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Watching My Wife Get Trucked

Also By Arnica Butler


I've had a fantasy about my wife sleeping with another man for as long as I can remember. Before we even got married. Getting married only made the idea even more tantalizing to me. 

I mentioned it to her, but I always ended up making it sound like kind of joke. 

Because the key thing about my fantasy is that it was a fantasy. 

I stared at the chipped, cheap plywood paneling int the motel we were trapped in, somewhere in Wyoming that almost had no name. I kept my eyes facing the wall, and I didn't move. I didn't want her to know I was awake. I felt the cheap polyester blanket lift, and a cool puff of air as she slipped under it. She was trying no to wake me either.

I wondered if she knew I had been watching.

If she did, she didn't do anything about it. She didn't roll over to hug me, or to reach around and find my stiff cock with her cool hands. She just lay there, covered in the truckers' cum, filled up with truckers' cum, not moving.

When I turned over to look at her, she was asleep. She had a half-smile on her lips. Her lips that only half an hour ago had been covered in white creamy cum. Her lips that she had licked and smiled then smiled with; her lips that had pronounced the word yummy like a twenty-year old porn star. 

I grasped my cock and started to move my hand, resting on one elbow so that I could look at my wife. I could smell the salty, sour cum all over her skin. I thought back to the scene I had just witnessed, of all the men who had just had my wife in every hole while she laughed and pushed her ass open, beckoning them to give her more, more, more. I wanted to reach down and feel her pussy, feel all of the sticky cum that had dripped out of her ass and into her pussy. But I didn't want to wake her up yet. 

Her placid expression made everything that much more painful, and that much hotter, as I pumped myself for my own pleasure. She had already given hers away, and now she was asleep. 

Maybe she knew I was watching. Maybe she had done it just to please me, because she had thought I wanted the fantasy to be real. 

But what if she had just done it because she wanted real men to give it to her hard, and take her the way I wasn't able to, to manhandle her and fill her up? Maybe she had done it because I wasn't enough for her. 

I groaned so loudly as I came that I was worried I would wake her up. But she just kept sleeping while I spilled all of my impotent cum on the sheets and my thighs. With that pleased little smile on her lips. 

We were headed to her parents' for Christmas. Unfortunately, they lived in Idaho, which is just about as far away from any place that anyone wants to fly to as you can possibly get. The tickets were outrageous. We decided to drive. 

The drive, which is pretty in summer, is boring as hell in winter. It also became clear to me as we slogged on that we were very likely to die in a car accident or get stuck in a motel in the middle of nowhere. 

“Ugh,” Carrie muttered, swiping her phone dramatically the way she does when she's bad news and wants it to go away. “The weather is supposed to get really shitty today,” she said. 

For fun, we had stopped at a dive diner for truckers somewhere in northern Colorado. The place was packed with burly, beer-bellied men in plaid shirts, acres of untrimmed facial hair, and frightening stares. 

There was also a group of young truckers, all of them muscled and youthful. They wore baseball caps pulled low over their stern stares. Their eyes followed my wife around the diner wherever she moved. 

She was the only woman in the diner, besides the hardened, fiftiesh waitress whose name -almost unbelievably- was Dot. 

My wife, as usual, was totally oblivious to the male energy that was checking her out. (Or at least, that's what I thought at the time. Now that I've seen what I've seen, who knows what my wife was actually thinking?) The old men and the pot-bellied truckers did it on the sly. But the five young guys, with arms so big their sleeves were almost ripping, were being more than obvious about it. 

Carrie plopped back into the torn vinyl booth, phone in hand, while the five truckers stared directly at her ass as she bent to slide in between the table and the booth. I cringed, unable to do anything about it. I should give them a hard stare back, I thought. But I was too intimidated.  

“It's supposed to be a blizzard!” Carrie declared. She stabbed at a piece of bacon with her fork and comically held it up to nibble at it whole she read more bad news from her phone. “Two feet of snow, minimum!” 

I was looking at the edge of her face, past her so that I could size up the truckers without them knowing I was looking directly at them. A particularly large one, with dark skin and a slew of tattoos on his right arm, was looking right into my eyes. Even though I knew he had no way of figuring out what I was focused on, it sent a shudder of fear through me. The man looked like every photo of a convict I'd ever seen. I looked down at my coffee. 

The worst thing was: I felt like we had seen these guys before. They stood out. Were they following us or something?  

After an argument, we were on the road again. 

I'm sure you can guess: I said we should keep going in spite of the blizzard. Race it. Chance it. 

And Carrie, in a practical and irritated tone, said we should just wait it out. Be safe.

