
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


From Prude to Whore:

Mary

By: Alexander Martin




Copyright 2023 Alexander Martin.

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories. 


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.
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