, Logan. Please! Just st--”

Logan swallowed my protests with his lips. His hand slid down my chest and gave my breasts a squeeze before slipping down between my legs. That morning, I had put on a cute, little summer dress and it only made it easier for Logan to lift up the hem and shove his fingers between my thighs.

“Fuck Wendy!” He laughed. “You’re already wet!”

“No.” I protested even though I could feel my juices dripping down my thighs. “It...it’s not for you.”

“Who then? Gary?” He scoffed. “Bullshit. I’ll bet you’ve been wet for me since last night.”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. My cheeks flushed with shame and Logan could see the truth in his words reflected on my face.

“I knew it!” Logan hissed. He pushed my panties aside and plunged a thick finger into my cunt. “I fucking knew it!”

I let out a moan, but it was forced back down my throat by Logan’s hungry tongue. Suddenly, we were kissing. Hungry, sloppy, noisy kisses. My pussy burst with a new wave of fluids as Logan worked his fingers inside of me, finger fucking me as I sucked hungrily at his tongue.

His fingers curled up inside of me. I felt him searching, probing, until suddenly he stabbed a spongy bundle of nerves hidden amongst the wet folds of my cunt.

“Oh, Fuck!” I cried.

I fell forward, gripping Logan’s massive shoulders for support. I hung there, my body jerking with pleasure.

Gary had never done this to me. He had eaten me out, had even fingered me, but he had neither the confidence nor the experience that Logan had. Logan worked that bundle of nerves while his thumb rolled across my wet clit. As a final attack, his teeth clamped onto my ear and the surprising pain mixed with the unimaginable pleasure overwhelmed me.

“It’s too much!” I cried and jerked like a fish on a hook. “Logan! Oh, Logan I...I…”

My words dissolved into a tortured scream. I gave Logan what he wanted. I gave into my pleasure.
The orgasm ripped through my body like a storm. I squirted my lust between my thighs, soaked Logan’s hand, and spattered the floor with my juices.

Logan held me effortlessly as my body twitched in release.

“Oh God!” I sobbed against Logan’s hard shoulder. “Why can’t I stop?”

Logan gripped my neck with a firm hand and held me up by my scruff so I could look him in the face.

“Because you need me.” He said. “You need me.”

I said nothing. My body was weak and trembling. If he hadn't been holding me up, I would have fallen to my knees in a puddle of my own juices.

Logan saw my weakness. He knelt down and scooped me up like a child. Gary would never be able to do that. He hadn’t even carried me over the threshold when we were married.

Thinking of Gary brought a fresh wave of grief. I covered my eyes as Logan set me down on the bed.

“Look at me.” Logan ordered.

Reluctantly, I looked up at him.

Logan slid his shirt off to reveal his beautiful, sculpted chest. He began to unbutton his jeans and my mouth went dry.

Run! You have to run!

But, I was frozen in place as I watched my husband’s brother push his jeans down over his hips. I had seen his cock before, but from this angle, it looked even bigger. It was thick and beautiful in a way I had never experienced before. It was proof that Logan was a true alpha male in a world of lesser men. His body spoke to me on a primal level. Even if I could have gotten away from him, I didn’t want to. I was trapped by my own animal lust.

“You want me don’t you, Wendy?” Logan said, stroking his massive shaft. A glistening drop of precum slipped from the tip. I unconsciously licked my lips.

“Nuh...no.” I said, but my voice was weak and scared.

“Liar.” Logan said.

On an instinctual level, Logan could sense my need. Like an alpha wolf, he could smell when a bitch was in heat. And I was definitely in heat. My body ached for what Logan could give me.

“Please, Logan.” I moaned. “I can’t do this to Gary.”

Logan smiled. I hadn’t said no. He pushed open my thighs and hiked up my dress. He laid this heavy, throbbing cock against my pussy, rubbing the shaft along my lips.

“Tell me you want it, slut.” Logan growled. “Tell me you want t and I’ll give you what Gary never could.”

“Please.” I moaned pitifully. It was no longer a protest..

I wanted him, more than I had ever wanted anyone in my life. I couldn't go back now, not after what Logan had shown me. I loved Gary, I truly did. But, I needed Logan.

