Julie had been married now for 5 years. What had started out as a happy marriage after college soon had turned sour. She now looked at him in disgust and could not ever imagine what she saw in this pathetic excuse of a man. The one good thing that had come out of her married life was that she realized how much power she had over this idiot. It had been over 6 months since the first time Jeff had caught her cheating. 
He had come home early from work to the sounds of her screaming. He walked nervously up the stairs to find his wife spread eagle on the kitchen floor getting pounded by the largest black man he had ever seen in his life. She barely noticed him coming in, and the look on her face was on of pure bliss. Her eyes were rolled back in her head as her nails dug into his back. Jeff knew she was cumming, and sighed, knowing he had not seen that look for a long time. He hung his head and walked into the bedroom as she came again, her wild moans filling the entire house. That night, thinking she would be apologetic, Jeff was shocked to see her completely unsympathetic of his plight. She was arrogant and looked at him with contempt as he pitifully described how hurt he felt. Julie knew he wouldn’t leave her and she loved it. She was not sorry, and planned to rub it in his face. “I don’t see what the problem is Jeff, we both know you don’t know how to fuck me proper. This guy today…he was incredible, his cock was three times the size of your pathetic little worm….I haven’t cum like that in so long. He is coming back tomorrow, so you need to find another place to sleep. “
She was loving this new power, and she planned to use it as much as she could. The next day when Jeff came home from work, he was startled to find 4 cars in his driveway, and his stomach soon began to turn. He could barely breathe when he walked up the stairs, unable to fathom what would lay inside when he opened the door. As much as he didn’t want to admit it however, as hurt as he was, he had never been so turned on in his life. He couldn’t get the image out of his head, and had thought about it all day at work. The size of the man fucking her, he could only imagine what his cock looked like. The thought of him pounded his once innocent little wife, was just too much for him to take. He had to excuse himself twice at work to jerk off just to clear his mind. 
He took a deep breath and opened the door, his heart pounding, his head feeling faint. He could hear muffled sounds coming from the bedroom, and quickly raced up the stairs. The door was left open a crack and he crept up as slow as he could, not wanting to draw attention to himself. What he saw would be etched in his mind for years to come. There, in the middle of a crowd of what he estimated was ten men, was his darling wife, this time, with not one, but three cocks fucking her. The black man from yesterday was lying beneath her, pumping feverishly in her ass, while a tan muscular man was pounding her pussy from behind. She had never even let him go near her ass, and yet she seemed to be taking it like a pro, he wondered how many men had fucked it. There was another man at the edge of the bed feeding a massive fleshy cock into her hungry mouth. The rest of the men were jerking their cocks, eyes glued to the scene happening before their eyes. Jeff could not believe the size of these men, and realized Julie wasn’t kidding when she said they were three times his size. Jeff could not contain the bulge that was now practically bursting out of his pants. He needed to cum. He quietly unzipped his fly and took out his now rock hard cock. He started stroking it, watching wide eyed, fascinated as his wife took cock after cock, barely breaking stride as one would cum inside her, and another would quickly take its place. This was too much for Jeff to take and he came as hard as he had ever cum in his life, letting out a barely audible grunt as he shot his wad all over the carpet. Somehow, one of the men turned around and quickly went over to Julie with a concerned look on his face. Jeff was terrified and had no idea what her reaction would be. 
“What the fuck, I’m cumming, she gasped in short choppy breaths as the man whispered something in her ear.” 
“Oh fuck, don’t worry about him, close the door”.

Jeff was crushed as the man coldly slammed the door in Jeff’s face, locking it immediately. The next four hours were absolute torture as Jeff waited outside the door, hearing moan after moan interrupted by wet sloppy sounds of the cocks slamming into his wife. It was night time by the time the door opened again. His wife came out first, her body covered entirely with messy white cum. She barely even looked at him, as one of the men pushed him out of the way. 
“So next weekend, definitely! Yea give me a call, my husband will give me a ride, Oh, and bring that new guy you keep talking about, if he’s as big as you say, I can’t wait to get that monster inside me!” “So I’ll talk to you guys later tonite, well set it up!”
 She kissed each one on the cheek as they left one by one. A few guys grabbed her tits as she giggled, one lightly smacking her ass as he walked past her flashing her a subtle grin. 
