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Gary

“Wow! Where did you get that dress?”

I walked into the bedroom, still attempting to tie my tie and stopped as I saw Wendy in front of the mirror. My wife was not one for sexy clothes. The closest thing she had to a sexy dress was an evening gown she had worn to a cocktail party for one of her clients. In fact, Wendy usually went out of her way to avoid calling attention to the full, round curve of her buttocks which she thought were too big.

So, I was shocked when I came into the bedroom and saw her standing in front of the mirror. The dress she wore was red and tight. It was designed to show off her curves instead of hide them. It even had a wide, black belt which accentuated her thin waist, making her ass seem even more luscious.

“You like it?” She said and turned around, chuckling at my stunned expression. “I got it for tonight.”

My mouth went dry as I drank in the sight of my wife’s round curves and beautiful, flirtatious smile. My tie was forgotten as my cock twitched in my pants.

“Really?” I said. “We’re having dinner with Logan. Why would you need a new dress?”

Jealousy flared in my breast as I thought of Wendy dressing up for my brother. I thought I had conquered my jealousy of Logan, but all it took was a playful joke from my wife to make all of the old fears and insecurities raise their ugly heads.

“Well, Logan said the restaurant was nice, right? I want to look my best.” She turned to me and frowned. “Don’t you like it?”

“I love it.” I said and stepped forward, putting my arms around her thin waist. “You look so hot.”

“Thanks, baby.” She said and turned to me. “You look pretty dashing yourself.”

She slid her hands up to my neck. I shivered as her fingernails hooked the collar of my shirt and flattened it out. I noticed that she'd had her nails done too. The shiny, pink tips flashed as she knotted my tie.

“Just my work clothes.” I said. “Nothing fancy like that dress.”

She giggled in my ear and my nose was filled with the heady scent of her perfume. It was a spicy, warm scent that ignited the nerves in my brain and made my cock tighten against the confines of my pants.

“It’s not fancy.” She purred. “But, I’m glad you like it.”

“Oh, I like it.” I said and slid my hands down over her buttocks. I pulled her close so she could feel my need through my pants.

“Babe.” She moaned as I rubbed myself against her. “Don’t. I don’t want to wrinkle the dress.”

I stepped back, panting. Wendy looked into my eyes and smiled. Then. her gaze drifted down to the obvious tent in the front of my pants.

“Oh!” She said and tentatively poked at the tip of my cock and made me moan. “Is it going to stay like that?”

“Sitting next to you all night? Looking like this?” I said. “How can it not stay like that?”

“Aww, poor baby!” She pouted and gave me a kiss on the cheek. Then, she wiped off her lipstick like a concerned mother. “I’ll guess you’ll just have to sit there all turned on while I talk to your brother.”

She couldn’t have known how hard that joke would hit me. It was like a blow just under the ribs that stole my breath, yet my cock grew even harder.

“Wendy!” I moaned. “Don't say things like that.”

“Like what!” She said innocently. I groaned and she brushed her fingertips lightly over my crotch, tickling the sensitive head of my cock through my pants. “Doesn't it turn you on knowing your brother will be watching me all night?”

I couldn't stop her from noticing the twitch in my cock. She had bought the dress for Logan, but not in the way that I had suspected. Like the night of the cookout, she wanted to tease Logan with the sight of what he couldn't have. At the same time, however, she was teasing me with the fact she was dressing up for Logan, to get him hot and bothered.

The thought filled me with jealousy and lust. Ever since the cookout, ever since Logan had come back into our lives, Wendy had become more flirtatious and aggressive. I tried not to think about the connection between Logan’s reappearance and my wife’s growing sexuality, but I couldn’t help it.

Still, I couldn't be too upset. At the end of the night, Wendy would going home with me, not Logan. Logan would know that too, of course, and it made the small revenge so much more exciting.

“Just try to go easy on him, OK?” I said, smiling. “He is trying to be nice.”

“Oh, I’ll go easy on him.” She said wickedly. "You just better be ready to fuck the shit out of me when we get home."

My mouth fell open in shock. She giggled, gave my cock a final tweak, then left me there to deal with the tent in my pants.


Wendy

I hate to say it, but teasing Gary in our bedroom made me wet. My thighs were sticky as I climbed into the car. I wasn’t excited by the way my husband had reacted to my new dress. It was the look in his eyes. The jealousy and lust when I mentioned Logan made the juices really start flowing. It wasn’t the kind of thing that should turn on a good, faithful wife, but I could no longer pretend that I was either. I was cheating on my husband with his older brother and I had to admit: I loved it.

I couldn’t stop thinking about Logan. The way he had handled me, controlled me. I had even let him cum inside of me with no protection. The thought of getting pregnant by my husband’s brother filled me with shame, but that didn’t stop my mind from going back to him again and again.

All of my other boyfriend’s had been like Gary. Respectful and sweet. Nice guys.

Logan was not a nice guy and he didn’t even try to hide it. I had never thought I would be attracted to someone like that, but here I was, thinking about him even as my husband drove us to meet him at the restaurant.

Part of my frustration was with Logan. I had expected him to show up at the house again and take what he had claimed. The first day, I had hunkered down in our home, with the blinds closed and the door locked. I was afraid that Logan would come back and I was afraid of what I might do if he did.

But, Logan had not come and that’s when the fantasies began. I tried to focus on work, but  it was useless. None of the romance novels I was proofreading for my clients could measure up to the real pleasure that I had received from my husband’s brother.

It wasn’t just work, either. Fantasies of Logan crept into my thoughts as I slept next to my husband. The night after Logan took me in the spare bedroom, I woke up next to Gary, dreaming of Logan’s beautiful, thick flesh sliding between my pussy lips. I had looked over at my husband and thought about waking him up, but I knew that wouldn’t help. Even if Gary woke up, I would only wish it was Logan instead of my husband making love to me. I knew I was a bad wife, but my needs were so urgent I slid a hand up over my breast and began to fondle myself through my nightshirt. My nipples were so hard, I moaned as my hand rubbed them through the fabric. I looked over at Gary to see if he had noticed, but he was snoring softly, oblivious to his cheating wife’s need.

A naughty thrill shot through my body as I realized just how dirty I was being. There I was, masturbating next to my husband while I was dreaming about his brother. It was almost as if I was cheating on him again, only this time I was right next to him, in our marital bed.

Excitement coursed through my body. Instead of guiltily rolling over and trying to go back to sleep, I bit my lower lip and continued to rub my breast with one hand while my other hand slid down between my legs. I was so wet I had soaked through the bottom of my night shirt, but I didn’t care. I shoved my fingers into my pussy and quietly humped myself against my hand while my husband slept. I came to the memory of Logan’s cruel, handsome face looking down on me.

