
        
            
                
            
        

    
        She Is Not That Innocent Wife - Chapter 1

        The Board meeting ran late into the night, and I was rushing through Grand Central to make the late train when I almost literally ran into Stacey's Maid-of-Honor from our wedding years ago. I only had time for a brief, "Hi, Kathy." But that is when she said those life-changing words: "Tell Stacey I said hi; I haven't seen her since the wedding." I was stunned. Those words ran repeatedly through my mind as the nearly empty train rocked back toward Jersey.
How could Kathy say she has not seen my wife since the wedding? Don't they go out together every other Friday night with the girls? I reached into my pocket and pulled out the sticky note my wife left me just this morning with I LOVE YOU MORE THAN ANYTHING written on it. Has my wife been lying for years? Who has she been going out with then?
I thought that everything had been simply perfect between us. My wife had always acted like that sweet, innocent wife. Depression hit me like a tidal wave as tears filled my eyes. My thoughts ran to her, curled up in my arms every night as we professed love for each other. Except on every other Friday when she went out with the girls. Those nights, she rarely came home before 2 AM. Then there were those Fridays when she had texted that she was sleeping at Kathy's house. She claimed that she was too drunk to drive. My mind raced on as I poured over where she was on those nights.
Once in the house, I headed to the bedroom to find out what the hell was happening. The woman that I loved more than anything in life was quietly sleeping. I was so confused, and I didn't want to overreact. There was no way I was going to sleep now. I grabbed a full scotch tumbler and quietly went through her phone and computer. There were no strange numbers, no unusual texts, and nothing in her email or deleted items. Some of the texts and emails included flattering comments about what a wonderful husband I am and how much she loved me. By 3 AM, the scotch had the better of me, and I had been up for almost a full day. I went to bed to sleep on my side, away from my wife. After a few minutes, she moved over, put an arm around me, and whispered, "Love you."
In the morning, she woke me up with a kiss and handed me a cup of coffee. She said, "Early meeting, my love; I gotta go." She yelled to me as she headed out the door, "Don't forget about our girls' night tonight!"
I let my boss know that I was working from home today. I went through all of her drawers. I found new, red, sexy baby doll lingerie, a red thong, and black stockings, all hidden at the bottom of a sweater drawer. In her closet was a new pair of tall red "fuck me" shoes. My wife hardly ever dresses up in sexy outfits for me, so I was unsure who this was for. I tried to be positive; they may have been for my birthday next week. Did she buy these for some other guy?
As the day went on, my anger kept building. My mind was in constant turmoil as images of her big blue eyes and blonde ponytailed hair as she looked up to kiss me. Was all of this just a fucking lie?
I had messaged her that I had to work late. So, I parked across the street from her work. When I saw her car leave the lot, I followed her back to our house. I watched our home for a few hours before seeing her car pull out of the garage. Trying not to get too close behind her, I followed her for over an hour up the interstate. Finally, she took an exit in the industrial part of the city. Then, to my amazement, she pulled into a strip club. Why was she going into a strip club in the wrong section of the city? I pulled behind a few cars and watched as she exited the car wearing her tan trench coat. She went to her trunk and pulled out a small rolling suitcase I had never seen before. As she walked toward the club, I could see her hair had been all curled in a sexy way that made her look slutty. Then I saw her in those red high heels, and I guessed that she also had on those black stockings. Oh my God, is she a stripper?
She walked into the club and casually kissed the bouncer as he grabbed her ass! My heart sank; this was the innocent woman who never flirted with others, was very shy in bed, and always dressed very conservatively, and she just walked into a strip club. Was my whole marriage a fucking lie?
I waited fifteen minutes before going into the club. I knew I was out of place when the bouncer wanted me to prove I was not a cop. "We don't get a lot of clean-cut middle-aged white dudes here, so if you want to go in, show me your dick, so I know you ain't a cop." He said. I quickly opened my pants and exposed myself to the big man. He just chuckled but let me pass. 
The bass was thumping, and a hot, skinny black woman was dancing in only heels on a dimly lit stage as I entered the club. It took quite a few seconds for my eyes to adjust because it was very dark where the seats were. When my eyes began to see the other men, I realized that I stood out from the crowd as they were predominantly Black, some Hispanics, and a few long-haired hippy-looking white guys. I quickly sat in the back corner and asked a cute black waitress for a tumbler of Jack Daniels.
The next black stripper appeared, and after a few songs and removing all her clothes except high-heeled shoes, a slow sax song started, and the black woman threw what looked like a white furry throw rug on the stage. She got on her back and spread her legs to the R&B music. Men threw dollars at her as she used her fingers to spread her pussy open, exposing the pink goodness. Then she moved to the edge of the stage, and several men walked up in front of her. She moved to her hands and knees and put her ass up and her head down. As she moved from man to man, she allowed each one to rub her ass, pussy, and up and over her breasts. I gulped down my drink and watched the next two Spanish girls as they ended with the blanket dance with men rubbing their bodies and raining down cash. 
 
 I was on my second tumbler of whiskey when they introduced Tanya. Through the curtain, my wife stepped onto the stage, wearing the red teddy and black stockings I had found in her drawer earlier that day. Oh, my fucking god! She was wearing the sexiest red shoes that made her thin legs look like they went on forever. The heels made her look taller than five foot five, and her blonde hair was all teased up, looking sexy as hell. Was this sexy slut my conservative wife? My mouth hung wide open as she strutted around the stage with her big 36D breasts bouncing in her red baby-doll outfit. She looked better than any fantasy I could have ever dreamed up. She told me she hated high heels and couldn't walk in them. Also, I had been told she didn't like to dress sexy. Now she seemed so confident and comfortable as she shook her breasts and ass for the degenerates in the audience. Then she pulled the strips on her red thong and showed the crowd her neatly manicured cunt. The crowd cheered, while I was a depressed disaster. Who was this woman?
The server brought me another glass of painkiller and didn't just show me but pulled my hands to her nice, big black breasts. Then she leaned forward and brought her nipple to my mouth. I licked and lightly sucked on one before she fed me the second one. Her perfume was heavenly, and it threw me away from my thoughts. Then she grabbed a $20 bill from my fund's pile and hurried away. I watched her little black ass as she walked away and realized that I was starting to get an erection. I was shocked and pissed at my wife. My hot-as-hell wife was a stripper? I began to drink the sour mash whiskey straight down as my mind battled between being horny as hell and being mad as a wounded bull.
It was time for the third dance. It was like slow motion as my dick grew hard as I watched her pull out that same white fur-covered blanket. She lay on her back and spread her legs wide open. Her hands ran down and pulled her bald pussy lips apart, and she raised her red shoes above her head, showing her spread-open pink pussy to the crowd. I noticed there were no wedding rings on her hand when it hit me — I had never seen her shaved twat before, and she was showing it to everyone else but me. Then she rolled over on her hands and knees, and again, her hands moved down and pulled herself open for these degenerates to enjoy. Then like the two beauties before her, she moved to the edge of the stage and let the men grope her ass and her tits. That was my wife that they were grabbing, and it looked like she loved it. My dick just grew harder.
They continued to pass her from man to man as they tossed bills onto the stage. I saw one large man run his hands across her ass and then slide his long thick black finger deep inside her pussy. I was getting turned on as she started to rock back and forth fucking his finger. He pulled out his wet finger and licked it. As he tossed a wad of bills on the stage, he laughed and told the others, "This whore is hot tonight!" I had reached my limit and was about to march up to the stage and grab that wife, that slut, off the stage when the song ended. She quickly pulled away and wagged her finger at the black man who was fingering her and mouthed, No, No, No. As the last song ended, she pulled up the white fur blanket and then scurried around the stage, picking up the bills like a common street whore. Then she was walking, no, strutting off stage with confidence that I had never seen in her before. I was a mess of emotions, horny, jealous, and furious all at the same time.