I only pushed my side of the argument, really, because of the truckers. I wanted to put some distance between us and them. 

Carrie was surprised by my stubbornness, so much so that I think it may be why she gave in and sat pouting in the car for an hour. 

The heavy snow began suddenly. It was so much snow so fast that it was almost comical. It was like a caricature of a blizzard.

I slowed to about 10mp, which was still a bit fast after a few minutes went by. Carrie continued to stare out the window. I knew she would start sighing any minute. I could feel it building up in her. 

“Do you remember what the last exit was called?” I said, trying to head her off.

“How should I know?” she snapped. 

Silence.

“I think you should pull over,” she snipped, after a few minutes.

I kept driving. 

“You can't see anything, Mark.”

That tone. 

To be honest, while it irritated me, it also turned me on a little. 

“Sweetie,” she said sweetly. Kind of like a sugar-coated knife. 

It was getting bad, and I couldn't see anything, but I was determined to make it to at least the next exit. I didn't want to be some idiot on the side of the road. 

“Probably,” I said with authority, “it's a snow squall and it'll be over in a minute.”

“What,” she said, with pronounced irritation, “is a snow squall?!” 

When I didn't answer, she hissed. “Pull. Over.” 

“What do you want me to do?!” I yelled. “Pull over on the side of the road where nobody can see us? I'm going to the next exit!” 

“Fine.” 

Not fine, I knew, but I was starting to feel like an idiot. There was no better way to prove that I wasn't than to prove my point. By proving my point. This was the kind of reasoning that kept me going, into the white. 

The next five minutes stretched our for what seemed like an eternity. The windshield was filled by a white void, with only a strip of the highway visible at the very edge of the car. A steady, muffled hum filled by ears, and the shriek of the wipers became rhythmic. I started to feel dizzy. 

Carrie returned to pouting, which was what I expected. 

“Hmmm,” I said, trying to reconcile things with her with humor. “I guess maybe getting stuck in a snowstorm wouldn't be that bad...” I let my eyes wander to her tight red sweater, to the cowl neck that exposed her skin.

She started to say: “Yeah, it would - “ and I'm sure she had a hundred practical reasons, such as freezing to death, as to why it wouldn't be a good idea. But she cut herself off and made a bizarre noise before she got to them. 

I looked up quickly. Maybe I had already looked up. I don't remember exactly, it all happened so fast. But where the road had been there was suddenly nothing but snow. 

Snow had blown across the road and covered it all. Now the effect of the dizziness was overpowering. I had no idea where we going.

I decided to keep going straight. I took my foot off the gas, and we started moving to slow to keep the tires going. The car rolled to a stop. 

I tried to get it going, but it felt as though there were many feet of snow beneath it. The tires spun.

“Great,” Carrie harrumphed. 

Oh, she was enjoying being so right about everything. 

“Fuck!” I shouted. I tried again to get the car going. I felt like a huge ass for being such a crappy winter driver. I had no idea how to get a car out of this situation. 

Carrie reached for the door handle. I reached out and stopped her. 

“What are you doing?” 

“I want to see where we are,” she snapped, and started to open the door. 

“No!” I said. “Stay in the car. That much I know you have to do.” 

She threw herself against the backseat and rolled her eyes. “Now what?” 

We sat in silence for a good fifteen minutes, while I played over the possibilities in my mind. Like any guy, I didn't take a long time getting around to the part where we had to huddle naked in the back seat under the same blanket and keep warm. 

Carrie was rolling her eyes again. I must have said it out loud. 

Just as I was about to say, surely someone will come along, out of the blinding whiteness a bright light appeared and flashed at us. 

A trucker. 

The relief that came over me was short lived, though, and even before the two figures reached our car, I had a feeling about what I was going to see. 

Tap tap. 

Sure enough. The tattooed man was wearing only a jean jacket and his white t-shirt. No hat. His head was shaved, and I wondered idly how it wasn't cold. He peered through the driver's window at me. His face had a scowl that could have easily been taken for murderous rage. But his eyes looked quickly past me, to Carrie.

I looked to her side of the car, where she was rolling down the window for the tattoo guy's buddy. He also had on a light, unzipped coat. 

“Oh thank God,” Carrie said, and I grimaced. The man at her window was taking in her full breasts with a menacing stare. But he was smiling. He looked like he was going to eat her.

My stomach felt cold. I wasn't sure what to do.  

“You okay?” the younger guy said, to Carrie and very much not to me. He had a handsome, rugged face. A five-o'clock shadow hung about his strong jaw. He leaned his thick arm on the window and put the other over the roof of the car. Possessively. 

“You're clean off the road,” he commented, still to Carrie.