Tell me you want me, Tell me you want me more than Gary.

I do! I want you more than Gary!

The words echoed in my brain as I thrashed out a wet, dirty orgasm into the sheets. Gary had not even stirred in his sleep as I moaned out my betrayal with a hand clamped over my mouth.

I hadn’t been able to go one night since Logan fucked me without thinking of my husband’s brother. Why hadn’t he come back? Had I not been good enough? He could at least call. My mind was in despair. I felt like a jilted teenage girl who had finally given into her boyfriend only to never have him call again.

I knew it was crazy, I was married to Gary and I should have been happy. But, I craved what Logan could give me and my husband could not.

As the days went by with no word from Logan, I began to get angry. Angry at Logan for giving me a taste of something I wanted and then taking it away from me. Angry at Gary for not being able to give me what his brother could give me. And, I was angry at myself for being a pitiful, slutty wife who was betraying everything I held dear because of my own uncontrollable urges.

I hadn’t lied to Gary about the dress. I had bought it to make Logan jealous. Gary just didn’t know my real reasons for wanting to tease his brother. I wanted to make Logan pay for not calling me. I wasn’t going to have sex with him, that ship had sailed, but I could make him regret teasing me.

I looked killer in the dress and Logan was sure as hell going to take notice. Also, teasing Logan in a restaurant with my husband sitting right next to me felt incredibly hot and safe at the same time. It was a public place. It wasn’t like Logan was going to be able to do anything.

That meant that I was in control.
The restaurant was very nice. It was one of those hippie places that Portlanders loved. Tucked back into a corner of an old industrial park, the only way you would know there was a restaurant hidden inside the building was if someone told you about it. Places like that were popping up around the city all the time and, unbelievably, people kept going to them.

The place was named Provinciale and it was a charcuterie place, meaning they didn’t serve actual meals. Instead, they arranged meat and cheese on a board and served it to the customers with expensive wine and local ales. How Logan had heard about the place, or could even afford it, was beyond me.

Still, he looked comfortable, leaning back in a chair and talking to a pretty red-haired waitress. He wore a blue silk shirt with no tie, the buttons open at the top to reveal the tan, toned flesh. The slacks he wore were stylish and fit well, showing off his long, muscular legs to good advantage. The sight of him sent shivers through my spine.

Logan saw us as the greeter came up to show us to a table. He got up out of his chair and I watched the pretty waitress look at his backside which must have looked absolutely spectacular in those well-cut pants. I felt a flash of jealousy that I found confusing. I shouldn’t feel jealous of this young girl, but I was and I felt a strange sort of possessiveness grip my heart. Then, I remembered that my husband was standing beside me and, if anyone should be jealous, it  was him.

“Little brother.” Logan said and I saw people turn and watch this handsome man walk over to us. More than one woman noticed his body and my own face flushed. Just a few days ago, I had touched that body in all of its glory.

Logan towered over Gary and pulled him into a hug. Gary smiled, embarrassed, his hair mussed when Logan set him down and turned his attention to me.

"Wendy! You look great!" Logan eyed me up and down and I felt my cheeks grow warm. It was obvious he liked the dress clung to my curves and I could feel Logan undressing me in his mind.

Was he thinking the same thing I was thinking? Was he remembering my body the same way I was imagining his? When he pulled me into a gentle hug I felt the hardness of his muscles and I could not stop the shiver of lust as it coursed through my body. I looked at Gary and saw the fear in his eyes. It was enough to suppress my arousal and I pulled away from Logan.

"Thanks." I said.

Logan turned away from me and smiled warmly at our waitress.

"Karen." He said and I saw the young redhead blush as Logan said her name. "Could you start us off with a bottle of red?"

"S...sure." The poor girl stammered as Logan turned the full force of his gaze on her. "We have a lot to choose from."

Logan took a step closer to her and smiled. His attention focused on just the young girl. I could practically see her melt in front of my eyes and I felt that insane jealousy again.

"Why don't you choose?" Logan said. "I trust you."

The girl seemed caught up in his gaze and for an awkward moment we all stood there as the cute, little waitress found her voice.

"O...of course, sir."

"Logan." Logan purred in a soft voice that made me shiver. "Call me Logan."

"Sure." She said, then smiled girlishly. "Logan."

Logan nodded and she backed away from us. The greeter came up to Logan's side as the waitress stumbled away.

"This way, sir." He said to us as if Logan had forgotten where his table was. I noticed that Logan didn't correct him when he called him sir.

We sat at a small table. Our waitress came back with a bottle of red, showing it to Logan for approval. I recognized the dynamics of the table right away. The way the young girl deferred to Logan's judgment with barely a glance Gary. It was obvious to her that this powerful man was in charge.

Gary seemed not to notice as the young woman, Karen, poured the wine. She started with Logan first, then me and, finally, filled my husband’s cup. It was subtle, but I saw the way Logan took his rightful place as the alpha male.

I had to admit, watching Logan take control of the situation excited me. How had I never seen it before? Gary was clearly in awe of his brother and didn’t seem to mind being placed lower in the pecking order.

"This is really good!" Gary gushed as he sipped the wine. "It must be expensive."

Logan shrugged his huge shoulders.

"I've helped the owner out once or twice." He said. "So, he gives me a deal on the food."

"Help?" I said. "How did you help.him?"

Logan gave me an enigmatic smile over the top of his glass.

"Oh, you know, this and that."

He let the sentence hang in the air. What did that mean? The way Gary told it, Logan had bounced around from job to job. The last scheme had been something to do with the growing hemp industry. I wondered if he did something else besides growing.

Was he also dealing?

I wondered about that as I took a sip of the wine. It really was amazing. It had a woody, smoky flavor that was delectably dry on the tongue. I barely noticed I was drinking it until I felt it going to my head. It paired well with the meat and cheese plate Logan ordered. The little red haired mynx knew her stuff.

Maybe that was why I drank so much. I started off slowly, one glass as I listened to Gary and Logan catch up. Logan was sparing with the details and I let my mind wander as I enjoyed the wine.

"You're doing really well for yourself, you guys." I heard Logan say and I realized that I had lost the thread of the conversation. I looked down at my wine glass and noticed it was full again. When did that happen? "Really. Now that things are going well for me, I feel like I want to make a change. You know, start a family."

He looked at me and I blushed, remembering his cock bursting inside of me, filling my womb with cum. I picked up the glass and drank more wine.

"That's great!" Gary said, excitedly and put a hand on mine. "Wendy and I have talked about having kids."

My husband looked over at me with shining, adoring eyes.

"Right, honey?"

I choked on in the wine and had to set the glass down. Gary scooted over to me and gave me a concerned pat on the back.

"Looks like Wendy might need more time." Logan smirked.