The DJ announced the next stripper, and my waitress was back to see if I needed another drink. This time as she bent down to pick up the glass, her other hand touched my thigh and slid up towards my dick. Just as the server went to pull away, her hand grazed over my crotch. "Wow, someone is enjoying the show," she said. Then she leaned down to my ear and whispered, "If these whores are turning you on, why don't you join me in one of the back rooms. I'll take care of that hard dick of yours." I was just staring at her cleavage as my mind tried to process what she just said. Whores? "Let me know, sugar," she said as she walked away. Without a conscious thought, I started on another tumbler of whiskey.
I watched the next two strippers as they casually worked through their three-song set. The alcohol was fogging my whole perspective as I watched the young girls as they spread themselves before the waiting horny patrons.
That is when I saw Stacey emerge from the dark hallway. I bit my lip as I saw her wearing just a tiny black robe. As she flashed men for tips, I could see underneath the robe that she only wore her red thong and matching heels. As she worked the front row, I could see her open her robe and let the men feel up her tits. The men's dollar bills were placed inside her thong or between her breasts, where she would snatch them up with her big tits.
When she reached the old black man that had been fingering her pussy at the end of her set, she whispered in his ear. A broad smile came across his face as he nodded yes. She led him behind past the DJ booth, where he handed in some cash before they disappeared past a curtain that covered some dark hallway. Were these girls prostitutes? So that's why the bouncer made me prove I wasn't a cop. Is my wife a hooker or just giving lap dances? My mind went into shutdown mode. Then the whiskey kicked me hard as I leaned back in my chair, a total mess. I was furious with her; my whole marriage was a sham. Was this whore just using me? Why was she doing this to me? But wait, why was my dick so hard?
Okay, folks, just wait. This gets even worse for me. The next chapter will be issued soon.


    
        She Is Not That Innocent Wife - Chapter 2

        After catching my wife, Stacey, lying about going out for a girl's night out, I found a set of lingerie hidden in a drawer. I followed her to an old strip club, where she worked under the name Tanya. At the end of her set, she even took an old black man back to a dark hallway for a lap dance or maybe more.
It was finally two songs later when the scruffy, smiling black man emerged from the hallway. I swear he was adjusting his pants as the black curtain parted. What had she done with him? Was she doing lap dances or giving head? Maybe she was even fucking them.
After a few more lackluster strippers, Tanya was introduced again. She emerged dressed in the classic schoolgirl stripper outfit. I could tell she had no bra on, but I was surprised that when turning around quickly, she had no panties on either. I was still mad as hell, but maybe because of the liquor, Stacy looked hot as fuck. As the second song played, she slowly undid the white shirt before exposing those big firm tits I loved so much.  She was my wife, but she danced like a pro as the clothes slowly fell onto the stage, leaving her exposed once again to the cheers of the small crowd.
The appearance of that white fur blanket affected me a lot. I knew what was coming as Tanya pulled it near the edge of the stage. I wanted to see her continue but also scream, "Stop!"
Christina Aguilera's song "Nasty Naughty Boy" played as she lay back, spreading those long legs for other men. Her hands slid over her breasts and down her body till they reached her vagina. As the song played, she stopped before each man, opening her pussy lips for their pleasure. At least this time, she was back far enough that they didn't get grimy hands on my wife. But they sure made the dollars rain down over her nude body.
Later, after her set, Tanya opened those dark curtains. She wore a black corset that pushed up her big jugs, showing off hard, thick nipples. Her pussy was covered, but those big tits, my tits, were uncovered. As she moved through the crowded front row, she allowed each man to feel her up before taking some dollars. My whiskey buzz made it difficult for me to get out of my chair and confront her when there was a commotion at the front entrance.
Three large black men swaggering into the joint interrupted her work through the crowd. They were all laughing and talking at once. Stacey looked up at them and hurried over to the biggest one of them, falling into his arms. Without hesitation, she reached up and began to kiss him deeply. My buzz made this all seem like a nightmare; I just watched. A heavy-set, tall black man suddenly appeared from a hidden door next to the stage. He walked over to the group and greeted them with hugs and urban handshakes. I watched as my wife was hanging on the black man she just kissed like a lover. The heavy-set man smiled and pulled the curtain back to the dark hallway beyond. My wife smiled up at the man she was hanging on and pulled him in, and the other two followed.
"Fuck this!" I said aloud as I jumped up from my chair and started across the floor towards the curtained-off hallway. Just then, the heavy-set black man from the office grabbed my arm and pulled me aside. "Where the fuck you think you goin'?" He said to me as his arm forcefully held me in place.
"I am going to get my wife!" I told him.
"Of fuck," he said as he began to laugh. "Come with me," he said as he directed me towards the office where he had just emerged. He shoved me into a chair and said, "Sit the fuck down!"
I smelled tobacco, pot, and sweat in the office. I yelled, "Stacey is my wife, and I want to see her now!"
"You're her fucking husband?" He said as he continued to laugh at me. "She has been working here every other Friday for three years, and tonight you show up?" It was another crushing baseball bat to the head moment when I heard THREE YEARS?
"Wait, my wife, has been a stripper for the last three years?"
He sat in a big chair behind a mahogany desk and said, "Well, she has been that and more." He poured me a glass of scotch and said, "Boy, you want to know what kind of a slut you married?
The scotch burned as it slid down to mix with all the whiskey. I looked at the big black boss and said, "Yes, I want to see what she is doing behind my back!"
"Let me fill that glass to the top because you will need it, son." He said as he shook his head like he was telling me not to do this. He pulled me up by the arm and walked me out the office's back door. A dark, dingy hallway ended in what looked like a small broom closet. He said," I will put you in here and lock the door until she finishes. I don't want no domestic violence shit happening in my club!" He pushed me into a metal chair behind what looked like old dingy drapes. He said, "When I close and lock the door, pull open those curtains and enjoy the show!"
I heard the door squeak shut and a latch closing as the last light escaped. My mind raced, and my head started to spin as the additional alcohol rushed into my veins. The room had the smell and was the size of an adult video booth. I guessed I wasn't the first man to use this small space. My hand started to shake as it reached forward, looking for the curtains to open. I hesitated for a minute as I took another gulp of courage. I knew that this was about to change my whole life as I knew it. I could hear voices in the room from a speaker playing off to my left side. They were laughing, and then my wife said as clear as day, "OK, boys, let's see those big cocks!"
When I reached forward and found the drapes, I was slow to pull them open. I was not sure if I was afraid of getting caught or fearful of catching Stacey. As the old, thick black material started to part, the small room began to fill with light. I looked through what must have been a two-way mirror, and my wife was with her back to me, only about four feet away. There was a bed behind her and three black men on the other side stripping as they looked at her. I could not believe what I saw as the men dropped their pants and boxers. They all had thick and long black dicks! They had to be at least seven inches long and were only semi-hard. I have a nice seven-inch cock, but that is when it's hard, these men were packing some serious meat. My heart began to beat hard as Stacey moved between the three men as they started to rub their dicks as she said, "Yeah, that is what I love…Huge black cocks."  Oh fuck, so what I thought was my innocent wife loves big black cocks?
They guys were telling her to strip. I watched as Stacey turned around and was facing me. She looked sexier than ever with her hair teased up and heavy makeup, but her eyes looked lost like she was high. Then she closed her eyes briefly, and her head bowed like she was having second thoughts. I called out, "Don't do it, babe!"
But then she opened her eyes and looked at me as she peeled away the spaghetti straps from her shoulders and pulled down the black corset until it pooled around those stripper heels on the floor. There was her lovely body, my wife's body, and she was about to give it to these street thugs. She slowly began to smile as she turned toward the men and strutted towards the bed in only those red fuck-me shoes.
Stacey climbed onto the bed and lay on her back as the three circled her like lions, ready to mull their prey. Her hands reached out and began to rub two of their cocks as the other one climbed on the bed and started to lick her spread pussy. I was furious, but my cock began to fill with blood. I took another gulp of scotch as my hand slid down to my hardening manhood. It was porn like I was watching a porn movie, the only one that starred my wife.
They turned Stacey onto her hands and knees, offering her ass and shaved pussy. One of the men moved in front of her, and I knew he was feeding his big black cock to her mouth. I could see her head slowly moving up and down. Another was rubbing his cock, which must have inflated to over ten inches long and thick. There were moans and a comment, "That's right bitch suck that nasty cock!" But the one that concerned me was Stacey, who was moaning as she was sucking away on now yet another dick. There was a moment of clarity as I realized that she hardly ever sucked mine. She always said it was terrible and would only do it for a while to make me happy. Now, I was watching the men take turns with her mouth.