Knock, knock. 

Tattoo man was looking at me. I quickly rolled the window down. A blast of wind rushed through the car and both Carrie and her handsome man glared at me like I was an idiot. 

“You got some kind of problem? Have an accident?” the man yelled. 

The man talking to Carrie touched her shoulder. “Well, you're okay, better roll that window up then.” 

I opened my eyes wide. Really? Did he really just touch her shoulder?

I turned back to the tattoo man. 

“We're stuck,” Carrie offered. She was in a real snit. 

The tattooed man made a sort of laughing noise, and his eyes looked my car over. “Yeah this car don't have enough weight. Also, you're off the road. It's back there.” He hooked a thumb in the direction of nothing in particular behind him. 

“Y'all want a lift? Storm's coming in hard, cars gotta get off the road.”

“Oh that's...very nice,” I began, and I could see Carrie rolling her eyes. “But I think we'll just...call AAA and wait for-”

“Gonna be waitin' all night. Next people to come by here gonna be the national guard. There's a motel up here we stay at sometimes. Take you there.”

His last sentence was not an offer, but sort of a command. His hand was already on the doorhandle and pulling it open. Carrie had turned around to reach for something in the back, and her torso was exposed as she did it. The tattooed man made no effort to disguise the fact that he was staring at her, With approval. He raised his eyebrows and drank it in. 

“Thank you,” Carrie said, shaking herself into her coat. 

Tattooed man didn't say anything.

But the other guy was right here when Carrie stepped out. Such a big, strong, rescuing gentleman – he took her bag and her elbow, helping her down the road to the big truck. 

I felt ridiculous clambering in.

Carrie bounced on the seat. “I've always wanted to see the inside of one of these,” she said, her eyes lighting up. 

I had no idea what had come over her. She was being outrageous. 

Probably she was just doing it to spite me. I wanted to say something to her, and tell her to quit egging on these beasts, but I was too much of a coward to open my mouth. I had to just sit there and listen to my wife giggling and acting like a bimbo for these truckers. 

“Gonna be a tight fit,” the handsome man said, looking right at me. My cheeks burned. Surely he didn't mean the double innuendo? 

And then he pretty much just lifted Carrie up, with one hand, onto his thigh. “There.” 

Carrie had no reaction to be set on another man's lap. 

I stared out the window as the big truck rolled back and then forward, and we started down the highway. The cab bounced, and so did Carrie, right on the lap of the strapping young trucker. Tattoo man had an amused look on his face, and I could guess what it was bout: how this doofus wimp who didn't know how to drive in the snow had his wife sitting on the lap of another man, and was too much of a wuss to do anything about it.

My cheeks were hot with humiliation, but I was also sort of turned on. I looked straight ahead into the whiteness, trying to keep a straight face. 

“Thanks,” I said, trying to sound as manly as possible after nearly falling out of the cab of the truck. I wondered if I should give them a tip, but the way the big tattooed man – Norm – was scowling at me, I decided to just get out of there with as much of my dignity as I had left. Which wasn't much. 

But Carrie had other plans. 

“Thank you so much,” she bubbled. She clasped the young guy's hands. His name was Dirk. “I don't know what we would have done. You guys aren't going anywhere in this, are you? You have to let us buy you dinner at least.”

Dirk looked at Norm. I stood there, looking stupid and thinking about how much these guys could probably eat.

“I won't take no for an answer,” Carrie said.

There was along, awkward pause. Then Norm erupted: 

“Gotta see where our buddies are at.” 

Carrie, who had spent the entire drive chatting about truckers and trucker life as if she thought it was the most interesting thing in the world, while she bounced around on Dirk's knees, nodded as though she completely understood. 

Then she said:

“Of course. We'll just go check in...hey, invite the, too!”

I groaned inwardly, remembering the men who I had seen ogling my wife at the diner with these two beasts.

“Oh, Carrie,” Dirk said, and I felt a stab of irritation – how was this guy seriously calling my wife Carrie, like he knew her or something? “We couldn't impose on y'all like that.” 

“I insist,” Carrie said. “Get 'em on the horn, or radio, or whatever it is, and tell them dinner is on us.”

Was she serious? She was tossing her hair around. She had placed a friendly hand on his arm. 

She skipped into the motel, and I followed, imagining the awful dinner awaiting me, with the five truckers chewing on giant drumsticks and pouring gallons of ale into their open mouths while they undressed my wife with their eyes. Carrie, patting everyone on the arm and jiggling her boobs for them. 

I mean – it was kind of hot to fantasize about. But also it was horrible. 

I shut the door to the room with a deliberate bang. 