“I want you.” I panted, tears in my throat.

I spread my legs wide for him. I opened myself to him so he could ravage me. Destroy me.

In that moment, I was his.

Logan grinned down at me, smug satisfaction on his face.

“That’s what I thought slut.” He said. “That’s what I fucking thought.”

He wasn’t gentle. His hands pressed painfully down on my thighs, spreading me even wider. He stabbed into me with a vicious thrust that drove me into the mattress. I cried out in pain, but Logan didn’t care. He had me now, and he wasn’t about to let me go. He pounded me into the bed, his huge cock stretching me until I felt like he was tearing me open. It should not have felt good, but my body responded to the rough fucking. The muscles of my pussy soon gave into the savage attack and opened to his plunging cock, becoming a molded, slippery sheathed for his throbbing shaft.

My mind was reeling from the attack. He was pounding even harder into me than the night before. It felt like he was plunging deep into my belly, bruising me inside. I turned my head to the side and saw the edge of the Happy Birthday banner I had bought for Gary. I felt the guilt and shame welling up like tears in my heart, but Logan’s furious pounding kept me from focusing on the thoughts. Instead, I felt only the intense, dirty lust at cheating on my husband yet again. Giving myself to his older brother in our house just feet from our marriage bed. It felt so wrong, but to my body it was so natural to give in. To offer myself up to the more powerful male.

Logan didn’t let up either. He pounded me hard and fast until another orgasm was torn from my body.  My legs and arms flailed as my pussy burst in wet, hot streams that soaked into the comforter.

Logan slowed his pace, letting me twitch and moan, his beautiful cock still embedded deep inside of me. We were by flesh, muscle and blood. He lowered his massive body on top of me and I felt his sweaty, muscular chest press down up on my breasts. His body was so big and powerful. He could have crushed me under his weight and the thought of so much power on top of me, inside me, made me tremble for more.

“Good girl.” Logan said. “I know Gary can’t make you feel like that.”

“No.” I murmured, the guilt and shame were not as strong now. All of my emotions seemed dulled by the savage fucking Logan had given me.

“Say it.” He said and kissed me. I moaned pitifully against his mouth, but I opened my lips and accepted him.

“Gary can’t make me feel like you can.” I said. “He could never make me feel like that.”

Logan chuckled, and I felt his cock twitch inside of me. He was getting off on my submission and the humiliation of my husband.

“Tell me you want me more than Gary.” He said.

He moved his hips against me slowly. His cock slid in and out of my ravaged sex and I could feel every inch of the veiny flesh. His body was flat against me and all he did was work his hips back and forth, grinding our bodies together and feeding me his cock until I felt another orgasm building inside of me.

“I do.” I moaned. I tried to move my hips upwards, but his weight made it hard to get the necessary friction to bring me to climax. “I want you more than Gary.”

The words hurt to say, but they were the truth. I wanted Logan more than Gary. Not emotionally. Gary was the better man in that regard. But, I needed Logan physically more than I had ever needed anyone in my life. In that moment, his huge cock buried deep inside of me, I would have given up anything to have more of that pleasure.

Logan smiled. I realized he was testing me. He wanted to see just how far he could push me. I must have passed because he rose up on his knees and pulled my hips upwards to rest on his thighs. He gripped my hips and gave an experimental thrust that made me groan.

Instinctively, I arched my back to meet his next thrust and the next. My shoulders ached, but I held my body up to allow Logan easier access to my pussy.

He started with slow, hard thrusts. Each time his cock stabbed deep into my center, I could feel the pressure of him just below my belly button. He picked  up speed with each, deep penetration until he was fucking me like a jackhammer.

“My fucking wimp brother doesn’t deserve you.” Logan growled as he fucked me. “You deserve a real man.”

I should have defended my husband, but I was past the ability to think, let alone speak. I could no longer tell if the tears in my eyes were from pain or pleasure and I didn’t care. All I cared about was Logan’s cock and my own impending orgasm.

Logan let my hips fall, and his hard body fell upon me. The weight of him bore me down into the mattress. It was exciting and scary at the same time. His awesome power and strength was focused on my small, vulnerable form. Every nerve trembled in pleasure at the feeling of this beautiful alpha male taking what he wanted.