There was a knock at the door, and the one man she had openly kissed before opened the door slightly. I could not hear the conversation, but when the door closed, the big black man looked right at me and smiled. He whispered something to the other three that made them laugh.
The snickering man told Stacey to get up from the bed and move over by the mirror on her knees. As she walked over, I could see her smeared lipstick, and she looked like she was having trouble walking. She was then positioned sideways to the mirror, and the men seemed to move to the far side, which gave me a magnificent view of the action. The guy who had smiled at me before moved a fat ten-inch cock just in front of her. Stacey didn't hesitate. She leaned forward and grasped his member with two hands before she turned her head and began to lick and suck his big balls.
"She always loves sucking on my balls!" He said to the other two. He continued, "The best is when I take her home for the night, and she wakes me up in the morning sucking and licking on my nuts." Then he looked at me and smiled like he knew I was there. Stacey's tongue continued sucking and licking his scrotum until it shined with her saliva. Then she started to lick up his shaft and up towards his big mushroom head. I could see her tongue as he slid across the slit on his cock head, and she moaned as she tasted his pre-cum. His big cock slid into her mouth as she took it deep. One hand worked his shaft as the other rubbed his balls like a pro.
I was unconsciously rubbing my hard dick through my pants, but my jealousy consumed me. She never did this for me, but she does it for big-cocked black men? "Yeah, Tanya, suck that cock…now suck my men." He said as he pulled his wet cock from her mouth with a pop. I watched as each man received the same ball-licking and cock sucking as she moaned with enjoyment. I was seething with anger and rubbing my hard-on at the same time. I wanted that from her, but she always acted so innocent. That lying whore. I am married to a lying stripping whore!
"OK, let's move this to the bed; you guys have to get some of that pussy!" The head thug said. He put her on her back, and I could see her swollen pussy as it parted wide open and wet. Then he climbed on the bed, and I watched as he pushed that hard, thick purple cock head into her. She gave out the sexiest moan as he slowly worked his cock into that cheating cunt. I could see his ass tighten as he pushed each thrust deep into her. She moaned louder and louder as he worked his big cock home. Then he began to groan as he said, "That's it, I am all in this bitch." Again, he turned his head towards me with a smug look on his face as he told the others, "She loves me balls deep in her cunt!"
As he slowly deep dicked her pussy he continued bragging to the others, "I take her home every once in a while, and she fucks my brains out. When I fuck her, she comes all over my big cock. After a few hard deep fucks, she likes it when we take our time and make passionate love, right Babe?"
She looked up to the bragging thug and said, "Yes, I love your beautiful big cock balls deep inside of me."
He then turned her sideways and put those red-hot fuck me shoes over his shoulders. He looked right at me as he slowly slid that monster cock in and out of Stacey. I could see that thick dick as he slowly pulled it out of her and then back deep inside her vagina. There was her white goo all over his cock as she was moaning as her head rolled towards me, and her eyes rolled back into her head. Then he said directly to me, "Watch this!"  Then he began to speed up his thrusts, and Stacey went into convulsions. Her legs shook as an orgasm slammed through her body and massaged his cock. His pace kept going faster and faster as her orgasm seemed to roll on and on. She was moaning and calling out, "Troy…oh God Troy…fuck me…fuck me hard!"
So, his name is Troy. I guess that my wife has been having an affair with this big black Troy guy. Now, he is sharing her with his guys.
His cock was like a piston as she was writhing in ecstasy. He looked her in the eyes and said, "Say it, babe…tell me you love me." Stacey's head was rocking back and forth when he sped the pace deeper and faster. The slap, slap, slap of skin played through the speakers as I unzipped my pants and reached in for my rock-hard cock. Then Troy said again, "Tell me Tanya…tell me!" 
 
 I had never before heard the low moan that came from deep within Stacey. Her body shook and convulsed like I had never seen. Troy slowed as he said, "Yeah, that's it, Babe, come all over me. Guys, she does this all night long. Now say it slut!"
Stacey yelled at the top of her lungs, "I love your cock…Troy, I love you! I love you and that big cock of yours!" Her body continued its eruption as the knife drove deep into my heart. Never had she acted like that. Not once had I seen her orgasm like that, and now I find out that she is in love with him?"
"I bet your husband doesn't fuck you like that, does he?" Troy said while looking right into her eyes.
Stacey stopped, and the fucking came to a freezing halt. "What did you say?"she asked.
Troy laughed and said it again. "Come on, admit it; your husband doesn't fuck you as good as I do."
She hesitated for a while, and then Troy started to slowly move his dick almost out before sliding it back in till his balls rested against her ass. Tracey looked at him and said, "Troy, you know I love you, and yes, you fuck me so much better than my little dick husband could. His little four-inch cock can barely get me off at all."
I also stopped rubbing my cock. Four-inch cock? Fuck her. I have a thick seven-inch cock that I used to be proud of, and she told me she loved it. Now she is telling this stud that I have a little cock?
As Troy's pace picked up, she went on, "He could never satisfy me like you do, Troy; I have to fake my orgasms to get his little thing to dribble out little squirts of cum." She began to moan more as he was now thrusting harder and deeper again, "Ahhh, yes, that's why I love you, my stud; you are my man!"
Troy continued to pick up the pace of his hard thrusts as I gulped down the last of the tumbler of scotch, "Do you love that pathetic husband of yours?"
As Troy was pounding her cunt she looked up at him and said, "No…No, I don't love him, but I love you. I love your big black cock. I am just using him and his little dick for his money!"
Troy was now slamming into her. Just as he was erupting, he began to scream, "Take it Bitch, take all that nasty black cum!"
I was so hurt and mad as a wild dog. I couldn't believe what I had just heard, but my hand rubbed furiously on my cock. But when Troy shot his sperm into my wife, I also came with a shuddering orgasm. I leaned back in my chair as I watched the two before me. Troy leaned down to my wife, kissed her passionately, and said, "I love you, baby girl."
Stacey looked him in the eyes and said, "I Love you too."
At that moment, the scotch and whiskey hit me hard, and I sat back and rubbed a large load of cum from my hand on the crusty curtain before me. I wondered how many others watched my wife fuck black men from in here. Post cum depression crashed down on me as Troy pulled his cock from her pussy as his cum poured from her pussy. Troy moved her body towards me as he told the others, "Maybe we will knock this bitch up tonight…whose next?"
There were gobs of cum dripping from her abused cunt. Her swollen pussy lips were gaping open. Troy sat in a chair off to the side and rubbed his cock with a smirk as he looked right at me.
I was enraged! She had always made me wear a condom, and here, this street thug was bragging about getting her pregnant. How could she love to have unprotected sex with him while making me wear a fucking condom? I had never felt her pussy without one because she was afraid of getting pregnant and couldn't take the pill. I had not just lost my love for this woman; now I hated her.
The next black man moved forward with his thick black cock standing straight out before him. He turned Stacey around on her back and left her head leaning over the side of the bed facing me. He climbed between her legs and pushed his big dick deep into her. She moaned with appreciation as her eyes rolled back. As she started to fuck her, I saw her big breasts rocking up and down as his deep thrusts pushed into her. It was the sight of her eyes looking at me upside down that hurt the most.
While he was fucking her with long deep lunges, my cock betrayed me and started to get hard again. If it were not for my wife, it would have been like watching a hot porn movie. As I viewed between their bodies, I could see glimpses of his giant cock emerging, covered in cum. He repeatedly drove that big dick into her, causing her to grunt with each thrust.
Another of the group stepped forward and blocked part of my view. Then I noticed through slightly parted legs that Stacey was busy licking his balls as she continued getting fucked by another thug. Her tongue worked over all of his nut sack, and I could see her eyes looking up at me from between his parted legs.
The next hour each of the three men took a turn fucking my wife in every position I could imagine. One even picked her up and carried her just in front of the glass, and I watched as she deeply kissed him as he, too, came in her. I hated myself as I masturbated and came a second time.