Carrie ignored me, tossing her suitcase on the bed and then bouncing on the edge of it herself. 

She was so cheerful. 

“Could be worse,” she said, smiling. 

I was still annoyed by the the trip here. “Not really,” I said. 

She rolled her eyes and unzipped her suitcase. “I'm taking a shower,” she sighed. 

“Yeah,” I said, and even as I started speaking, I knew I sounded like a little, whiny bitch. But I couldn't stop myself. “You wouldn't want to look anything less than splendid for Norm Redneck and company.”

She shot me an irritated look. “What's that supposed to mean?”

“Oh, please. Sitting pretty cozy on Santa's lap, weren't you?”

She turned her back to me and started to take things out of her bag. 

“Don't be stupid,” she said finally.

I softened, because she had a slightly playful tone to her voice. 

Maybe there was a chance...

I stood behind her. “Still,” I said. “You kind of liked it. Admit it.” 

She gave me a backwards glance, and a faint smile. “You always said you fantasized about me with another man,” she said coyly. 

She had never said anything like this before. 

I put my hands around her waist. 

She sighed, and I knew without seeing it that she also rolled her eyes. “Not now. I have to take a shower.”

“Have to look good for Dirk,” I said, and I tried to sound like I was joking. Was I? I couldn't even really tell what I was doing myself. 

“Yup,” she said curtly, and it sent a jolt of hot lava straight through my torso and into my cock.  “For Dirk. I'm going to put on my hottest sweater.” Then she trotted into the bathroom, leaving me in the room with a hard on, fantasizing about Dirk and Norm and my wife. 

––––––––

The dinner was worse than I had imagined it would be. The friend truckers showed up, one by one, complaining that the roads were so bad they'd be stuck there for at least a day. Then they decided that, if that was the case, they might as well have a few drinks. 

Carrie, also, decided to have a few drinks. She began with a conservative glass of wine, which gave her cheeks a pink blush and made her eyes wet and sparkly. She started to giggle and toss her hair around, biting her lip during the action sequences of the trucker stories that each of them offered her. 

Dirk asked me what I did for a living. My answer of accountant was met with chuckles and knowing expressions. “That's nice,” Dirk said. 

But not very manly, I could see him thinking.

Then one of the truckers ordered shots of tequila. 

I fully expected Carrie, who had gotten sick the last time she drank tequila, to decline. Instead, she waved her hands dramatically at the bartender when the shots were ordered and said, “No, no, no – wait a minute! No Cuervo for these guys. You have Don Julio? Let's have some real tequila!” 

She leaned over the bar, and her low-cut shirt revealed her ample bosom. She was certainly showing it off tonight. 

I leaned in and whispered to her after she placed the order. “Carrie,” I said. “Maybe you should take it easy...”

She glared at me and opened her mouth, but at the same time Rob, one of the three friends who had arrived and graciously taken Carrie's offer of a free dinner, grabbed my arm and bellowed: “Oh, Marky Mark. Take it easy. Ain't nobody getting' out of her tonight or tomorrow. Relax a little.” 

“Yeah Mark,” Norm said, staring at me from the bar where he had been sitting with his arms folded, giving me cold, steely eyes all evening. “Relax. Let the lady have a drink if she wants to.” 

I gave in, and shut up. 

After a few moments, I helped myself to a shot. 

Carrie started laughing with her mouth wide open, and smiling at every single thing they guys said to her. I sat, pouting, and pouring myself drinks. 

Carrie was getting plastered, and the truckers were getting more and more feely as they did as well. Their hands started moving around her waist, pinching her knee and telling her what good shape she was in. They stopped even attempting to cover up that they were staring at her tits. 

I went to the restroom at some point, and when I got back, Carrie was sitting on Norm's lap. 

“Carrie!” I hissed. 

But Carrie looked up and laughed. “Sweetie,” she said. “Norm is just teaching me how to...what is it called...?” But she collapsed in a waterfall of giggles and was unable to finish what she was saying. 

“I think we should go to bed,” I said, curtly. 

“Okay,” she said. “Okay, honey.” She tried to compose herself as she slid off Norm's lap, smiling. She sat down in the chair next to him and looked at me. 'You're right. Let's go.” 

I snatched her coat and turned toward the door. 

I assumed she was following me. I had already left the bar, and the door was swinging behind me, when I realized that she had not come after me. 

Rather than be humiliated by stomping back into the room like a scorned woman, I decided to just go to the room.

She would follow me.

Wouldn't she? 

After a half hour, I got into bed and turned off all the lights. I fumed silently, preparing what I would say to her the next day about her behavior. 

I most have dozed off.