He hammered into me, hard and fast, working me towards another orgasm. I looked up into his face and saw the same lust in his eyes and I knew that he was close. I wanted to please him, to help him achieve the same pleasure he was giving me.

“I’m going to cum soon, baby.” He grunted, thrusting hard and deep. “I want to cum inside of your pussy.”

“No, please.” I moaned pathetically even as my body gave into the building pleasure inside of me. “I could get pregnant.”

“I can’t stop.” Logan groaned. “I’m going to cum inside your pretty, little pussy.”

My mind screamed at me, but my body rose up with a new eagerness. A part of me wanted Logan’s’ seed, It wanted him to take my womb as he had taken the rest of my body. The primal instinct to be bred by a superior male was too great to deny.

“Logan, d--”

My cry was cut off as Logan thrust his cock deep inside of me, slamming his fat, heavy balls against my ass cheeks. I felt him grow bigger. Every throb of his cock stretched my pussy walls to their limit. Suddenly, I was filled with a wet heat as his cum filled my body up with thick, hot seed.

“Oh fuck!”

I hit my climax as the first, hot blast of cum hit my womb. The orgasm started in my belly and lit up my whole body with white hot fire. I humped upwards, holding my pussy against Logan's beautiful, spouting member, eager to get every drop of life-giving sperm from his cock.

I felt a sense of completeness I had never felt before from sex. This was what sex was for, the releasing of a man’s essence into a woman’s unprotected womb. The very idea of becoming pregnant made my orgasm so much more potent, so much more real than anything Gary had ever given me. This was what sex was all about.

And it was Logan who had given me this wonderful feeling. I should have shared this moment with Gary, the man I married. I knew, however, that Gary would never have been able to make me feel this way. He could never fill me the way Logan had filled me.

Gary had never even been able to convince me to have unprotected sex.

Logan, however, had taken what he wanted, and I realized that is precisely what I needed.

I kissed Logan hungrily, gratefully. We made out like teenagers amongst my poor husband’s crumpled birthday decorations while his brother’s potent cum poured out of my pussy and onto the bedspread. We stayed like that for a long time until Logan’s cock had slipped from my pussy. Logan knelt above me and as a final act of gratitude and submission, I cleaned his cock of our combined juices. Thick and salty, I drank them all down as I gazed lovingly into my brother-in-law's eyes.

"Good girl." Logan said and stroked my hair like a favored pet.

I said nothing, sliding down to the bed dazed and exhausted. The taste of fluids still burned on my tongue.

Logan got dressed as I lolled among the spilled birthday decorations, his cum leaking slowly from my pussy. Before he left, he knelt over me and gave me a last, lingering kiss.

"I'll let you get back to your party planning." He said. He stood up and looked down at my naked, used body and added in a mocking tone. "Gary sure is lucky to have a sweet, loving wife like you."

He patted me on the thigh and left me sprawled on our soiled bed feeling ashamed. The shame and guilt, however, could not compete with the physical satisfaction I had received at the hands of my husband's brother.

My exhaustion finally won out over my brain and I slipped into a blissful, post-coital slumber.


Gary

I found Wendy in the bathtub when I got home that night. I was surprised. Wendy usually finished up work in the afternoon and then cooked dinner at night. It wasn't that I expected to have dinner on the table it was just that Wendy liked to cook and since she worked from home, she'd assumed the responsibility for keeping us fed.

That night however, there was no Wendy waiting for me in the kitchen putting the finishing touches on whatever culinary masterpiece she had decided to make for us. Instead, the house was unusually dark.

For a moment, I thought she might actually be gone. Maybe she decided to make a last-minute run to the store for an ingredient that we'd run out of. Then I heard soft music coming from our bedroom.

I walked through the bedroom and saw a light shining underneath the bathroom door. I knocked lightly on the door.

"Wendy?" I said to the closed-door. "You okay?"

"I'm fine." She said, and I heard a ripple of water. "I'm just taking a bath."

"Can I come in?"

Normally, I didn't ask. However, the door was shut and the music was the soft, relaxing kind that Wendy would sometimes play when she'd had a hard day. At those times, the bathroom became a sort of retreat. A place where Wendy could get away from the world. I learned a long time ago to respect that privacy.

