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Wendy

I woke up refreshed, but aching. I made it to the shower and washed off the combined lust of all three of us under the hot spray of water.

I still couldn't believe the orgasm Gary had given me the night before. The thought of him cleaning up after his brother had even made me squirt, something that had only ever happened with Logan.

I went downstairs and brewed up a strong pot of coffee.

Logan woke up first. My heart hammered as he walked into the kitchen. It felt odd having him there after what had happened last night and I had a fleeting feeling that he was my husband and my lover. That this was his house and his rightful place. It was a discordant image that had me flustered as he walked over to me, kissed me warmly. Like an old lover.

"Good morning" He murmured gently and the feeling that this was his rightful place in the house only became stronger.

"It is." I said and he kissed me again even though Gary could come down at any minute.

I came back to myself, thinking of Gary, and pushed Logan away from me gently.

"We can't." I said, softly. "Gary might come down."

Logan smiled.

"He's dead to the world." Logan said. "You tired the little guy out."

My cheeks reddened. So, he had heard us last night, what little lovemaking there had been.

“So,” Logan whispered in my ear. “Did he fuck the shit out of you?”

I moaned as his tongue flicked out and tickled my ear lobe.

“Actually, he couldn’t get hard.” I said, feeling ashamed for Gary. “He had too much to drink.”

“Really?” Logan laughed. “Poor bastard.”

Logan leaned in for another kiss. I tried to fight it, but I couldn't help being drawn into his strong arms and hungry mouth. I was only wearing a pajama shirt and a pair of shorts and I felt the heat of his body against me.

“So, what was that I heard last night?”

I hesitated before answering, looking down at the floor. He raised up my chin and forced me to look at him.

“He...ate my pussy.” I said and even as I thought of Gary’s tongue deep in my pussy, licking me to orgasm, I felt a pulse of blood throbbing between my legs.

“He ate you out.” Logan said, tasting the idea as if it was a juicy morsel. “Was I still in you when he ate you?”

“Y...yes.” I moaned and Logan’s hand dove between my legs. My thighs opened and he could feel my wetness.

“Mmm. That makes me hot.” Logan said and I could feel the massive length of him against my thigh. He rubbed against me for a few seconds, letting me feel his need, then stepped back.

"I'm hungry." He said.

"I can...can make breakfast"

"Mmm." He murmured against my neck, taking a playful bite of my flesh. "I was thinking of something else."

He slid his hands to my waist and lifted me like a child. I helped, then laughed, burying my face in his shoulder to stifle the sounds. Gary was just upstairs. Hungover he might be, but that didn't mean he would sleep through anything. Not like he had last night.

My body flushed as I remembered fucking Logans beautiful cock in front of my passed out husband. He hadn't even moved as I struggled to swallow his brother's cum, something I never did for Gary. Then, Logan had fucked me and all the while my husband had slept through it.

But, he could wake up at any minute. So, I bit my lip as Logan slapped my ass down on the dining table, on the place where Gary ate his breakfast. He kissed me hungrily and I kissed him back, feeling the moisture soaking my shorts.

Logan pulled back and gave me a mischievous grin, sliding down to his knees in front of me.

"Logan, don't…" I pleaded weakly as he came to a rest facing my pussy. "Gary…"

"Fuck, Gary." He hissed and I moaned at his words. Isn't that what we'd been doing? Fucking Gary? Or at least fucking poor Gary over?

The thought didn't stop the rush of fluids or the electric spasm of pleasure as Logan peeled off my shorts and buried his face in my pussy.

"Oh,shit…" I whispered, than bit my lip to keep from crying out.

My juices spilled out around Logan’s working mouth. I leaned back, knocking aside dishes and spilling the coffee pot. I didn’t care, not now that Logan had shoved his fingers up inside of me. His tongue worked with his fingers and just like before he slid his magic fingers along the sensitive bundle of nerves just under the pubic bone. He worked my body easily, with great confidence and tenderness and before I knew it I was cumming.

I managed to keep my cries down, but the rush of blood in my ears as the orgasm rocked my body blocked out everything else.I dug a hand into Logan’s thick hair and held him against my pussy, pouring even more lust into his mouth.

Suddenly, Logan was standing up, wiping his wet chin. He smiled down at me as I continued to twitch and moan, rubbing my weeping pussy with my fingers.

“So, was that better than Gary?” He said.

I couldn’t deny it. While the orgasm I had with Gary had rocked my world, it had only been because he was eating his brother’s lust from my pussy. That, and having just had sex with Logan had made me all the more sensitive.

But, Logan could make me cum like that everytime. Everytime I would gush for him in ways I never could for Gary. So, there was only one answer I could give.

“Yes.” I said licking my juices from my fingers. “You are better.”

Logan kissed me deeply. Once again he had proven himself to be the superior man. And, once again I had given him that gift even though it meant betraying Gary.

Suddenly, Logan stood up straight, leaving my lips open in mid-kiss.

“Did you hear that?” He said, his eyes nodding towards the stairway.

A thrill of fear stole my breath. I sat up and looked behind me, expecting to see Gary there watching. He wasn’t, but just as I looked around I heard a thump from the bedroom above.

“Shit.” I said and slid off the table, unable to ignore the thick juices I had just spilled dripping over the edge of the table. “Shit! Help me!”

Logan was chuckling as he grabbed me. I pushed against him, but couldn’t resist his strength. He had just given me a lovely morning orgasm. I felt close to him, a warmth spreading from my belly up to my neck even as my husband moved around upstairs.

“Relax.” He said and he kissed me softly.

I kissed him back and I felt my body relax in his arms. In his arms, nothing seemed to matter except wanting him. Yes, even loving him. That was the worst betrayal of all. Not the sex, which was the best sex of my life. No it was this warm feeling of love rushing through my body whenever Logan was near me. The thought scared me more than Gary discovering us. It scared me more than being pregnant by my brother’s husband.

I think I was falling in love.

Logan finally let me go and we silently picked up the plates and cleaned up the coffee. Just before Gary came stumbling into the kitchen, I ran a dish towel over the puddles of lust I had created on the table, the chair and the floor.

“What’s going on?” Gary mumbled as he came into the kitchen, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. “I thought I heard something breaking.”

Logan brought the coffee to the table and sat down. He looked at me and gave me a knowing smile. I smiled back, feeling the heat he had left in my body flare up like a brush fire.

“It’s nothing, honey.” I said sweetly and set a cup a coffee down on the spot where I had cum just moments before. “Just an accident.”

“Oh.”

Gary said and stumbled to his seat as I poured the coffee. Gary smiled at me and I couldn’t help but ruffle his hair like a child as I looked over at Logan, who watched the affection with a hint of glee in his eye.

God don’t let me be falling in love with him. I said to myself. Please don’t let me fall in love with him.

.


Gary

I came into the kitchen, still fuzzy headed. I had heard dishes breaking and I thought I heard Wendy let out a small yelp of pain. That might have been a dream, of course. My head was pounding with a headache and I stumbled around looking for clothes.

By the time I got to the kitchen, Logan was sitting, drinking a cup of coffee while Wendy wiped something up from the floor.

“What’s going on?” I said, blearily. “I thought I heard something breaking.”

“It’s nothing, honey.” Wendy smiled sweetly, her face flushed from bending over and cleaning up the mess. “Just an accident.”

“Oh.” I said as I sat down in my seat and Wendy poured me a cup of coffee, giving me an affectionate pat on the head.

The coffee was heaven and I savored the sharp, bitter flavor as it cut through my headache.

“It was all my fault, really.” Logan was saying holding up his hands. “Clumsy hands.”

Wendy laughed and I looked back at her and I could swear she was blushing. It felt like I was missing out on some private joke. Still, the fog in my head was thick, despite the strong coffee.

“It really was nothing.” Wendy said. “Logan bumped me and I knocked into the table. Knocked the pot and cups right over.”

She patted me on the leg and I took another sip of coffee. Just when I thought the worst was over, I felt a shooting pain lance up behind my right eye. I groaned and held my head.

“Oh, poor baby.” Wendy simpered. “Let me get you some aspirin.”

“Yes, please.” I said rubbing my temples.

Wendy left and Logan leaned forward, grinning.

“Had a few too many drinks last night, huh?”

I looked up at him. It was just good natured teasing, not the cruel jibes I was used to. I couldn't help by smile.

“Yeah, I guess.” I took another drink of coffee.

“Do you remember anything?”

I wracked my brain and bits and pieces of the night came into focus. I remembered the restaurant. I remembered being alone at the table, wondering if Wendy was all right. I had gotten up and…

“I fell down in the restaurant.” I said and Logan laughed.

“Yeah you did!” He said and slapped me on the shoulder sending a jolt of pain shooting through my body. I groaned. “Oh shit! Sorry.”

He sat back in his seat and chuckled.

“That’s not all. You pretty much tried to have sex with Wendy in the restaurant.”

“What? No!” I said. I remembered feeling randy and wanting Wendy, but everything else was a blur. “What did I do?”

“Stop teasing him, Logan.” Wendy said and walked into the kitchen carrying two aspirin and a large glass of water. “Here take this.”

I took the pills gratefully and drank the water. I looked over at my beautiful wife and scooped up her hand.

“Was I...did I do something really bad?” I asked.

Wendy giggled and patted my hand.

“Honey, in the state you were in, I doubt there was much you could do.” She laughed and Logan laughed too and I felt myself growing hot with embarrassment.

“Oh come on.” She said. “Don’t look like that. You were just drunk. Logan got you to the car and you slept with your head in my lap all the way home. It was cute.”

“Did I miss anything else?” I asked.

Logan smiled at Wendy and once again I felt there was a private joke between them. Then, Logan shook his head.

“Nope. We got you home and we talked a bit, then I crashed in the spare room.” He leaned forward over the table and gave me a shit eating grin. “Do you remember anything else?”

This time it was Wendy’s turn to blush.

“Logan, stop! She said.

“What?” Logan said. “We’re all family here.”

I did remember waking up in the middle of the night, although even now it felt like a dream. I remembered the shame of not being able to get my cock hard even though Wendy had me in her mouth. Then, the shame had turned to pride as I made my wife squirt for the very first time. I could still taste the salty tang of her juices and smell the pungent odor in my nostrils.

Instead of making me feel ashamed, the idea that Logan had heard me pleasing my wife only filled me with pleasure. So what if we hadn’t been having sex? I had made my wife scream. That was all Logan needed to know.

“Yeah, honey.” I grinned. “We’re all family here.”

Wendy looked down at the table, her cheeks burning, and focused on her coffee.

***

My headache finally managed to recede as I took a shower and readied myself for work. Despite the hangover, I felt good about the night. Sitting with Logan and Wendy in the kitchen seemed natural and fun. Even the teasing didn’t hurt that much. The normal cruelty was gone from Logan’s humor and I wondered what had changed. Perhaps it was Logan. Perhaps it was just me.

The only uncomfortable thing was the private jokes that Logan and Wendy seemed to have. I chalked it up to my imagination, however, a residual bit of jealousy from the bad, old days. I should be happy that my wife and brother were getting along.

“Feeling alright?” Logan asked as we got into the car. Wendy had stayed home to get some work done while I dropped Logan off at the restaurant where his truck was parked.