I saw the door open and heard someone yell to them, "15 minutes left on the room time!"
Troy directed one of the guys to lie on the bed and had Tanya lick his cum covered cock hard. She then climbed on and took his dick once again in her cum filled cunt. Then I saw Troy pouring lube on his big dick as he moved to position his big cock between her ass cheeks.
Stacey seemed to be defeated, but Troy was still in control. He pushed slowly into her ass as I watched her face freeze. There was another stab to the heart as Stacey never let me fuck or even play with her ass. After a few seconds, there was a look of relief as she let that big cock slide in. Suddenly, he announced, "I'm in."
Her face just looked down. Slowly the two men moved opposite each other as each big cock moved deeper until they were both entirely inside her. Stacey was groaning and grimacing as the two men picked up the speed of their fucking. Finally, the third man stuck his cock back into her mouth, filling my wife airtight.
Before me, the four fucked each other. It was apparent that my wife was giving as much as she was getting. She was grunting and pushing back towards the men as they slammed hard cocks into her. I watched as her hands grabbed the back of the ass of the man she was sucking on. As she pulled him towards her, his big cock slipped further down her throat.
The door opened again, and I saw the man who had put me in the booth step in. He looked shocked at the depravity before him. But he pulled out his big cock and started to rub it as he watched the three black men as they used my wife.
They all fed off the man who was fucking Stacey's pussy. As he began to yell that he was about to cum they all seemed to rush towards an orgasm. Soon, all three were yelling and screaming as they began to empty their balls into my wife. Stacey shook violently as the four rode out their group orgasm. Even the other man masturbating let loose with a cum stream landing in her hair and on the side of her face.
As the room calmed down, I realized that my dick was in my hand. I had deposited another load of cum on the floor in front of me. At that instant, the last remnants of my love for my sweet, innocent wife disappeared as my balls were finally empty.
Everyone seemed to quiet down and dismount from the used whore. I just sat back as my stomach started to turn. The rage returned with a passion as I struggled to accept what had just happened. I had jacked off three times while I watched what I thought was my innocent wife as she was gangbanged before my eyes by big dicked black men. She was in love with one of them, and she hated having sex with me because of my little cock. Deep down, it may have been wildly erotic if the bitch had not lied to me, made me wear a condom, and maybe even let me fuck her up the ass.
The men all started to dress, and Stacey just laid there covered with cum as it was also leaking from her ass and cunt. She had fucked like a professional that belonged in porn movies. But my mind kept racketing up the rage as I hated her and also hated myself.
There was a light creaking noise as the door to the little room opened a crack. The man that had just come all over my wife's face said, "Pull the curtain closed and get the fuck out of my club." 
I pulled the curtain closed as ordered and rose, only to notice my cock was still hanging out of my pants. 
The big man chuckled as he said, "The show is over; now I want you out of here."
I just got my dick back in my pants when he grabbed my arm and pushed me out through an emergency door. I looked back at him before he shut the door, and he said, "She has been fucking many men for over three years, and she made me much money. I want to keep it that way."
In the darkness, I stumbled around all the debris behind the club as I returned to my car. I sat in the car and fought back tears. I loved that woman. I married her and wanted to spend the rest of my life with what I thought was that woman. But that is not my Stacey; that is a whore that uses me for my money and hates to have sex with me. My heart thumped away as my chest felt like she had stabbed me. I just sat in the car, unable to form a plan for what I was about to do or say. But the anger continued to build as I waited for her.
Over a half hour later, Stacey emerged with the bouncer. He looked around the parking lot and then gave her a big, long hug. He returned to the club, and I could hear locks turning. Tracey was back dressed in her usual blue jeans and tee shirt, and her hair was back in her ponytail. She walked to the side of the building, and I could see her throwing those stripper shoes and the small suitcase into the dumpster. She said aloud, "I am through with all of this."
That is when the explosion started to erupt. There is no way to describe the white rage that sometimes overcomes a man; it envelops every thought and emotion, and any notion of control is gone. I started the car, turned the lights on, and pressed the gas pedal to the floor. The rear tires spun in the gravel, and the car slid to the side as it attempted to gain traction. My car raced across the nearly empty parking lot. I dramatically slammed the brakes as the car slid to a stop with Stacey next to the passenger door. A look of total horror came across her face as I jumped from the far side of the car. 
"So, you're a fuckin whore?"
Her hands raised to her face as she fell to her knees, and she screamed, "No…oh my fucking God…no, not now!"
As she started to sob, I ran around the car and continued my verbal assault as I stood above her with clenched fists.  All the muscles in my body tightened as my rage poured out. 
"You make me wear a condom, but you take loads of thug's cum in you. You lick and suck their balls before you suck their cocks and drink their cum. You even let them fuck you in the ass! I saw you take three of them at once with guys blowing their loads in you and all over you." 
Then I pulled my fist back like I was ready to strike her when I said, "You love Troy, you hate my dick, and you fake orgasms with me. Then you dare to say I love you?"
I looked down and, for a split second, saw those eyes I loved so much. I unclenched my fist.
She sobbed as she covered her face, "No…no… that's not true, I just said that to get them to finish! I love you…oh my God, I can't believe this is happening!"
"I never want to see you again…I want a divorce, then you can go be with Troy!" I said with all the hatred in my soul. "You played Miss Innocent with me all these years…all while you were fucking black men?"
"I had to. Please let me explain, God, David, please let me explain!"
I was not going to stand here and listen to more lies from this slut. Looking directly into Stacey or Tanya's eyes, I gritted my teeth and said, "I hate you...Fucking whore!" 
Then I jumped in the car and hit the gas, throwing gravel as I sped out of the lot and out of her life.
But why would my innocent wife do all this behind my back? You have to wait for the next chapter to find out.


    
        She Is Not That Innocent Wife - Chapter 3

        I woke up on Friday morning with a mixture of being horny, being happy, and, most of all, guilty. I rolled over and looked at the man who meant more to me than anything. He was the sweetest, most gentle soul who treated me like a princess. He was the dream husband every Girl wanted when she was growing up. He was handsome, sweet, intelligent, and, best of all, he loved me. Well, he loved what I wanted him to think was me. Tomorrow, this will all be over; Dave will never know what I have gone through. But now I have to get up and shower, and I have the morning meeting; I will deal with all this later.
With a quick kiss to my love, I was out the door and on the way to work. As the intersections, houses, and trees passed in our lovely upscale community, my mind wandered back to what started this whole mess I had been dealing with. My younger brother Danny was always involved in trying to make a quick buck. That night long ago, he had come to me with a deal to move just a little bit of coke. He guaranteed a big payout for a $5,000 investment. He would get another large investor involved, and when he finished the deal, we would triple both our investments. He made it sound so simple.
Dad had just passed away, and Danny thought that there would be a payday with inheritance money. But after the funeral costs and the funds to pay off the retirement home, there would be few precious dollars left to help pay for our mom's retirement in the old folks home. Stupid me, I loved my brother and always let him have his way. So, I opened my dad's old safe and handed him a big chunk of the money left to me for Mom.
I recalled that last night, the last time I saw my brother. The apartment door thundered as he beat heavily against it. When he came bursting in, he was a panting, sweaty mess. "DEA," is all he could say. His eyes showed sheer panic as he yelled, "I have to borrow your car, Sis…come on, give me your keys!" When I tried to hand him the keys, he grabbed them from my hands and sprinted out the door. There was no thank you, nothing. I waited for him all night, but he never returned.
My mother later passed away, and it has been more than six months since my brother left with my car. Without a car, I used the bus to work every day. After a long day at work and a hot ride home on the bus, I saw a police car in front of my apartment. A police officer was waiting for me on my front step. He asked me about Danny, a drug deal, and a large amount of cash. I told him the truth like my grandma had always told me. After I finished telling him all I knew, he dropped the news, "Your brother is dead in Mexico. There was some business with the cartel." He hesitated as he continued, "It was a car bomb, and I am sorry. There was not much of a body left." I just fell against the wall. I was now all alone in the world.
