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  Preface


   


  One cabin. Three big, burly huntsmen… and one curious, eager wife.


   


  What could go wrong?


   


  I’m taking a short break from novellas to bring you this super-hot, smut-filled short to enjoy.


   


  Have fun,


   


  ~ Emilia.
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  More Wife Sharing Stories by Emilia Steele


  Chapter 1


   


  The Oregon forest looked absolutely stunning, all vibrant, lush greens and warm browns. The dense forest stretched out for miles and miles; a welcome retreat from my hectic life in LA. The only thing that drew my eye, however, was my gorgeous wife.


   


  Ruby was wearing denim hot pants and a tight, white top, that showed plenty of cleavage. Not a hiker’s first choice of dress, but Ruby always picked fashion over function. She was a model and an actress, so it came with the job.


   


  Technically, I was there ‘on the job’ as well. I was a cinematographer by day, and erotic photographer by night. I volunteered to scout out some possible locations for an upcoming film in the Oregon wilderness, but truth be told, I was really vacationing with Ruby on the studio’s dime.


   


  We met on set half a decade ago, and it was love at first sight. I’d never seen a more beautiful woman. The dimples in her cheeks when she laughed, the light freckles on her cute-as-a-button nose, her golden blonde hair that looked nonchalant no matter what way she styled it, I loved every single bit of it. To me, she was absolutely perfect.


   


  To my shock, she felt the same way about me, and after a whirlwind romance we got married, and the spark has been there ever since. I can honestly say that I am obsessed with her beautiful body, and immortalizing her fine features on film is my favorite past-time.


   


  She has entertained my hobby as an erotic photographer, although she’s strictly forbidden me from ever sharing my work with another living soul. Reluctantly, I agreed to her demands, and I’ve kept true to my word. I have, however, taken good care to preserve my work for future generations to enjoy…


  


  My hearts biggest desire is to photograph Ruby with another man. I want to capture every last detail of my wife’s face when she’s lost in the throes of passion. I want to see her eyebrows scrunch up as she’s penetrated, I want to see her eyes shut tight as she surrenders herself to lust, and I want to see her mouth hang open and her tongue dart out as she loses herself in orgasm.


   


  I can’t do that properly when I’m behind the camera. However, Ruby has always categorically rejected these fantasies.


   


  Until we took shelter from a sudden downpour in a cabin with three well-built huntsmen.


   


  Then everything changed.


   


  * * *


   


  We had been so absorbed in our hike we barely noticed the skies darkening until it was too late. The tremendous pour of rain took us completely by surprise. Our tent was over a two-hour march away, and we were by no means dressed to weather a storm.


  


  The cabin was a godsend.


   


  I caught a glimpse of it in the distance right as the storm broke, the first thick drops softly trickling down on us before the heaven opened it’s floodgates.


   


  I grabbed my wife by the hand as we descended the hill, shielding my expensive camera from the rain with my body as we made a break for it. We didn’t quite make it in time. The rain was so heavy that it completely soaked us within a matter of seconds.


   


  We burst through the cabin door, my body heaving with every breath, having sprinted half a mile. Greeting us were three burly, bearded men, with cocked shotguns aimed right at us. My heart skipped a beat.


   


  “Holy shit, you scared the shit out of us,” the one to the left said. He was the tallest of the bunch, sporting an impressive, black, bushy beard. “I thought you were a damn bear! Cooper, why didn’t you lock the damn door?!”


   


  The man to the right rubbed the back of his neck sheepishly. “Thought I did,” he said. He was a bit shorter and stockier than his mate, with chestnut-brown hair and matching eyes.


   


  “Sorry to intrude,” I said, still wheezing. “The rain took us by surprise, and we ran for the first shelter we could find.”


   


  The men lowered their guns. “What the hell are you two doing all the way out here? Don’t look you belong,” the leader gruffed. His eyes traveled over our gear, and lack thereof, with a look of disapproval. His gaze lingered on my wife longer than on me, and when I followed his stare, I instantly saw why.


   


  Her white cotton tank-top had become completely transparent by the rain, nearly exposing her entire chest to these three strangers. Moreover, Ruby was bent over at the waist, her hands resting on her knees as she gathered her breath, providing the men with an excellent view down her flimsy top.


   


  “I’m a photographer from LA,” I said, flashing them my camera. I prayed it didn’t have any water-damage. “I’m Wes, and this is my wife, Ruby.” I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. She looked up at me with big, scared eyes, her hands rubbing her sides for some warmth.


   


  “We’re out here to scout out locations for a film, and went on a hike this afternoon… as I said, the rain took us by surprise. Our tent with all our belongings is a two-hour march west. Could we please weather the storm here?”


   


  “Storm’s been coming all day,” the man snorted. “Out-of-towners…”


   


  “We can’t send them out there, Gage,” the ginger-bearded man at the back said. “It’ll rain for hours, and it’s getting dark soon. They’re get lost.”


   


  Gage rubbed his temples. “You’re right,” he said. “You two will have to stay the night.”


   


  I swallowed the lump in my throat. Spending an entire night with three husky, well-armed hunters in a cabin in the woods, along with my scantily clad wife… this was a recipe for disaster.


   


  Yet, we had no other choice.


   


  “Thank you,” I said.


   


  Gage wandered out of the room, muttering curses and shaking his head. Not a fan of company, it seemed.


   


  “Don’t mind him,” the red-bearded man told us as he handed us a pair of towels. “He’s just a curmudgeon. I’m Sawyer, that’s Cooper, and you just met Gage. Welcome to our little cabin! It ain’t much, but it sure as hell beats being out there right now.”


   


  Cooper tipped his hat. “Hiya.”


   


  My wife and I thanked him for the towels and dried ourselves as best as we could, but our clothes were still thoroughly soaked.


   


  “Wait a dang second,” Cooper said. “I recognize you. Ruby, was it? As in Ruby Rixon? The actress?”


   


  My wife smiled sheepishly. Even in the middle of thewoods she couldn’t escape her fame. “Yes,” she admitted. “That’s me.”


   


  “Wow!” Cooper said. “Never thought I’d see the day! A bona fide Hollywood hot shot, here in our cabin! What are the odds!”


   


  “I’m no hot shot,” Ruby said. “But thank you.”


   


  “I’m a big fan,” Cooper continued. “I loved you in The Galactic Hunt! Tell me, I’ve always wondered—”


   


  “I’m happy to answer all your questions,” Ruby said, interrupting him, “but do you perhaps have something dry for me to put on first? I’m freezing.”


   


  “Oh of course, excuse me! Where are my manners!” Cooper said. He disappeared into the back room and came back out clutching some of his own clothing. “I don’t think it’ll fit, but, it’s better than nothing. Bathroom’s that-a-way.”


   


  Ruby and I changed into the hunter’s clothing in the small bathroom. My wife stripped off all her clothes and hung them out to dry. The T-shirt Cooper had given her was several sizes too big. If you glanced down her top, you could see her entire naked chest.


   


  “What do you think?” I whispered as I got dressed.


   


  Ruby shrugged. “They seem nice,” she said. “Could be worse.”


   


  I nodded. “Scared the crap out of me though! When I saw their guns I thought we were in deep shit…”


   


  “Me too,” Ruby answered. “But they seem like decent folk.”


   


  “Do you think they’d mind if I took some photos of them? I’ve never seen men more quintessential frontiersmen than these three.”


   


  “Is that the first thing on your mind?” Ruby said with a laugh. “You don’t change, do you, Wes?”


   


  “Guilty as charged.”


   


  “No harm in asking. They are strikingly attractive, if I do say so myself,” she whispered. “Wouldn’t look out of place in a mountaineering ad, not one bit. All muscle and beard.”


   


  She stepped into the baggy camo-pants Cooper had graciously lent us. She had to hold onto its waist to prevent it from sliding down to her knees, as she was stark naked underneath. “This’ll have to do,” she sighed.


   


  Cooper and Sawyer had lit up the fireplace, and Gage was sitting in a chair, cleaning his nails with a big knife.


   


  “How do we look?” I asked.


   


  The three men burst out laughing when they saw the odd-fit of their oversized hunter gear on our lean bodies.


   


  “Like a bunch of clowns,” Sawyer grinned, and I had to agree with him.


   


  “Never thought I’d get to see Ruby Rixon in my camo pants!” Cooper said.


   


  “I thought you wanted to get into Ruby’s pants, not the other way around,” Gage grinned.


   


  Cooper turned a bright shade of red as the two men laughed at his expense. I detected a naughty smirk on my wife’s lips as well.


   


  “Place your clothes around the fire,” Sawyer told us. “They’ll dry faster that way. Bathroom gets cold at night, they’ll still be soaking wet come morn.”