“Hm?” I was a little surprised by his concern, but it seemed to be an aspect of the new, improved Logan. “Sure. Just a little tired.”

“No doubt.” Logan nodded. “After the amount of wine you drank and the...other activities.”

I blushed, but couldn’t keep the smile from my face,

“Wendy was a little...aggressive.”

“She came on to you?” Logan asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yeah.” I said. “She waited up for me if you can believe it. Did she...she say anything to you about it before she went to bed?”

“Nope.” Logan said. “She just told me she was going upstairs. DIdn’t say a word about being horny. I’m a little jealous.”

“You are?”

Logan looked at me, his eyes wide.

“Shit, yeah, bro!” He said. “Wendy is a hottie. Anyone can see that!”

I eyed his face to see if he was going to add anything to his statement. Perhaps an insult or maybe a lewd suggestion about Wendy. But, his admiration seemed genuine and I found myself puffing up with pride.

“Yeah.” I said, laughing. “You’re right about that..”

“I’ve said it before, Gary, and I’ll say it again.” Logan said, giving me a playful punch on the arm. “You are a lucky man.”

I couldn’t help but sit a little straighter in the seat unable to keep a smile from spreading across my face. He wasn’t joking, he actually meant the words and the truth of them finally hit home.

I am a lucky man. I thought to myself. The luckiest man in the whole world.


Wendy

"Yes, Logan! Fuck me, baby! Oh God Just Like That! Do it just like that!"

It took Logan fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes after Gary left with him he was back at the house. He must have run some red lights and broken every speed limit to get there. By the time he arrived back at my front door his chest was heaving with need.

He'd lifted me up off my feet and kicked the door shut behind him. We didn't even make it upstairs. He laid me down on the steps, ripped my panties off and fucked me right there on the stairway. God it hurt! Every thrust of his cock pounded me into the steps with bruising force. I didn't care.I needed him inside me so bad, the pain faded and all I wanted was his cock, that beautiful fucking cock. It was harsh and punishing, but when I came on those fucking steps, it was worth it.

I lay on the steps, panting when I suddenly felt myself being lifted. I cried out in surprise as my brother-in-law carried me easily up the steps, down the hall and into the bathroom.

We took another shower together. I was beginning to enjoy the intimacy of our wet bodies rubbing together under the warm water. I cleaned his cock again, then lowered myself down so I could clean his balls and his asshole with my tongue. I finished him off in my mouth and was proud when I swallowed every, thick drop.

Then, we were back in bed. Our previous orgasms made the sex less urgent, but just as satisfying. This was slow, intense sex and it was more about the connection between us than it was about the pleasure.

“That’s it, baby!” I murmured in Logan’s ear. “Fuck me, baby! You fuck me so much better than Gary. God, I cannot believe how good it feels.”

I degraded my husband, I used filthy words. I did it all because I knew that Logan loved to hear it and it worked. He began to pump me faster, harder, digging the fat, pulsing flesh deep into my womb.

“Yes, that’s it, Logan! Cum inside me, baby! Give it to me, please. Give it to me.”

The last words came out as barely a whisper as I came again. I had screamed so much in the last few days, my throat was dry and raw and I was nearly silent as my body rocked with the waves of pleasure. Logan came with me and I felt his huge shaft expand even larger to fill my hungry sex and spew yet another virile load of semen deep into my open womb.

“Fuck, yeah!” He panted in my year. “God, I fucking love cumming in you!”

I grinned when I heard that, my face flushed with pleasure. He could have any woman right now, he had proven that time and again. But, he wanted me. My body and my pussy. I was his chosen one.

I was his.

It was Logan who brought up the question that I had been ignoring. We were snuggled in each other's arms and his cum was still dripping from my well used sex.

"So, what will you do if you get pregnant?"

My heart stopped. Of course I knew that I could get pregnant. Hell, I could already be pregnant. I just didn't want to think about it. The small, little girl portion in my brain just kept hoping if I didn't mention it, it would go away.

But now, Logan had mentioned it and suddenly, the possibility of being pregnant by my husband's brother was all too real.

"I don't know." I said, rolling my head into the crook of his shoulder, letting his musk wash over me. I wished the scent and feel of his body would make the scared feelings go away.

"You could always leave him." Logan said.

I sat up and looked at him to see if he was joking.

"Are you serious?" I said. "I can't leave Gary."

"Why not?" Logan said seriously. "Then, we could be together."

Together. The word nearly cracked my brain.

"What are you saying?" I said. "You...you want us to be together?"

Logan looked at me tenderly, stroking my arms and raising goose pimples along the skin.

"Don't  you?"

I trembled under his touch. I had just gotten used to the idea that I needed Logan physically. This was something else entirely.

I couldn't leave Gary for his brother! It would kill him. Besides, I still loved Gary. He may not fulfill me sexually, but he was the rock I had built my life around. I couldn't just give that up.

What Logan was suggesting was a pipe dream. I didn't love him.

Are you sure about that?

The thought twisted my guts up in knots. I pushed the question away  Of course I didn't love Logan! What we had was sex.

"I can't leave, Gary." I said.

I saw the disappointment in Logan's eyes and for a minute my heart responded. Wait? Did he really have feelings for me?

Then, the disappointment faded and he smiled his sexy, smug smile.

"I know." He said. "I just wanted to see the look on your face."

Even though his words were confident I wasn't so sure. He lay back on the bed and sighed.

"Well," He said. "I guess you only have one option."

"What's that?"

"You’re going to have to let Gary fuck you."

"What are you talking about?" I laughed. "Gary and I have sex all the time."

Logan looked at me slyly, then I remembered that he knew Gary hadn't been able to perform the night before.

"That was a one time thing." I said.

"Sure." Logan said, unconvinced. "And do you always wear condoms?"

The idea suddenly dawned on me. Logan was saying I needed to let Gary have sex with me without a condom. That way, Gary would think he got me pregnant himself.

The idea was so brilliantly evil I was not surprised Logan had thought of it. I imagined it, carrying around Logan's baby, all the while Gary would think it was his. He would love it and care for it. The baby would probably even look like him.

Gary would never know the difference.

"Oh my God!" I said. "I can’t do that!"

"What?" Logan laughed. "Have sex with your husband?"

"No, you asshole." I said. "I couldn't live that lie!"

"What's it matter?" Logan said and his warm hand was on my belly. My body responded to his touch with a deep, hot throb. "Gary would be happy. My mom would be happy."

He leaned forward and whispered in my ear.

"And you would definitely be happy."

I moaned as his fingers worked lower, dipping into my sticky, wet sex.

"It could be Gary's." I murmured. "He could get me pregnant."

"Oh, it will be mine." Logan said and that deep confidence made my womb throb even harder. "It will be mine.You'll know it and I'll know it. Every time you look at our baby, you’ll think of me."

"Oh...my...God!" I said, feeling his words enter me and fuck my mind with their glorious truth.

When he entered me, my whole body shook with a thunderous orgasm at the thought. No matter what happened with Gary, I knew, deep in my heart, that Logan would give me the one thing I had denied my husband all these years. Logan would give me a child and there was nothing Gary could do about it.


Gary

I barely made it in the door that night when Wendy was all over me. I was surprised. Even with our renewed sex life, she had never met me at the door before, waiting in anticipation for me.

She was wearing a light blue summer dress and as she kissed me, she guided my hand down between her legs.

“What’s gotten into you?” I murmured, but she said nothing and suddenly I realized that she wasn’t wearing any panties. My fingers sunk easily into her pussy and felt the sticky, thick wetness of her that I had begun to realize was how she felt when she was turned on.

“I’ve been waiting for you all day.” She moaned in my ear and she kissed me hard.

She backed up onto the small table in the entrance. She brushed aside the small items that we pulled from our pockets when we got home. Keys and loose change bounced across the floor.

“I need to feel your mouth on me.” She moaned. “Please!”

I couldn’t deny her need and slid to my knees on the floor right there in the entrance to our house. She pulled up the hem of her blue dress and showed me the puffy, wet lips. Her golden pelt of pubic hair was matted with her juices.I had never seen her so wet and messy before. I even noticed that some of the juices were milky, not clear like her normal juices and I wondered about that.I didn’t know that a woman’s cum could look like that, but before I could think about it her hand was on the back of my head and  she pulled me deep between her legs. All other thoughts disappeared as I was buried in the rank, animal smell of her pussy.

Her whole body shivered, a feeling I had started to crave. My wife trembled in pleasure at my touch, What man doesn’t want to do that to his woman?

“That’s it, you fucking bastard!” Her dirty words assaulted my ears as I worked my tongue into her thick, salty juices. “Just like that, you fucker. Lick that pussy like you mean it.”

She was spewing obscenities and I could not think as my senses were assaulted by the sounds and the scent of her. The thick, frothy juices spilled out of her. I ate them, working my fingers into her pussy as she shook and moaned on that tiny table. I thought it might break, but I didn’t care. I was more focused on giving my wife what she wanted.

When she came I could not believe the juices that burst from her pussy. The mouth of her sex opened up and belched up a thick steam of fluid that collected on my tongue in a gooey slimy mess. Her pussy smelled pungent and bitter and I felt a moment of revulsion as the slime filled my mouth. Then, I swallowed the hot mess and worked upwards and I was rewarded a moment later with fresh, clean juices. Once again I had worked my wife free of her pent up need, broken through that damn of thick, rank lust and made my way to her clear, clean center.

Wendy was weak with the orgasm and she slipped off the table and fell to her knees. I felt a wave of pride as I realized I had done that. I had made my wife weak. It had been with my mouth, but that didn’t matter. She was weak for me.

We kissed me on the floor, the sun spilling into the small hallway. She licked away her juices from my face and tongue, moaning in bliss as she came down from her orgasm.

Finally, she sighed and looked deep into my eyes. As she watched me, she slid a hand between my legs and felt me there. I was hard as a rock.

“Thank you.” She murmured. “Now, take me upstairs and we can take care of this little guy.”

Again with the little guy crack, but my cock twitched against her hand anyways. I rose to my feet, the tip rubbing roughly against the confines of my pants. I held my hand out to her and helped her to her feet. She stumbled against me, still weak and we wavered at the bottom of the stairs.

“Maybe you should carry me?” She said, grinning and i looked at her to see if she was serious.

“Really?” I didn’t think I could carry her up the stairs, but I wanted her so badly, I would try anything.

“No, baby.” She chuckled and patted my cheek. “You’d never make it. I just wanted to see the look on your face.”

She regained her feet, took two steps up and held her hand out to me, smiling gently. I took her hand and she led me up to our bedroom.

***

Sex was good. Not as hot as the scene that had just played out downstairs, but definitely good. Wendy threw me back on the bed and straddled me, pulling her dress up over the curve of her ass. She already had the condom ready to slide on my cock and with a quick movement she sheathed my hardened flesh. Then, she sank her wet, warm pussy over my sensitive cock and rode me slowly into the mattress.

I laid there, enjoying the feel of my wife and her newfound confidence. As she rode me, her eyes were closed, which was odd. She usually looked at me during sex, connecting me with on that level as well as with our bodies. I soon forgot about eye contact, however, when she pulled down the top of her dress and exposed her wonderful breasts, pulling my hands up to rub and massage her hot flesh with my fingers.