About a week later, it was one of those steamy, hot summer afternoons when I answered the door to the tall, stocky black man. He pushed me back into her apartment and closed the door behind him. He looked up and down at me and said, "Your brother was into me for twenty large, and I want my money back!" Danny had said he had a more prominent investor named Big Al, so he must have been screwed out of his money too.
"I have $200 in my checking account, and that's for my rent. I don't have $20,000!" I squeaked out.
"Well, you better figure that out soon!" He said as his dark eyes bore into me.
"But I don't have anything; how am I supposed to pay you?" I said.
That's when Big Al Saunders looked at me like a wolf and said, "You got these great big tits and a smoking hot body… I know how you can earn that money back!" His big black hands reached out and groped my breasts. Instead of fear, all I felt was my pussy getting wet. He leaned forward and kissed me deeply with his large, long tongue, and I melted in the big man's arms. When I didn't fight back, he picked me up and headed directly for the bedroom.
He tossed me onto the small bed, and I willingly unbuckled his belt as I looked up at him. Then he unzipped his pants and pulled out a thick dark black cock. He rubbed it before me, saying, "You can work at my club. I'll teach you to strip, and you can get all the big black cock you want."  With that, I leaned forward and put Al Sander's large mushroom head in my mouth.
I was in heavy traffic as I was rubbing myself, thinking about that night and how I loved how he used me with his 10-inch-thick black monster. When he first penetrated my wet pussy I felt that he would rip me open. But slowly, I accepted his girthy cock. The slight pain faded as I started to love how I was being fucked. I was proud as he bottomed out into me. I could feel his balls slapping against my ass as he drilled his black cock into my white pussy, grazing my G-spot on each thrust. He fucked me for hours, and I loved it. There was no love, just raw, animalistic sex. Suddenly, a horn blew behind me, returning me to the present.
While pulling off the interstate, I thought of the day Dave came into my life. I met him at a friend's picnic, and there was instant chemistry. I remember dressing like a cute and innocent young girl in my flowery sundress, and he seemed to fall head over heels for me. That first night, when he kissed me so tenderly, I knew he would be my husband. I remembered the wedding ceremony, his gentle kiss, and my wedding vows. Then, that night, when he made gentle love to me.
Then my thoughts changed back to me being the stripper I had become. My stripper's name was Tanya, and she loved being a cock loving whore. I thought about that first night I stripped, how awkward it was, how strange it was when the first black man took me in the back and paid me to suck his cock. But how exciting it was to be able to turn men on, especially when I made them cum. Most big black men had treated me like the genuine slut I am. I loved it when they paid me to suck them, or better yet, when they would fuck me for money. At the end of the night, I would usually suck off Big Al or let him bend me over his desk and fuck me.
As I parked my car, guilt rocked me, as it had rocked me for the last few years. The next night, after meeting Dave, I had to return to work the night at the strip club. That was the first night Troy had paid big bucks to take me home, where he fucked me better than any man ever had. My pussy started to get moist, and my panties got wet as I walked into work, thinking of all those times I rode Troy's big thick black cock.
It was hard to work as my thoughts betrayed me all day. Part of the day, I couldn't wait for this all to end, but the other half, I thought about the arrangement made to end all my debt to Mr. Saunders. I would be a birthday present to Troy from his friends. He would get to use me along with his two thug friends. Tonight, for the first time, there would be no condoms as they had paid a lot of money to fuck me bareback. They even went as far as getting tested for STDs, so I decided it was worth the risk. That made my pussy tingle knowing that they would be filling me with loads of their cum. But just seconds later, guilt hit me. I had always made Dave use condoms. I told him that I had problems with the pill and could not take it. It was a precaution to keep him safe from having me pass on anything nasty. I was careful, as always, and had made other black men that had fucked me at the club wear condoms too. But tonight, I am going to be letting them fill me with their sperm for a big payday, one that would end all my debt for good.
Work finally ended, and I went home to prepare for my last night of stripping. I pulled out my new red outfit and my sexy red stripper heels. I thought for a second that the outfit was not exactly where it was when I hid it in my dresser, but I was so excited that I let the thoughts pass. As I showered, I could not decide if I was more excited about fucking the three black men bareback or ending my stripping career. I wanted to be David's faithful, sweet wife. As I showered and my hands moved to wash and rub my vagina, I worried that I would miss stripping, sucking, and, most of all fucking big black cocks. I even decided to shave almost all of my usually neatly trimmed pussy.
I finished teasing my blonde hair and putting on my heavy stripper makeup. I dressed in shorts and the T-shirt I usually wore to the club and put my makeup and stripper clothes in my bag. I looked in the mirror and saw Tanya. She was my counter personality to Stacey. I was a dirty whore when I was Tanya. I wondered if Dave would like a night with me as that slut.
I smoked a joint as I drove to the club. The pot revved me up to decide  I would end stripping with a bang. I decided I would leave nothing on the table. I was going to go wild stripping and give the three black men the wildest fuck ever. As I continued to drive away from my married life, my hand slid into my shorts and found my hard clit. I masturbated the whole way to the club.
When I got to the old stripper club, I asked Shanice for an ecstasy pill. When I told her it was her last night and that I was going to have a gangbang, Shanice decided to give me two pills for free. I told her about my guilt of being so wild, sucking, and fucking black men while playing a sweet, innocent wife for my husband. I admitted that I hardly ever sucked his cock or let him fuck my ass.
Shanice said, "You don't suck his cock or take it up the but?" I shook my head no.  She said, "Girl, you have to get your freak on with that husband… you need to be his whore from now on!"
She was right. I have to let Dave meet my inner slut, Tanya. He did need to be my happy man, and starting tomorrow, I would do just that. Then I put the first pill in my mouth and drank it down with my diet Coke. Soon, As the DJ announced Tanya, Shanice told me, "Go get wild, girl!"
I came onto the stage as Tanya, proud that I would finally finish working off my debt. Tonight, I would go further than I had in the past. Usually, when I stripped, I would never let men touch me. Tonight, they can paw away and even play with me a bit. Dave would never know that I would go out a star. By the time the last song started, the ecstasy kicked in. I was getting so turned on that my pussy was soaked. I could not wait to be used, to be used by multiple men.
Tonight, for the first time, I pulled out the rug used for the sultry last song and presented myself to the men who had gathered near the stage. The regulars were shocked as they knew I had never gone this far.
I let them all rub my ass, then up to my breasts. It felt so good having those strong hands rub me like the slut I was. Then I felt one man slide his finger inside of me. I was so wet, and it felt so good that I just went along, pushing back against him. I would have let them all take turns fingering or fucking me at that point. I wanted; no, I needed their cocks.
Suddenly, I felt terrible, almost like Dave was watching me. I pulled away and wagged my finger at the big black man just before the song ended. I tried to look up, almost scared he was watching me. But with the stage lights, I couldn't see the entire audience, and soon, I let the fear slide from my mind as I gathered up the dollars that had rained down on the stage. 
 
 When I went backstage, I had a bad feeling. It was like when my mother caught me lying to her. I couldn't shake it, but I knew there was no way he could have found out what I was doing. I just prayed all the lies I had told him would fade with time, especially those times when I called him pretending to be drunk when I went home for the night with Troy.
Troy had always paid big money to use me like his Girl. In my mind, that had made it okay to sleep with him. I did enjoy how he held me in those big, muscular black arms. I loved to wake him by licking his balls and sucking his cock before I would take him deep inside of me. My thoughts moved off to those nights. Even though I didn't sleep much with him, I liked how he used me as his woman.
As I worked the crowd, I moved to the older man that had fingered my pussy. He quickly accepted my offer for a lap dance at a higher rate than the other skanks would ask. I led the older black man down the dark hallway into one of the small lap dance rooms. I popped a second ecstasy pill because I needed to feel the lust. I gave him a little extra tonight. I freed his hardening black cock from his sweatpants and rubbed him hard. Then I climbed up and fed him my breasts as I stroked his stiff cock between my wet pussy lips. Hell, I even French kissed the old bugger as I made him cum.