I coughed for a moment, my face burning hot. I had wanted this evening to be about teasing Logan. Instead, Logan was teasing me.

"I'm fine, babe." I said and took Gary's hand where Logan could see. "We've talked about it. In fact, I think it's time to have that discussion again."

"Really?" Gary ssid. "You mean it?"

The pathetic hope in my husband's eyes nearly killed me. I knew that Gary wanted kids more than anything. I did, too, I just didn't want to have kids too early. I wanted to be ready.

There I was, thinking about being ready and yet just a few days before I had let Logan cum inside my unprotected womb. The irony of the situation at once crushed me under the weight of my guil, then buoyed me up on the remembered feeling of having a powerful alpha male claim my body like no one else in my life. It was no wonder I drained my second glass of wine and did not object when the silly little waitress appeared at my shoulder, quick to give me a refill.

"Karen!" Logan said brightly as the girl stopped to fill his cup. "How are you doing tonight?"

Karen blushed and stayed close to Logan as he smiled up at her. Again she seemed caught in the force of his gaze and I felt a sympathetic twinge of heat between my thighs. I had been the focus of that gaze. I knew what it felt like to the object of Logan's desire. I had dressed to the nines to get that attention and he couldn't seem to take his eyes off this skinny, little bitch.

I drank too much, too fast. I was going crazy with jealousy as I watched Logan flirt shamelessly with the girl in front of me. Gary just looked on in fascination as his older brother worked his charms. Was Gary attracted to this little bitch as well?

I couldn't stand it anymore. Even when the waitress walked away, I could see Logan looking after her, ignoring me.

" I gave to go the reshroom." I said, slurring my words. I rose up too quickly and knocked into the table, spilling Gary's wine.

"Shorry." I muttered, wavering a bit on my feet.

"Wen?" He said, halfway out of his seat. ""Should I…?

"Sit." I said. I didn't want the others in the restaurant to know how drunk I was. "I...I'm fine. I jush… I just need to pee."

My voice was too loud, but I didn't care. Logan was looking at me with an amused smile on his face. The look only made me angrier and I pushed away from the table and managed to stumble through the crowd. I was halfway to the back of the restaurant when I realized I didn't know where the restroom was.

The pretty little red-haired bitch came up to me. I thought I could see a trace of amusement in her eyes and I almost slapped her.

“Can I help you, ma'am?”

Ma'am. To this young, beautiful girl I was a ma’am. Was I really that fucking old?

“Ladies room.” I spat..

If the girl noticed my anger, she didn't let on.

“Just that way, ma'am.” She said. “Through that door to the right.”

I stepped away from her and stumbled again. She reached out a hand to help me like I was some 80 year old woman who couldn't walk on her own. I wrenched my arm away from her fingers and walked as straight as I could manage to the door.

Inside the restroom I found it blessedly empty. I walked over to the mirror and leaned against the sink. I was hot, so I wet a paper towel and wiped my brow, imagining I could see the steam coming off of my face.

The feelings boiling up inside me were crazy. I was jealous. Jealous of that little red-haired twit outside. Jealous of the fact that Logan’s eyes we're no longer on me. I was a conquest, an unattainable prize to take away from his brother. He didn’t really want me. He had only wanted to take Gary's wife. And he had taken me in the most wonderful, awful ways.

I knew, deep in my heart, it was for the best. Logan was no longer interested in me and that meant I could go back to my normal life with my loving husband. That didn't make the rejection hurt any less. Or soften the awful realization that I would never feel Logan's touch again on my body. I would never have the sensation of being so completely filled another man's living, throbbing flesh. I watched myself shiver in the mirror. This was what it looked like to be addicted to something that you couldn't have. Something so bad for you yet you couldn’t help but need it.

It took me a few minutes to collect myself. Then, I rose up,  my back straight, and steeled myself against the emotions that I would feel once I went back to the table. I would show Logan that he had not affected me. I would turn all my attention on Gary and give my husband the love and lust he deserved.

I was just turning to leave the bathroom when the door opened and Logan walked in.

.

Gary

I was in awe of Logan. Not only did he get Wendy to dress up for him, he had the pretty red-haired waitress hanging on every word. It was a skill I had wished for all my life. The ability to turn women's heads and make them want me.

Of course, I was lucky. I had Wendy. She had dressed up sexily in an attempt to tease Logan. The idea of her exacting some revenge on Logan made me love her all the more. Also, the idea that I would be going home with this wonderful creature filled my heart with pride as well.

I realized that Wendy's carefully thought out plan wasn't working. Almost from the moment we sat down, Logan had turned his attention to the waitress, flirting shamelessly with her in front of us. She was pretty, but I much preferred my wife's beautiful lush curves to the girl's lithe frame. Still, I couldn't look away as Logan worked his magic on the young coed.

I sensed Wendy getting angry about the same time I noticed she had asked for a third glass of wine. That was a lot and I was about to say something, but decided to let it go. She was obviously upset that Logan wasn't paying attention to her and I certainly didn't want to start an argument in the middle of the restaurant.

Still, I felt sorry for her. I knew how it felt not to be noticed. I wanted to spare her anymore humiliation and was ready to end the evening when she lurched up from the table and knocked over my wine.

I got up to help and she raised a hand to stop me.

"Sit!" She snapped and I was a little hurt by her tone.

I sat back down and watched as my normally sweet wife slapped the waitress' hand away and stumbled to the bathroom.

"Maybe I should go after her." I told Logan.

"I don't know, Gary." He said. "Doesn't look like she'd appreciate it."

I nodded, watching as Wendy disappeared through the door. Logan grinned and poured me a glass of wine, seemingly oblivious to my wife’s anger.

"You've done well for yourself." Logan said. "I never would have thought scrawny little Gary would get married, let alone to a firecracker like Wendy."

It was a good natured ribbing, at least for Logan, but for me it brought back all kinds of bad memories. Memories of Logan and Zoe Steele, the girl I had been in love with in high school. Memories of being picked on constantly for my size.

"I grew up." I said, my voice flat.

Logan heard the tone and held up his hands in a calming gesture.

"Hey  I know, man. I know." He looked over my shoulder at the doorway to the restrooms. "I shouldn't joke about it. You turned out great, no thanks to me."

"Thank you." I said, lifting my glass, somewhat placated.

"Let's have a toast, just you and me."

I nodded, holding up my glass, unable to keep the stupid smile off my face. It was a dumb, childish thing, but it warmed my heart.

"Here's to you, Gary." Logan said. "I only hope I can have a life just like yours. Cheers!"

We clinked glasses and I laughed a little. It was gratifying to hear that Logan wanted a life like mine. For so long it had been the other way around.

I set my glass down and looked towards the restrooms.

"Maybe I should go check on Wendy." I said.