Already turned on by the orgasm I had given her at the bottom of the stairs, I was at my limit in a very little time. Wendy didn’t care. She just rode me, her eyes closed, seeking her own release as she gave me mine.

“I’m going to cum.” I said..

“Do it.” Wendy hissed. “Do it.”

At her urgent insistence I did, my hips bucking upwards as Wendy rode out my orgasm. Then, she did something strange. She bore down on my body and continued to fuck me, pounding on top of me, her eyes clenched shut. My cock was growing soft and the insistent thump of her body drove the pleasure from my cock and I began to feel pain.

“Wendy.?” I moaned. “Wendy...I…”

But, just as I was about to tell her to stop her body shuddered on top of me and she came again, humping furiously against my body and grinding out another orgasm on my limp dick. She fell on top of me, panting and moaning like she was possessed until finally her body came to a stop. She let out a shuddering sigh and kissed my neck tenderly.

“Thank you.” She whispered sweetly in my ear. “I needed that.”

I said nothing. Just held her as she melted against me wondering what had just happened. In all of our years of marriage I had never seen Wendy that aggressive. I also felt used in a way that I found uncomfortable. Like she had been using me for her pleasure. Sure, I got to cum, but it didn’t feel like she was having sex with me.

She was using me to get off. That shouldn't bother me, right? I did get to have sex. Yet, it was so different. It was so...impersonal. No matter how good it felt, I couldn't get the icy, sliver of doubt to melt from my heart.

That's when she said the words that finally made all the fears go away. The one thing I'd longed to hear for over a year.

"I want to have a baby." She murmured in my ear. "I want to start trying."

My heart leapt up into my throat and I froze, holding my wife to my body, all other thoughts forgotten.


Wendy

"You...you really want to have a baby?"

I chuckled as Gary’s voice shook.

"Of course,baby." I said. "It's what you wanted, right?"

Y…yes , of course. I just thought...you know.” It was so cute watching Gary searching for the words. I felt a little bit of guilt as I saw his excitement. "I thought you wanted to wait?"

"I did." I murmured and I ran my fingers through the hair on his chest. "But, I'm ready. Aren't you?"

I felt his little cock twitch feebly against my thigh. Poor Gary. So excited at the thought of finally getting his wish to have a baby, he was getting hard again. The guilt was almost overwhelming, but I fought it down. This was the only way. The only way I could keep seeing Logan and still keep Gary happy. I know it was selfish, but I wanted both of these men in my life.

I loved Gary, I needed him. I didn’t know what I felt for Logan, but I had convinced myself it wasn’t love, not real love. Not like the tender, sweet love that Gary gave me.

"Yes." Gary said, finally.  "I'm ready. I'm ready right now."

I looked down at this cock. So small and pale compared to Logan’s. It had been a long time since Gary had been able to get it up twice in one night. Not since our wedding night, actually.

“You must really want this!” I said and I slipped my hand down over his thin cock. The condom slipped off neatly, containing my husband’s wasted seed and I thought again of him eating me out. Why did it turn me on so much? Perhaps it was the naughtiness of it, the pure, dirty sluttiness of having my husband clean his brother's mess from my well-fucked cunt.

But, I think there was another, more primal need that made Gary’s tongue so exciting. It was the knowledge that Logan had claimed my pussy and my womb. He had taken me from Gary and Gary’s mouth reminded me of that conquest, reminded me of Logan pumping me full of his seed. It was what I thought about even as Gary swallowed his brother’s load and brought forth the clean, clear juices of my own lust.

It was yet another way that Logan was proving his dominance over his weaker brother and I was helping. I was turned on by the thought of it. Turned on by the thought of Gary’s love cleaning my pussy which had already been taken from him multiple times. Even when I was riding Gary, I was thinking of Logan. I hadn’t even noticed Gary had cum, his little cock shooting his load into the condom. I had been so focused on the memory of Logan and my own orgasm that I didn’t realize what had happened until Gary was crying out in pain. Horribly, that cry of pain brought me over the edge and I was finally able to achieve climax, at my husband’s expense.

Still, all of that was forgiven now as I lay next to Gary, his excitement rising. I realized that the normal sexual connection between Gary and I had been broken, broken by my need for Logan’s body. The only way I could feel it now was by letting Gary clean my dirty pussy and even that was intertwined with the memory of Logan’s cock emptying his virile seed inside of me.

Maybe, just maybe giving Gary the chance to impregnate me would renew our connection. At the very least, letting Gary think the baby was his would preserve our marriage.

I continued to stroke his cock and murmured into his ear the plan that I had come up with while spooning with Logan in this exact same bed just hours before. My brother-in-law’s thick cock had been buried deep inside of me for the third time that day and it grew bigger as I told him what I had in mind.

“I want to make it special.” I said as Logan fucked me slowly with long, deliberate thrusts of his cock. “I want to wait until Gary’s birthday to try. He’ll be so happy if he thinks he’s getting me pregnant on his birthday.”

Logan moaned. The thought of making Gary wait while he got to cum inside of me turned him on so much, he had cum inside of me for a third time.

I continued to stroke Gary’s thin cock and dreamed of his brother’s body against me.

“I don’t think I can wait.” Gary said.

“Don’t worry, baby.” I said and I jerked faster on his little cock, working it hard. “We can still have fun, I just want to wait a little longer.”

Gary would have protested, but he was too far gone. The thought of breeding his wife coupled with my hand brought him easily over the edge and I smiled as I watched his thin cock twitch and spew it’s wasted load all over his belly. I felt guilt, too, but the guilt was quickly becoming smaller and smaller as I thought of my husband’s happiness when he finally got to have sex with me unprotected. When he finally got to take me and make me his again.

Logan, of course, wanted to ensure that I remembered I was his. He was insatiable and over the next four days, Logan took me in every room of our house. There wasn’t a place that I could go in the happy home that Gary and I had built that I didn’t see Logan’s beautiful body, didn’t smell his manly scent in my nostrils. There wasn’t a place my body didn't throb with the memory of his cock deep inside me, unleashing his seed inside of my fertile, unprotected womb. It was as if Logan wanted to ensure that the baby I would be carrying would be his. A deep, primal instinct that urged us both on. I came more in those four days leading up to Gary’s birthday than I had in my entire life.

That didn’t mean that I left nothing for Gary. Oh no! I wanted to make Gary happy too. So, I let him eat me out each night. Sometimes we had sex, with a condom, but sometimes I jerked him off. I got off on the fact that my husband was eating his brother’s seed while his weaker, thinner cock spewed his wasted lust onto his belly. Then, I would help wash him up and we would snuggle in each other’s arms, my husband happy just being with me.

I know it was cruel, but by then I didn’t care. I had made a deal with the devil and I wanted the devil’s cock more than anything else. I consoled myself with the thought that Gary was happy and sated, that we were still connected by tongue and mouth and pussy and that my orgasms when he ate out my pussy were nearly as powerful as the ones I had with Logan. Plus, I knew he would be happy when he got to make love to me without a condom on his birthday.

I didn’t have sex with Logan the day before Gary’s birthday. I told my brother-in-law that it was Gary’s day and I wanted to be clean. I wanted Gary’s birthday night to be an act of love between us. It was a way to make up for my infidelity. And, there was still a chance, however small, that Gary would be the one who would impregnate me.

So, I swore off Logan for two days. Logan respected that and didn’t come over to the house. He didn’t even call.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t miss him. I had gotten used to Logan’s body, the way he made me feel. Again, it was like an addiction. I had gotten a taste of something I needed. But, I fought the lust, let it build up inside of me so I could save it for Gary and our special night together.

It helped that I still needed to put the party together. I told Gary that it would just be the two of us. Dinner at his favorite restaurant, then a night of love making.

However, since it was his 30th birthday, I wanted to make it extra special. I decided to throw a surprise party. I invited his mother, Rachel and some of the friends in the neighborhood. I imagined his complete surprise when he came home and all of the people who loved and respected him were waiting to share his big day.

And then, later, I would give him the special gift I knew he wanted. To take me unprotected. I wanted...no. I needed to make it special. I needed to prove to him how much I still loved him. And I needed to not just prove it to Gary.

I needed to prove it to myself.

The guests begin arriving around 4 p.m.. I had contemplated not inviting Logan. I didn't need the constant reminder of our illicit affair on the day that was meant for Gary. However, with his and Gary’s newfound friendship, I couldn't very well not invite him. It might look suspicious and Gary would wonder why.

So, Logan did arrive around 4:30 with his mother in tow. She gave me a quick peck on the cheek and told me it was wonderful that I was doing this for Gary. Meanwhile, over her shoulder, Logan was giving me that beautiful, smug grin. He even had a little twinkle in his eye. I frowned at him and turned away, determined to ignore him for the rest of the night.

With everything ready, the guests begin to drink and mingle. All that was left was to wait for Gary to arrive.


Gary

I can't even begin to tell you how great the next few days were leading up to my birthday! I had never been more excited in my life. Or more horny.

Wendy's decision to finally have a baby flipped some sort of primal switch in my mind. I couldn't stop thinking about her. Her round, curvy body, her warm, soft skin. Her sweet unprotected womb. I needed her more than ever.

The fact that she refused to let me consummate the final act only made it hotter. The tension was building inside of me, waiting for that fateful day when I would finally be able to plant my seed inside of her.

It's not that we didn't have sex. Every night, right up until the day before my birthday, Wendy would attack me when I came home and she would always want the same thing. My mouth on her pussy. I had begun to enjoy it, that thick, smelly froth that oozed out of her lips. Making her cum as the slippery, gloppy juices gave way to her clear lust, breaking through that barrier and licking her clean.

The first few times, she let me enter her as well. She made me wear a condom, but just the idea that soon, very soon, I would be entering her unprotected always made me cum hard and fast. After a couple of days, she rode my face while she jacked me off, not allowing me inside her pussy at all. She teased me as she rode me, telling me she wanted me to be really ready to let loose on my birthday. So, I ate her wet pussy and made her cum as my own lust squirted over my stomach.

A day before my birthday, she cut me off completely. I had grown use to our renewed sex life, the feel of my wife's body and the taste of her. When she told me she wanted to wait, I felt like I was going to explode. I wanted to jack off, but felt like that was cheating. Wendy wanted me to hold onto my lust for her to make the release on my birthday that much more potent.

So, when I drove up to my house the night of my birthday, I was shaking with desire. I didn't even think I would make it to the romantic dinner Wendy had promised. I needed her and I needed her right now.

I didn't even notice the house was unusually dark until I came in the front door.

"Hello?" I called and my voice seemed to echo down the hall. "Wendy?"

I switched on the hall light and there was no one there. The house was silent. I looked outside and saw Wendy's spot was empty, but that wasn't unusual. She often parked in the garage when she didn't have to go out.

I moved through the silent house into the kitchen. Still nothing. It was only as I neared the living room that I heard them. The small hushed whispers of a group of people trying to maintain there silence.

Oh no! I thought for a second before the lights came on.

"Surprise!"

The scream crashed over me as my friends and family jumped up from their hiding places. Their faces beamed with pleasure as they saw the shocked expression on my face.