I was flying when I danced to the second set. All the drugs had kicked in, and I was enjoying my routine—especially the last song, "Nasty Naughty Boy" by Christine Aguilera. I was on my back, pulling my vagina wide open for all the men to see. If they would have all climbed on the stage to fuck me, I would have let them.
After the set, I went out to work the tables when Troy and his posse walked in. It was going to happen. I was about to be used like a total slut by three big black men. They dressed like thugs from any corner of the ghetto. They were good-looking men and would have all of me. I just hoped they all had big cocks, like Troy did. My mouth went dry, and my pussy became wet, very wet. Three black men at once was my fantasy, and right now, it would happen.
The ecstasy had her heart pumping as I almost danced up to Troy and kissed him. We kissed, and our tongues drove deep into each other's mouths.  We both knew I wanted this, I wanted him, I wanted them all, and I wanted them badly.
I led him down the dark hallway for the last time; I thought as we all entered the large backroom. Soon, the thugs passed me from man to man. Each one kissed me deeply as their tongues explored my mouth and their hands roamed my body. Then, suddenly, there was a change. Again, I felt my husband, almost like he was close. At that moment, I panicked and wanted everything to stop. I wanted him more than all of this. I loved him so much, but I had to finish this. I would finally never do this again, after this. I would do whatever I had to return to Dave to be his innocent little Girl again.
There was a knock at the door, and Mr. Saunders opened it and motioned for Troy to come over. They whispered, and then Troy looked at the large mirror that formed the far wall and smiled. I overheard Mr. Saunders say, "This will be fun. Maybe there is a way to keep her here." Then Troy whispered to the other three men, and they all giggled. But then everything became very serious as they were ready to play.
They asked me to check my makeup in the mirror, so I walked over and looked at myself. As I saw Tanya, I saw the slut. But there in the mirror was also David's innocent wife, Stacey. I felt a pull in my stomach as if I was making the biggest mistake: I should stop and walk out. But it was too late for those fears. I walked over to the bed and lay back, letting David's wife drift away and giving Tanya the final night of pure sex. I would hold nothing back. I wanted the three men, and soon they were all over me. Hands were on my breasts as a cock entered into my mouth. How I loved to suck a nice big cock. It was something I had held back from Dave. As I sucked on another man's cock I thought about how I had acted like I was a little innocent girl with my husband. As Troy shoved his big dick to the back of my throat, I decided from now on I would give him everything that I was giving these men tonight.
How good it felt to have these thick black dicks taking turns in my pussy, filling me. Each one thrusting balls deep in me till just before they came, then switching to the next hard cock. I will miss these deep hard fuckings. They moved me to my knees, and I sucked each man's balls and up their shafts coating them with saliva as my hands rubbed them. As I sucked, I took each bulbous head to the back of my throat, gagging until I could force them into my throat while I was being fucked from behind. I loved this, being used like a whore to these men with gorgeous, hard black cocks. It was the way they used me like their fuck toy.
At one point, Troy started taunting me about my husband's small dick. I told him what they wanted to hear. I told him he had a little penis, how he couldn't satisfy me, how I just wanted and loved their big black cocks. I think I even told Troy that I loved him, which was partially true; I loved his fat cock.  I was mean and said things that would have killed my husband, but he would never know. The more I said those words, the more I wanted this to end.
Troy answered the door again, but I was lost in a world of lust. I was enjoying multiple orgasms that eclipsed any I ever had before.
I climbed onto one of Troy's friends and started to ride his monster. Then I felt the lotion applied to my ass, and I knew what they wanted. They used an anal easing jell before they started to finger my butt while I was riding the muscled stud. Then I felt the pressure on my ass. Everyone held still as I took the pain of Troy's fat cock head pushing past my ass muscle. Thank God for the anal jell because once in me, it felt great. After a few minutes, I took a third dick in my mouth, and I started to moan as all three cocks began to dive deep into all my holes. I loved how the black thugs all used me. We slowly worked up a great rhythm until one of the thugs started to erupt deep in my pussy. I orgasmed as his balls shot ropes of cum in me. That was enough to drive Troy over the edge as he came deep in my ass. Then I was rewarded by the last man with a nice load of cum to drink.
As we all were calming down when I noticed that the boss man was rubbing his big cock right near my face. Suddenly he let loose with long shots of cum. He held his cock as cum squirted onto my face and into my hair. I reached out and rubbed his balls as stream after stream of his fantastic cum shot all over my tits too. Then I licked his cock like a lollipop. I do love men's big dicks and the taste of cum!
At that moment, my mind went to my husband and how I wanted him. I wished he would break down the door somehow, stop this, and take me away forever. But now it was all over, and I was sweaty and covered in cum. I had my fantasy, and now I hated myself. I hated how I let all those men use me. I let them do so many things to me that I had never let Dave do. They left me like a used whore and laughed at me as they left. Troy walked out without saying a word. The way he walked away showed how much he loved me. I must have passed out at that point.
Later, Shanice shook me awake. She helped me into the shower and gathered all my belongings from my locker. She said, "I am so jealous of you!" She continued, "You got royally fucked tonight and will get to go home to a wonderful man who worships you."
As I stepped into the back-office shower, I let the water wash everything away. I dushed out all the cum, and washed off the thug splodge from my face and my hair. It washed away those nights with Troy. I washed away my waking him up by licking his black balls. It washed away those nights the boss man, Mr. Saunders, used my pussy after the club closed. I washed away all those times I took off my clothes for strange men. As the shower ran, I pledged that from that second on, I would be the perfect wife to Dave. I looked forward to introducing myself as his slut in his bed. I was now so happy it was finally over, all over. After tonight, I would wait two weeks before going to the clinic to get tested for any sexually transmitted diseases. After I get an all-clear, I will tell Dave that I started to take the pill. Then finally, I could take him into me without those fucking condoms. I rubbed my sore pussy as I thought about how it would feel to have my sweet husband finally spurting his cum in me.
As I walked out, I told Mr. Saunders, "Fuck off, asshole!"
He replied, "We'll see."
I went to the dumpster and threw away all my stripper clothes. That was when I threw away Tanya, lifting a heavy weight from my shoulders. I just wanted to get home. I can't wait to get home and climb into bed with my husband.
As I walked to my car, the quiet was broken by the sound of a speeding car. The lights were coming right at me. I covered my eyes with my hand as I cowered with my mind racing as to what was happening. As the car slid to a stop in the gravel parking lot, I recognized it was Dave's car. Oh my God, he found out! Not now, not when it was all over. How the fuck could this happen?
He jumped out of the car and started screaming, "So you're a fucking whore?" at me as I fell to my knees.
I screamed, "No…oh my fucking God…no, not now!" I lost all control; I started sobbing and could not believe at this moment, just when it had all ended, I was caught!
He yelled about making him wear condoms, sucking their cocks and balls, swallowing their cum, taking it up the ass, and fucking three of them at once. It was all true, but how did he know? He was right. I had done it all tonight and never did such things with him. I wanted to be his innocent wife, but now he knows, he knows I am a whore.
Then he started on all those things I had said. Somehow he knew about the small cock, not satisfying me, all the lies I had said. I tried to tell him I had to. I wanted to tell him I could explain. But he was furious, and he was out of control. His eyes filled with rage, and I was afraid of him.
He yelled, "I hate you…Fucking whore!" He jumped in his car and gunned the engine as the tires threw gravel everywhere. I melted as the life I knew had ended.
That is the end of chapter three, my friends. My question to you is, what should Stacey's husband, Dave, do once he discovers the whole story? The last chapter will be coming to you soon.


    
        She’s Not that Innocent Wife - Chapter 4

        Please remember that Stacey was my innocent wife, while Tanya was her stripper name. They are the same person. 
Dave's decisions
On the whole way home, I drove like an absolute idiot. There was rage pouring out of me as my temper flared at everything. When I walked into our empty house, my anger started to fade, and by the time I walked into our main bedroom, it was gone. I looked up at our wedding photo over the bed, and tears began to fill my eyes. My wife has been cheating on me. She has been a stripper, a stripper who likes to fuck groups of black men.