"Sure, baby." She said. "Come on in."

I opened the door quietly and entered the room. I was immediately hit by the calming scent of lavender. The bathroom was dark except for the light of some flickering candles that Wendy that had lit along the sides of the tub and on the top of the vanity.

Wendy was stretched out in the tub. I could see her naked body slightly distorted by the water. Her hair was tied on top of her head in a golden, messy pile.

As always, the sight of my naked wife made my breath stop. I took in all of her beautiful, curvy form and felt a warmth spread all over my body. At times like those, I couldn't believe that I had such a sweet, gorgeous wife.

"Are you okay?" I said and sat down on the edge of the tub.

"Never better." She said and gave me a sloppy grin.

That's when I noticed the half full glass of wine sitting next to a flickering candle on the side of the tub.

I picked up the glass and took a sip.

"How much have you had to drink?" I said smiling.

"Enough." She said and took another drink from the glass. "At least, after I'm done with this it will be enough."

I laughed and trailed my fingers through the water hovering just above the naked skin below.

"Did something happen at work today?" I asked.

"No. Why?"

"Well," I said waving my hand around the bathroom to indicate the candles and the wine. "You don't do this unless you worried about something."

"No, Gary." She leaned back and closed her eyes. "Nothing's wrong. Nothing at all happened today."

"Oh, okay." I said.

I let my fingers slip into the water and make their way down to the skin of Wendy's stomach. She murmured with sleepy happiness as I stroked her belly and worked my way down between her legs. The tips of my fingers had just gotten to her soft, puffy sex when she sat up.

"What are you doing?" She said.

"Sorry." I gave her a sheepish smile and shrugged my shoulders. "I couldn't help myself."

She looked at me for a moment and I felt like a heel for trying to take advantage of my wife while she was trying to relax.

"It's okay." She said and fell back into the tub with a sigh. "It's just... I've been sore all day. You know from…"

She raised her eyebrows suggestively. I wondered what she was talking about and then it hit me.

"Oh!" I said. “You mean...from sex this morning?"

She giggled a bit. I felt a warm flush run through me. Sex that had been great, but not particularly strenuous. Still, I had been excited. I felt an absurd flush of pride that I had been able to make a woman ache after fucking them. I had never done that before.

Then, I looked down at the water and felt a flash of guilt.

"Wait, is that why you're in the bath?"

Wendy grinned up at me.

"I haven't been able to concentrate all day." She said, rubbing her nipples unconsciously under the water. "You really did a number on me."

"Really?" I said and I felt a surge from my cock.

"Really." She said and chuckled at my discomfort as she saw the tent in my pants. "So, I'm sorry, babe. No sex tonight."

I shifted, trying to quell the ache in my groin. It was my fault, after all. I had been so aggressive I had hurt my beautiful wife. It was only fair that I let her rest before we had another go. I vowed to take it slower next time so I didn't inadvertently hurt Wendy with my strength.

"I understand." I said and got up. I winced a little as my cock rubbed against the fabric of my pants.

Wendy saw my obvious erection before I could turn away. She giggled and I felt like a school boy caught with a boner in front of the class.

"Aw, Gary. You're turned on!" She said.

"Of course I'm turned on." I said. " You always turn me on."

"Awww." She gushed. Then  with a splash of water my wife got up in her knees in the tub. "Well, just because we can't have sex, doesn't mean we can't get you off!"

It was something a girl who was saving herself for marriage would say to a horny teenage boy. It made me feel naughty and ashamed at the same time. My cock didn't care. It twitched in my pants and, even more embarrassing, a wet spot had begun to spread out over my crotch.

"Ooh!" Wendy cooed and she raised a wet hand and rubbed the front of my pants. "You are so hard, Gary! Are you hard for me?"

"Yes!" I grunted through my teeth. "Always."

"Well, let's see what we can do about that."

With wet fingers Wendy tugged on my pants and yanked them down over my hips. My cock sprang into the air and Wendy laughed at my eagerness.

"Oh wow!" Wendy said. “You really are excited."