Logan leaned forward.

"You know what?" He said conspiratorially. "Why don't I go and ask our pretty waitress to do it. That way Wendy won't get mad at you."

"Good idea." I said.

"Besides," Logan said and wiped his chin with a napkin. "I've been dying to get her phone number."

I grinned and rolled my eyes.

"Of course you have."

Logan stood up and nonchalantly straightened his shirt. He looked down at me and grinned.

"Wish me luck."

"Like you need it." I said, but raised my glass anyway. "Good luck."


Wendy

"What the hell are you doing in here?" I cried as Logan sauntered into the bathroom like he owned it.

"What do you think?" He said and closed the distance between us in two, long strides.

I backed up, my back hitting the metal wall of the stall behind me. I was trapped between the wall and the sink, trembling as Logan stepped forward and confidently slid a hand around my waist.

"Jesus Christ, stop it!" I said, pushing at his hand. He only laced his fingers in mine and pushed my wrist above my head, holding me still.

"Don't tell me you don't want it." He said, his other hand rubbing up my flank and stopping at my heaving breasts. I let out an involuntary moan as he his strong fingers squeezed my already sensitive flesh through my dress.

"You wore this dress for me, didn't you?" He growled.

"No!" I lied.

"Well, you certainly didn't wear it for my wimp ass brother." He said. "He doesn't deserve to see you like this."

"Logan, please, just stop!" But already his words and his hands were having an effect on me. "Someone will come in."

"Don't worry about that, baby." Logan said confidently. "The maitre de owes me a favor. Right now the bathroom is close for cleaning."

His hands were all over me, rubbing me up and down through my dress. I felt hot lips on my neck and he tried to kiss me, but I resisted.

"Why don't you go get that little waitress?" I spat. "I'm sure she’d love to come back here."

Logan grinned.

"What, Karen? Are you jealous of Karen?"

I dropped my chin, my cheeks burning hot.

"No." I said weakly.

Logan lifted my chin and I could see tenderness in his eyes.

"Why would I want her when I could have you?"

It may have been a line, but it worked. I felt my heart leap with joy as I realized that he wanted me, not some skinny little waitress. He'd  been teasing me the way I had wanted to tease him and now he had me right where he wanted me.

This time when he kissed me, I kissed him back. He was pressing me up against the stall, pulling my dress up over my thighs.

"Oh, fuck!" I mewled like a hungry kitten as Logan sank his fingers between my thighs, rubbing me harshly through my panties. I was gushing now, my fluids seeping out around his hand . He pinned me there against the metal wall, one hand on my neck, the other probing my pussy with savage intensity.

"That's it, you little slut. I knew you wanted it. I'll bet you've been thinking about me all week!"

I didn't answer and he frigged my sensitive sex harder. He pushed me to the edge only to pull his fingers away and leave me trembling and twitching against the stall.

"Say it, bitch!" His harsh words cut through the haze of lust. "You've been thinking about me haven't  you?"

"Yes." I moaned.

He pressed his lips to my ear and hissed.

"Louder. I want all those wanna be hipsters out there to hear you."

"Yes!" I cried and my voice bounced off the walls of the bathroom and echoed in my ears. "Yes, I've been thinking about you all week."

"When your lying next to my wimp brother?"

"Yes!"

"Did you get off thinking about my dick?"

"Yes! Yes, all of it!."

"Good girl." He said in my face and kissed me roughly. Then, he pulled me away from the wall and slammed me against the counter.

"Look at yourself." He pulled my head up roughly and made me look at him in the mirror. "Look how slutty you are, bitch. This is how you look before you get fucked by a real man."

I looked at myself in the mirror and I did see it. My eyes were red and my cheeks  were flushed. My mouth was open and I was panting, panting for Logan's long, thick cock.

This is what a cheating wife should look like, I thought. This is what I really am.

And goddamn it, it was hot.

"Fuck me!" I moaned. "Please Logan. Fuck me!"

It was the submission he desired and I was happy to give it to him. My husband was outside, just a few feet away and I was begging his brother to fuck me. I was gone, truly gone. The woman I had been before Logan had been ripped away by the need of my inner, lustful slut.

Logan, for his part, needed no goading. He freed himself from his jeans. I couldn't see his cock, but I imagined the beautiful monster as its massive tip bumped against my slit. Then, he was spreading me open, the wonderful feel of his fat, warm flesh stretching me to my limit.

“Oh, god!” I moaned, too loud. “God, you are so big!”

“Yes.” Logan hissed in my ear as he buried himself deep into my pussy. It was easier to take him now. Our two previous sessions had stretched me to accommodate him. My pussy was slowly becoming his and the idea made me even wetter. All of the sexual tension I had been keeping bottled up the last few days was crying in tears down my legs.

He gripped my hair and pulled my head back.His other hand gripped my shoulder and he pulled me backwards to meet each of his powerful, body-shaking thrusts.

“Look at me.” Logan growled as he fucked me, pumping me hard and fast.

I looked through teary eyes in the mirror. He was behind me, his intense blue eyes on me, boring into my soul even as his cock bore deep into my womb.

“You’re not fucking your sweet, little husband now, are you slut?” Logan said.

“N...No!” I cried pitifully. “No, I’m not.”

“Who are you fucking, Wendy?” He grunted. “Who’s fucking your sweet pussy?”

“You...you are.” I said and a wave of pleasure flooded my body and I jerked against his plunging cock, unable to stop the orgasm.

“And what’s my name?” He said, ripping at my hair and forcing my mind to focus on his words. “What’s my fucking name?”

“Logan!” I screamed.

Logan kept fucking me right through my orgasm. I could barely breathe let alone think as he watched me in the mirror his hot, dirty words filling my mind.

“Remember your wedding?” He said. “Remember your little friend you caught me fucking in the bathroom?

I remembered. I remembered Tina bent over the sink, just like I was right now. Logan fucking her savagely fiorm behind. I remembered the shocked feelings of anger and jealousy.

And now it was me. I was the one bent over the sink being treated like a whore for Logan’s thick, beautiful cock. I was the one enjoying his body even though I was married and my husband was sitting at our table waiting for me.

“I wanted to fuck you that night.” Logan said and pounded me even harder. “You were the one I always wanted, Wendy. You were always the one.”

The words penetrated my fucked out brain. All these years and Logan had wanted me! Not Tina, not the waitress. Logan wanted me.

I had won and now I was getting my reward for being the object of this perfect man’s desires. Any fears about my marriage, any past misdeeds were erased as the power of Logan’s words made me cum again.

I felt Logan’s body tense. His dirty confession had been the only thing keeping him from releasing his pent up desire into my body. We came together, grunting and rocking against the sink. His thick cock filled my pussy with all of the years of lust he had held for me. I had never felt more wanted, more desired in my entire life.