It was fifth grade when I lost my mother. That day, I cried as emptiness filled my heart. But tonight, this pain was just as bad as that horrendous feeling I had as a child. The emptiness didn't just take my heart; it enveloped all of me. I fell on the bed and cried like a small child again. I lost my Stacey tonight. I Lost the one person who filled my life with joy; it was more than I could bear.
I kept my ear open during the sleepless night. A small part of me hoped she would come back to me, somehow taking everything away I saw, putting it all back as before. I never noticed that I could hear the living room clock ticking away the seconds from the bedroom as I lay alone, lost in our bed.
On Saturday morning, I checked the house, half hopeful and half relieved that Stacey or Tanya or whoever the fuck she's called was not there. No car in the driveway, coffee, or hug from my wife. How was I going to have to get over this? How was I going to get over my marriage that was a big fat fucking lie? I got a text from Tracey that afternoon, "I am so sorry, but there was a reason I had to do what you saw; please let me explain! I LOVE YOU!"
I texted back, "Fuck off!"
On Sunday, after cutting the grass and cleaning up our, well, I guess it will be my house, I sat down at my computer. Still broken from the trauma of Friday night, I was still horny. I started to look at my regular porn websites. After the first few videos of hot-looking, beautiful taking off their clothes and spreading, I clicked on a white woman with a black man. I watched in horror as the woman was in ecstasy, taking his giant cock. I thought of Stacey's contorted face as she came from those men's hard black cocks. I almost didn't realize I was stroking my dick as I mixed the pain and the pleasure. As the black man started to scream in the video as he came inside the small moaning white girl, I came hard, shooting my cum into the air like a small fountain.
I shut my laptop at that point, and the pleasure dissipated, leaving only deep heartache. Later that night, I got another text, "Good night, babe, I DO LOVE YOU!" I just deleted it and went to bed.
As the week went on, Stacey did not return but continued sending texts like, "I am sorry, I miss you, I LOVE YOU!" but I did not respond to them. I didn't know if I could ever look at her again.
On Wednesday night, I got a text from a close friend saying, "Hey, I saw Stacey today while getting lunch near her work. She was sitting on a park bench, and she was crying. When I asked her what was wrong, she told me that she hurt you and that she thinks your marriage is over. Dude, Stacey is destroyed!"
The text I returned was, "Thank you for your concern. I hope we can work through our differences." But I didn't mean it.
Sadly enough, each night, I searched for more brutal and more intense interracial porn. Over the weekend, I found an amateur video of a husband watching his wife with five large black men. The video began with a woman kissing her husband until he turned her towards five black men sitting around the hotel room. He started to undress her very slowly and seductively. She was only wearing high heels and a dog collar; he walked her over to them and said, "Boys, have at it!" The woman was a total slut taking the men in her pussy, ass, and mouth, all at the same time, like my wife had done. The woman seemed to love the debauchery as she screamed, moaned, and orgasmed all over their enormous black cocks. They all took turns as they came in her and all over her face. When all five of the black studs had emptied their big balls a few times, she crawled back to her husband. She looked up at him and said, "I love you!" At that point, I exploded in a wild orgasm.
It was like the husband in the porno had a wife and a slut that wanted black men too. How could she love him after being with those big cocks. As the video ended, the husband was kissing the used woman and moved down between her legs and ate out her used cum filled cunt. I was baffled as to why this turned me on so much. I was hard again and finished myself off again while thinking of that slutty stripper Tanya.
After work the following Friday, I noticed some of Stacey's clothes were gone. After two weeks, she must have needed some daily work clothes. She didn't take all of them, which made me happy. I didn't want that lying piece of shit back in my house, but I didn't want her totally out of my life either. When I entered the kitchen, I saw a letter beside my favorite candy bar. It was so Stacey; she would always bring me my favorite candy bar when she went shopping. I was surprised when I looked in the refrigerator and saw she had gone shopping too.
I opened the note and was shocked when I read the short note. David, there is so much that I have to tell you. I am not the innocent wife you thought I was. I am also not the whore you saw me acting like. Please meet me at Domenico's Italian Restaurant on 5th Avenue at 7:30 Saturday Night!" The most sensual mark of her lips was in a dark shade of lipstick.
On Friday night, I drove back to the strip club. I had to know If Stacey was still working there. The bouncer was a different guy than last time and once again made me show him my cock to ensure I was not a cop. I think he did it just to fuck with me. Inside, I drank a lot as much of the pain returned. I had to see what happened in those back rooms, so I picked a hot-looking black stripper named Shanice. She took me down the hallway to a dark room with a small bed and chair. I received the most erotic lap dance that included me rubbing and licking her breasts. I loved her little chocolate kiss nipples and enjoyed myself. When she asked me about extras, I decided after all I was through and after all the men that must have fucked my wife, and I wanted to fuck this whore.
After paying the agreed-upon amount, she started to kiss me. It was so erotic as she slowly helped me out of my clothes, and soon she was down sucking on my cock. It felt a little different, and I didn't realize until she moved away that she had put a condom on me using her mouth. I asked her about the condom, and she said, "All of us girls always use condoms."
I said, "Not all of them."
She seemed to be confused about my comment but laid back and spread her legs, revealing her sweet pink insides. I climbed on and slid my hard dick into her wet pussy. She knew how to touch me as she moaned, making me feel like I was giving her the best fuck ever. Those dark eyes looked me right in the eyes as I drove as hard and deep as I could into her. Then with all that turmoil of hatred and sexuality, I began to fuck her hard and deep. I was proud of how the condom helped me to last longer than usual. I looked into her eyes as I fucked her, but there was no love. But there was lust, and that urged me on. I came into her filling the condom with a big load of cum.
When I had started getting dressed, she said, "So what brings a nice, clean-cut white boy like you to our little place?"
I replied, "I came looking for Tanya."
Shanice said, "Tanya's was done last Friday… wait, are you… ya, ain't Dave?"
When I told her I was, she said, "Boy, Tanya is a mess! She put you through a lot, but she had a reason. You gotta talk to her."
I said, "You said all the girls use condoms, but I watched my wife fuck a group of black men without one. She seemed to love taking their cum in her pussy, ass, and mouth."
"Shit, she did that to get out of here and be with you… you dumb ass. She loves you more than anything. Hell, she wants to kill herself, you fuck! Now you go and get that little white ass of yours to that restaurant tomorrow and listen to her. That girl's been sleeping on my couch and crying every day."
As I left, I realized that Shanice had given me great sex, but when it was over, she had no interest in me. It was all about the money and not about being in love. Then why did Stacey say she loved Troy?
On Saturday night, I realized that it had only been just over two weeks since I lost my sweet Stacey, but I was still furious, and I had a lot to say to her. I dressed in khaki pants, a polo shirt, and deck shoes. I took an Uber just in case I got too pissed or got drunk. I entered the restaurant a few minutes early, and they escorted me to a corner table. This restaurant was always darkly lit and with soft Italian music playing that made for a romantic setting. I ordered a strong drink and thought about what I was going to say to that lying whore.
As I sipped from my tumbler glass of whiskey, I saw her walking towards me. She was in a tiny, off-the-shoulder red dress that was way too short for anything Stacey would have worn. Her tall, spiked heels, which Stacey never wore, were as red as her dress and added four inches to her height. Her blonde hair was mainly up with strands outlining her face.  Her makeup was very sexy, with heavy eyeliner and the same dark-colored lipstick left for me on the note. The best way to describe this was she was sex in a dress.
The hostess led this beautiful woman up to my table. I stood up as if I were meeting someone for the first time. She said, "Hi, it's so nice to meet you. My name is Lee." I took her hand and was dumbfounded.
I realized that she was now using her middle name. So, is this another personality, or have the two others merged?
I started to speak when she put a finger to my mouth and said, "Shhh honey, I am going to be doing all the talking tonight. Let's put our order in for dinner, and then you listen. When I finish talking, if you still want me to go away, I will give you an uncontested divorce and leave you alone for the rest of your life."
After finishing a great meal with caramel cream brulee, I realized I had not spoken one word. I had listened to the whole story. Ultimately, Lee revealed that Mr. Saunders had put me in the room to watch her. He wanted me to divorce her so she would continue to make money for him. It was hard to hear how he abused her by making her suck and fuck him. It was harder to hear how she had spent nights in Troy's bed. But I have to admit, when she went into graphic detail, my dick grew hard. She continually revisited the statement that she was trying to protect me by keeping me in the dark until it was over.