When I opened my eyes, with a start from some bad half-dream, I looked at the clock. 

12:13.

What the fuck? Was she seriously still drinking with those assholes?  

I opened the door and stuck my head out the hallway. Nothing. 

I crept down the hallway, feeling almost like a teenager sneaking out of his house – which was ridiculous, I knew. But I felt it anyway. I had every right, I kept telling myself, to go see what my wife was doing at 12 am with five truckers. 

But I didn't want her to see me, and I didn't want to have confront them and put up with their jeering. They had already made me feel like an ass. 

I went down the back stairs so that I could approach the bar from the back, where it was less likely they would see me. 

It was a long walk down the hallway. The lights were on, bright and buzzing, and a soda machine hummed loudly like every soda machine in every hotel in America. A door clicked shut and I jumped, but the sound came from a hallway behind me. 

There was a cheap door of full-length glass and aluminum dividing the hallway from the small, wood-paneled room that serviced both the diner and the bar. But there didn't seem to be anyone there. No sound, no shadows moving. The back door I was coming through turned sharply into the diner, like a small entryway, so I could open the door and creep into the space without – hopefully – being noticed. 

On the other hand, if anyone did notice me, it would look that much more like I was spying on my wife. Maybe I should go back to the front door. 

But the lack of activity in the bar, where I had left my wife last, flirting in a low-cut shirt with five muscled truckers, pushed me on. 

There was no one in the bar. There were glasses littered on several tables and behind the bar, but no one was there. 

I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe Carrie had returned to the room, by going through the front door, and we had just missed each other. 

Or maybe the gang of truckers had kidnapped her and they were gangbanging her in the back of one of their trucks. 

And then, my eyes fell on her purse. It was in a chair at one of the tables littered with glasses. 

And then I noticed one of the trucker's coats. The Carhart jacket that Herb or Harvey or whatever his name was had been wearing. 

Almost at the same time, I heard a small crash in the kitchen, and a male voice. And then a sound that sent a shiver through me: a cross between a moan and a cry. 

My first thought was that they had dragged her into the kitchen against her will, and that now I would have to do something. My veins filled with fear. I looked around for a phone. 

Then, I heard her voice again. 

That was not really the sound of someone who was doing something against her will. 

Another small clatter. I moved toward the swinging door that divided the diner and the kitchen. There was a tiny window in it, and I crept up to it, approaching it at a crouch so that I could peep my head up from the bottom without being seen. 

I looked into the kitchen. At first I saw only a surprisingly large kitchen with aluminum counters and typical kitchen appliances. It also appeared that no one was there. 

Then I glimpsed jeans, and skin, and a shoe, in the doorway beyond the kitchen. There appeared to be a manager's room; the floor was carpeted. 

And there was someone in it. 

There were quite a few people in it, and one of them was Carrie. 

I slipped into the kitchen, driven by something I couldn't describe. I knew Carrie was in there, and from what I could see: her leg, bare, and the jeans; and from the sound – I knew what I was going to see if I could get to a place to observe that room. I didn't want to see it, and I didn't want it to be true. But I also did want to see it. And I did want it to be true.

I felt like I was dreaming as I moved through the kitchen, watching the light in the office and listening to the voices coming from it. I heard it all, but it washed over me as if it weren't real. The sound of zippers, the male voices saying things like, “That's it, baby. Take it all.” 

My cock got harder and harder as my mind imagined what I didn't truly expect to see: my wife's mouth opening for the cock of one of those dirty, foul-mouthed truckers. Taking in their unwashed, hairy cocks...images filled my head, but secretly, I still believed it would end up being some kind of silly misunderstanding. They were actually all washing dishes, like in a campy eighties movie.  

I was worried about how I would get the view that I wanted, but as I crossed the kitchen, the answer presented itself – almost too good to be true. There was a small window looking out of (or in on, in my case) the office, to the right of the door. I would be hidden behind the wall. 

I crept past the dangerous place in front of the office door, where I could have easily been seen if the man in the doorway had turned his head. I held my breath and actually squeezed my eyes closed, praying to avoid confrontation. But he didn't see me, and I picked up the pace, on tip-toes, to get to safety around the corner. 

It was pitch black on the other side of the office where the window was, except for where a patch of light fell against the wall. I moved about three feet from the window, where I felt exposed but knew that I wasn't. No one could see me in the dark because of the reflections on the glass. I repeated this to myself several times, because each of the five enormous men with thick arms could break me in two by himself. 

I stared at what I saw through the window. 

This cannot be happening, I thought to myself. 