We kissed passionately in that dingy, little bathroom, but Logan’s revelation had turned that torrid place into something else. It was a confessional. A sacred place where Logan had revealed something of his true soul to me and I would be lying if part of my own soul didn’t connect with him at that moment. Out of that dirty act, something wonderful had happened.

For his part, Logan looked more vulnerable than I had ever seen him. He helped me with my panties, even kneeling down to place them over my ankles and sliding them up over my thighs. I reached over to grab a paper towel to clean myself up, but Logan stopped me.

“No.” He said and his voice was a low command, but his eyes were warm. “I want my cum in your pussy when you sit next to Gary.”

For the first time in minutes I remembered Gary out there in the restaurant probably wondering where his wife and brother had gone. Would he begin to suspect something was going on again? He wouldn’t be wrong and didn’t think I’d be able to lie.

“But, Gary…” I protested. “I can’t.”

Logan kissed me to stop my protests and slipped my panties the rest of the way up, catching the thick mixture of our combined juices in the thin fabric. I knew the small bit of lace would do nothing to hold in the cum that Logan had filled me up with. I would have to sit through the rest of the meal in a puddle of cum. It would be a constant reminder of Logan’s seed inside me while I talked to my husband.

No doubt that was what Logan wanted.

He kissed me a few more times than stepped away from me.

“I’ll go out first.” He said, smiling at me. “Don’t worry about Gary. I’ll make something up.”

Logan left and I turned to the mirror, sighing at my reflection. My hair was a mess and my makeup had begun to run. Logan’s cum was dripping down my thighs. And yet, I couldn’t help but feel the glow that Logan had left inside my body.

I smiled at my reflection and the reflection smiled  back as I tried to put myself back together so I could go have dinner with my husband.


Gary

After a few minutes I began to wonder what was going on as I sat alone at the table. I looked around and couldn’t see any sign of Logan or my wife. I couldn’t even see the waitress and I wondered if Logan had perhaps cornered the pretty redhead in an out of the way place somewhere. He’d done things like that before and I felt another jab of rueful jealousy as I thought about how easy it was for my older brother to attract and have his way with women.

Well, he can’t have Wendy.

That was for sure. The way she had stumbled off to the bathroom, I wondered if she would ever speak to Logan again. He may as well as insulted her, the way he ignored her in her stunning dress.

With nothing else to do, I drank another glass of wine and was surprised to find I was quite drunk. Normally, when we went out, I let Wendy drink because I had never acquired a taste for it. All I ever managed to do was get sleepy. Now, however, I was pleasantly buzzed. I could actually see the humor in the fact that Wendy had gotten dolled up for Logan and he had failed to notice. I felt bad that Wendy’s pride was stung, but it also served her right for trying to tease me and my brother at the same time.

Finally, worried about my wife I managed to flag down the greeter. He came over to my table, an unctuous smile on his face.

“Can I help you sir?” He said.

“Yes. I’m a little bit worried about my wife.” I said. “She’s been in the restroom for awhile. Would it be possible for a female staff member to go and check on her?”

There was a glint of amusement in the man’s eyes. Another husband whose wife had gotten drunk. So funny. Still, he moved off efficiently and I waited for maybe a minute when the greeter was back with another bottle of expensive wine in his hands. I was surprised. I was expecting our waitress, but was nowhere in sight. .

She was probably with my brother. I wouldn't put it past Logan, not after he had nailed one of Wendy's bridesmaids at our wedding. The guy was capable of anything.

“Your wife is fine, sir.” He said. “She’s just a bit ah...under the weather. I’m sure she will be back in a minute.”

He proffered the bottle to me for my inspection.

“In the meantime, Mr. Rourke said you might like to try this wine.”

“Mr. Rourke? You mean Logan? Where is he?”

“He is speaking to one of the staff.” The greeter said smoothly. “He’ll be back in a minute. Can I pour the wine?”

I looked up at him. My wife sick in the bathroom and Logan indisposed with a staff’ member. What a dinner this turned out to be. Still, the wine was good and I found myself draining another glass when  Logan turned back up.

“Jeez!” Logan said as he sat heavily down in his chair. “Is Wendy still in the bathroom? I’m sorry, man, if I had known I would have come back sooner.”

“No problem.” I said, happily in my cups by that time. “I’ve just been drinking your wine.”

Logan looked with amusement at the one empty bottle and the half empty one next to me. He reached over and poured himself a glass.

“Yeah, you have.” He said. “I don’t remember you being such a drinker.”

“You mean I wash...wush...was a lightweight.” I said struggling not to slur my speech. “Well, shurprishe!”

Logan laughed and I laughed with him. I was drunk and we both knew it.

“Well, shit, let me catch up.”

He was just pouring his glass when Wendy appeared back at the table.

“I’m so sorry to keep you waiting!” She said.

My wife was glowing, there was no other way to say it. Her face was flushed with drink and excitement. Her hair was shining and her eyes were bright. She didn’t look sick. In fact, she looked happier than I had seen her all week.

I tried to stand up and give her a kiss, but the world tilted and I felt myself falling. I gripped the table for support, but that only made it worse.

“Gary?” Wendy cried just before I hit the floor. “Are you all right?”

I was giggling uncontrollably and barely noticed Logan picking me up off the floor. He hauled me to my feet and I noticed an awkward look between he and Wendy.

“Looks like we better get you home.” Logan said.

“No.” I said, trying to sit. “No, I’m fine.”

“No, baby.” Wendy said and came up to me, offering me her shoulder.

She smelled wonderful, her spicy perfume, but underneath the heady aroma of sweaty musk I associated with sex. I was suddenly horny and couldn’t stop myself from burying my face in her neck and kissing her hot, salty skin even though everyone was watching.

“Gary! Stop!” She giggled and walked me towards the door.

I knew she was embarrassed, but I was too drunk to care. We were out in the parking lot when I blearily remembered her earlier words.

“You wanted me to fuck the shit out of you, remember?”

“Shhh.” She said as she leaned me up against the car. “Shut up.”

“What?” I said, looking over her shoulder at Logan. “It’s just Logan. He already knows we have sex.”

Together, the two of them shuffled me into the backseat. I was rolling in and out of consciousness as the car started, but I do remember something. The two of them, both gone at the restaurant, leaving me alone. I suddenly thought they had left me again.

“Where are you guys?” I moaned desperately, trying to sit up.

Then, Wendy was sliding into the back seat. She gently placed my head in her lap.

“Shh, baby.” She said softly and stroked my hair. “I’m right here.”

“Where did you go?” I moaned and Wendy continued to comfort me.

“Nowhere, baby. I’m right here. I’m always right here.”