I was surprised, sure, but what was really embarrassing me was the obvious tent in my pants. I had, after all, been thinking of impregnating my wife all day. Luckily, the surprise almost immediately made my cock soften. I stood shocked asWendy came out from behind the couch laughing and smiling. She hugged me and gave me a kiss on the cheek.

"I'm sorry, baby." She laughed at my confused expression. "I just couldn't help it."

I didn't have time to say anything as first my mother and sister, then my friends from the neighborhood all gathered around to hug me or shake my hand.

Before long, I couldn't help but keep a smile on my face as I was surrounded by people who loved and respected me. I was just shaking hands with Kurt, one of my employees, when Logan appeared out of the crowd.

"Happy birthday, little brother." He grinned and took me into a bone crushing hug. He placed his lips next to my ear and I heard his voice huff fiercely in my ear. "I hope you enjoy yourself tonight."

I was puzzled by his words, but I didn't have time to process them as someone started the music and Kurt handed me a drink. It was sangria, a big bowl of which had been set out on the kitchen counter.

"Happy birthday, baby!" Wendy said coming up to my side. "What do you think?"

"I don't know." I said, a little sullen. "I was kind of hoping for something more...intimate."

"Aw, babe." Wendy said, laughing. "Come on! You only turn thirty once. Let's enjoy it."

She took a drink of her wine and I could see from the flush in her cheeks that she had a head start on me.

"Besides," She whispered conspiratorially. "We have plenty of time to be intimate later."

She gave my ass a playful squeeze which made me jump, then moved off into the crowd to mingle.

I couldn't stay grumpy for long. After all I was surrounded by my family and friends who had gathered to celebrate my birthday. It wasn't long before the outpouring of love and respect made me admire Wendy's choice. We could spend a few hours celebrating my birthday and after we would make a baby. It made the night seem all the more perfect.

The underlying sexual tension, the knowledge that I would be with Wendy for real for the first time since our wedding night meant I couldn't keep my eyes off of her. All through the party as I talked and laughed with our guests my eyes sought her out. I would catch a flash of her golden hair across the room and then I would see pick her up again among a group of people laughing. That smile, that wide grin that I loved, making my knees weak.

Still, like most parties, we had very little interaction. I would work one end of the room while Wendy always seemed to be at the other and, as the night wore on I noticed something else. Every time I would see Wendy, I would see Logan not far away. A few times I saw them standing together, laughing and talking with a group of people. Something about the way they leaned into each other, or the way Wendy slapped at Logan's arm playful, or the way she looked up into his face smiling struck me as odd. It almost seemed like they were the couple working the room instead of Wendy and me.

The dark thought gathered at the back of my mind, but I was too distracted by the crowd and the drink to let it build. It wasn't until a few hours later, when my eyes scanned the room to find Wendy gone that thought came back to me.

Nervously, I looked for Logan. Logan wasn't there either.

I walked into the kitchen. My sister Rachel was with her husband, Bob. They were both laughing and drunk which made me smile. It wasn't often the two of them got out without the kids, but they had found a sitter for the night.

"Rachel, have you seen Wendy?"

Rachel thought for a moment, but then Bob helped her out.

"Oh, yeah, Gary." Bob said helpfully. "I think she went out to the garage to get more beer. Your neighbors are going through it like water."

Rachel looked down at Bob's hand.

"Like you aren't?" She laughed.

"Hey, it's a party!" Bob said. "Besides, it's our first night without the kids in forever!"

Bob looked at me and grinned.

"Just wait, Gar. Once you and Wendy have kids the good times are over."

The thought of having children, or at least the prospect of making children, made the need to find Wendy all the more urgent. I left my sister and brother-in-law laughing behind me as I made my way through the crowd and to the door that lead to the garage.

I entered through the door and stopped as I saw the two of them. They didn't even notice me.

I didn't know what I expected to see when I entered the garage, but it certainly wasn't my beautiful, loving wife on her knees with my brother's cock in her mouth.


Wendy

I tried, I really tried to stay away from Logan at the party. For a while it worked. I was able to mingle with the neighbors and family, so it was easy to keep my distance.

Still, I could feel Logan's eyes on me as I worked the room. I tried not to let it bother me, but I felt the damp heat building between my thighs even as I spoke to Gary's mom and sister. It was all I could do to keep the blush of embarrassment from my cheeks.

I was speaking to Rachel when  I felt a presence looming behind me. Unseen by the crowd Logan's hand slipped over my ass cheek. I almost screamed, but kept my composure as Rachel and I talked about Bob, her kids and other things that I can’t remember because I was so focused on Logan’s body.

Logan removed his hand. It was just a quick grope and then suddenly he was beside me, carrying on conversations with other guests. It seemed so natural, Logan at my side as we drank and mingled. More than once I caught his eye as he tried to flirt with me, but quickly turned away.

It should have been Gary beside me, touching my ass and giving me knowing glances. I knew that, but at the time all I could think of was Logan's large, hot presence next to me and the smiles of our friends as they came up to us, treating us as if we were a couple.

I saw Gary's eyes from across the room, watching me with his brother. I felt a sharp twinge of guilt twist my heart.

If he only knew the truth. I thought.

"So, you two aren't getting any younger." I heard a voice say to me. "When am I finally going to get a grandchild?"

The words shocked me to the core and made my stomach do a strange, delicious flip.

I looked and saw it was Gary's mom, peering at me shrewdly through her glasses. She never really liked me that much, but that didn't mean she didn't want grandkids.

I couldn't speak for a moment and the embarrassment I had been holding back all night suddenly crept up to my cheeks. I was hot, so hot and I wondered if Gary's mom could see my secret shame. I wondered if the assembled crowd could see it.

Worst of all, I wondered if Gary could see it. It had to be written all over my face.

I felt Logan's storing hand on mine, a simple, protective gesture that steadied me.

"Lay off, Mom." Logan said. "They'll have a kid when they're ready."

I felt a rush of warmth as Logan defended me. Of course, he would protect me. I was his, in more ways than one. I was probably the mother of his child.

His mother turned him, her eyes narrowing angrily.

"And you!" She said, pushing a bony finger into his chest. "How about you? I expected children from you years ago.”

Logan couldn't help himself. I watched in horror as he smiled slyly at me then back to his mother.

"Who knows, Mom?" He said silkily. "Maybe you'll get what you want sooner than you think."

My mother-in-law's eyes widened. Then she poked another finger into Logan's muscular chest.

"What is that supposed to mean?" She snapped. "Did you get some poor girl pregnant?"

I couldn't stand it anymore. I had to get some air. I mumbled something and pushed through the crowd. I knocked into Rachel who caught me before I could fall.

"Wendy?" She said with concern. "You all right?"

"Huh?" I said blearily. "What? Oh yeah. Fine. We just need more beer from the garage."

"Oh." Rachel said, unconvinced. "You need some help?"

"N...no, that's fine. I got it." I managed a weak smile and patted her on the arm. "You enjoy the party."

I left her there, watching me with concerned eyes. I made it to the door to the garage without further incident and, thank God, without running into Gary. He was cornered in the living room by Rachel's husband, Bob and his colleague Kurt.

It was ridiculous, worrying about seeing my own husband as I plunged through the door into the darkened garage. But, that's what my life had become. A crazy maze of lust and lies. I felt like they were both catching up to me and I just needed a moment to hide.

I flicked on the light and walked around my car. I stopped at the fridge and, instead of opening the door, I leaned my head against the cool metal and tried to slow my labored breathing.

My body was just starting to calm down when I heard a footstep behind me.

"Thought I'd find you here." Logan said and I let out a small whimper and turned around to face him.

“Logan, stop.” I said and I put my hands up to his chest. God! He was so strong and hard, like smooth stone covered in silky skin. I wanted so much to run my hands across his body, but I stopped myself. “We talked about this. This is Gary’s night.”

“I know.” Logan said, but he didn’t back away. Instead, he pulled me tight against his hard body. “I just couldn’t keep away from you. I need you.”

“Oh, fuck.” I moaned.

I could hear the music from the house, the muffled voices of party goers chatting happily while my brother-in-law groped my body and made my pussy sing with lust. Was Gary wondering where I was? The look he had given me from across the room had been suspicious. Maybe he was looking for me right now. If he saw me like this, what would he do?

“I can’t do this.” I said softly, but my body wanted him, even if my voice said no. “Not here, not now.”

Logan took my hand and lowered it to his crotch. He was so hard, his massive shaft straining against his jeans.

“I need you, Wendy.” He moaned and there was real pain in his voice. “I need you so bad.”

“I can’t...you know…”

“Say it.” He said.

“I can’t fuck you here.” I said, but my hand was still rubbing that huge cock through his pants.

“Then, suck me off.” He said and I gasped. “Suck my cock like you won’t do for Gary. Give me a birthday blowjob.”

I wish I had never told him that I had refused to give Gary blowjobs. But, it had come up during one of our many fuck sessions and I had said it while I was licking his huge shaft. It had turned him on so much, that it had made me hot, just like I was hot right now. Sucking him off while the party for my husband was playing itself out just beyond that door turned me on.

Logan knew it turned me on and he kissed me and I kissed him back, moaning into his mouth as I submitted to his hungry lips. Then, he was pushing me slowly to the garage floor, the concrete cold and hard on my knees.

I didn’t care. My man, my lover, needed relief and I wanted to give that to him. I wanted to satisfy him.

Most of all, I wanted to see that beautiful cock.

I opened his pants and pulled them down over his hips. I was rewarded as his huge, fleshy rod hit my face and I laughed. Laughed at the absurd weight and length of it, at the craziness of what I was doing, At how much bigger he was than Gary.

I would allow Gary to fuck me tonight, but it would be this cock that I dreamed of while making love to my husband. As I wrapped my hand around Logan’s thick girth, I felt the surge of blood under the hot skin. He was hard, as hard as he had ever been and when I looked up into his face, I saw an intense need there in his cold, blue eyes.

“Suck it for me, Wendy.” He growled down at me. “Suck it and show me who you really want. Show me how much you want to please me.”

That’s when I knew. Gary may be my husband, he may even get to fuck me, but I was Logan’s woman. The proof was me on my knees in front of him, at Gary’s birthday party, getting ready to pleasure him with my mouth. He wanted me, no, he needed me to prove that I belonged to him.

I kissed the belly of his cock, then the tip, and heard him moan with lust. I smiled at the sound and felt my pussy spill juices into my panties as I caressed his flesh with my lips and tongue. I was as turned on as he was, my body responding to his lust.

“Whatever you want, baby.” I said sweetly up at the man who owned me, who truly owned me. “I’ll give you whatever you want.”

Then, I opened my mouth and slid his beautiful, salty flesh deep inside me.

.


Gary

Wendy had always told me she didn’t like to give blowjobs. They were too messy, too dirty, and they made her feel like a slut.

The few times she had taken me into her mouth, I had been left feeling guilty as I watched her try and hold back her disgust as she tasted my precum. At that point, every time, she would pull back and jack me off until I came on my thighs or belly.

Eventually, I stopped asking. Why put her through that when there was so much to enjoy about her body? I didn’t want her to feel disgusted when she was with me. What husband would do that to their wife?

So, now as I crouched low beside the car and watched through the window, I was in shock. My wife was on her knees in front of my brother. His cock, just as big as I remember, was sliding into her mouth and she was moaning. Not in pain or disgust, but in pure, unadulterated pleasure. My mind could not reconcile this wanton woman with the wife I had been with for five years.