   


  We followed his suggestion, and a few minutes later we were all sitting huddled around the flames, my wife’s bright red panties and bra front and center for everyone to ogle.


   


  Cooper quizzed my wife on her acting career, while I took the moment to check the state of my camera. To my relief it still seemed to be in full working order.


   


  At the time I had no idea that my innocent question for some photographs was going to forever alter the course of my marriage…


   


  ***


  Chapter 2


   


  “Do you mind if I take some photographs?” I asked Gage.


   


  He frowned and shook his head. “I’m not looking to get ‘discovered’, city boy.”


   


  “They’re just for my personal collection,” I said. “The least you can let me do is repay your hospitality with some nice photographs.”


   


  “Come on, don’t be a prick,” Sawyer said on my behalf. “Let the man fiddle if he wants to. What’s the harm?”


   


  Gage stroked his thick, bushy beard thoughtfully, looking down at me with dark eyes bristling with contempt.


   


  “Fine,” he grumbled. “But no one gets to see them except for me, is that clear?”


   


  “Affirmative,” I said.


   


  I’d dealt with men like Gage in the past, though none had his intimidating posture and menacing stare. A little sweet-talking is usually all it took to get any person in front of my lens, and luckily, Gage was no different.


   


  Despite his comments, he very well could be ‘discovered’. He had a very distinctive, ruggedly attractive face. Perfect for the role of a motorcycle gang president in a movie. With his nearly seven feet tall frame, broad shoulders and impressive beard, he totally fit the part.


   


  I didn’t mention this to him, of course. For some reason I didn’t think he’d take it as a compliment.


   


  I snapped some photos of him while he did his best to ignore me.


   


  “Hiya, Wes,” Cooper said, waving at me. “How about a picture of me and Ruby? No one else is going to believe me otherwise! I mean, if you don’t mind?”


   


  Ruby smiled. “No problem, Coop.”


   


  Cooper smiled broadly, a wide, ear-to-ear smile. “This is amazing,” he grinned. I loved seeing the boyish excitement in this giant man, just because he’s seen my wife on the silver screen.


   


  “Sit on his lap,” I instructed my wife. “He’s too tall to get you two in the same frame.”


   


  This was a half-truth. I could’ve made it work, but I also wanted to see my wife sit on the man’s lap.


   


  Ruby looked at me, furrowing her eyebrows for a split second before she agreed. “Okay, if you say so,” she said as she sat down on Cooper’s lap.


   


  His big grin got even wider now that the object of his affection was sitting on his knee.


   


  “Don’t be afraid to hold her,” I instructed him. “Grab her waist.”


   


  Cooper did as I instructed him, carefully placing his hand on my wife’s side.


   


  “That’s it, don’t be shy,” I said as I snapped some photographs. “That’s it. Perfect. Now look at each other.”


   


  I knew Cooper just wanted a simple picture proving that they’d met, but I wasn’t going to let this chance go to waste. I made them pose in several different ways, making the most out of the opportunity.


   


  Sawyer and Gage watched me work with interest, and from their lifted eyebrows I felt something resembling respect. I knew that these were men who worked with their hands, and to them, I was probably just a Hollywood phony, a charlatan, so gaining their respect made me feel proud of my line of work.


   


  I instructed Ruby to rest her back against Cooper’s chest and look off into the distance. She followed my command without question — not realizing that Cooper could now see right down her shirt, getting an eyeful of her luscious, full orbs. He turned as red as a beet, glancing nervously at me, his eyes gleaming with guilt, but I didn’t react at all.


   


  Outwardly, that is. On the inside I was getting more aroused by the second. I finally was getting my wife to pose with another man… the perfect time to push my luck and see what would happen.


   


  “Perfect,” I croaked. “Sawyer, do you want to be next?”


   


  The red-haired man looked at me quizzically. What had just happened wasn’t lost on him or Gage. “Alright, if that’s what you want,” he said as he got up. “Move, Coop.”


   


  Reluctantly, Cooper let go off my wife, and Sawyer took his place in the wooden-chair. He grabbed my wife by the waist and pulled her onto his lap, his hands holding her sides tightly. Sawyer wasn’t as shy as his friend.


   


  Ruby rolled her eyes at me. “Turning this into one of your photo shoots again?”


   


  “Just roll with it,” I said as I took their picture.


   


  “Fine,” Ruby said with a playful smirk, wiggling her bottom into Sawyer’s lap. The red-haired men rested his hands on her stomach, holding her petite frame pressed tightly against his, and I saw the gleam of excitement appearing in my wife’s eye.


   


  I knew that look all too well. She pretended like she was doing this to humor me, but I knew her better than that. She was an exhibitionist at heart. After all, she was a model and an actress.


   


  Sawyer wasn’t coy at all about glancing down her shirt to ogle her fine breasts. He even tugged at the bottom of her shirt so that the collar of her shirt opened wider, providing him with a better view.


   


  When Ruby realized what was going on, she swatted his hands away, her cheeks rosy. “Hey, cut it out!” She protested, but with a smile.


   


  Gage’s turn was next… but he had no intention of playing by the rules.


   


  ***


  Chapter 3


   


  “Good,” I said, my mouth dry. “Excellent. Gage, it’s your turn.”


   


  The tall man got up with a grunt. He sat down in the chair and pulled my wife onto his lap, looking at me with dark, brooding eyes. My heart skipped a beat as he stared directly into my soul. Gage wasn’t going to play as nice as his two mates had… and the thought made my erection throb. He held my wife tightly, pressing her down onto his lap.


   


  “I don’t get it,” he said, his voice a low grumble. “What’s my… whatchamacallit… motivation here?”


   


  “Your motivation for this ‘shoot? Uhm, you two are… long lost lovers… and now you’re finally re-united. Does that work for you?”


   


  “Long lost lovers, huh?” Gage said, sliding his hand under Ruby’s shirt, resting it on her flat stomach. “I could see that.”


   


  My wife looked at me, her eyes big with concern. I nodded and continued shooting pictures, my cock straining against the fabric of my pants.


   


  Gage lifted my wife by the waist as if she was weightless and turned her around, so that she was now straddling his lap, facing him. “Your ass was pressing into my cock too much,” he said with a snarl, making his two mates laugh.


   


  I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. I’d asked my wife to sit in Gage’s lap, and he was going to milk this opportunity for all it was worth.


   


  He rested his hands on her naked lower back, the crack of her ass clearly visible to me now. Her clothing was a few sizes too big, so any moment his could slide down and cup a full feel of her ass…


   


  “That’s quite a sight,” he grunted as he looked down her top. I walked around the couple so that I could photograph them from the back, with Ruby facing me.


   


  The look on Ruby’s face made me stop dead in my tracks.


   


  I knew that look all too well.


   


  It was the look of pure arousal.


   


  She was staring at me through half-open eyelids, her mouth hanging open, her body heaving up and down with every breath. Her baby blue eyes were filled with lust.


   


  If I wanted to put a stop to this, I had to do it now. Now. If I hesitated, I could very well be surrendering my barely dressed wife to three burly huntsmen.


   


  I swallowed the large lump in my throat, my hands shaking so much I could barely keep the camera steady. “That’s it,” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “Look at the camera.”


   


  I could see down her top as well, her large breasts clearly visible, just begging to be touched. What happened next made me question if I was dreaming.


   


  Without hesitation Gage stuck his hand up her shirt and squeezed her right breast roughly, his dirty fingers digging into her soft, white skin. “Nice tits,” he said as he molested my wife, rolling her breast around in his hand.


   


  Ruby didn’t move a muscle to protest. She had surrendered all control of the situation over to me, and I had conceded it to Gage, and he was going to take full advantage of my hospitality. He squeezed and mauled her breasts, pinching and tugging at her rock-hard nipples.


   


  “Fucking nice titties,” he grunted.


   


  I did the only thing I knew how. I took pictures. I snapped photographs of Gage’s grubby hands pawing at my wife’s chest, his fingers digging into her skin, this thumbs pulling at her sensitive nipples.


   


  Sawyer and Cooper were staring at the scene in disbelief. I felt that they were looking at me, waiting for me to explode in anger, but I acted like I was none the wiser.


   


  I saw that Gage’s other hand had slipped into the back of her oversized pants, clutching a full hand of my wife’s round, firm ass. I was so excited, I barely knew where to look.


   


  “That’s it, take out my cock,” Gage grunted, and I nearly fainted as all the blood in my body rushed to my cock. Ruby had unbuttoned the bearded man’s pants, and his giant cock was sticking out the top.


   


  Everything about Gage was oversized, and his cock doubly so. It reached all the way to his naval, a big, throbbing vein running up its length, pulsing with excitement. It was as thick as my wrist, and as long as my underarm.


   


  No doubt my wife had felt that monster pressing against her all along, explaining why she was so extremely horny all of a sudden.