My wife was propped up on a chair, her knees and hands resting on the seat of the chair, her ankles crossed – and her completely bare ass open and exposed to the men who were watching her, encircling her like a pack of horny, hungry wolves. But more than that, she had her face turned up toward one of them, who was clearly unfastening his belt and unzipping his pants with one hand, and her face was lit up like she was getting a present. She was smiling, and running her tongue along the ridge of her teeth. 

Her hot red mouth was making the most sexual, dirty movements I could imagine. She didn't even look like my wife now – she looked like a character in a porno who resembled my wife. I wanted to look away, but I wanted to see what she would do next.

I mean, I didn't. But I guess I had no choice but to watch. I certainly wasn't going to take on five guys. 

Dirk, whose mopish hair I recognized, too his shirt off, and Carrie watched him attentively as he moved around the chair. I saw the tattooed arms of a bare-chested Norm stroking her neck and running his grubby fingers through her hair. He was kneading her shoulder like a baker with dough, clumsily, all the time pushing her face closer to where his cock was erect and waiting. He grasped her jaw in his hand and turned her face up. With his hand under her chin, and his fingers over her jaw, he squeezed her cheeks so that if she hadn't opened her mouth willingly, he would have opened it for her. 

But Carrie had a seductive smile on her face, and she opened her mouth to let his fat cock fill it. He slid into her waiting mouth, and then he grasped her hair and pushed her head down onto him, all the way to the base of his cock.

A shudder went  through me as I watched my wife's lips make contact with the hairy base of the beefy trucker's dick.  

Then, to my amazement, when he let go of her hair and placed his hands on the back of his head, the way a person would relax on the beach, Carrie just kept going. She bobbed her head up and down, sucking and tugging on his cock, slurping and gulping and getting it wet with her spit until it shone. 

“That's it,” Norm coaxed. “Oh, fuck. That's good. Just keep sucking on that cock.” He was speaking loudly, and it was easy to hear him through the glass.

I was so obsessed with what she was doing with her mouth, that I hadn't been paying attention to Dirk, who was moving around behind her, his own cock in his hand. His eyes were fixed on her round, naked ass. The way she was propped on the chair made her ass pop up, her legs crossed at the ankles underneath her, her chin resting on the back of the chair as she sucked on Norm's cock. 

Dirk placed his thumb inside of her – I couldn't quite see where, and she moaned, but didn't stop sucking on Norm's cock. 

I watched in horror, but also with my cock getting harder and harder, as Dirk guided his member to her opening and pushed in. 

Carrie emitted a moan, and squealed, but her mouth was full of cock, and the moan was muffled. I looked at the expression on Dirk's face as he watched his cock slide into her – his greedy, lusty face as he watched his own cock get wet with my wife's pussy juices. 

He started off slow, fucking her lightly, one hand extended to grasp her hair and pushed her onto Norm's cock while Norm maintained his casual posture, relaxing with his hands crossed on the back of his head like a day at the beach. Just relaxing, while my wife's mouth pleasured him all the way down to the base of his fat, dirty cock. 

Dirk started to pound into Carrie harder, sucking on his lower lip and watching himself.  

Carrie let out a cock-filled squeal. I could only imagine, from where I was, that her cunt was glistening and swollen – so different than she ever was for me. 

Dirk leaned forward and whispered something in her ear. She released Norm's cock from her mouth, a long trail of saliva hanging from her mouth to his vein-covered cock. Whatever Dirk said made her smile, then pant, then bite her lip, then say: Yes, over and over again. 

And then she started to arch her back, and her legs began to twist beneath her. My eyes widened in jealousy, rage, and humiliation – just minutes into Dirk's treatment, she was flailing wildly and panting and squealing in delight. She moaned, and started to scream. She was coming, but the sounds of her ecstasy were dampened by the cock in her mouth. 

My cock was so hard now that it was pulsing painfully with each beat of my heart, which was racing. 

I had to free it. I moved my hand down to my zipper and hoped it wouldn't make any noise. 

Norm reached out and pulled her from his cock, like he was lifting an animal from it. He was stroking his huge cock with one hand and holding her head up with the other. Her face was flushed, and she had that erotic smile on her lips. 

Another expression that was new to me. 

“Did you like that?” Norm asked her. “You want some more, though, don't you? Show me how much you want me to fuck you.” 

Carrie smiled and licked her lips, but she didn't do anything else. She knew what was coming even before I did. 

The chair she was on was a swivel chair. Dirk turned it, while she stayed propped up on it like a toy. Now I had a view of her ass, and her swollen pussy, her juiced dripping onto her thighs. She squirmed in the chair and pushed herself back toward Norm. 

Dirk had already gathered her hair in his hands, and pushed her mouth onto his cock. 