“You like that cock, don’t you?” Logan leaned back against a shelf next to the fridge for support and grunted down at my wife.

“Mmm..slurp...yes.” Wendy murmured as she feasted on his glistening flesh. “So good.”

“Better than Gary’s isn’t it?”

Hearing my name made my stomach flip, making a caustic burp of sangria burn my throat. I held my hand over my mouth to keep from moaning.

“Yes.” Wendy said laughing and her laughter drove nails into my heart. “You know I do. I can’t get enough of it.”

She couldn’t get enough of it. What did that  mean? Before I could process the words, Logan spoke.

“Gary doesn’t even know, does he?” Logan chuckled. “He doesn’t even know that his wife has been cheating on him for weeks.”

It hit me like a punch in the stomach. I couldn’t breathe. I sank down against the side of the car, my face against the window. Weeks. Ever since Logan had been back. She’d been with him. Not just with him, but with him in ways I could only ever dream of.

“You’ve gotten so good at sucking my cock.” Logan murmured and plunged his hands into my wife’s golden hair.

Wendy looked up at him. Her face was wet and shiny with spit. Drool spilled over her lips and stained the concrete.

“I had a good teacher.”

“Show me.” Logan growled and I watched in horror as Wendy attacked his cock with obvious hunger.

It was the most sensual, erotic blowjob I had ever seen, hands down. My wife, the woman who would never suck my cock, worshipped my brother’s massive flesh. Perhaps that was it, perhaps she had just needed a big cock, a real cock, to push her over the edge into enjoying the sensation. Whatever the reason, she sucked him deep, so deep I knew she was choking on him. Despite being unable to breathe, she help him there, gurgling and drooling as Logan moaned in pleasure.

When she could take no more, she coughed up a huge glob of spit and his cock slid from her mouth leaving slimy trails running from his shaft to her chin. The mess didn’t bother her, she seemed to love it. She rubbed her face in it, looking up at him lovingly as she pleased him with her lips, her tongue, her hungry, slutty mouth.

“Fuck yes!” Logan moaned and my wife chuckled as she licked his balls, sucking them in, turning her worship to the fat, heavy sac between his legs. Then, she ran her tongue all the way up the length and shoved Logan back down her throat.

My own cock was hard, my stomach filled with a greasy lust that made me sick. Still, I watched as Wendy sucked him, her brown eyes looking up at my brother, never leaving his face as she fucked her mouth with his cock.

It was just like she had always told me.

It was messy. It was dirty. It was slutty.

And she was doing it all for him.

“Fuck, baby.” Logan grunted, his ass tightening.”I’m going to cum.”

Wendy sucked harder, cupping his balls with her hand as she worked him towards release.

“You know the way I like it, baby.” Logan croaked. “You know what I want.”

Wendy didn’t answer, just gurgled out an affirmation and Logan cried out. For a moment, all I could hear were Logan’s cries and Wendy’s gurgling, slurping sounds.

I thought she might take her mouth off his cock. Perhaps she would jerk him off onto the concrete. Maybe, she would even let him cum on her face and the idea of that almost made me cum in my pants.

She didn’t release his cock. Instead, Wendy gripped his cock in both hands and held the fat tip in her mouth. Logan’s hips bucked, his hard ass cheeks clenched and I knew he was cumming. He was cumming in my wife’s mouth.

I never would have thought her capable of it. Letting anyone, especially my bastard older brother, release his seed inside of her mouth. I watched, my cock so painfully hard it felt like a dagger in my crotch.

“Show me.” Logan growled above her. “Show me what you did.”

I held back a groan as I realized with sudden horror that my wife had not swallowed. Instead, she had held Logan’s cum in her mouth, waiting for him to finish before finally letting his cock free. Then, she stroked his long, fat shaft and milked out the last few drops of his cum onto her waiting tongue. She twirled her tongue back and forth in the froth and I saw the pink flesh, coated with thick, creamy globs of my brother’s seed. She had sucked him, she had let him cum in her mouth and now she was showing it to him.

“Good girl.” Logan said and even from my vantage point I could see Wendy glowing with pride. “Now, swallow it.”

She closed her mouth, a small, white drop escaping from the corner and dripping down her smiling lips. The rest she caught and, with a satisfied gulp, she swallowed my brother’s load. She opened her mouth wide, like a proud child showing her daddy that she had swallowed every drop.

“You missed a bit.” Logan chuckled and Wendy laughed warmly as she scooped the drop from the corner of her lips and sucked it into her mouth.

“Tastes so good.” She murmured and smacked her lips. “I can’t believe how good you taste.”

“Better than Gary?” Logan said, then snapped his fingers. “Oh wait! How would you know? You never suck him off, right?”

Logan laughed at his own joke, but Wendy didn’t look pleased.

“No more of that, all right?” She said and stood up. “It’s not Gary’s fault. He’s just not the man you are.”

“And never will be.” Logan said and pulled Wendy tight to him.

“Stop it.” She said and pushed against him. “That was just to release the tension. You know that this is Gary’s night.”

My night. The words rang in my ears as Logan and Wendy began to clean each other up. My fucking birthday and this is what she does?

They began to move towards me and suddenly I didn’t want to be seen. I didn’t want Wendy to know I had seen this before I had time to process what had happened. But, my wife and my brother were already moving, moving towards my hiding spot. I had nowhere to run. They were just to the front of the car and I saw Wendy’s legs just inches from face. Then, she stopped and turned to Logan.

“Oh shit!” She said. “Grab a case of beer, would you? In case anyone wonders what we were doing.”

She said it with a cool, calculated tone that struck me in the heart. She was covering up her affair like it was second nature. How many lies had she told me over the past two weeks? How many times had she cooly covered up her affair?

Was this the same woman I had married?

Still, the pause jolted me out of my shock. As she walked to show Logan where the beer was, I dropped to my belly and slid under the car. The concrete was hard and scraped my erect cock as I hid myself and I had to grit my teeth from crying out, but I managed to get far enough under before the two of them rounded the front of the car.

They stopped just before the door to the house and Logan spoke.

“Wait.” He said.

He dropped the case of beer and pulled Wendy into his arms. She didn’t fight it, but let him kiss her. She moaned a little, a sweet sensual moan that came from her throat. The moan that said she liked the way Logan kissed and she wished she could have more.

“I know it’s Gary’s night.” He said to her softly. “But thank you for taking care of me. I hope you'll think of me when you're with my little brother tonight.”

Wendy moaned, but didn’t protest.

“You don’t need to worry about that.” She said and gave him one last kiss. “I always think of you when I’m with Gary.”

As those words stabbed my heart, they opened the door to the noise of my birthday party still going strong. Then, they flicked off the lights, shut the door, and I was left all alone in the dark.

***

I lay there for several minutes. My cock was smashed against the floor, hot and throbbing into my stomach. I knew that I needed to move, that I needed to return to my party, but I just couldn't process what I'd just seen.

Wendy was fucking Logan. That much was obvious. And she'd been doing it for weeks behind my back. While I had been patting myself on the back for our reinvigorated sex life, Wendy had been thinking of Logan, of his cock inside of her while she was with me. I remembered eating her out, every night imagining that she was wet for me.

Instead, she had been wet for Logan.

The combined pain from my cock and the greasy lust in my belly made me sick. I felt like I was going to puke. That need finally made me slide out from under the car.

I sat against the car and took a few deep breaths, calming my stomach. I couldn't go back there. I couldn't face my family, knowing what I knew.

My family? Did the others know? Obviously not. Not if Logan and Wendy were still trying to hide it. So, if I stayed out here, then my friends would know something was wrong. I couldn't just abandon everyone. I had to do my best to get through this, just the next hour or so until Wendy and I could talk. 

Jesus, what the hell was I even going to say?

I hauled myself on my legs. I looked down at my wrinkled, grease stained clothing and saw that my cock was still rock hard. Why? Why when my life should have been over was I so turned on? I thought of Zoe Steele, the way Logan had fucked her and how I had jerked off to it. I was trapped in that same pit of lust and despair and no matter how I felt, my body liked it. Liked the fact that my wife had been taken by my bigger, better brother. The irreconcilable emotions sickened me.

I pulled the cuff of my shirt over my pants to cover up my hard on. I looked even messier, but I didn't care. I needed to get this farce over with so I could talk to my wife.

I took a deep breath and opened the door to my party, letting the sounds or happiness and celebration wash over my pathetic, defeated heart.

"Where the hell have you been?"

It was Rachel who grabbed me as I entered the kitchen. "Wendy's been looking everywhere for you!"

I looked at Rachel, dazed with confusion.

"Really?" I said. "Why?"

"Why?" She said as if I was an idiot. "It's time to cut the cake, dummy."

Rachel took a moment to look over me as she pulled me through the small crowd still drinking in the kitchen.

"What did you do to yourself?" She asked. "Your a mess."

I mumbled something, but my sister didn't care. She was too intent bringing me out into the living room so I could face my guests.

The first thing I saw was my wife looking just as innocent, just as sexy as I'd ever seen her. There was not a clue on her face that, just moments ago, she'd been on her knees sucking my brother off. She looked happy and when she saw me her grin got even wider.

"Gary!" She cried from across the room as if she hadn't seen me for weeks. "There you are!"

She came up to me through the crowd. The assembled guests all turned their heads to watch as the happy couple came together in the middle of the room. Wendy kissed my cheek in front of everyone and I imagined I could smell the lewd, musky scent of my brother's balls on her lips. It made my stomach flop like a sick animal

"It's time to cut the cake." She said and pulled me towards the kitchen.

I followed her stiffly, even managed a weak smile as we came to the seat of honor. She looked back at me and her brow creased with worry.

"What's wrong with you?" She murmured as she maneuvered me into the chair.

What was wrong with me? Oh, there were so many things I could say. So many things I could do. But, my family was there, my friends. And, worst of all, my brother was smiling smugly from behind my wife, his arms crossed.

"Yeah." He said. " What's up, little bro? You're supposed to be having fun."

The crowd laughed at this and I tried to smile despite the sickness in my stomach. I sat, frozen in that special hell as the lights went out and Wendy emerged holding my birthday cake glowing with candles.

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

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

She sets the cake down in front of me and gives me a deep, penetrating kiss. I can taste my brother in my mouth.  My stomach flips.

With her lips next to my ear, she whispers,

“Make a wish.”

She backs up and I see Logan move up behind her. His strong, muscular arm wraps around her waist and my wife's pale hands grip it. She's laughing, they're all laughing, and I realize I am crying, the candles blinding me.

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

How did I get here?

I couldn’t stand it anymore. The sickness, the shame. I lurched up from the table, my hands gripped the edges and I flung the entire thing over. The candles went flying and snuffed themselves out. Guests who, moments before, were laughing cried out in shock as frosting sprayed their legs.

I stood there, my chest heaving and my heart aching. I stared angrily at my wife who had run for the comfort of my brother's arms. Of course, she had. How often had those arms held her in the last two weeks?

Our eyes met and suddenly she knew I knew and I was gratified to see fear in her eyes. At least she had enough love for me left to feel something. She looked down at Logan’s arm and, too late, pulled away from him.