   


  Her hands rubbed the big, purple head of his penis, big droplets of pre-cum glistening out the slit on top, coating his cock in his juices. I could smell the strong aroma of his cock, the stench filling up the entire cabin. This men had probably been out hunting all day, and they smelled like it, but it was an aphrodisiac for my wife.


   


  Gage ripped Cooper’s shirt from my wife’s body, throwing it back at him, freeing her breasts.


   


  “That’s more like it,” he grunted as he grasped two handfuls of my wife’s firm, naked tits. “Have any of you two ever seen titties this nice?”


   


  Sawyer and Cooper shook their heads. “Hell no,” Sawyer said. “Fucking nice.”


   


  Cooper’s mouth was hanging wide open. He’d been a fan of my wife, and now he was seeing her stripped right in front of his very eyes. This wasn’t only my biggest fantasy come to life, but Coop’s as well.


   


  Ruby stood up and Gage pulled down her pants with one fell swoop. She was completely naked in front of not one, not two, but three strangers, her glorious body free for them to ogle.


   


  “I love a shaved cunt,” Gage said coarsely as he cupped my wife’s pussy with one hand, pressing his fingers against her entrance. To my surprise his fingers slid in easily, proving that she was completely soaked with juices.


   


  All the while I kept shooting pictures, one after another, not wanting to miss a single moment of this debauchery. I was afraid that if I spoke, I’d break the spell, so I kept quiet, watching breathlessly.


   


  Gage pulled down his own trousers and underwear, his big, floppy cock bouncing freely between his legs. He grabbed my wife’s thighs and pulled her back onto his lap, his cock pressing against her soft stomach, grabbing a handful of her supple ass.


   


  His other hand went to the back of her neck, pulling her mouth down onto his. They exchanged a sloppy, wet kiss, the sounds of their tongues meeting the only sound in the cabin, besides the flickering of the fire. Ruby moved her hips, pressing her wet folds down onto Gage’s thick, fat shaft, rubbing herself against him, leaking her juices all over him.


   


  To say I was flabbergasted would be an understatement. Ruby had never been shy, but I had never seen her act so wanton, so shameless so absolutely consumed by lust.


   


  I loved it.


   


  It’s everything I ever wanted to see, and it was happening right in front of me as I captured every last detail on film.


   


  Gage is the last man I’d ever would have considered for the job — a tall, bearded, dangerous looking man, but apparently, that was exactly what I needed for the job.


   


  “Suck my cock,” he said, pushing my wife down between his knees. If I ever did something like that Ruby would kick me out of bed straight away, but not Gage.


   


  No, my wife willfully slid down until she was kneeling between the tall man’s hairy legs. Her gaze traveled over this giant, pulsing cock with a sense of wonder, her eyes lighting up with joy.


   


  However, Gage had no patience for such an amazing moment. He grabbed a fistful of my wife’s golden blonde hair and forced the head of his cock into her pretty little mouth, her lips stretched to the max as she tried to take it all, and he roughly thrust his cock down her throat.


   


  “That’s how you treat a bitch,” Gage said to his two mates as he facefucked my wife, his massive cock stabbing the back of Ruby’s throat as he slid his length all the way down. “All whores want to be used like this, you just have to show them their place.”


   


  This man took more liberties with my wife within the first hour of meeting her than I’d ever done in the past five years — and I loved it.


   


  Tears sprung in my wife’s eyes as she struggled to breathe, but still, she showed no sign of physical resistance as she let this rough man use her body like a fuck toy.


   


  When he let go of the back of her head Ruby fell back, gasping for breath, strands of saliva dripping down the corners of her mouth.


   


  Gage’s gaze now turned to me, his dark eyes glimmering with twisted excitement. “You’re getting the shots you wanted, boy?” He asked me, grabbing the base of his cock and slapping the sloppy, wet head against my wife’s face, the dirty, wet sounds of his cock bouncing off her cheeks filling the room.


   


  I didn’t respond. I was too focused on capturing the sinful look on my wife’s face, her eyes closed in ecstasy, her tongue flicking out, tasting Gage’s sweaty cock. I entered a state of hyper-focus, intent on capturing every fleeting detail.


   


  “See, I told you these city folks are into some fucked up shit,” Gage said, turning to his mates. “I’m going to fuck his bitch, and he’s going to photograph the whole thing so he can jerk off to it the rest of his life.” His voice was dripping with derision, but he had no idea what a favor he was actually doing me.


   


  Sawyer and Cooper shook their heads in amazement — while they were stroking the giant bulges in their pants.


   


  “I’ll give him something to look at,” Gage sneered as he pulled my wife up to her feet and down into his lap. “Watch this.”


   


  ***


  Chapter 4


   


  Gage placed the head of his cock against my wife’s dripping wet entrance, the bulbous purple head rubbing against her wet folds. Ruby moaned into his neck, her cheek brushing against his bushy beard.


   


  “Fuck me,” she panted like a dog in heat. “Use me.”


   


  I had never heard my wife speak so subserviently, so obediently ever before. Gage hadn’t even fucked her yet, but my wife was already acting like his whore.


   


  He grabbed her waist with his big burly hands and pushed her down onto his thick member. My wife screamed out, a potent mixture of pleasure and pain, as the biggest cock of her life stretched her beyond her limits.


   


  Gage forced her down, inch after inch, until his giant member had fully penetrated my petite wife, his entire 10 inch cock lodged deep inside of her. Ruby’s face was all scrunched up, her nose wrinkled and her eyes shut tight, her mouth hanging open, a small strand of saliva dripping out the corner, as she was pushed to new heights.


   


  “You love that real cock?” Gage grunted. His hands gripped the bottom of her ass cheeks, his fingers digging into her skin, holding her tightly in place. He lifted her up and slammed her down, using all his strength to pound my wife’s body down on his massive cock.


   


  “Oh fuck!” My wife screamed, her voice dripping with passion. “Oh God! It’s too big!”


   


  Gage used my wife’s petite body like a toy, slamming her down on his giant, throbbing cock, stretching her cunt wide open. Her lips gripped his length as my wife moaned deliriously. The length of his cock, as well as her entire inner thighs, were coated in a mixture of their juices. I had never seen my wife this wet before.


   


  Ruby’s face turned a bright red as she rode the big man’s cock as best as she could, moving her hips in unison with him, timing her movements, so that she was filled with his member over and over again.


   


  I was so absorbed in the moment, I even forgot to take photographs for a good five minutes. My wife’s piercing scream brought me back to reality, and I realized the moment I had been waiting for my whole life was flashing by right before my eyes.


   


  I needed a better look.


   


  I knelt down between Gage’s legs, holding the camera in front of my face so that I could get a perfect close-up of his fat member stretching the lips of my wife’s cunt wide open. His big balls were dangling in front of my face, trembling with every powerful thrust of his hips. They were the size of tennis balls, and no doubt filled to the brim with potent, viral cum.


   


  Without giving it a second thought I reached out and grabbed them, feeling the smooth skin in the palm of my hand, as my wife’s ass bounced down on top of them.


   


  “That’s right, rub my balls as I cum inside your bitch,” Gage grunted.


   


  “What the fuck, he’s really doing it,” Sawyer said behind me. “Just look at him!”


   


  Any last vestige of shame I had went out the window as I grabbed a firm hold of the bully’s massive balls, kneading them in my hand, feeling them pulse and brim with energy as they prepared to launch a gallon of potent cum straight into my wife’s unprotected cunt.


   


  “Oh fuck,” I heard my wife gasp in surprise. I looked up, my hands still holding the big balls, to find my wife staring down at me, her beautiful blue eyes glazed over with lust. Her hand reached out and grabbed my hair, slowly pulling me closer towards her.


   


  I knew exactly what she wanted.


   


  Ruby loved it when I ate her out from behind. Something she was embarrassed to admit, but I knew my wife well. Whenever we got drunk she’d ask me to eat her from the back, moaning about how she wished she was getting fucked at the same time. She’d deny this ever happened when sober, but I knew it was a deep-seated fantasy of hers.


   


  My wife wanted me to tongue her asshole as Gage filled her pussy with his cum.


   


  Ruby pushed my face into her ass, smothering me with her thick, round booty. Every time Gage lowered my wife onto his massive cock, her ass smacked me right in the face. My wife’s face held me down tightly, suffocating me with her cheeks, and I struggled to breathe. I had to time my breaths between Gage’s thrusts.


   


  I stuck out my tongue as far as I could, rubbing it against her sensitive, puckered asshole. Not even in my wildest dreams did I ever imagine such a lewd, depraved threesome ever happening, but there I was, massaging this bearded brute’s balls as I tongued my wife’s ass, every last inch of his unprotected, meaty cock stretching my wife’s tight cunt.