Jeff stood there frozen, stunned, as the last of the men tricked out. His now cum covered wife walked slowly up the stairs and shot him a cold unapologetic look. “What the fuck are you looking at, you knew this was coming.” He could barely speak. Jeff knew that their lovemaking had not been happening as frequently as he would have liked, but he had no idea that his wife had become a full blown whore behind his back. He wished he could ignore the bulge between his pants, but it was now becoming evident to both of them. There was a long uncomfortable silence as her gazed now focused curiously on his crotch. She walked slowly over to him and placed her hand on his cheek. Whispering seductively into his ear, she spoke slowly with a tone he had never heard her use before. 
“I know that it turned you on to watch me back there. I saw you watching me through the door. You need to understand that there is nothing you can do to satisfy me with that tiny cock of yours. I need dick from real men Jeff, and you are certainly not of them. I know this turns you on, and there is nothing you will do to stop me. I am going to get fucked every which way, by more and more cocks, and it will just get crazier from here on out. Next weekend I am going to get gangbanged by over 30 men, and if you’re lucky, the only thing you can hope to get out of it is some stories from me. From now on you will sleep on the couch, and the only way you can touch me is to clean the cum out of my pussy after some other stud has fucked the shit out of me”
She licked the bottom of his ear, and placed her hand on his now throbbing cock. He was helpless. They both knew he would do nothing, and he was so turned on that he couldn’t say a word. 

Once again at work the next day Jeff was a complete wreck. His mind was just hanging on every word he said. He was desperate and needed just to hear her voice, telling him it was all just a bad dream. After going back and forth for a half hour, he finally picked up the phone and called her. It rang twice before someone picked it up. It was not Julie, but some man’s voice he had never heard before. “Can…umm….can I speak to Julie please? Who is this?” He heard shuffling, static, and muffled voices. “Yea buddy she is kinda busy right now who is this?” the man replied gruffly.  Jeff was baffled, stuttering, “This is Jeff, her husband”. There was a long pause as Jeff sat clutching the phone, his heart racing. After what seemed like an eternity, Julie grabbed the phone, panting, completely out of breath. “What?!” what the fuck do you want Jeff? She could barely speak she was panting so hard. Her staggered breaths caught him off guard as he nearly dropped the phone. “Hunny? Who was that man on the phone?” “Oh him? That’s the guy who’s fucking me, you should see the cock on this one, god he is incredible, and he is bringing some friends over later so go shopping and bring home some food for these guys, they are gonna be hungry! Her words were like daggers in his heart as he closed his eyes and ran his hand through his hair. He heard laughing in the background soon followed by audible moans that he knew clearly belonged to his wife. Julie?? Please pick up!! Julie??? He knew she wasn’t there anymore and began to sob uncontrollably. He knew that man had put his cock back in her and could hear her now screaming for him to fuck her harder. He was frozen with the phone in his hand, and half of him felt crushed, hurt, heartbroken and desperate. The other half of him was more turned on then he had ever felt in his entire life. It was becoming a reality that his wife was now a full fledged cock whore and there was nothing he could do about it. Jeff listened through the phone for another hour, jerking off twice under his desk just from hearing her moan. 
The rest of the day went by like an eternity. Staring at the clock minute after minute, hour after agonizing hour. Jeff felt like he would die or go insane before the day was finally over. When the clock hit 5 he sprung up out of his chair, took a deep breath, and bolted out the door, slamming it behind him. His mind was going in a thousand different directions, and his fantasies were clearly getting the best of him. He knew after the past few days that this was getting out of control, and he knew that he had never been more turned on in his life. 