The crowd was quiet and I felt the gorge rise in my throat. I couldn’t stay there any longer. I needed to leave. I looked around the room at those faces. They weren’t happy anymore.

"Sorry, everyone." I said, stopping a gurgle in my throat. "I'm just not feeling well. Thank you all for coming."

With that, I turned and the crowd parted as I made my way through the house and to the bathroom.


Wendy

I stood still for a moment, shocked as I looked at the overturned table and the mess of cake and icing on the floor. Then, I looked up at the crowd of family and friends, their faces mirroring my shock back at me.

He knows. I said to myself and felt a pit grow in my stomach that threatened to swallow me. Gary knows.

It may have been guilt, or the way Gary had looked at me, tears in his eyes as he ran to the bathroom, but I knew that my husband knew about me and Logan. I felt a wave of pity rise up for him and I was on the verge of my own tears when Logan stepped up to help me.

"Sorry, folks!" Logan said and his charming smile and commanding presence gathered everyone's attention. "Looks like Gary's had a bit too much to drink. I think it's safe to say the party's over."

There were some mumbles from the crowd, but no one could deny the ruined cake and the absence of the birthday boy. They looked at me for confirmation, but all I could do was look helplessly back at them. I was afraid that anything I said would expose my lies and betrayal even further.

"S...sorry, everyone." I finally said. "So sorry."

Logan took charge and ushered people out the door, making excuses. I heard Gary's mom say loudly to Logan

"I don't understand. What is going on?"

"Shh, Mom." Logan said. "Gary's just being dramatic. You know how he is."

I blushed at the jab to my husband, but part of that was true. If he had found out about my infidelity, he could have waited until the party was over. He didn't need to wreck everything. I tried to ignore my own responsibility for the mess. I was the one cheating on him, I was the one that had truly wrecked things, but at that moment it was easier to blame Gary.

The people filtered out, their voices fading and I walked to the bathroom and tried the door. It was locked. I knocked softly, not knowing what else to do.

"Gary?" I said, softly. "Gary are you all right."

Nothing for a minute and I knocked again.

"Go away." Gary said and I could tell he was crying. My heart went out to him.

"Gary?" I said again and a part of me hoped I was wrong, hoped that he didn't know about me and Logan. "What's going on? What's wrong?"

"How could you?" He said and the truth slammed down on me. He knew, I didn't know how, but he knew. "How could you do that to me? With him."

I didn't have an answer. How could I explain what I felt for Logan without hurting him even further? How could I tell him that Logan made me feel happier, sexier than I had ever felt? How do you explain that through a locked door to a man you've just destroyed?

"Can you come out?" I said. "Everybody's gone. Just come out and talk to me."

Silence again. I waited, hoping he would come out and also hoping he would stay in there. I didn't know if I could explain things any better face to face, but a part of me needed to see him.

"Just go away." He said, his voice hard and cold. "Just fucking go away, you fucking bitch!"

The word took my breath away. Gary had never called me something like that in anger, never in our five years of marriage. The words struck like a knife in my guts and made me sad and angry at the same time. I didn't know what to do with those feelings so I turned and walked numbly back to the kitchen.

The table was still turned over, the mess of cake on the floor. It was a vivid reminder of the mess I had made of my life. I couldn't fix what I had done to Gary, not right now, but I could fix that mess of cake and frosting.

Tears leaked out of my eyes as I grabbed a towel and sank down to the floor. Slowly, I began wiping up pieces of the cake, but the more I worked, the more of a mess I made. I couldn't think, my mind cloudy with pain and guilt.

I didn't notice Logan until he was standing above me. I hadn't even realized he was still there. For a long moment, I stared at his black boots planted in a pile of frosting, then finally turned eyes upwards to him.

"What are you doing?" He said, staring down at me.

"What does it look like." I said bitterly. "I'm trying to clean up my mess."

"Leave it." He said and extended a hand towards me.

"I can't leave it." I said and rubbed viciously at the floor. "I have to clean it up."

I was furious at him. I was furious at myself. Couldn't he see the mess? It was awful! I was awful. If I could only get this clean maybe, maybe I could make some sense of the disaster I had made. I wasn't thinking clearly, obviously, but it didn't matter. All that mattered, in that moment, was cleaning up that fucking cake.

Logan placed a warm, strong hand on my shoulder, pressing firmly enough to make me stop. I shuddered with sobs as I wept on the floor, my tears mixing with the spent frosting.

"It doesn't matter." Logan said and placed his hard fingers under my chin and forced me to look at him. "He knows now. None of this matters."

Logan saw through my pain. I didn't know what I was going to do now, but Logan knew. He knew what I wanted, what I needed. He always had.

He knew the cake was an excuse to ignore my fear and pain and he forced me to see past the mess and look at the one thing that I wanted more than anything else.

He forced me to look at him.

"Just stop, Wendy." He said, not unkindly. "Just stop and come with me. I'll make you forget all about this."

He nodded at the cake, but what he really meant was that he would make me forget about Gary. He would make me forget about my marriage. He would take away the pain of my old life.

In that moment, lying among the ruins of my husband's cake, I wanted nothing more than to accept his offer. When he extended his hand to me again, I took it. He pulled me to my feet and he embraced me, kissing me deeply as we stood in the shattered remains of my husband's party. With his warm mouth on mine, his tongue tasting me, my world narrowed to Logan and the hot, hard presence of his body. He was the only thing left that made sense.

When he pulled away from me, I wasn't crying anymore. He looked into my eyes and smiled.

"Take me upstairs." He commanded softly. "Take me upstairs to our bedroom."

I nodded and took his hand and silently led him up the stairs.

Gary

I entered the bathroom and locked the door. Unable to stand it any longer, I fell to my knees in front of the toilet and vomited up the contents of my stomach. I stayed there for long minutes, sobbing and retching, snot dripping from my nose. I was the very picture of a pathetic husband and cuckold.

I managed to stop vomiting by the time Wendy came to the door. I was angry and hurt when I called her a bitch and even though it felt good, a part of me recoiled at the thought of insulting my wife in such a way.

Still, the harsh words had the desired effect. I heard Wendy walk away.

The worst part of the whole thing, worse even than the vomiting, was my cock was still hard. I couldn't get the image of my beautiful wife, on her knees, sucking Logan's cock with a love and attention she never gave me. It made me want to puke again, but also take out my cock and masturbate.

I couldn't do it, not here in the bathroom that smelled of fresh vomit. I realized, after long minutes leaning against the toilet, that I couldn't stay in that bathroom forever. After all, this was my house! Why should I be the one hiding?

Fueled by righteous anger, I cleaned myself up and unlocked the bathroom door.

The house was quiet. I called out for Wendy and there was no answer. I looked at the wreckage of my birthday cake as I passed through the kitchen and felt a wave of fresh guilt try to swamp me, but I fought it back with anger. Why should I feel guilty after what Wendy had done?

Still, I began to get scared as I left the kitchen. Wendy should be here, tears of remorse in her eyes, begging for my forgiveness. Instead, the house was empty and silent except for what sounded like a distant knocking from upstairs.

My heart knew what the sounds were, even if my brain rebelled at the thought. I walked through the living room as if in a nightmare, drawn on inexorably by the rhythmic pounding from upstairs.

As I placed my foot on the steps, another memory crept in. A younger, teenage me walking down the hallway, carried away by the hammering sound of wood against wall and female cries of pleasure. Except now those cries were not from Zoe, my high school crush. Instead they were Wendy's cries, so familiar yet the passion in them so alien. I have never heard her scream like that.

I wanted to stop, but just like in a bad dream, I had to look. I had to see it with my own eyes.

I looked in and saw the scene I dreaded. Logan was behind Wendy, fucking her, just as he had done to Zoe so many years before. His hand dug into my wife's golden curls in a hard grip, pulling her head back. Wendy's mouth was open and she was screaming out her pleasure, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. As I watched, she had a tremendous orgasm that rocked her whole body. She jerked against Logan's body for several seconds and despite my anguish, my cock was throbbing in my pants in sympathy with my wife's climax.

Finally, Wendy collapsed in exhausted lust. Logan looked up and saw me in the doorway. His grin was wide and evil.

"Come on in, little brother." He said.

Wendy, still coming down from her orgasm struggled up from the mattress.

"Oh, Gary." She said her voice filled with pity. "Oh, Gary, I'm so sorry."

"Don't be." Logan said and pulled Wendy up so she was standing on her knees on the bed. I could see her whole, glistening body taut as a bow as Logan turned her face away from me. "You have nothing to be sorry for."

Then, he kissed her and Wendy kissed him back. I sank to the floor, confused and heartbroken. There wasn't just lust in that kiss. There was passion. Their bodies were joined at mouth and crotch, connected.

It was so much worse than what I’d seen in my bedroom so many years ago. That had been sex. This, this was deeper than that and that kiss revealed it all to me.

I was so drawn in by the kiss that I didn't hear Logan speaking to me. I heard his voice even as Wendy continued to nuzzle at his neck like a lover.

"What?" I said.

Logan sneered and turned Wendy towards me. She didn't want to look at me. I could see the shame in her cheeks, but that didn't stop her from remaining with Logan on our marital bed.

"I said she's mine now. She has been, everyday this week. Isn't that right, Wendy?"

Wendy nodded weakly, but that wasn't good enough.

"Say it."

"I'm so sorry, Gary.” She moaned, then looked me in the eye. "I've been with him all week. Every day, while you've been at work."

Logan kissed her neck, but kept his eyes on me. Then, he laid her back down on the bed and I watched as he slid his huge, wet cock between the round cheeks of Wendy's upturned ass. I saw at once that there was no rubber on his cock. He was bare and glistening with my wife's juices.

"No." I managed to croak. "Wendy, please no."

"I'm sorry." She moaned again and Logan turned her over on her back, spreading my wife's legs.

"That's right." Logan sneered, sliding his bare cock up her puffy slit. "She let's me fuck her bareback. I've been cumming inside of her all week."

I shook my head slowly, only now comprehending just how far Wendy's betrayal had gone. She wasn't just fucking Logan, she was giving him things she never gave me. Her mouth, her pussy. Her womb.

Then, I suddenly realize something else. I touched my lips. The taste of my vomit was there, but there was a memory of another taste, another smell. Logan looked at me and laughed.

"That's right." Logan chuckled. "You've been eating my cum form your wife's pussy every night. How did it taste? Wendy said you loved it."

Wendy groaned in protest, but Logan silenced her with more kisses, pushed her to the mattress in her back with her legs flung wide open.

“There's no reason to lie now, baby." Logan murmured softly, lowering his huge body on top of her. "He knows now. There's no reason to hide your feelings."

Wendy didn't answer, refusing to look at me as she flung her arms desperately around Logan's neck, continuing to kiss him passionately while I quivered and shook on the floor. The whole time I was pleasing her, I was eating my brother's lust from her pussy. The same seed that could be impregnating her even now. It made my stomach boil greasily and if I hadn't vomited before, I would have done it right there in our bedroom. Yet, my cock was still hard, although I didn't dare touch it for fear that Logan would see.

"I have to thank you." Logan said as he broke the kiss and turned Wendy's tear streaked face to me. "She was going to let you fuck her tonight, going to let you think my baby was yours. But we don't have to do that now. Now you know she's mine."