   


  “I’m about to cum in that cunt of yours,” Gate grunted, and I heard a slap as his hand struck her breast. “Do it,” my wife grunted through gritted teeth. “Fill me! Fill me up!”


   


  I felt Gage’s balls contract in my hands, his powerful orgasm only a few thrusts away.


   


  This was it. It was really happening.


   


  And I couldn’t be closer to the action.


   


  “Yes, yes yes!” Gage grunted, slamming my wife down on his cock. “I’m cumming!”


   


  My wife slid down all the way on his cock, his entire, massive cock bottoming out inside of her, filling her to the max. To my shock, Ruby pushed my head further down, my tongue gliding down the base of Gage’s fat cock, towards his massive, pulsating balls. They jerked and contracted against my face and without thinking about it, I sucked one of his enormous testicles into my mouth.


   


  “That’s it,” my wife hissed, holding me down firmly. “Suck those balls!”


   


  She’d never been so dominant ever before, and I had no idea where this was coming from, but then again, this was a day of many firsts.


   


  “Oh fuck, suck on my balls, faggot!” Gage grunted approvingly. “I’m cumming in your whore!”


   


  Gage emptied his big balls straight into my wife’s unprotected cunt. He fired rope after rope of his pearly white cum straight into her fertile, unprotected pussy, and I could feel his balls work and pulse against my tongue as they worked to fill her up to the brim.


   


  Ruby let out a prolonged moan as she felt the bearded men unload himself inside of her, his cock still throbbing fiercely. When he had well and truly filled her up he lifted Ruby up by her waist, his massive cock sliding out of her stretched-open cunt, slapping me against the face, coating me in a mixture of his cum and my wife’s juices.


   


  My wife’s cunt was left gaping wide-open, and for a second I stared in amazement at the damage he’d done… but then his thick, droopy load gushed out of her pussy, landing straight on my shocked face.


   


  The three men laughed at my expense as Gage’s load dripped out on top of me. I was so surprised I didn’t even move, letting it all happen. Ruby once again grabbed my hair and lowered her pussy down on top of me, rubbing her wet folds right against my mouth.


   


  “Taste me,” she demanded. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”


   


  I licked and sucked, my tongue exploring every used crevice, every inch of her flesh I could get my mouth on. She was right, after all. I let it happen, so it was only fit I be the one to clean her up. I latched onto her swollen clit, sucking it into my mouth, and flicking my tongue against it, licking her to an orgasm right where she stood.


   


  Satisfied, Ruby plopped down in a chair, holding her legs wide open.


   


  “Who is next?” She asked.


   


  I turned around and saw Cooper and Sawyer had both undressed, holding their massive, thick cocks in the palm of their hands. With a jolt of excitement I realized this night was far, far from over.


   


  ***


  Chapter 5


   


  “I’m first,” Sawyer said, pushing Cooper aside.


   


  “Second, actually,” Gage grunted from his seat, lazily stroking his cum-covered erection. Even at half-mast his dick impressed.


   


  The ginger-haired man took his place between my wife’s legs, pushing her knees up to her chest so that her used cunt was available to him. He slid his cock in with only one thrust.


   


  “Fuck, you stretched her out,” he complained as he fucked my wife’s dirty, sloppy pussy.


   


  “Use her ass,” Gage said.


   


  “Not a bad idea,” Sawyer responded. He pulled out and placed his cock, now coated with Gage’s juices, at the entrance of her puckered asshole. I watched in shock as he pushed his cock in, splitting her unused asshole wide open.


   


  Ruby grunted loudly as the broad-shouldered man entered her ass. Sawyer was as rough as Gage had been, and he forced his cock into her asshole, his hands slapping her breasts red and raw.


   


  “Fuck, that’s one tight little ass you’ve got there,” he grunted through his clenched teeth. “Hey faggot, come here and lick my balls while I cum in your wife’s ass! Make yourself useful, huh?”


   


  As if in a trance I crawled towards him on my hands and knees, kneeling down behind him. Sawyer grabbed my hair and pushed me into his taint. I licked the underside of his balls, the sweaty, bitter taste of his sack filling my mouth.


   


  “Ah yes! I could get used to having you around,” Sawyer moaned. “Never thought having a ball-sucking faggot around would be so nice. Fuck, I’m going to blow already! Uhh!”


   


  For the second time today I lapped at a man’s balls as he came inside my wife. Sawyer pumped his cum into Ruby’s ass. I’ll never forget the sight when he pulled out.


   


  Ruby was lying down on her back, her knees pulled up all the way to her chest, while her used and abused cunt and asshole were both gaping open, a steady stream of cum dripping down both holes. Her eyes were half-open, a permanent, lustful grin plastered all over her face, while her tits were red and bruised.


   


  “Now that’s a pretty picture,” Gage laughed. He threw my camera at me. “Here!”


   


  I gleefully snapped a few photos of my wife’s stretched out and filled holes.


   


  “Which hole do you want, Coop?” Sawyer said. “We done ruined her a bit for ya,” he smirked. “Sorry ‘bout that.”


   


  Cooper stood in front of my wife, his hand wrapped around his firm erection. He wasn’t as tough as his two mates, and I could only imagine what he was thinking at that point. Ruby Rixon, his favorite actress, had been fucked in her cunt and asshole right in front of him by his two best friends, leaving sloppy thirds to him.


   


  “Come here,” Ruby cooed, opening her legs. “Fuck my pussy, baby.”


   


  Cooper gently lowered himself between his legs, and my wife grabbed his thick cock, guiding him into her sloppy cunt. He sank in, a blissful moan leaving his lips as his unprotected cock filled Ruby.


   


  “That’s it baby,” my wife whispered, her hands rubbing his back. “Fuck me. I’m yours Coop, I’m all yours. Cum in me baby, cum in me,” she said, staring longingly into his eyes.


   


  “Oh god,” Cooper grunted, his body already trembling.


   


  “Ha, are you cumming already,” Gage laughed. “What are you, a rookie?”


   


  “Don’t listen to him,” Ruby said gently. “You can fuck me whenever you want. Come visit me back in LA, I’ll let you fuck me every night with that big fat cock of yours. I fuck all my biggest fans, baby. My pussy is all yours. Do it baby, fill me, ah yes Cooper, oh you’re so good, oh yeah!”


   


  I was flabbergasted by my wife’s loving dirty talk. How much of what she was saying was true? Did she really fuck her fans…? Or was that a newly instated policy…


   


  “Oh god, oh god, oh GOD,” Cooper yelled, stopping mid-thrust as he came inside my wife — her third load of the day. My wife wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in all the way, coaxing every last drop of cum out of him.


   


  With a heavy sigh he pulled out, leaving my wife well and truly fucked.


   


  “Clean her up,” Gage commanded me. “Don’t get cum all over my rug.”


   


  I dutifully wrapped my arms around my exhausted wife and carried her to the bathroom.


   


  In all our years of marriage I’d never seen my wife so lewd — or so beautiful. She was covered in a fine lawyer of sweat, the combined mixture of three men’s semen dripping out of her. All the while she had the biggest, goofiest grin on her face.


   


  “I just got fucked by three guys,” she said to me as I washed her, as if the fact was a surprise to her.


   


  “Sure did. How do you feel?”


   


  “Amazing,” she answered with a dazed smile. “So fucking amazing.”


   


  I dutifully cleaned her up, gently washing away the semen that clung to her frame.


   


  “Is this what you wanted?” She asked me, her eyes flickering deviously.


   


  I nodded. “Yes,” I said, hoarsely. “Yes, it was.”


   


  “I didn’t know you were bi.”


   


  “I’m not,” I answered. “I think. I just… rolled with it.”


   


  “I thought it was super fucking hot watching you with those guys.”


   


  “Likewise.”


   


  Ruby laughed, a warm sound that I felt all the way in my bones. I was happy everything turned out so well — it easily could have ended in tears, but we both loved every single second of it.


   


  “What now?” My wife asked me.


   


  “Well, we have to stay the night,” I answered. “And we’ll see what tomorrow brings.”


   


  “What if they’re not done with me?”


   


  “I’m counting on that,” I said, my erection pressing against the fabric of my jeans. Ruby noticed and slipped her hands into my jeans, cupping my sensitive cock into her hands.


   


  “Oh yeah?” She whispered into my ear. “You think they’re going to unload their fat cocks inside of me again?”


   


  She quickly unzipped my jeans and jerked me off as she whispered how much she loved being used into my ear. I came within seconds, my load dribbling down her inner thigh.


   


  After cleaning her up I led Ruby back to the living room, still as naked as the day she was born. Gage grabbed her out of my hold, easily hoisted her up on his shoulder and carried her off into the bedroom, one paw grubbing at her ass as he walked off. Ruby waved at me as she turned the corner, an excited grin on her face.