"I think… " I started, then moaned as Wendy gripped my shaft in her warm, soapy hand. "I think we've already established that."

Wendy chuckled with pleasure against my cock and slid her hand up and down my warm shaft, the soap making me hot and slippery. I nudged forward, hoping my wife would get the signal and put me in her mouth. She didn’t like giving giving me head, but that didn’t mean the idea of my wife’s pink lips wrapped around my shaft didn’t drive me wild with lust.

Wendy laughed. She could tell what I wanted, but she kept her face away from my cock. Instead, she lifted another wet, slippery hand and cupped my balls. She worked her fingers together, rolling my balls in one hand while the other jerked ny slick cock.

"Oh, fuck!" I groaned. "Fuck, that's good."

Wendy giggled with pleasure. I relaxed into her ministrations, forgetting about the blowjob as her heavenly hands pushed me close to my orgasm. It felt so good that I found myself at the edge after barely a few seconds. My body was tensing, the load in my balls pulsing and throbbing for release. I groaned and had to grab the edge of the vanity to keep from falling over.

Wendy knew I was close. I thought for a wild, crazy second that she was going to let me cum in her face. She would never let me do that, no matter how drunk she got! The idea of shooting my hot load onto my wife's lips and cheeks filled me with a primal desire that pushed me over the edge.

"That's it, Gary!" She goaded. "That's it! Cum for me! Cum on!"

I cried out as my cock twitched in her hand. Spurts of cum shot out from my cock. I watched as Wendy pulled her face back from my spurting tip and directed the blast into the tub. My cum splashed harmlessly into the water and floated in milky white strands on the surface.

I moaned as Wendy squeezed the last few drops from my cock. Any disappointment I may have had  was washed away by my orgasm.

I trembled as my wife lovingly cleaned the rest of my cum off with a washcloth, then looked up at me, smiling.

"Good?" She said.

"Oh, yes." I said. I leaned over and kissed her. "Very good."

"I'm glad." She said. "Now, since I've done something for you, would you mind doing something for me?"

I looked down at her body, thinking of all the ways I could please my wonderful wife.

"Anything." I said and reached down to touch her breast.

"Mmm." She murmured. "Good. Then can you go order us some takeout while I clean up? I'm famished."

I stopped rubbing her breast.

"Really?" I said. "That's all you want?"

"Really." She said and pulled the plug from the tub to let out the water I had sullied with my cum. "I feel like Thai food."

"Um...ok." I said. If she noticed my disappointment, she didn't show it

"Thanks, baby." She gave me another quick smooch. "I love you."

"I love you too, Wendy." I said smiling, ruefully.

Of course she didn't want me to play with her, not if she was still hurting from the sex we'd had that morning. She had taken care of me and that should be enough. The fact that she had done that simply for my pleasure just showed me how much she loved me.

I looked back from the door as Wendy turned on the shower, suddenly remembering Logan's offer of dinner.

"Oh, hey." I said. "I almost forgot. Logan invited us to dinner."

"What?" She said and stuck her head out from behind the curtain.

"Logan." I said. "He wants to take us to dinner. He said maybe this weekend?"

Her brow wrinkled with worry. She took a moment to think about it and I felt the need to fill the awkward silence.

"He says he wants to make up for the past. Get a fresh start."

"Do you want to go?" She asked.

I shrugged. That was the real question, wasn't it?

"He seemed sincere." I said, shrugging. "It would be a shame not to try."

She thought for another minute and I prepared myself for a firm no.

"Sure." She said. "Sounds like fun."

I stood there as she shut the shower curtain, shocked by her easy capitulation.

Logan must have really charmed her last night.

The thought irritated me and the jealousy niggled at the edges of my mind. I brushed the feelings aside. After all, it was what I had wanted, wasn't it?

Wendy hummed a happy tune as I shut the door behind me. I took out my cell and pulled up Logan's number.

I hesitated a moment before I called him. Did I really want to let Logan back into my life? I punched his number and heard the phone ring on the other end.

My life was good. I had a wonderful wife, a nice job, and a beautiful house. There was nothing Logan could do to take that away from me.

"Hey, little brother." Logan said.

"Hey, Logan. I said. "Looks like we're on for dinner."

End Part 2
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