A strong, sexual odor drifted up to my nose and it filled my senses. God, she smelled strong, like after sex except dirtier and sweater. Her odor was so potent that it penetrated my drink-addled brain.

“Smells good.” I murmured.

“Shh now, baby.” She said and she shifted her thighs. “Just rest.”

The car started and I wondered who was driving when I heard Logan’s voice from the front seat.

“Fuck the shit out of you, huh?” He chuckled.

“Shut up, Logan and drive.”

Logan laughed and then I was drifting, the odor of my wife’s hot, musky sex pullling me down into the darkness.


Wendy

Gary was in and out of consciousness all the way home. I sat, holding his head in my lap as he murmured. I shifted in the seat, the cum that Logan had unloaded in me dripping out of my pussy and through the thin fabric of my panties. I was sitting in the wet spot as Gary moaned.

“Where were you?” He sobbed.

“Shh, baby.” I said, the guilt stabbing me deeply as I stroked his hair. “I’m right here.”

I didn’t know if he was talking about tonight, or if he was dreaming about something else, but I felt bad for him. He had been alone getting drunk, oblivious to the fact that Logan had been taking me in the bathroom. Even through the guilt and shame, my pussy grew hot at the thought of cheating on Gary. It was a dirty, raw feeling that I had never felt before. I had never cheated on anyone and I realized that I was getting turned on by the thought of it. I knew it made me a horrible person, but I couldn't help myself. I had needed Logan’s big cock and Logan had needed me. The fact that Gary had waited, getting drunk while I gave myself yet again to his brother, only made it dirtier.

Logan caught my eye in the rear view mirror. I knew that look by now. He wanted me again. I wondered how many times he could go in one night. Gary had only ever cum twice in one night on our wedding night, and that was with several hours of rest between bouts of sex. It had barely been an hour and already Logan was getting that hungry gleam in his eye. The gleam that made the woman in me wet and hot.

“Don’t leave me.” Gary moaned and I bit back my tears. What the hell was he dreaming about?

“”I’m not leaving, Gary.” I murmured and even as I said the words, I met Logan’s eyes and I knew that this night was far from over.

Gary was almost completely passed out by the time we got home. It was Logan who lifted Gary out of the car like a limp sack of potatoes and half stumbled, half dragged my husband to the house. My fingers trembled as I opened the door, imagining Logan behind me, watching me, thinking about all the things he was going to do to me. I couldn't get the door unlocked and Logan reached around me and held Gary up with one hand and unlocked the door with the other. I managed to open it for him and he dragged Gary inside.

They made it as far as the couch before Logan pushed Gary unceremoniously onto the cushions. Gary groaned and I hurried over to him.

“Be careful!” I said and was reaching for Gary when Logan grabbed me from behind. “Logan, what are you doing?”

“Shh.” Logan hissed in my ear. “Look at him. He’s asleep. You don’t want to wake him up do you?”

I looked down at my husband. He was indeed asleep. His face was turned towards us, but his eyes were closed and a small line of drool was dripping out of the corner of his mouth.

“Pathetic.” Logan chuckled softly in my ear. “Getting drunk while his pretty little wife was getting fucked in the bathroom.”

“Stop it!” I said. I was too loud and I looked down at Gary who murmured but did not wake. “He’s not pathetic. It’s not his fault.”

“Oh no?” Logan slid his strong hands down over my body, rubbing my flanks. I tried to stop him as he lifted the hem of my dress, but I was weak. “It’s his fault he can’t make you feel the way I can make you feel.”

He hiked my dress up over my hips and I trembled, my eyes locked onto my sleeping husband. The heat flowed through my body. Even after my orgasm in the restroom, I was still hot and horny for Logan.

I moaned as Logan slid his fingers into my panties and dug the tips into my wet, sloshy pussy. Fuck, I was so wet. I bit my lip to keep from crying out as Logan worked my body in front of my sleeping husband.

“It’s his fault he’s a loser. It’s his fault that you want me.”

“No.” I murmured. My mind was hazy now, fighting the feelings that were washing through me. I closed my eyes and lost sight of Gary as I gave way to Logan’s fingers.

Then, he whipped me around and kissed me, right there, in front of my husband. His huge hands gripped my ass and he pulled me forward. He ground his hips against mine and he probed me with his tongue and I kissed him back. The thought of kissing him, really kissing him, in front of Gary made me cum on his thigh and I groaned pitifully into his mouth as my body jumped like a bitch in heat.

He let me go. Weak, I stumbled backwards, almost knocking into the couch. Logan caught me before I could fall on my husband and lowered me to my knees.

Logan moved around me, forcing me to turn. I knew what he was doing even before he unbuttoned his pants and pushed them down over his hips. He wanted me to suck his cock and he wanted me to do it where I could see my sleeping husband.

“Logan, please.” I moaned as he stepped forward, his beautiful, veiny cock freed from his pants. “Please, let’s go to the bedroom.”

“No.” He said, sneering down at Gary’s sleeping form. “I want to do it here.”

He lifted the heavy shaft and let it fall, bumping my lips. I moaned at the feel of it as he laid the warm, throbbing length across my face. I snuffled along the belly of it with my nose, taking his manly scent deep into my nostrils, filling myself with his musky odor. He continued to rub the heavy flesh across my cheeks. I looked over at Gary who slept on, blissfully unaware of his wife worshipping his brother’s cock just inches from his face.

Finally, I opened my lips and let my tongue slip from his balls up the belly of the beast and finally swirl around the spongy head. My moans became louder as I got into it, letting the spit drool over my lips and drip down his shaft until it was glistening.

“That’s it, girl.” Logan grunted. “Open that pretty mouth and suck it. Suck my cock in front of your husband.”

I moaned at his words, but I felt the wetness pulse between my thighs. I took a last look at Gary, silently apologizing to him as I opened my mouth and took Logan deep down my throat.

I had often denied Gary blowjobs. I had never really liked them, to tell you the truth. It was the idea of it, the submissiveness of it not to mention the mess. I had never been turned on enough to ignore my feelings.

But, with Logan, there was no reluctance. Only the desire to please. And please him I did. He rocked back on his heels, groaning as I deep throated him, gagging and spitting on his cock. I didn’t care about the mess of spit and drool pouring around my lips and onto my dress. All I cared about was worshipping this cock that had given me nothing but pleasure.

I did things I would never do for Gary. I rubbed the slimy mess of his shaft across my face. I sucked each of Logan’s fat balls pulsing with life giving seed. And, when Logan lifted his shaft and balls, moving his body forward I instinctively did something I had never imagined I’d do. I tongued his smelly, rubbery asshole. I was too far gone to care, I wanted to worship every inch of this man had and I was rewarded with his grunts and moans of pleasure. And, I did it all in front of my sleeping husband.