   


  “You can sleep on the floor,” Sawyer said, handing me a blanket before following his mate. Cooper didn’t look at me as he followed his two best friends into the bedroom.


   


  The heavy wooden door was slammed shut in my face, as the gangbang was set to continue without me. I curled up in my blanket on the floor in front of the door, resigning myself to enjoying the sounds of the bedsprings creaking, when the door was suddenly pulled open again.


   


  Cooper was looking down at me, hesitating for a second before he spoke.


   


  “Ruby said you are our, uh, fluffer… for the night.”


   


  I swallowed the large lump in my throat, my stomach fluttering. I was ecstatic she managed to get me involved… but apprehensive about being the designated cocksucker for those three tremendously giant cocks.


   


  “Okay,” I said, licking my chapped lips.


   


  In for a penny, in for a pound.


   


  ***


  Epilogue


   


  Ruby spent most of our vacation in that cabin on her back, taking one cock after another. With three virile studs like Gage, Sawyer and Cooper, there was always someone ready to go. My wife delighted in making me orally worship both her and the three men. It was a little uncomfortable at first, but we all quickly got used to it, and by the end of the vacation, they complimented me, saying I was as good a cocksucker as my wife.


   


  Not sure if that is something a man ought to be proud of, but strangely enough, I sure as hell was.


   


  That was six weeks ago, and Ruby has been insatiable ever since. She wore me out every night, and I could barely keep up. I had awoken a fire inside of her… one that my cock could not quench. Every day that I went home I mentally prepared myself for finding her in bed with the neighbor, a co-worker, a friend, or the paperboy… but that hasn’t happened. Yet.


   


  Today I walked into my home to find my wife primping herself in our bathroom.


   


  “Guess what?” She said the moment I walked in. “Cooper is coming into town… tonight!”


   


  My heart leapt into my throat. I knew what that meant.


   


  “B-but I have a meeting tonight,” I stammered.


   


  “You better cancel, because we’re going to need your mouth, mister.”


   


  I licked my lips in anticipation.


   


  “Sure thing, honey. Anything for you.”


   


  Ruby kissed me on my cheek. “You’re the best, babe.” She went back to applying her eyeliner, sighing blissfully. “I missed Coop… and that giant cock of his… you know, he told me he’s thinking about looking for a job here in LA… I was thinking we can let him stay in the guest room while he gets settled in. What do you think?”


   


  My stomach did a flip. I thought that if Cooper moved in, soon I’d find myself living in the guest room, as he took my wife over and over and over again, fucking her senseless night after night with his youthful stamina, while I had to resign myself to pleasing my wife orally… and perhaps Cooper as well…


   


  “Sounds like a plan,” I answered.


   


  One small rainstorm set us down this path… and now, there was no turning back.


   


  ***


  Afterword


   


  Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story. If you liked it, please consider leaving a review on Amazon — every single one counts, plus it makes me feel all warm and fuzzy inside to hear from my readers, so don’t be shy!


   


  If you want to continue reading, I’ve included an extra short story that starts on the next page. This time it’s Taken in the Cabin, of course!


   


  The rest of my books can be found at amazon.com/author/emiliasteele.


   


  If you want to reach me directly, feel free to drop me a line at emiliasteele@gmail.com.


   


  All my novellas are launched at $0.99. If you don’t want to miss this launch-weekend deal, sign up for my newsletter! I’ll drop you a line whenever I launch a new book, and that’s it. You’ll also get an exclusive free short story, so what are you waiting for?


   


  ***


   


  Taken in the Cabin


  



  


  I could have intervened at any time… I should have intervened. But it was too late now. I was peering through the crack of the cabin door, watching Austin seduce my wife right in front of me. He pulled her in close, kissing her, their tongues intertwining as his hands roamed her body. He lifted up her dress and exposed her naked ass to my two friends who were watching from up close, rubbing their bulges as they waited their turn with my wanton wife. Austin spread her cheeks, exposing her dripping wet pussy to my two closest friends, and all I could do was watch helplessly from the darkness of my room as my wife was ravished right in front of me…


  


  What was supposed to be a long weekend of re-acquainting myself with some old friends turned into the most humiliating episode of my life. It started only a few days ago…


  



  


  ***


  



  


  “This must be the place,” I told my wife Heather as we pulled up to the isolated cabin in the woods. It was deep into the forest, a long way from civilization. A perfect, pristine place in the middle of nature. Two of my old friends from back in the day, Corey and Derek, had invited me to come spend a long weekend with them. I hadn’t been back to my old stomping grounds in years, so I accepted of course. At the last minute I asked Heather to join me. It wasn’t part of the plan, but we had seen very little of each other the past few weeks. We both had busy jobs, and I felt bad about leaving her all alone for my first weekend off in months… so I asked her to join me. That decision would soon come back to haunt me.


  She was a bit skeptical at first, as she had never met Corey and Derek before, but I convinced her after a bit of pleading. I assured her they were great guys, and that she could just relax, lounge around in the woods, read some books… of course, at that time, I didn’t know Austin would be there as well. Austin was Corey’s older uncle, and he was about to throw a wrench into my marriage.


  Corey and Derek came out to greet us, as they heard the roar of our engine pulling up. We hugged and exchanged greetings. It was great to see these guys again.


  Suddenly I heard a low, thundering voice coming from the house.


  “Whoa, now if that isn’t a sight for sore eyes. Who is this beauty?”


  We turned around to see an older man standing in the door opening. He was tall and buff, slightly older but still in great shape.


  “Patrick, Heather, I’d like you to meet my uncle Austin,” Corey said.


  He walked towards us, taking great strides with each step, and shook my hand vigorously, nearly crushing my hand with his vice-like grip.


  “You must be Patrick, pleasure to meet you. And you are…?”


  “Heather,” my wife said demurely.


  Austin grabbed her hand and gave it a kiss.


  “Welcome dear, make yourself at home. Let me show you around.”


  He grabbed her hand and led her into the log house, leaving me alone with the bags. She gave me an apologetic look, and then she was gone.


  “I didn’t know you invited your uncle?” I said to Austin, trying to sound calm. In truth there was something about the way Austin looked at me that didn’t sit right with me. It was if he was trying to intimidate me.


  “I didn’t? It’s his cabin. He’s a great guy though. A bit strict, and he can be a bit of a hard-ass, but just ignore that. Come on, let’s get you settled.”


  Corey and Derek helped me carry my bags inside. It was a big, comfortable log cabin, more of a house than a mere cabin. In the center of the place was a large living room area, and there were three bedrooms adjacent to this room, plus a kitchen and a bathroom. I could see why Corey had invited me here: It was perfect place to get away from the busy city life.


  Heather was sitting on the couch in the living room next to Austin as he bragged about his hunting adventures. What ruffled my feathers was that his hand was on her naked knee, but she didn’t seem to pay it any mind as she was hanging on his every word. I encouraged her to pack as much dresses as possible, as it was the middle of summer and I loved nothing more than to slide my hands up her dress and feel her naked skin… but I realized that with three other guys in the house, that decision may come back to bite me in the ass.


  I unpacked our clothes alone, all the while hearing Heather’s high-pitched laughter every few minutes. After unpacking I walked into the living room, getting myself a well-deserved beer. Austin was still talking to Heather, much to my chagrin. Corey and Derek were sitting in the room as well.


  “You’ve got a fine lady, Patrick. I wish she was mine,” Austin said to me when I sat down in the living room. He looked me directly in the eyes, his stare unwavering. I was annoyed to see his hand was still on her knee.


  “Uh, thanks,” I stammered.


  “If you ever want to share her, I’m your man.”


  I nearly spit out my drink. What the hell? Heather laughed, blushing heavily, but to my dismay she didn’t seem offended.


  “Uhm, no thanks man,” I sputtered. What kind of weak response was that?! In my mind I was cursing myself. I needed to stand up to this bully, but instead I just got anxious.


  “Some guys are into that you know. I mean, what kind of idiot would take their wife along on a trip with three other guys if he didn’t want to share her?”


  Austin was staring at me the whole time he was saying this, his commanding brown eyes looking down at me. I tried to return his gaze, but I couldn’t help but glance away. From the corner of my eye I saw his hand slide ever so slightly up Heather’s knee, as she stared at him open-mouthed, a mixture of shock and flattery on her face.


  I was dumbfounded. Before I even had a chance to settle in, this brute was already challenging me for me wife, calling me out and humiliating me in front of two of my old friends. My stomach was in knots, my palms sweaty. I tried to formulate a sentence, a rebuttal, but the words failed me.


  Silence enveloped the room. You could cut the tension with a knife. All I heard were my wife’s deep breaths. Was she turned on?


  Then, Austin’s bouldering laugh filled the room. He slapped Heather on the knee, and Derek and Corey joined in.


