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The loud slapping of skin on skin filled my ears.

I couldn't believe my eyes. My husband was fucking another woman.

I watched as he grabbed her long dark hair and yanked it back as he fucked her from behind. That was my husband.

He was supposed to be pulling my hair, driving his cock into me, not some skank he had picked up at the bar or wherever he picked this bitch up.

I continued watching as he grabbed her waist and shoved his cock deep inside of her.

"I can't," I said as I closed the laptop.

"I am sorry, Mrs. Keller," the private investigator sympathized as he gave me a handkerchief.

"No, you're not," I replied bitterly.

I was hoping I was wrong; I was hoping Stuart had been working late nights as he had told me.

My brother Dale told me to hire a private investigator to find the truth.

"I am sorry, I shouldn't have...." I tried to apologize for snapping at him.

"It's okay," he smiled. "We get that a lot."

"What do I do now?" I asked.

"Did you sign a prenup?" the investigator asked.

"No," I replied.

"Take him for everything," the investigator shrugged. "You have enough on that drive to bury him."

I used the rest of the money Dale gave me to pay the last fees, and I waited for Stuart to return home.

"You're still up," Stuart said as he entered the house.

"Yeah, I couldn't sleep," I responded.

"Ah, you watched another scary movie huh?" Stuart said.

"I watched something scary," I said, staring at him as he did his typical thing.

First, he put his coat up, removed his shoes, and neatly put them on the rack. He undid his tie and then headed straight for the bar.

I had placed the laptop on top of the bar.

"What's this?" Stuart asked as he looked at the laptop.

"Something I bought recently," I responded as I waited.

Stuart opened it, and the loud moaning of the blonde he was fucking came through the speakers.

"Fuck me!" she screamed as I had already watched all of the videos.

There were seven women on there, seven whores that he had fucked.

Stuart didn't even stop drinking from his glass.

"Well?" I asked.

"Shh," Stuart held up his hand to silence. "It's getting to the good part."

Stuart shoved his hips forward. "Damn she was a good fuck!" he shook his head as he poured himself another drink.

"What!" I yelled.

"Did your P.I. get the red head?" Stuart asked as he looked at the screen. "She was out of this world, when she got on top of me, I thought she was going to rip my dick off!"

He was laughing and admitting to fucking other women.

"There she is!" Stuart exclaimed as he was using the laptop.

"Stuart!" I yelled again.

"Mary!" Stuart playfully yelled back at me.

"You fucked other women and you're proud of it?" I shouted I couldn't believe he was smiling at the screen.

"Absolutely!" Stuart replied. "Did you see the size of this whore's tits! They were the fake ones, and not the good fake ones, I might add, as one looked completely lopsided, but she let me fuck her in the ass, and let me tell you, it was worth every penny!"

"I am your fucking wife, look at me!" I yelled as I slammed the laptop closed.

"What?" Stuart smiled as he looked at me. "You didn't think I knew you hired a P.I.? I knew that your lame brother would tell you to hire one."

"So, this was all an act?" I asked.

"No," Stuart shook his head. "I liked, no I loved fucking them, every single one."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing.

"Don't, you judge me or start those tears!" Stuart said, shaking his finger at me. "You did this, not me."

"Me?" I asked. "How did I make you sleep with other women; explain how I did that?"

"We haven't had sex, real good sex in years!" Stuart yelled at me. "And when we do have sex, you always start to cry or want to stop."

"Not this again," I shook my head and walked away.

"Oh, definitely this again," Stuart chased after me.

"I lost a child!" I yelled at him. "And when I lost her, I lost the ability to have any other child at the same time!"

"That was six years ago!" Stuart yelled back. "I tried to be patient and understanding, but I have needs and wants, and you weren't there for me!"

"For you!" I was furious beyond furious. "I was the one that they ripped the insides out of, I was the one that lost her. What was I supposed to do, jump back on your cock and dance!"

"I didn't expect a cold bed for six years," Stuart said as he returned to the bar. "You weren't doing your job, so I had other women do it."

"My job," I chuckled. "Well, I am going to take you to court, and I will take everything!"

"Go for it," Stuart shrugged. "I moved most of my accounts into my sister's name. The house is in your brother's name so you can take that, and as far as the savings accounts. I emptied them paying for the hookers, so take it all whatever's left."

"You asshole!" I yelled.

"No," Stuart corrected. "You're the bitch!"

I ran up the stairs and slammed the bedroom door.

I heard the front door open and looked outside. Stuart danced outside as he headed for his car, carrying the laptop.

He saw me looking down at him, and he air-humped his hips as he looked at me.