It was only at his point, incredibly, that I remembered that there were other men in the room. But they seemed content to wait their turn, their cocks in their hands, ready to fill her up after Dirk and Norm had their way with her.  

As Dirk pushed her head forward – but I must say, she seemed to bend that way most willingly – Norm slipped a finger into her, and stroked her lightly on her clit. She opened her mouth for Dirk, her eyes still fixed on him, and then she just swallowed him whole.

She had never, ever, done that with me. The most I could get her to do was lick me a little, and suck the tip of my cock. She did it with disinterest, certainly never looking me in the eye while she did it. 

Dirk's cock was twice the size of mine – thicker, longer – and she just took the whole thing into her mouth, like she did it all the time. 

Dirk tipped his head back and seethed through his teeth. “Oh, fuck,” he said. 

I stared in horror at the sight, imagining what I couldn't see clearly: Carrie's red lipstick highlighting her lips, spread wide, wide open, and Dirk's brown-pink cock stretching them apart even further, buried all the way to his balls in Carrie's soft pink mouth. He started to thrust his hips, holding her head in place with his hand on her throat, and she obediently allowed herself to be manhandled and fucked like that. 

My eyes flicked to Norm, and another jolt went through me as I saw what he was doing: he had gotten his finger wet in her pussy and now he was slowly sliding into her. I squinted. Did I have this right? Was he slowly sliding his finger into her ass? 

I couldn't see very well, but the slowness of his motions as he began to push and pull inside of her revealed the inevitable truth: if he had had his fingers in her sopping-wet pussy they would not have met so much resistance. 

Carrie did not moan or cry out – and perhaps this was because her mouth was filled to full with cock. Instead, she tipped her ass up more by arching her back, like an invitation. Norm looked down at her ass with new interest, clearly pleased that she was offering him some more. 

I heard his gravelly voice. “You like that, huh?” 

At that moment Carrie pulled away from Dirk's cock to catch her breath. Saliva trailed from his swollen member to her mouth, and her lipstick was smeared all over her chin and cheek. Her mouth was gushing saliva and sticky juices, probably salty precum from Dirk's near-bursting cock. She reached up a hand to take Dirk's cock in it and stroke him, as she turned with a smile to Norm. 

“I like in the ass, if you do it right.” 

My eyes bulged and I squeezed my cock to keep myself from coming all over the floor right then and there. What the fuck?! This was so unlike her. 

Or was it? Maybe I had just never had the balls to give her what she really craved. 

She watched Norm as he inserted two fingers in her ass. The chair moved to the right, giving me a better view. I couldn't take my eyes off my wife's tight ass being pried open by Norm's stubby fingers. 

Carrie closed her eyes and moaned, but she kept pushing her ass back toward him. Norm smiled. 

Dirk, probably near blowing up, placed his hand on Carrie's head and pushed her back onto his cock. Into her mouth went the big slab of meat, all the way down, deep into her throat. Norm's eyes watched it, and I could see his cock was thumping around in excitement, like a big, twitching club. He moved his hand back and forth in Carrie's ass, and she made sounds like it hurt her and she liked it. She whimpered and moaned. But all the while she kept sucking on Dirk's cock, and pushing her ass further onto Norm's hand. 

Norm pulled out his fingers and took his big, thick snake of a cock in his hand. It was too heavy and thick to stand out straight.

He teased her with the tip of his cock, dipping lightly into her pussy and rubbing her clit. Dirk pulled out of her mouth for a moment so that she could catch her breath and she gasped. “Put it in my ass,” she mewled.

Yes, I thought sinfully. Put it in her ass.

Wait. I mean...no...but I mean yes...

Fuck, my cock was aching just imagining what it must feel like to have a finger in her tight ass. And the fact that someone else got to do it, instead of me...that was just making things worse.

Or better. Depending on how you looked at it.  

Norm smiled. “I'm stretch you out first, sweetheart. Steve here has the biggest cock in the state. Why don't you see if you can get it all in that mouth of yours while I break you in?”

Rage was filling my head – both of my heads. Rage and heat. What in the hell was wrong with Carrie? Is this really what she wanted? Why wasn't she putting up any resistance to these men using her like a fuck toy?

She shook her head slightly as she kept sucking on Dirk's cock. She didn't want to stop. 

But Dirk, with some obvious reluctance, obeyed the ringleader and lifted her head away from him by the hair. “Not yet, babe.” 

Now Steve – as that seemed to be his name – moved in front of her. 

His cock, did appear to be, in fact, the largest in the state. 

He held it out for her, and she flicked her tongue out. Like a kitten. Licking the tip of it. Teasing him, getting him hotter. Pleasing him. 