  “You should have seen your face man! I’m just busting your balls,” Austin said, his eyes welling up with tears from laughter. I managed a few chuckles, but I still felt humiliated and emasculated. The threat in his voice was real, I realized that. I tried to grab Heather’s attention, but she was still staring at Austin, an astonished look in her eyes. She was breathing heavily, her cheeks and chest flushed red. If I didn’t know any better, I would have sworn she was extremely turned on by Austin’s animalistic behavior.


  This was going to be a rough weekend.


  



  


  ***


  



  


  I avoided Austin as much as I could for the rest of the day, taking a long walk through the woods to clear my head. I asked Heather to come with, but she opted to stay in and help Austin prepare dinner.


  The thought of them two spending more time alone sent my stomach up in knots, but I couldn’t very well command her to follow me, so I left. After walking for half an hour, I came back to the cabin feeling refreshed. The clean air had calmed me down, and I vowed not to let Austin get under my skin so much. He was rude and rowdy, but I shouldn’t let him ruin my weekend.


  When I came back in, Derek and Corey were talking amongst themselves in the living room. The moment I walked in the conversation fell silent.


  “What are you guys talking about?”


  “Nothing,” Derek said, but based on the looks they were giving each other they had to be talking about me.


  I heard a sudden high-pitched yelp coming from the kitchen, followed by bouldering laughter. Austin and Heather were still at it.


  I sat down next to my two old friends, trying to get a conversation going, but every minute we were interrupted by either a howl or cry from my wife and Austin’s resounding laugh. They sounded more like playful teenagers than a pair of responsible adults preparing dinner.


  My blood was boiling, and all the peace of mind I had found outside had seeped out of me. Derek and Corey shot me looks that were filled with pity. I realized that they were probably talking about what of a loser I was for letting Austin humiliate me so right before I walked in.


  I wanted nothing more than barge into the kitchen and chastise my wife for making a fool out of me, but that would only make me seem weaker. Instead I sat there, in the living room, eating myself up with rage, counting down the seconds.


  Thankfully, after fifteen minutes or so, dinner was finally done. My wife came walking out of the kitchen with a scarlet blush on her face, and her hair seemed slightly tussled to me. I was just happy it was over.


  



  


  ***


  



  


  “You never told me your friends were so hot,” my wife said as she climbed into bed with me that night.


  “What do you mean?” I asked, trying to mask the jealousy in my voice.


  “Well, most of your friends are, well, totally out of shape, but Corey and Derek are really… athletic.”


  “I guess they do take good care of themselves,” I answered, wanting nothing more than to change the subject.


  “And Austin as well,” she said dreamily.


  “Austin? That old guy? You can’t be serious.”


  “What? He’s looks good. He takes excellent care of himself.”


  “How would you even know?” I snapped back. This guy was getting on my last nerves.


  “He showed me,” she said softly. She was talking more to herself than to me.


  I turned around to face her.


  “What do you mean?” The words came quickly, my anxiety rising once more.


  She shot me a mischievous smile, her eyes twinkling with pleasure. I hadn’t seen her this joyful since we stared dating.


  “When we were preparing dinner, he spilled some sauce on his shirt, and so he took it off. He’s so strong. He’s like a sculpture, every muscle is so well-defined…”


  With every word I heard my anger and jealousy rose higher and higher. My eyes were spitting fire at this point. She noticed my impassioned stare, and pulled my body in close.


  “Don’t be mad baby, it’s just some harmless flirting,” she whispered into my neck as he hand traveled down my body. “It’s nice to be desired you know.”


  “I don’t like him,” I said with a strained voice.


  Her hand brushed past my crotch, and to my surprise, my cock was standing at full attention.


  “What do we have here?” My wife cooed as she reached into my boxers and wrapped her fingers around my throbbing erection. I hadn’t even realized it, but together with the jealousy my cock had risen as well. It was throbbing and hard, pre-cum already moistening the head of my cock. A moan escaped my lips as she jerked my cock up and down.


  “If I didn’t know any better, I would say you like seeing me get flirted with,” she breathed into my ear, speeding up her jerking.


  “I don’t,” I moaned breathlessly, but with every word she spoke my erection hardened.


  “So you didn’t think it was hot when he talked about sharing me with your friends?”


  “Oh god,” I groaned. Despite my mental objections, my body was responding to her manipulations. My cock surged with blood when she mentioned sharing her body.


  “See, you do like it… you like it when your wife is a naughty little slut, don’t you?”


  She pulled the covers back, staring at my cock.


  “You are so hard right now. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this hard, baby. You must really like it, huh?”


  I wanted so shake my head no, but there was no denying it. Lust had taken over, and I was so close to orgasm I probably would have agreed to anything by this point.


  Heather looked at me with a look I had never seen before. Her eyes were burning with lust, a devious, sexy smirk on her face.


  “What would you do if I told you he touched me?”


  “Huh?”


  “He touched me baby. He put his hands on me.”


  My cock lurched at this revelation. I didn’t know if she was just talking dirty, or a real transgression had taken place.


  “When we were cooking, he came up behind me and placed his hands directly on my ass, up my dress, squeezing my naked ass with you three guys right there in the next room,” she rattled on. She was rubbing her own clit as well as she was telling me all this.


  “I let him do it, baby. I let him feel and knead my asscheeks, even though I knew I shouldn’t. It felt so wrong, so dirty baby. He’ll brag about it to your friends and they’ll all think I’m a complete slut. He kissed my neck and told me he wasn’t joking when he said he wanted to fuck me, baby. He pressed his hard cock into my asscheeks all the while he was telling me this. It was so hot.”


  Her breathing became erratic as she approached orgasm, her hands a blur as she jerked me off.


  “His cock was so big, baby. It’s the biggest cock I’ve ever seen. I turned around and he pulled it out, right there, with you in the next room. It was twice as big as yours, honey. I’ve never seen such a big cock before. He asked me to give it a little kiss.”


  She had her eyes closed at this point, biting down hard on her bottom lip.


  “Did you?” I asked. I wanted to know, I needed to know.


  She nodded, opening her mouth wide.


  “Just like this,” she whispered as she wrapped her full lips around the head of my cock, her tongue flicking around the sensitive head of my cock. I jerked my hips forwards, my cock exploding inside of her mouth. I grabbed her hair and held in place as I fired rope after rope of my sticky white cum into her waiting mouth. She swallowed every last drop, sucking on my cock, coaxing every last drop of cum out of me, as she came herself. Her entire body trembled as her orgasm sent out shockwaves through her body, her moans stifled by my cock in her mouth.


  She laid down on her back, a strand my cum dripping down her bottom lip, a sated smile on her pretty face.


  “Did that really happen?” I asked, my voice tense. I had just had the most intense orgasm of my life, but the waves of pleasure were subsiding and being replaced by the familiar feel of anxiety.


  She shook her head no, that sated, satisfied grin plastered on her face.


  “Of course not baby, I was just fantasizing… for you…” she said faintly. She turned to her side, and within seconds, she was snoring.


  I laid awake for a while before sleep took me, replaying every word she said. Was she just fantasizing… or was something really taking place, right under my nose? I vowed to keep a better eye on Austin going forward, and hoped that the weekend would be over soon.


  



  


  ***


  



  


  “Keep up, shrimp!”


  Austin’s thundering voice brought me back to reality. We had gone hitchhiking the following afternoon, but my thoughts were all over the place. I kept replaying the previous day in my mind, over and over again. I couldn’t believe Heather was acting like it was no big deal, couldn’t she see how embarrassing her behavior was for me? I was stumbling along, trying to keep up with Austin and Derek. Corey decided to stay in with Heather. I hoped he respected the sanctity of marriage more than his uncle… Heather had decided to wear the tiniest dress she had today. It was a yellow sun dress, but it barely covered her round butt. I couldn’t believe she was going to wear that without me even around.


  The forest we were in was beautiful, but it was wasted on me. We were traveling down a long winding path, next to a tumultuous river. The stream of the river was dangerously fast, the kind you would water raft in. I was so lost in my own thoughts I wasn’t paying attention, and my foot got caught in the open root of a tree.


  I stumbled, losing my balance, tumbling down the steep slope. I struggled to find my grip, to hang onto something, but the more I struggled, the faster I fell. I cried out for help as the world turned and I plummeted ever downward, the water’s edge getting dangerously close.


  Right as I flopped into the water and I thought I was done for, a powerful force grabbed my coat and pulled me out. Austin had seen me falling and raced over, saving me from certain death.


  “Goddamnit shrimpie, what did I tell you? You could have died out there!”


  I was out of breath, but I managed to wheeze out a thank you. Great, now I owe this asshole my life.