Having Gary there, inches away from where his wife was debasing herself for his older brother was too much for me. I had an orgasm without touching myself, moaning into Logan’s asshole as the tremors of pleasure rocked through my core. I would have done anything that Logan told me to do. I would have spit on Gary’s sleeping face if he had commanded it.

He didn’t. Instead, he rubbed all of his slimy flesh across my face and took my mouth again. He gripped me by the hair and I held me there, helpless as he ravaged my face. His hot, slippery shaft stabbed deep into my helpless throat.

I knew that he was going to cum a moment before he reached the point of no return. He was going to do something I would never do for Gary. But, I would do it for Logan. I would do anything for Logan.

Logan cried out and I had a moment of panic that he might wake Gary, but the moment was drowned out a moment later as Logan shot thick, viscous streams of cum into my throat. I gagged involuntarily, but managed to hold my lips against his pumping shaft as he filled my mouth with his briny, frothy load. Logan moaned and trembled and my body flushed with pride..

The taste was not all that unpleasant and I found I had no trouble holding the salty load on my tongue. I even enjoyed it, my pleasure at having given Logan something he so obviously wanted overriding any distaste. It was only when he slipped his cock from my mouth that I found it impossible to hold it all in.  His hot, slimy cum spilled over my lips. I tried to catch it, but the thick drops fell through my fingers and splashed onto my beautiful, new dress. Again, I didn’t care. I looked up smiling a cummy smile at my lover and was proud to see him still rocking back and forth, overwhelmed by his orgasm.

I caught a ropy trail of cum and scooped into my mouth, grinning.. Logan rewarded me with a tired smile. I took his cock back into my mouth and enjoyed his tremors of pleasure as I sucked the last drops of seed from his tip.

It was only after his softening flesh slid from my mouth that I remembered Gary. I looked over at my husband. He was still sleeping, but there was a frown on his face. Had he woken up during this lurid act? Had he seen his wife acting like a slut for his brother? Of course not. As far as Gary was concerned, I was still his loving wife. The guilt should have torn me apart, but it was only a dull throb now, buried deep in my heart. Right now, I needed something else besides Gary’s gentle loving.

I needed Logan.

“Can we go to the bedroom now?” I said, giggling, my face still covered with cum.

Sure.” Logan said and he held out a hand like a gallant gentleman instead of a man who had just shot his load into my mouth. I took the hand and he pulled me to my feet.

Together, we looked down at Gary for a moment, the reality of what we had just done sinking in. Then, Logan pulled me close and led me upstairs to the bedroom.

***

We didn’t head straight to bed.Instead, we showered together,. There was not really enough room for us, but that wasn’t really the point. Logan let me stand under the hot spray of the shower washing my back while I cleaned the rest of his cum from my mouth and chin. Then, we carefully switched places, our wet skin sliding against each other. I soaped him up and took my time caressing every inch of that hard body.

Logan got hard again even before the water got cold. I was no longer surprised by his stamina. He was a true man in every way that Gary was not. I lathered his lovely cock with soap and imagined how that cock was going to feel when it finally entered me again.

It was a wonderful, intimate moment. We giggled and stroked, nipped and suckled each other like newlyweds. It was wrong, sharing this intimate time while my husband was just down the stairs, sleeping on the couch, but I no longer cared. The sheer wrongness only made it  feel more right as Logan’s hands got me wet and ready for him again.

This time, we had sex on my  marital bed. The bed where I had sex with my husband and had thought I was happy. But, Logan showed me what true happiness was as our bodies made that old bed groan and shake in ways it had never done with me and Gary.

Our lovemaking was hot and forceful. It was what sex should be like. Real sex. The meeting of two bodies, flesh against flesh, working to reach mutual pleasure This had been what was missing my whole life and I loved Logan for having shown me what true happiness could be.

There was no resistance when I felt Logan tense, no false protests as he prepared to shoot his seed into my unprotected womb. It was his now as it had never been Gary’s. My body was his to do with as he pleased. I wrapped my legs around his waist and I pulled him tight and we came together, my body reacting in sympathy to his release and working together to create a new life in my belly. The thought of what I might tell Gary were worries for another day. In that moment, I wanted Logan’s baby in my belly so he could claim my womb as he had claimed everything else.

We lay afterward, panting, Logan's heavy body lying on top of me. For the first time he was spent, his full, powerful form resting on my body. It felt warm and comforting, holding him as his cock slowly drizzled out the final drops of his seed.

He rolled off of me and I nestled my arm in the crook of his shoulder, unable to keep the smile from my face.

I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew, Logan was moving off of the bed.  I murmured and rolled over, watching as he dressed and wishing that he didn't have to go. I wanted to sleep with him, to be held in the arms that could crush me. Crush my husband. I wanted to feel that power.

But, I knew it wasn't possible. Logan was already dressed and bending down to kiss me.

"Wouldn't want poor, little Gary to climb into bed and find me in his place."

He couldn't help himself, I realized. The jabs at my husband and the reminder that I had just fucked another man in my marriage bed.

I laughed and the shame faded away as I played into his little game.

"You're right." I said and felt a rush of naughtiness send a warm thrill through my body. "Gary wouldn't  know what to do even if you showed him."

Logan looked shocked, then let out a bark of laughter. He kissed me again.

"You are such a dirty, dirty girl."


Gary

In my dreams I heard Wendy crying out in pleasure.I couldn’t see her, but I could hear her. Her cries were more passionate than I had ever heard. I knew, even in my dreams, that I had never made her scream like that.

I heard another voice too. A voice I didn’t immediately recognize. I drifted in and out of consciousness, the noises making me crazy.

I woke up on the couch, still hearing the echoes in my brain. I lay there panting and listening, trying to determine if the sounds were real, or just a figment of my imagination. I heard nothing but the slight creak of a floorboard and then a door shutting upstairs.

What time was it? Was Wendy still awake? I vaguely remembered being in the back of the car, feeling lost and alone until I heard Wendy’s voice soothing me. The rest was a blank. I didn’t even know how I got on the couch, although I suspected it had something to do with Logan.

I sat up and the world tilted sideways. I gripped the couch for balance, still very drunk, and pushed myself to my feet. I looked down and remembered something. Wendy on her knees, laughing. Had she been kneeling next to me, talking to me? That must have been it. So why was she laughing and why did the memory of it make stomach churn with shameful lust?

It was dark upstairs, although there was a light shining under both the spare bedroom and master. Logan must still be here. My heart beat a little faster as I shuffled up to the spare bedroom door, not quite knowing what I was listening for, but hoping to hell I didn’t hear it.

My heart slowed as I heard nothing. I moved on to the master bedroom and listened at the door. I strained to hear voices. I got closer and slipped against the door, making a loud bump.