He arrived home to find 6 cars in his driveway, none of which he recognized. His breath began to quicken, and his heart was racing faster and faster with each passing second. He pulled over on the side of the road, and tried to compose himself. His mind was insane, he couldn’t stop the thoughts from penetrating him deeply, the sounds belting out of her throat as each cock slammed into her, the look on her face after it had all finished. He tried to prepare himself but he knew it was hopeless. He was helpless. She would not stop and he did not have a choice but to sit back and watch as his wife became an uncontrollable whore. Already hard, Jeff got out of his car and slowly walked to the front door. Breathing deeply, he closed his eyes and opened it, expecting the worst. However, there was nothing but silence. Dead silence greeted him unexpectedly, and he didn’t know whether to be relieved or disappointed. He cautiously crept up the stairs, still expecting to find his wife acting out some crazy sexual fantasy with some stranger he had never seen. He walked down to the bedroom. There was no one there. Confused, he checked the kitchen. Again, there was not a soul, or a sound. Jeff was baffled, and now realized he had been desperately craving his worst fear all day. He walked downstairs into the living room. Jeff became suddenly aware of a pungent smell, and couldn’t figure out what it was coming from. As he walked into the living room he now realized. He let out a small gasp when he saw his naked wife, passed out on the living room floor. The room was a mess. Puddles of cum oozed lazily in every direction surrounding her body. Her hair was matted down and he now realized the smell he caught coming in was the smell of piss. She was drenched from head to toe in piss. Saliva dribbled loosely from the corners of her lips, and her head hung awkwardly toward one side. He noticed the TV was still on and went to shut it off, and noticed that there was a tape sticking out of the VCR. It was blank, and he hadn’t remembered watching anything the night before. He curiously popped the tape back in and pushed play. Suddenly, there was his wife, this time very much coherent, screaming her head off as a man with a shaved head and enormous muscles pumped her from behind. The video scanned the room and Jeff’s mouth went dry. There must have been thirty men crowded into the room, some jerking their cocks, others looking on in wide eyed fascination, other cheering loudly. Jeff was rock hard, and quickly pulled down his pants, his cock springing out of his boxers as he greedily began to stroke himself to the scene unfolding before his eyes. The man fucking her grunted as he came, and another man soon took his place in his wife’s now sloppy pussy. Jeff came three times watching, and realized he was only 20 minutes into the video. He fast forwarded for a minute or two then pressed play. This time she was bouncing happily on one cock, while alternating between sucking two others. She seemed to still be going strong, and soon was bent over while another man squeezed his way into her asshole. She now had two cocks fucking her wildly, while taking turns sucking the remaining men who swung their fat dicks in front of her eager mouth. She swallowed them one by one, taking it all in stride, not missing a beat. Hour after hour she fucked like this, her holes now completely mangled, dripping with cum. He fast forwarded another minute and what he saw next horrified him. There, in the center of a 30 man fuckfest, was his wife getting showered with piss. She was on her back, one man lazily sliding his cock in and out of her pussy. Men circled her body and were just pissing everywhere, in her mouth, on her face, on her tits, and several minutes later in her ass and pussy. He was disgusted and yet turned on at the same time. She was slurping it down, smiling as it splashed on her face, pooling just below her chin and spilling down onto her tits. 
This rancid scene continued for another 20 minutes or so. When the man fucking her had finally dumped his load in her sloppy cunt, two men grabbed her legs and held her open. Men lined up and took turns using his wife’s cunt as a toilet, pissing directly into her mangled cum stained pussy, now overflowing with piss. 

By the time she woke up, Jeff was still in shock. She took a shower and came back as if nothing out of the ordinary had even happened. “Wow, what a night, sorry you missed it”, she said yawning. “Oh I got most of it on tape, but thanks for the thought”, he replied sarcastically. “By the way, I’m spending the next weekend with Tony and his friends, he is the one who set it up, I can’t get enough of this!” “I can see that hun”, Jeff replied quietly. 
The following weeks just turned the surreal into routine. Night after night, if she came home at all, she would stumble in at 3 am reeking of booze. Some nights as Jeff pleaded her to tell him where she was, she would just flash him a wicked smile, hike up her skirt, and let the cum seep out of her cunt, leaking down the insides of her thighs. It became expected that if she was home at all, she would often bring home two or three strangers she happened to meet at the bar, and Jeff would drift off to sleep on the couch to the sounds of his wife getting pounded with cock, screaming at the top of her lungs. 
It was 6:00 AM and Jeff rolled wearily out of bed. He had stayed up until 2:00 to wait for Julie to come home but had drifted off after awhile. He was groggy and stumbled toward the kitchen. He was pouring his first cup of coffee when he noticed a piece of paper with a note scrawled sloppily across the top, most certainly Julie’s handwriting. “Jeff, don’t bother waiting up for me anymore. I’ve gone to live with one of my new friends Rick, he promised me all the cock I can handle, and I obviously can’t get that from your tiny pathetic little dick……oh PS- one of those studs must have knocked me up the last gangbang, pretty sure I’m pregnant, bye!” 