"Fuck you!" I shouted as I closed the window.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Stuart was right; there was barely anything left in any of the accounts with our names, but when I tried to get the money, he had moved out of the accounts and into his sister's account. 

I couldn't touch it. Stuart was brilliant; he had me sign papers while I was depressed or not feeling myself, and those papers approved the one-way transfer of all the funds.

Stuart had won, and he laughed about it. Even after the judge said he was cruel and wanted him to know that if there was anything the judge could do, he would do it, Stuart had thought of everything.

All I got was a few hundred dollars, the house, and my car. That was it.

Stuart had gotten out of this marriage with everything.

Even my brother Dale, a high-priced lawyer, looked over everything and said it would take years to get anything done in my favor.

I had to prove that Stuart took advantage of my depression and had me sign papers without knowing what they were and that his sister knew about everything.

In the meantime, Dale said he could move the money repeatedly before then and into offshore accounts. I had to face it; Stuart had won, and I could do nothing about it.

At least he left me with the house. I still had my job, even though it was just court reporting. It paid the bills and left a little spending money, not much, but just enough. Luckily, the house was paid off, or I would have been in trouble.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Four Months Later.

I sent the necessary files to everyone and closed my laptop for the day; I headed out of the office, and as I was walking the aisle of my local grocery store, I spotted someone.

'It couldn't be,' I thought as I rushed to the end of the aisle and looked at the meat department.

It was her, one of the women my husband had fucked. She was standing by the ground beef. I could never forget that body or that face. She was the one Stuart was so proud of fucking.

The redhead that rode his dick like a champ, he had boasted.

I calmly walked over and stood a few feet from her as I looked at the chicken.

"Prices are through the roof," she said calmly.

Her bright red hair, blue eyes, and perfect complexion shone brightly against what Stuart had called my homely look. He wasn't wrong about her bolt-on tits; one was definitely and vastly more prominent than the other and noticeable.

"Yeah," I responded as I picked up some chicken breasts.

She sighed and shook her head.

"Well?" she turned to face me. "Spit it out!"

"What?" I asked as I backed off. I didn't expect her to notice me or confront me.

I just wanted to see what Stuart saw in such a woman. She was dressed in dark blue and had knee-high boots.

She shook her head and smiled. "As I thought," she sighed again and walked away.

"Why?" I asked. It just came out. I didn't mean to say anything.

"Why not?" she walked back to me. "I didn't put a ring on his finger, and he paid me; anything else?"

"Fucking slut," I shook my head. "You and the others ruined everything!"

"We didn't ruin anything. What happened was between you and him and no one else," she smiled. "If you were the woman he wanted, he wouldn't have shopped elsewhere!"

I slapped her hard.

"Ow!" I yelled, holding my hand.

"I deserved that," she nodded.

I stood in defiance, looking at her.

"The first one was free; you try it again and I will knock you...." She started to say before I tried to slap her again.

I fell to the floor, and my handbasket emptied everywhere. 

"I told you the first one was free," she stood over me. "If you want to ask any more questions like a civilized person, you can come here."

The bitch had punched me, not slapped me, but punched me in the face.

She flicked a card at me and walked away.

One of the meat clerks offered to help me pick up my things, but I felt embarrassed, and my face stung. I just wanted to go home and cry.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I held onto that card for days. I knew I should have thrown it away, but I kept it. Finally, after work one day, I drove out to the location.

"Of course," I said as I looked at a high-end strip club near the football stadium. "Where else would a whore be?"

I walked inside, and the stupid loud music immediately hit my ears. The person at the door wanted to charge me fifteen dollars to get inside.

"I am here to meet someone, a redhead," I stated.

"Honey, it's a strip club," the man smiled. "Every day here, someone is a redhead, whether natural or unnatural."

"She gave me this card," I held out the card.

"Oh, you want to talk to the owner," he smiled. He whispered to a bottle blonde with rockets for tits, and she smiled at me.

The tall blonde lead me through the large open floor and up some stairs.

'Finally quiet,' I thought as I stepped through some doors.

"Take a seat, Bianca will be right with you," the blonde said.

I sat down on a long, lavishing couch.

"Feels good, doesn't it?" the redhead asked as she came in and sat at a large desk.

"Yes, it does," I replied.

For a moment, we sat in silence.

"I don't have all day sweetie, talk," Bianca stated as she stared me down.

"I don't know why I came here," I stood up.

"You feel helpless," Bianca stared at me and pointed back at the couch. "Sit."

"How did you know?" I asked.

"Bitch! You're not the only one that has been cheated on, by a man," Bianca sat back in her chair.

"You?" I started to say more but didn't feel like getting punched again.

"Yes, me," Bianca shook her head. "What strippers can't fall in
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