  I limped back to the cabin, supported by Derek. I had twisted my ankle and picked up a few scrapes and bruises. When we got back, Corey was surprised to see us.


  “You guys are back soon.”


  I thought I detected a bit of guilt in his voice, but I could just be imagining it because of the pain.


  “Where’s Heather?” I asked.


  “She’s taking a shower. What happened to you?”


  “The kid took a tumble,” Austin said. “Was lost in dreamland, nearly got himself killed.”


  I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m going to lie down.”


  I limped to the bedroom and laid down on the bed. This weekend couldn’t get any worse. I closed my eyes, waiting for Heather to come find me.


  I drifted off to sleep, only to be suddenly woken up by Heather opening the door to our bedroom. She was fresh out of the shower - and to my surprise, she wasn’t wearing a towel. Her naked body was still glistening with water, her nipples hard and erect. Did she walk through the cabin stark naked? What was she thinking?


  “Oh my god, what happened to you?” She asked, coming to my side.


  I searched for the right words, my mind still a mess.


  “Why aren’t you wearing anything?”


  “What are you talking about, I have my towel right here,” she said, deflecting my question. My mind was so hazy that she could have been right and I was just seeing things.


  “I fell… my legs hurt.”


  She examined my bruises. My lower left leg had turned a dark shape of purple.


  “We have to get help, you may have a serious injury.”


  “Don’t worry about it…”


  “It’s too late to drive home now, we’re in the middle of nowhere and it’s already getting dark. But first thing tomorrow, I’m driving you to the nearest hospital.”


  “Alright…” I was in no state to argue.


  She left and brought me a bottle of liquor.


  “Here, I checked for pain killers but we don’t seem to have any… but you can use this to numb the pain.”


  I accepted the bottle and took a swig. The bitter liquor stung the inside of my throat, but it did help in relieving my most immediate pain.


  “Get some rest, baby.”


  Heather kissed me on my forehead and tucked me into bed. I said I loved her, before quickly falling back into a dreamlike state.


  



  


  ***


  



  


  I awoke a while later, startled by strange voices. I opened my eyes. The room was completely dark. Night had fallen and I was in my room, alone. I listened as intensely as I could. I recognized Austin’s low voice right away.


  “She’s a firecracker, isn’t she? No idea why she married that bozo.”


  “I didn’t believe you at first, but you were right, uncle… I did it exactly like you told me to. When you guys were gone I pulled her onto my lap. She squirmed and tried to wrestle me, but it was all playfully. She could have gotten up at any time, but instead, she ground that round butt of hers right into my hard cock.”


  I tried to make sense of the world… where were these voices coming from? I looked through the slits of my eyes and saw the door to my room was slightly open. The voices were being carried in from there. I recognized Austin’s voice, but I hadn’t placed the second one…


  “I lifted up that tiny yellow dress of hers, and you were right man. The bitch wasn’t even wearing any underwear!”


  “I told you she’s an obedient little whore,” Austin responded.


  “So I pulled out my cock and I fucked her right there on the couch. You guys hadn’t left for even fifteen minutes before I was balls deep inside her.”


  “Did you come inside her?”


  “Of course I did! Did you?”


  “Hell yeah I did.”


  “Oh man, do you think she made poor hubby eat her out?”


  “Ha! I sure as fuck hope so. Can you just imagine that poor bastard, sucking on our juices… poor fag.”


  “Do you think Derek’s fucking her right now?”


  “I sure as fuck hope so. If not, that bastard doesn’t know what he’s missing. I’ve never met such a hot, easy little tramp like Heather.”


  Heather? That was my wife’s name…


  Slowly, the puzzle pieces started to fall into place. I wasn’t hallucinating, I wasn’t lost in some crazy nightmare. This was reality. I was wide awake, in my bed, listening to Austin and what I now realized was Corey discuss my wife. The truth hit me like a punch in the gut and immediately felt the need to throw up. I mustered all my will and kept quiet, curious to know what else they’d say if they thought no one was listening.


  “It’s good you guys came back when you did and not a minute earlier, or you’d have found her buck naked riding my cock.”


  “You were at it all afternoon huh?”


  “Hell yeah, she was insatiable man… she kept begging for more. I was exhausted to tell you the truth!”


  “I’m not surprised. She is ravenous. From the moment I saw her, I noticed that devious, slutty glint in her eyes. I knew I was going to take her at that exact moment, with or without her husband around… though, I figured it would at least take me a day or two. I didn’t expect her to take out my cock and make me fuck her right there in the kitchen, that’s for sure!”


  “I still find that hard to believe, Austin. You’re telling me you fucked her with us three sitting right there in the next room?”


  “Exactly. You saw how hot she got when I told her husband I was going to fuck that bitch right in front of all you guys. She was on fire. The moment we were alone in the kitchen together she practically threw herself at me. All I had to do was lift up that frilly dress, move her panties to the side and slide my cock right in that hot little bitch. She spent the whole dinner smiling at her hubby with a cunt filled with my cream!”


  “God damn, Austin. If I didn’t fuck her myself, I would never have believed you.”


  “We have one more night to enjoy our little plaything, as I’m sure that wimp will want to leave first thing in the morning. Don’t blame him, he looks like shit. I just checked on him, and he’s out cold. He’s lucky, if I didn’t grab him when I did he surely would have drowned.”


  “I’m not so sure I would call having a wanton slut for a wife lucky there, uncle.”


  “Ha! Well, some guys are into that you know… I don’t care either way. I’m going to fuck that hot little bitch all night. Speaking about the devil, I think that’s them coming back right now.”


  The conversation stopped, and a few seconds later, the front door of the cabin opened with a heavy creek.


  “How was your walk?” Austin said.


  “It was great,” a soft, melodic voice responded. Heather’s sweet voice. I could recognize her voice anywhere.


  “How is Patrick holding up?”


  “He’s out cold, don’t worry about him. Why don’t you come here and give me a little kiss?”


  She giggled, and I heard her feet tip-toe across the wooden floor. My stomach was turning. She couldn’t… I knew the truth already - Austin and Corey had damn near shoved it in my face, but still, a small part of was in denial. Maybe they were just boasting to each other, bragging, without any truth to their words.


  “Just a little one, I don’t want to make our two friends jealous,” my wife replied, her voice low and sultry. My breath faltered. She couldn’t be serious.


  But she was. I heard the familiar sound of two sets of lips meeting, and a low male groan accompanying it. It lasted almost a full minute, each single one lasting a lifetime for me. There was no denying it now.


  “What’s gotten into you?” My wife asked, sounding raspy and out of breath.


  “I’ve been waiting to fuck you all day,” Austin responded. “And I’m going to do it right here and right now.”


  My wife gave a small squeal as Austin planted his lips back on hers.


  I had to stop this. I couldn’t lie here and listen to these brutes cuckolding me like some loser. Gathering all my strength, I managed to sit up straight and I climbed out of bed. My leg still hurt, but I ignored the pain the best I could. I hobbled to the door.


  And that’s when I saw it.


  Austin had his arms wrapped around her, his hands roaming her backside. They were exchanging a passionate kiss, their lips planted firmly together, their tongues intertwined. She moaned into his mouth, a more than willing participant. Corey and Derek were sitting on the couch, a beer in their hands, as they watched the spectacle intensely. Heather had her back to me.


  I was watching from the darkness, no one could see me. Austin lifted up the back of her short dress, exposing her naked ass to my two old - or should I say former? - friends. Corey had been right - she wasn’t wearing any underwear. Austin grabbed her naked cheeks, spreading them, exposing her dripping wet pussy to the two men.


  I was frozen in place, my muscles not cooperating. I wanted to scream, to fight, but all I could do was stand still and watch Austin seduce my wife. She was acting like a wanton whore, sticking her ass out so the men could get a better view of her pussy and puckered asshole.


  “You like showing off, huh?” Austin moaned between kisses.


  “Uh-huh,” she replied raspily, confirming what we already knew. My wife, my lovely Heather, the love of my life, was a slut. She was a complete and total whore for these three jocks. The only question left for me was whether or not she had always been this way behind my back, of it was something in the mountain air that had made her act so wanton and abandon.


  I realized there was one more question left: How I felt about it.


  When she jerked me off, ‘imagining’ sucking off Austin, I had one of the most powerful orgasms of my life. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was strange, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it, but it was there.


  Those same feelings were surging up now. My cock hardened as I watched these men use my wife as their personal sex-toy. I couldn’t look away, my eyes were glued to her body.


  Corey reached up from the couch and ran his hand up her naked leg. Heather twitched, bit didn’t move away. His hand rose up, higher and higher, until he was stroking her inner thigh. Rather than moving away, she jutted her butt out even more, eager for his touch. Corey was glad to oblige.