And then Carrie's mouth opened in a gasp, because Norm – who not small by any accounts except in comparison to the ridiculous cock that Steve had – was pushing himself through the tight sphincter of her ass. 

Her moan was muffled as Steve lifted his cock for her, and pushed her head down onto him.

She got most of his cock into her mouth, but it was too big even for my apparently talented cock-sucking wife. Still, she gave it her all, opening and opening, the bulge of his dick moving further and further down her throat. 

For a few minutes there was silence, and only the sounds of Carrie's holes being pumped, sticky saliva and mucous lubrication the passage of those huge cocks. Norm began to move back and forth slowly, and she whimpered a little with her mouth fill of cock. I watched as her ass hole spread and spread. I imagined the searing pain, and the solid ache she had to be feeling now.  

Steve lifted her head up and pulled himself out of her. His cock was soaked with her saliva, and she lapped at it, licking the tip. 

Norm chose that moment to give a huge thrust, deep inside of her, and she screamed. “Oh god!” she said. “Oh, no, oh no, I can't take it! It's so big!” 

But her voice meant: I fucking love it, it's so big, fuck me harder. 

I watched, mortified, as they went down her throat and into her ass again, enjoying themselves immensely, filling up nearly every hole of my wife with their huge, dirty trucker cocks. 

At least, at least, they didn't seem to want to fuck her pussy and fill her up with their cum, getting her pregnant. 

Right?

It was almost as if they read my mind. Steve pulled his cock from her mouth and breathed heavily. “Gotta wait a minute, sweetheart. You're gonna make me come and I want to fill you up.” 

Norm didn't stop. “I'm gonna fuck my load in her right now. You ready for it?” 

She was, and she mewled that she was, but he didn't wait for her answer to grasp her ass on both sides and hammer into her until he growled and yelled. He pulled out at the very final moment, just as his hot cum started to burst from the tip of his cock. Dirk, without needing instruction of any kind, reached over her and held her gaping ass open so that his cum splattered into her dark, throbbing hole. 

“That's one load,” Norm commented. “Now Dirk's gonna fill you up. Steve is last.”

One of the other two laughed and commented that she wouldn't be able to take any more after Steve. He pushed Steve aside, and guided his cock to Carrie's lips. 

She opened obediently and started t suck on him, while Dirk pushed himself inside of her. Her cries were gagged by the cock in her mouth. 

Norm's cum gushed out of her ass with slurping noises as Dirk moved in and out of her. 

He didn't pull out to fill her up. He exploded with his cock deep in her ass. Carrie bawled like a farm animal.

The trucker with his cock in her mouth couldn't take any more, He was past the point of no return. He grasped her hair with one hand and tried to get out before he came, but cum was already spurting from his cock and into the back of her throat before he got out. Still, it gushed out, splattering all over her face and her cheeks. She smiled and opened her mouth, moving her head to try and catch it all. 

The fifth trucker was stroking his cock so hard that I could see he was about to come. Carrie reached out and moved her hand along his shaft as he moved toward her. He almost made it to her mouth, but his cum sprayed all over her face as she turned to open up for him. Some of it dripped all over the chair. 

Steve, who got to fill her up last, was moving behind her now. I moved my eyes around, not sure where to look: to the black center of her red-rimmed hole that was throbbing and squirting white froth onto her thighs, and the fat cock that was about to tear her open? Or to her cum-covered face, and her tongue that was happily licking it off?

But the two truckers at her head had plans for her still: they pushed her hair out her face and moved her to the chair where the cum was spilled. 

Carrie needed no instruction: she extended her tongue and licked up everything they had spilled. She stopped only for a moment to howl as Steve's enormous cock broke past her tight rim. 

They all watched, just like me, eyes riveted on the thickness that stretched her as far as she could possibly go. She howled but kept licking obediently, until ever last drop of cum was cleaned off the chair. 

“Good girl,” one of them said. “Give her her prize, Stevey.” 

“You want it?” he snarled at Carrie. 

“Give it to me, please give it to me!” Carrie yelled. “Oh fuck, fill my ass up!” 

Steve pounded her hard, and then he roared as he pulled out of her – leaving a big, gaping hole in her ass that was twitching a throbbing – and his huge load burst like a fountain. The cum kept gushing for what seemed like an eternity, and all of right into her sticky hole, until it was overflowing. 

He slapped her on the ass. 

I squeezed my eyes shut and bit my lip as my own cum exploded, soaking my pants. I panted and reached out to steady myself. I couldn't help whispering: Fuck. 

And then I scampered away, before I got caught. I would deal with Carrie later.

Maybe. 
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