“Logan, listen. We can’t--” It was Wendy’s voice and I was just trying to make sense of the words when the door opened.

I had been leaning against the door, so when it opened I stumbled forward into Wendy’s arms She had a sheet wrapped around her like a toga and when she reached up to catch me, it fell to the floor revealing her naked body. I grasped at her warm flesh to keep from falling.

“Gary?” She was laughing as she stumbled backwards and suddenly I was touching her naked body, my hands caressing her sweaty, sticky skin.

“Why are you naked?” I murmured as she led me over to the bed.

Wendy said nothing for a minute and lowered me to the bed. She stood above me, naked and glistening as if she had just gotten out of the shower except her hair wasn’t wet.

“What do you mean, you big goof?” She laughed and slid her naked body onto my lap. “I’ve been waiting for you!”

The smell of sweat and sex drifted up from between her thighs. I had never smelled it before, a pungent, rank odor that was so powerful it made me dizzy.

“You are?” I said. The drink and the scent was making it very hard to think.

“Duh.” She giggled. “Remember, you promised to fuck my brains out?”

I searched my memories and I did seem to remember those words.

“Um...yeah. I remember.” I murmured. “Yes.”

“Well, what are you waiting for?” She said and suddenly she was rubbing her crotch against me, giving me a little lap dance on the edge of the bed.

She was wet. I could feel her juices soaking through my pant leg as she rubbed against me. I reached down between us and slid my fingers along her sticky, swollen opening.

“You’re so wet.” I said, bringing my hand up, my fingers coated with juices. They were smelly and thick, unlike the usual clear, liquid evidence of her lust.

“I’m wet for you.” She said and slipped my fingers into her mouth, sucking the smelly coating off the tips of my fingers.

I felt myself shudder and that was the first I became aware that even though I felt arousal in my gut, my cock was limp. Wendy continued to rub against me, but even she could feel that nothing was going on downstairs.

“What’s wrong?” She said, looking down between us.

“Don’t know.” I croaked. “I want to, I do, but…”

I let the sentence trail off and Wendy smiled. She kissed me, then slid off my lap. She sank slowly to her knees and I suddenly remembered her on her knees in the living room, talking to someone. Reaching for something.

The memory was there but broke off as her fingers undid my belt and unzipped my pants. She tugged my pants down over my ass, grinning up at me.

My penis looked small and sad between my legs, barely twitching as Wendy took it in her hand. Then, she leaned forward and slid the limp member between her lips.

It should have felt wonderful, my wife’s mouth around my cock. It was something I fantasized about, even masturbated too, but my cock was not moving. I had never had ‘whiskey dick’ before, but then I had never usually drank as much as I had that night.

“Come on.” Wendy moaned playfully, licking my cock. “Doesn't  the little guy want to play?”

The ‘little guy’ crack hurt, but it did send a twitch through the numb nerve endings of my cock. Seeing the twitch, Wendy laughed and sucked again, but all I could feel was a warm, wet tickle.

“I'm sorry.” I groaned and felt tears prick my eyes. I wanted so badly to have sex with my wife, but I coudln’t respond. “I can’t.”

Wendy rose up between my legs, pouting. She looked down at me for a moment and I saw the look of pity in her eyes. She pushed me back and laid down on top of me, kissing away my tears.

“That’s ok, baby.” She said. “You just had too much to drink. Maybe we can try again tomorrow.”

I could feel her trembling beside me. She was so wet and smelled of sex. She must really be horny. My drunken mind searched for something to say that would make this better. Something I could do to let my wife know how much I needed her.

And then it hit me. I may not be able to fuck her, but I could certainly give her pleasure. I kissed her cheek and she murmured softly, her hands running up and down my shoulders. I was still dressed in my pants and shirt, but I didn’t care about myself. Instead, I kissed Wendy more fervently, working my way down to her round, perfect breast. He nipples were red and distended, as hard as I had ever seen them, only proving to me her intense need for me. The thought filled me with pride as I kissed down her belly and finally hovered above her hot and pungent sex.

“Gary, you don’t need to do that.” She moaned, but she was wrong. I did need to do it.

I pressed my face between her legs and I was nearly overpowered by the smell. It was so strong. A rank, animal odor of lust that I had never smelled from her before.

She must really want me. I thought with a flush of pride. Well, I'm going to give what she needs.

I buried my face in her pussy and she jumped, her hips thrusting upwards and crashing into my face. It was not a reaction I expected. I had eaten her before, as foreplay, but she had never reacted like this, like my tongue was a live wire  sending shocks of electricity through her.

“Sorry.” She moaned. “I just...just wasn’t expecting…”

She didn’t need to explain. I pushed apart her thighs, holding her twitching body to the mattress and dove forward again. She was as wet as I thought and her pussy was swollen and puffy. Her fluids were also thicker, briny and sticky. It wasn’t at all like her normal taste and smell, but I no longer cared. Wendy was hot for me and I needed to give her what I could.

I tongued and sucked at her until my jaw ached. I had never eaten her as hungrily as I did that night. And, it had the desired reaction because Wendy could not contain her passion as she humped her buttocks upwards, feeding me more and more of her hot wet pussy. I worked two fingers into her and even more of her thick, salty fluid spilled out and I lapped it up like cream. The taste was bitter, but I so hungry with the thought of giving my wife pleasure, I didn't care. I just wanted to make her cum.

In the end she did. She dug her fingers into my hair and mashed my face into pussy. I couldn’t lick, I couldn’t suck, I couldn’t even breathe as she humped my face, screaming out her lust to the ceiling.

“Yes! Just like that you fucking bastard! Fuck, Gary! Just like that!”

I was surprised at her profane words, but also happy. My wife was losing control, something I hadn’t seen before.

Suddenly, my face was filled with a fresh wave of warm, hot juice. For a moment I thought she might have lost control of her bladder, then I realized the  taste and smell of the familiar fluids I associated with my wife.. I had broken through the thick, overwhelming lust and brought forth Wendy's clean, clear juices.

I had never made her cum like that before and I felt powerful as I slid up onto the bed next to her. She murmured drunkenly, still coming down from her orgasm and she laid her head on my chest.

“That was so good.” She said and I felt her shoulders hitch with a sob.

I looked down at her, saw her face filled with tears.

“Are you ok?” I said, worried.

“Yes.” She said, smiling through her tears. “I don’t deserve you.”

I was confused by the sentence. I thought she meant she didn’t deserve the pleasure I had given her. I shrugged my shoulders, playing the humble husband.

“Of course you do, honey.” I said hugging her closer. “You’re a wonderful woman. I’m the lucky one.”

I kissed her on top of her head.

“You deserve everything you get.”

End Part 3
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