  He slid his hand in between her legs, his fingers running across her smooth lips. She moaned into Austin’s mouth, her hands fidgeting with his belt buckle, unclasping it and reaching two hands into his pants. Her arms moved up and down, rubbing Austin’s cock as his nephew’s hand explored her wet pussy.


  The men grew bolder with every passing second, as Heather was into every thing they were doing. Corey slipped first one, then two fingers into her smooth, sopping wet pussy. He finger fucked her hard, her entire body shaking every time he slid his hand in. From where I was standing I could clearly see the juices dripping off his hand - she was soaking wet.


  “Oh god, oh god,” she moaned over and over again as the men manhandled her body. Austin lifted up her dress and threw it in the corner. She held onto his large frame for balance, or she would have tipped right over. She was now completely naked in front of three men she had only met a day earlier.


  Austin grabbed her neck, holding it tightly.


  “You want our cocks, don’t you, you slut?!”


  To my dismay, Heather nodded.


  “Answer me!”


  “YES!” She screamed. “I want all your cocks… please… fuck me!”


  Austin dropped his pants and boxers, showing off his massive cock. Heather wasn’t joking - his cock was thick and long. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head down, forcing his manhood into her mouth.


  She sucked on it willingly, bobbing her head up and down. He reached forward and smacked her naked ass a few times, until his red hand print was visible on her naked skin.


  “One of you fuck this hot little bitch,” Austin commanded the two younger guys.


  They looked at each other, and Derek motioned for Corey to go first. Within a few seconds he had shed his clothes and taken his position behind my wanton wife. He lined up the head of his cock with her cunt, and then with one fell swoop, he slid his cock into her pussy, all the way to the hilt.


  Heather cried out, her voice muffled by the large cock in her mouth. Austin chuckled as he held her hair tightly, thrusting in and out of her mouth.


  Corey grabbed her ass with both hands as he drilled his cock into her. He would pull out all the way before slamming back in, driving his big cock all the way inside of her. Every time she’d let out an impassioned, loving groan. She was loving every minute of this.


  Austin pulled his cock out of her mouth. He was only just getting started.


  He got down low, so his face was right next to my wife’s.


  “You love Corey’s cock?!” He asked her.


  “Yes!”


  “Is it better than your husband?!”


  “YES!”


  “Bigger?!”


  “Oh god yes!”


  “Have you ever been fucked like this?!”


  “NO!”


  “Do you want another cock in your mouth?!”


  “I do!”


  “Beg for it, you slut!”


  “Please! Please! Give me more! Fuck me more!”


  She was replying to every question instantly, with an intensity and submissiveness I had never heard or felt before. Austin had authority and an incredible, natural charm. He had turned my wife into his own personal plaything in little more then a day.


  He motioned for Derek to join him in front of my wife, and he did so, having already gotten naked. His cock was waving in front of my wife’s face, only inches from her waiting mouth.


  “Are you my filthy slut, Heather?”


  “Yes, yes, I’m your filthy slut, Austin, I’ll do whatever you want,” she pleaded.


  He grinned at the two guys, beaming with power.


  “Fuck that slut’s face, Derek.”


  Heather opened her mouth wide, and Derek slid his cock right in. She sucked on it willingly, moving her head down, trying to take as much of his manhood into her mouth as possible.


  Austin admired the view from the side for a moment, my pretty blonde wife, bent over at the waist, two cocks moving out of her holes, all the while pleading for more.


  He gesticulated Corey to move over, and he did so without a complaint, his cock slipping out of my wife with an audible plop. It was clear to see he shared his uncle’s genes, as their cocks were equally massive. Austin took his place, lining up the head of his cock with her gaping pussy. He rubbed her slit a few times, teasing her.


  “Check this out,” he said to his nephew as he readjusted his cock. I couldn’t quite see what he was doing, until Heather suddenly let out a piercing scream.


  “Please, it’s too big,” she pleaded, before Derek shoved his dick back into her mouth.


  “You will take it all in your ass, you filthy slut, and you’ll like it,” Austin gritted through his teeth as he pushed forwards.


  I got so dizzy watching this I nearly fell, grabbing the wooden wall for support. Austin was now shoving his massive, oversized cock into my wife’s virgin, tight asshole. My own cock was raging. Halfway through the gangbang I had started masturbating, and I was timing my strokes with their thrusts. I couldn’t believe I was enjoying this so much, but there I was, jerking off as these three blokes used my wife for their own pleasure.


  Austin’s hips moved forwards, his cock having slipped into her tiny asshole. Heather let out a low groan, a mix of pain and pleasure, as Austin started jerking his hips, sliding inch after inch of his large cock into her.


  “Ever been ass-fucked before?”


  My wife shook her head.


  “Do you love it?”


  After a brief pause, she nodded her head, making me fill ill.


  Austin pulled out, leaving her asshole gaped open. He had a smug smile on his face.


  “I have an idea. Corey, go sit on the couch. Slut, go sit on his cock.”


  Corey did as instructed, and Heather climbed unto his pole, sliding down easily on his big pole. Austin took his position behind her, lining up his cock with her asshole. Heather looked over his shoulder at him, a mixture of shock and pleasure on her pretty face.


  “What are you doing?” She asked.


  “We’re going to double-penetrate you, fill you from both ends,” Austin said he pushed forwards, applying pressure to her asshole.


  “Oh god,” she groaned, her eyes going wide.


  “I’ve never…” her voice trailed off, replaced by a moan as Austin’s cock penetrated her virgin asshole. He slid all the way in, being rougher this time. I couldn’t imagine how she must have felt, being filled by two extremely large cocks at the same time, both of them moving in and out of her, providing her pleasure in ways that I never could.


  To finish this debased scene, Derek stood on the couch and grabbed her head, forcing his cock between her lips. The men moved in unison, three hard cocks fucking her from all ends. She made sounds I had never heard before - her voice was full of pleasure, enjoying every second.


  “I’m gonna blow,” Corey said from underneath her.


  “Right there with you bud,” Austin said. “Let’s fill her up at the same time!”


  “OH GOD, DO IT!” My wife screamed at the top of her lungs. She was a cum fiend, and I realized this must be one of her biggest fantasies: Being filled up on all sides by delicious cum.


  I saw Corey’s legs jerk as his cock exploded deep inside my wife’s unprotected pussy, sending his cum deeply into her womb. Austin was right there with him, giving a final hard thrust into her ass before exploding deep inside her. He pushed his cock all the way in, right up to the hilt, before letting go. He let out a long, low moan as he filled her ass with his seed, experiencing something that I never had before.


  “I can feel you, I can feel it, I can feel you so good,” my wife moaned, her eyes closed. This was too much for Derek as well, as he shoved his cock back between her lips and fired his cum into her mouth. He held her hair as he exploded in her wanton mouth. She gulped it all down, swallowing several times, eager to get every last drop his cum in her belly.


  Austin stood up, his cock leaving her ass with a plop. I could see the cum gushing out of her ass, dribbling down her inner legs. Corey lifted her up and laid her down on the couch, and another, equally large amount of cum flooded out her raw, well-used pussy. She laid there on the couch, completely used up, cum-leaking from every end, panting.


  “That’s how you do it,” Austin said to the two guys, and they grinned. The sight of my wife, covered in cum, dripping from every orifice, sent me over the edge. I came quickly and softly, stifling my moans as to not draw attention to myself.


  I limped back to bed, lying down softly so the bed wouldn’t creak and give me away. I could barely believe what I had just witnessed. My mind was a mess, and I drifted into sleep.


  



  


  ***


  



  


  I awoke with a jolt. The room was filled with light. Where was I? What happened? Heather was sound asleep next to me, looking pristine as ever. I looked around, trying to gather my bearings and suddenly it all came back to me. The trip. The fall. The… gangbang. The copious amounts of cum being pumped into my wife. The way it dribbled out of her well-used ass and pussy. The way she begged for their cocks, behaved like a wanton whore.


  I looked at the beautiful women sound asleep next to me. She looked perfect, spotless. That couldn’t be the same woman I saw last night. Perhaps it hadn’t, perhaps it had been a feverish nightmare, brought on by the pain and discomfort.


  It had to be. There was simply no way…


  I cuddled up next to my wife, kissing her shoulder as I wrapped my arm around her body. To my surprise, she was naked under the covers. She rarely slept nude, she always gets a bit cold at night.


  I swallowed, my mouth becoming dry. Surely she hadn’t…


  I pulled the covers away, and what I saw confirmed my worst suspicions.


  She was naked, and her inner thighs and ass were covered with a dried-up substance. I had seen it too many times in my life to be fooled - she was matted with cum.


  As I looked over her beautiful, naked figure, my own cock got hard instantly. I knew at that moment I would never leave her… as long as I got to watch every time she felt like being a wanton cum slut again!


  



  


  ***
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