"No!" I managed to cry, feeling the last bit of humiliation crush my soul. "Please Wendy, stop. You're mine. You're my wife."

"What do you think, baby?" Logan said, holding Wendy's face so she could look at me. "Who do you belong to, me or your husband?"

Wendy sobbed and looked at me, shaking her head. Logan let her head go and she looked up at him.

"Please, Logan. Don't do this to him. Please don't make me do this to him."

But Logan had already slipped his huge cock down over her stomach lower and lower until the fat tip was poised at the entrance to Wendy's open pussy. My wife mewled like a cat in heat as my brother swabbed his thick cock up and down her wet lips.

"You know you want it, Wen." He said and the pet name he used only made the pain worse. "You've been begging for this all week."

"Mmm...yes." Wendy whined. "I do. I do want it."

"Then tell me." Logan said and my lovely wife hissed as she felt the tip of that beautiful cock nudge open her puffy lips. "Tell me who you belong to."

"Oh God!" Wendy cried and even though I wanted her to fight, my cock was straining painfully in my pants. I knew what she wanted. How could she not? Logan was everything I wasn't. Strong. Confident. Huge. Not just his cock, but his very presence filled our bed. How could any woman fight that?

My poor, loving wife was no exception.

"You, baby!" I heard her cry out and the pain and shame crashed over me like a hammer. "I belong to you."

Logan forced her once again to turn sideways and look at me. There was such a look of desperate hunger in those eyes. I didn't even know my wife was capable of such hunger, of such need.

"Tell him." Logan growled. "Tell your husband."

"Oh, God,Gary!" Wendy cried. "I'm so sorry, baby. I'm his, baby. I'm Logan's woman now. I'm...aww."

Her words exploded into a desperate cry as Logan shoved his cock into her. Every solid inch of his glistening hard, flesh hammered deep into my wife's soft body. She couldn't look at me anymore, not when that object of her lust penetrated all the way to her unprotected womb. The place that should have been reserved for me, her husband. Instead, she had given it to my brother and my brother, just like he had my whole life, had taken it all from me.

She looked up at my brother. Logan waited above her, his cock buried inside Wendy's quivering flesh. He was waiting for something, some signal between them. A secret code that only two lovers who knew each other intimately would know.

Then, I saw it. A small nod of Wendy's head. A silent sign of approval for Logan to take her, to make her his again.

Logan smiled and looked over at me as if to say, see, I told you, and then he drove himself deep into my wife's aching body.

I expected the sex to be hot, hard fucking. The same kind of hard sex I'd seen Logan once give to Zoe Steel. I wanted it to mean nothing. I wanted it to be just sex.

But, as I watched my wife stare lovingly into Logan's eyes I saw that same love reflected in his face. This wasn't just sex. They were making love. It wasn't slow, sensual love. It was a hard, desperate pounding as my brother repeatedly slammed his long, thick cock into Wendy's open body. Logan was taking her, but not by force. She was allowing him to take he. Her legs spread wide then, like a vine growing around a tree, she wrapped her calves wrapping eagerly around his thrusting hips. He lowered himself to her and their eyes locked onto one another before their mouths met and then they were kissing. They were connected by tongue and cock and pussy. It was the most intimate, hottest sex I'd ever seen. And it was happening between my wife and my brother.

The greasy tendrils of lust grew in my cock and my balls. I longed to free my cock from its prison. But I couldn't. I couldn't give Logan that satisfaction of seeing me succumb to my lust the way my wife had. So I watched, helpless has Wendy gave herself body and soul to the man that had ruined my life.

"Fuck!" I heard Logan moan, desperately. “Fuck you are so good, Wendy."

Wendy showered his neck and cheeks with kisses of appreciation.

"You too, baby! You feel so fucking good inside of me! You feel better than Gary, better than anyone!”

Logan groaned and I realized those words had him close to cumming. My humiliation figured into his lust and Wendy was feeding it, giving him my pride the same way she gave him her body.

It was a game between them, a game to make them hot, but there was more to it than that. Logan was building to something, something in his voice shook with a deeper need and my heart stopped when I heard it escape his lips.

"I love you, Wendy."

Wendy's eyes snapped open. Logan slowed his pace to a crawl and I watched in agonizing pain as I saw fresh tears enter my wife's eyes. Not tears of pain, or shame, but tears of joy.

"What?" She gasped as if she couldn't believe it. "What did you say?"

Logan smiled down at her warmly, his eyes full of fear, lust and love. I had never seen him so exposed.

"I love you." Logan said.

"Oh my God!" Wendy moaned and she risked a look at me, saw despair written all over my face. Logan began moving inside of her, rocking her slowly back and forth on the bed, making it impossible for her to think. Her eyes turned from me and back to my brother.

No! No! No!

My voice screamed in my head, but it wasn't enough. It wasn't enough to drown out the desperate cries of my wife.

"I love you too, Logan." She said to him as Logan regained his rhythm, slamming into her with wet smacks of hot flesh. "I love you."

"You should have married me." Logan grunted, his body tensing with each thrust as he neared his orgasm. "You should have married me instead of that bastard!"

I moaned at the words, but neither of them heard me. Logan was close to coming, but he held himself back with what must have been a superhuman effort. If my wife had been this submissive to me, had been laid bare like that for me, I would have cum already. Even just watching without touching myself had me at the edge. I couldn't imagine the will it took Logan to hold back his orgasm.

But hold back he did. He wanted one more thing from my wife. One last bit of submission to destroy any illusions I might have that this was still my Wendy. That she was still the woman I had married.

"Say it, Wendy." Logan hissed between his teeth. "Tell me you married the wrong brother!"

"No!" Wendy cried and I felt a flare of hope bloom in my chest. My wife may have succumbed to my brother’s body but he couldn't take away our marriage.

Logan pounded her even harder, his hard body rubbing against every inch of her sweaty skin. His face was inches from hers and he was huffing hot words in her ear.

"Say it." Logan growled."Tell me you.married the wrong brother."

Wendy was moaning now. Her own orgasm was close. I'd never seen her so desperately filled with lust in my life. She tried to hold out. Tried to hold on to the last scrap of our marriage. But, in the end her lust and her love for my brother was too powerful.

My heart stopped when I saw Wendy's eyes open and she looked at me.

“I'm so sorry, Gary.” She moaned. “So, so sorry.”

And then she looked deep into Logan’s cold, blue eyes and she gave him everything.

“I did!” She cried. “I did marry the wrong brother!”

I closed my eyes in despair and willed the backness to take me away from this nightmare, but I couldn't shut out the moans. I listened as Logan finally achieved his absolute power over me and my wife. The bed thumped hard against the wall my Wendy’s cries pierced my heart as I heard sounds from her throat the likes of which I'd never imagined. Logan was grunting with her and I could hear him tell her that he loved her, loved her more than I ever could. He grunted the words until they became unintelligible cries.

I opened my eyes at the last possible moment and saw Logan’s glistening body tense, every muscle tight and thrusting deep into Wendy’s body. Wendy had lost her voice, her mouth open and her eyes closed. Her face was a perfect picture of love and passion, the kind of love and passion I had always wanted and could never elicit from her.

Logan held himself above her letting his seed spurt it’s life-giving power into Wendy’s body. That image will forever be burned in my mind, the image of my brother taking my wife from me.

It seemed to last forever. I wanted to scream, but like Wendy I had lost my voice in the all of that passion. Finally, Logan collapsed on top of her. He had given her every bit of his powerful strength and now, exhausted, he lay cradled lovingly in Wendy’s arms as she ran her hands through the tiny hairs on the back of his neck.

“I love you.” He said again and this time Wendy responded with no hesitation.

“I love you too.” She said and kissed him. “I love you, Logan.”

***

I didn’t know what to do. I was too afraid to move. The two of them seemed to have forgotten all about me and, like a beaten puppy, all I wanted to do was slink away and nurse the terrible wounds that I had suffered. However, I was afraid to move, afraid they would notice me and something even more awful would happen. I was trapped by my own fear and lust.

Logan was the first to move. He rolled off of Wendy and gave a contented sigh, his large body lying back on the bed. He even gave a little laugh of happiness and Wendy giggled with him.

Wendy lay with her legs open, still too tired by her orgasm to move. I moved a little, shufffling quietly and suddenly I saw it. Her ravaged, pouting pussy spread wide. The pink flesh was wet and dripping. Sliding down the folds of glistening flesh were white pearls of Logan’s cum. My mouth went dry as I watched her body relax and more cum spilled from her pussy. She was going to get pregnant with Logan’s baby. She loved Logan. There was nothing I could do about.

But, deep in my despair a glimmer of light emerged. There was one thing over the last two weeks that I knew that my wife loved. Something I could do to remind her of my presence, my overwhelming love for her.

I crawled slowly across the floor so that neither of them would hear me. I didn’t want Logan to see me, I didn’t want him to watch me crawl on my knees to my wife. But, I needed to do this. If not for Wendy, then at least for myself.

I made it to the edge of the bed and was on the bed before Wendy noticed my presence.

“Gary?” She said sleepily. Clearly she had forgotten I was even there.

I looked over at Logan. He seemed to be sleeping, his arm thrown over his face. I looked down at Wendy and shook my head, holding a finger to my lips. I didn’t know if it would work, but she said nothing as I dipped my head down, down, down between her legs.

“Oh, shit, Gary, no.” She moaned, but she didn't close her legs as I pushed my face into her pussy.

The smell was incredible and awful all at the same time. I had become used to the rank, animal smell of what I thought was my wife's pussy but was actually her sex changed by Logan's seed. She must have made some attempt to clean herself before, because now that rank, acrid stench was much stronger. Plus, now I knew. I knew that I was about to eat my brother's cum from her pussy. I also knew that same cum was coating her her womb even as I took in her scent, making a child that was not mine growing in her belly.

All of it made me sick and the gorge rose in the back of my throat. Yet, I had to do this. I had to show my wife that I could still give her pleasure.

Her body jerked as my tongue flicked out and a dollop of Logan's cream spread out on my tongue. It wasn't so bad. The fresh cum actually tasted better, less salty and thick then before. I gave another lick, and another. I grinned into Wendy's puffy lips when I felt her quiver. She was responding to my mouth, just like she had before. The combination of being eaten must be multiplied by my humiliation. Why else would she have had me clean her every night? Why else would she do this? The very thought of me cleaning her pussy of my brother's cum turned her on so much, she wasn't about to make me stop.

"That's it, Gary!" She moaned and the words were music to my ears. "Deeper, baby! Stick your tongue in deeper!"

I eagerly complied. Fresh waves of smelly, thick cum spilled into my mouth, but I fought down my revulsion. At one point, the revulsion changed to pleasure and I was aware of my own arousal, still aching and hot in my pants. I dug deeper, using my fingers. Her cunt gave a large belch and I swallowed another burst of Logan's cum. He had cum so much! So much was in her pussy. How much was even now surrounding her soft, fertile eggs?

The thought spurred me on until finally Wendy could stand it no more. She gripped my hair painfully and humped my face, using me to reach her orgasm. She cried out as she came and the sound made my heart leap with happiness. She was still mine, still my wife and I could still give her pleasure.

I rose up between her legs, my face covered with spit, pussy juices and my own brother's cum. I kissed Wendy and she kissed me back. My body instinctively jumped between her legs and my hand fumbled with my pants, freeing my turgid cock. I had to have her. I had cleaned her after all, it was only right I have a chance to reclaim her.

My cock was out and I felt her burning pussy against my shaft. I was searching for entry into her slippery hole when Wendy broke our kiss

"Gary?" She moaned. “Gary, what are you doing?"

"I need you." I said desperately. "I need you so bad."

I moved to enter her, but she put a hand over her pussy, blocking my cock.

"No." She said. " You can't do that."

I was crying in frustration now, my cock humping against her hand, trying to gain entry.

"Please." I whined. "Wendy, I'm your husband."

"I know." Wendy said cooly. "But, I'm Logan's now. You know that. I can't cheat on him."

The words made no sense to me. It was me she was cheating on. How could it be cheating when you were married?

"But…" I whined pathetically, like a child whining to his mother. "But, it's my birthday."

"Happy Birthday, Gary." A deep, low voice said in my ear.

Then, Logan's viselike grip came down on my shoulder and with one hand he flung me backward. I fell off the edge of the bed, still reaching for my wife. It felt like I was falling in slow motion, watching as Logan laughed and Wendy looked up at him with glowing eyes. I was reaching out, but Wendy was already reaching for my brother.

Then, I hit the floor, the pain shooting up my buttocks and into my stomach. My poor, little cock flounced helplessly against my stomach as I landed, my pants still down around my ankles. I groaned in pain as I lay on my back, listening to Logan speak softly to my wife.

"You ready for your man, Wen?"Logan said. "Are you ready for the one you really want?"

"Oh yes;" I heard Wendy gush. "I'm always ready for you, baby!"

"Good girl." Logan said like a proud father. "I love you, Wendy.".

"Oh God, I love you too, Logan!" Wendy said. "I'll love you forever."

I scooted back painfully, sliding my bruised body back until I could prop myself up against the wall. I could see them, then, their two beautiful bodies locked together. Wendy's legs were wrapped around Logan's muscular buttocks, urging him on as they kissed deeply and hungrily. Their bodies moved in unison, like dancers, reaching heights of ecstasy I would never know.

I had never had that connection with Wendy. I never would. I realized with bittersweet pain that she was now my crush. Like Zoe had been. She would be close. I would be able to see her, even touch her, but I would never be able to have her.

Those thoughts on my mind, I grabbed my cock. I was no longer worried if they saw me. I needed the release that only my hand could give me now. I jerked myself furiously, not waiting for them to finish and within seconds I was shooting a thin, wasted stream of cum across my belly. I breathed heavily, coming down from my quick and dirty orgasm, my wife's cries loud in my ears.

I laid back against the wall, my cock going limp as Wendy made love to my brother.

The stronger brother. The better brother.

The right brother.


Epilogue

Gary

One year later...

The first hot day of summer came and Wendy and I agreed that it would be a good time to have our yearly cookout. Just a small get together. My mom, my sister and her husband. My nieces and nephews.

And Logan.

Logan was already at the house. Had never left, actually, since that night of my birthday. He had taken up residence in my marital bedroom with my wife while I was forced to sleep down the hall. The consummation of their relationship did nothing to cool their ardor and I listened, night after night to my wife and my brother making love in my bed. The pain was awful, but I never failed to get hot and I would jerk off to their lovemaking. They had more sex in the last year than Wendy and I had had in the previous five. Consequently, I had more orgasms than I had in my entire life.

It was wrong. It was painful. But I couldn't find the strength to leave. Especially on those nights that Wendy would sneak into my room wearing nothing but her nightshirt. She would smile down at me sweetly, just like old times, then straddle my face so I could clean my brother's cum from her pussy. Sometimes, she would even reach down and murmur to me as she jerked me off. On our anniversary she spent the night, snuggled close to me. When I tried to initiate sex, she shut me down, refusing to cheat on Logan. Instead, she let me spoon her, my rock hard cock throbbing against her soft buttocks all night. It was worse than if she hadn't stayed, having her so close yet unable to relieve my tension. But, the next day after she left, I had the most intense orgasm ever, the denial making everything that much more powerful. I wanted more than ever to do that again.

I was prepping the steaks when Wendy came in the kitchen. She brushed by me and I felt a little bump as she deliberately hit me with swing of her hips. It was a flirtatious move, so much like the old Wendy, I smiled. It felt almost like old times, like the last year hadn't happened and we were happily married, with me blithely believing I was enough for my wife.

Wendy rubbed my back and I turned, but she wasn't looking at me. Instead, she was looking out the window at my family on the front lawn.

“Your mom looks so happy!” She said.

I looked out the window and saw my mom with the newest addition to the family. Nine months after my birthday, nearly to the day, Logan Jr. was born. Named after his father, the baby encroached on Wendy's time with me. I worked, came home and, as often as not, I would watch little Logan while Wendy and my brother went on dates. There was no illusion that I was the father. I was uncle Gary from the first and that more than anything solidified my lower position in the family.

He was a fat, happy baby boy and of course he was gorgeous. He looked a little like both Logan and I, but my mom had been quick to point out that he looked exactly like Logan as a baby. She was sure that he was going to be big and strong, just like his daddy.

That had almost been the final straw. If I was going to walk away from our marriage, it would have been Wendy’s decision to tell my family and friends that the baby was not mine. It was now no secret that Logan was living in our house and that he and Wendy were living as man and wife.

My mom had been unable to understand it at first, but when she heard that her favorite son was having a son, she melted. Now, as she bounced that lovely little boy on her lap, I could see that she was happier now than she had been in a long time. She was happier than she had ever been with me.

Her attitude with Wendy had changed too. She treated my wife like a true daughter and I knew it was because Logan loved her and that Wendy had finally given her a grandson she had wanted for so long. That fact that it was Logan’s made it perfect

Rachel and Bob had been less convinced, but their pitying looks at me were almost worse than my mom’s effusive love. All of it together had been enough to leave me in a stew of humiliation and depression. I laid in bed the night after we told my family, really contemplating leaving it all for a life far away from anyone who knew me.

That was when Wendy had snuck into my bedroom. She was pregnant, her belly heavy with Logan’s baby. She was glowing.

She had been especially sweet and, after I had licked her pussy she gifted me with something she had never done before. She took me into her mouth and sucked my cock. She made it last too, not like her perfunctory handjobs. She licked and sucked my cock as if she loved it and talked to me about how much she loved her new family and how much she needed me to be a part of it. She couldn’t do it without me, she had said, her tongue flicking over the head of my cock.

When I came that night, she swallowed, the first and only time she has ever done it.

I was still delirious from her blowjob when she crawled up my body and kissed me, feeding me the last bit of my own cum. It was sour and thin, not like Logan’s, but it tasted heavenly when I took it hungrily from her lips.

There was no question of me leaving after that.

“Yeah, she does.” I said, unable to keep the hurt from my voice.

“Aww.” Wendy pouted and came up behind me, sliding her hands around my waist. “Does it still make you mad that your mom loves the fact that I had Logan’s baby and not yours?”

“Wendy, stop.” I said, but her hands were sliding down my body, rubbing the front of my crotch.

“You’re hard.” She said, as I felt her soft, milk scented body rub against me.

“I’m always hard around you.” I croaked, trying to push myself back.

“I know.” She giggled in my ear, but didn’t let me go. “I see you watching me all the time. So does Logan. It makes him jealous.”

“Jealous?” I said, surprised. “Of me?”

“Sure.” She said and her hand was rubbing softly against my pants. “He doesn’t understand why I don’t kick you out. You know that, right?”

“N...no.” I croaked and my cock was crawling to attention in my pants even as I watched my family outside enjoying the new summer sunshine. “I didn’t know.”

“There were so many times he wanted to beat your ass for looking at me.” She said and I shivered in excitement and fear. “The sex is incredible when he gets like that.”

“Wendy, we can’t do this here.” I said. Rachel was tickling Logan Jr. while Bob ran around chasing after my niece and nephew. At any moment someone could walk in, including Logan himself.

“Don’t you want to know why I don’t make you leave?” She said in my ear and her hand was rubbing me harder now.

“Y...yes.” I moaned. “Why am I still here?”

“Because I need you, Gary.” She said and she stopped stroking me, leaving me panting. “You’ve always loved me and you will always love me. You are my rock, the one person I can rely on to always be there for me, no matter what I do.”

I wanted to argue with that, but I couldn't. After all, hadn’t I already borne everything she could dish out and I was still here?

She hugged me close and let me take in her softer, post-baby body and the tantalizing smell of baby’s milk. Milk my brother had put there, turning my wife into a wife and mother in a way she never would have let me do. Her hands returned to my cock again, rubbing me through my pants.

“The doctor said it’s ok for me to have sex again.” She said and my cock jumped against her palm. “Ooh! You like that idea.”

I groaned as she chuckled in my ear.

“Logan wants to get me pregnant again.” She said and I was hard, hard as a rock and I felt the cold, sticky spot of precum kiss the tip of my cock.

“You know.” She murmured, rubbing me harder. “I never knew if I really wanted to have kids. Not when we were together. But, after being with Logan, I can’t imagine not having another one.”

There were tears in my eyes. My worst fears answered. She had never really wanted children with me. She had never felt that primal need to be a mother until Logan had taken her with his huge cock and his hard, alpha male body. It wasn’t that she hadn’t wanted to be a mother. She just needed the right man to breed her and fill her with his seed.

I was losing it. The pain and pleasure made my balls grow tight. Still, Wendy didn’t let up with her stroking or her cruel, velvety words.

“I’m going to need you even more, baby.” She said. “I’m going to need you to take care of little Logan while your brother gets me pregnant again. I’m going to need you to clean me up and take care of me, just like you always have.”

I moaned, looking at my happy family just outside the window. I tried to hold back my orgasm, but there was nothing I could do. Wendy rubbed me even harder and I spurted out my wasted load into my boxers. My cum was hot and wet and it matched the hot shame in my heart.

Wendy held me close as I came, letting me feel the warm, motherly body that had been taken from me. Finally, she let me go, her warmth lifted away like a blanket leaving me shivering cold.

“Wow!” She said looking at her wet, sticky hand. “Looks like you needed that!”

She laughed as she rubbed her hands on a dish towel and wiping away my useless lust. She smiled down at the huge, wet stain on the front of my pants.

“You’d better go clean yourself up.” She smiled. “You don’t want your mommy to see you like that. Then, can you bring the steaks out for Logan to grill? He wants to do the honors tonight.”

I said nothing, just nodded and Wendy gave me a kiss on the cheek. She rubbed the spot for a moment and gave me a warm smile which melted my heart, just like always.

“I know I can always count on you, Gary.”

She gave me a final pat on the cheek and I watched her walk out of the kitchen, leaving me alone.

I looked down at my wet pants and I felt ashamed, but I also felt something else. I felt love. Wendy needed me, she had said so. She would never make me leave because she needed me to support her, no matter what.

And I would stay. Wendy herself had said it a year ago in this very kitchen. The heart wants what the heart wants. Wendy’s heart wanted Logan and the children he would give her.

And, God help me, my heart still wanted Wendy.

I sighed and headed upstairs to my room to change my pants.

The End
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