I asked her about all the terrible things she had said about me; even though she assured me it was all said to get the men to cum faster, she knew it still hurt me badly. The hardest part of the conversation was when I asked her about making me wear condoms while she had fucked those men bareback. She said, "Dave, I always used condoms with all the men except Trevor. That night was once and done. I even used the morning-after pill. I even went to the clinic to be tested for STDs. I am clean." She handed me a statement to prove her statement. 
 
 I told her, "The story you told me was sad, and you have hurt me more than any man should ever be hurt. How am I ever going to trust you again? I am through with Stacey, and I hate how Tanya did all those terrible things without me."
That is when her head jerked towards me, "Without you? What do you mean?"
I hesitated at that moment because I was unsure what I meant. "To be honest, Stacey, you were too innocent, and Tanya was a whore. That is why it's so hard to accept this new Lee persona." I said.
She looked at me and again said, "What did you mean when you said without you?"
I blushed heavily but had to plow ahead, "I have watched a lot of interracial porn lately while I think about what you did."
I swear there was a slight smile that crossed her face when she said, "How did that make you feel watching all that porn while thinking of me with those black men?"
Some anger emerged when I said, "Jealous, jealous of you not doing those sexual things with me. And to tell the truth, I was jealous that you didn't care enough about me to let me see what a black cock slut you can be."
She was quick to push me harder when she asked, "Did you like watching me fuck black men?"
There is a moment when a cuckold realizes that he is what he is inside. I said to Stacey, "Yes, yes, I liked watching you being a slut. But you should have included me and been a slut with me too!"
I felt her foot as she ran it up my leg towards my crotch. It was the first contact that we had shared since everything blew up. That simple touch meant so much. "I think you need to understand the real me. I am not the innocent wife that you thought you married. I deceived you by giving you what I thought would make you happy. I am also not that stripper whore Tanya. I did most of what I could to repay Mr. Saunders' debt. But I have to admit that sometimes I do enjoy sex with other men, especially black men. Plus, I can't wait to suck your cock, as I did for those other men. I can't wait to feel you without a condom, and I want you to fuck me in the ass whenever you want!"
I responded, "I'm not sure where we go from here, but I may just like Lee."
Her eyes widened as she looked up at me, "You mean that there may be we?
I figured I had to be honest with this new Lee personality, "Yes, I hope there is a way. But we have to take it slow. I want to date this new sexy Lee to see if it can lead not only to saving our marriage but making it better. Stacey was just boring in bed. I want a woman that can be more of a slut. I hated you lying and cheating on me, and it will take time for that to heal, but I can't stop thinking how hot it was watching you fuck those men too."
The date ended with a deep passionate kiss with Lee pushing her pussy against my leg. She whispered in my ear, "I have no panties on, so If you want to take me in the alley behind the bar and fuck me like your personal slut… I am game."
I could not help myself, and a few minutes later, I had sexy Lee behind a dumpster. She was bent at the waist with her dress pulled up, exposing her ass. I looked at those high heels, sexy legs, and sweet tiny ass, and I had to have her. I shoved my erection balls deep and fucked her like a slut. There were no condoms this time, and her pussy felt great. There was no love yet; there was hatred and pain as I brutally slammed into her over and over. I even slapped her ass and said, "That's it, you slut, take my cock!" Then it happened; after a nice long hard fuck, I erupted into her cheating cunt. For the first time, I shot my cum, my sperm into my wife.
For six months, I dated this new sexual creature, Lee. She showed the love and sweetness the former Stacey had, along with the wild sexuality of the stripper Tanya. Each night, the dates ended with wild sex. A few weeks later, I finally fucked her in the ass.
Lee worked so very hard to regain my lost trust. She added a tracker on her car, unlocked her phone, and consistently checked in with me. I even checked up on her a few times until I could let that mistrust pass.
Finally, one day, Lee showed up at our front door with her bags. She could have used her key and walked in, but she rang the doorbell. On her knees, Lee wore a tied-up shirt, Daisy Duke shorts, cowboy boots, and a hat. She looked like the sexiest creature I had ever seen.  She looked up at me and said, "I know I lied to you, I was a whore with other men, but I am begging you to take me back as your wife. I promise always to be dressed like a stripper, act like your slut and do everything and anything to make you happy the rest of your life." Of course, I let her in.
From many long conversations, we learned a lot about each other. She was brutally honest when she admitted that she did enjoy a random fuck from a big-cocked black man. She discovered that I am a real pervert and enjoy having sex with her as much as watching her with another man. Our personalities also changed as we both became more sexual, outgoing, and flirtatious with ourselves and others.
It's been over a year since I let Lee take Stacey's place back in our house. Lee has proved that she is a wild, sexy woman. Over time, I finally forgave her for what had happened, and we moved on to a great marriage.
Lee's Birthday was tonight, and she seemed confused about why we were not going out. I told her to shower and dress in an outfit left for her on the bed. Forty-five minutes later, she emerged with her sexy blonde hair in a slinky white negligee, high heels, and stockings. I gave her a drink, and we sat and smoked a nice joint. Then suddenly, the doorbell rang, and I told Lee to answer it in her outfit.
I heard some confused whispering when I said, "Bring him in, babe; he is your birthday present."
Lee looked at me and said, "Are you sure?" as Troy walked in.
Troy said, "Dave called me and invited me to be your birthday gift. He told me the whole story, and I am so happy everything worked out well. I never knew you were married until that night, and I apologized to him."
Lee looked at him and smiled, "It's so nice to see you, Troy, but I don't want to do anything that Dave is unhappy with. So, I will check with him to ensure he is comfortable with us playing."
I untied the back of her white negligee, pulled it down, and let it pool at her feet. Then I took her hand, handed her to Troy, and said, "Have fun with my wife Lee and enjoy each other tonight." Then I sat back to enjoy my show.
They came together and kissed deeply, and his hands grabbed her ass and pulled her to him. They were familiar with each other as Troy sat back, and Lee climbed on top of him, kissing him as she rubbed her pussy against the bulge forming in his pants. Her hands moved down and unbuttoned his pants and pulled down his zipper as they looked into each other's eyes. She climbed off him and pulled down his pants and boxers, revealing his thick, black monster cock.
She stopped and smiled at me as I nodded my acceptance. My wife climbed up between his legs and wrapped her tiny left hand around his thick dick. Seeing the white hand and wedding ring on his black cock made my cock hard. Then she leaned forward and began to lick his balls as her hand ran up and down his shaft.
Her tongue worked him like a pro as she slowly worked her way up to his fat purple cock head. She licked and sucked while she looked at her lover. Then she took him into her mouth as deep as she could. I saw her gag on it as she took him deep into her mouth. While looking right at me, her eyes rolled back, and she took it into her throat. He used his hands to control her sucking, and I saw her hand move to rub her wet pussy.
Just when I started to get a little jealous, she stopped and pulled his cock out and looked at me and said, "I love you for letting me have my Troy to play with." Then she sucked him hard until he came into her mouth.
When he finished, she climbed off of him and walked over and kissed me sharing his cum with me. She said, "Thank you. Now sit back and let Lee put on a proper show for the love of my life!"
For the next two hours, that man fucked my wife like a porn star. I sat and watched as she came all over his hard cock. They kissed as he used my wife like she was his. She was screaming as orgasms wracked her body time after time. She stopped him when he tried to stick that big cock up her ass.
She told him, "I did that only for money; I didn't like it for other men. The only man that will go there from now on is my husband."
He continued his assault on her pussy until, finally, he started to scream. He kissed her hard as his ass tightened, and he filled Lee's pussy with his sperm. He held it there for a minute until Lee asked him to pull out so she could share her used pussy with her husband.
Lee said, "Dave, can you help me? Come over and lick your slutty wife's cum filled pussy."
There is nothing better in this world than seeing your wife's swollen pussy leaking another man's cum. I could not wait to fulfill a long-awaited fantasy of eating a cum filled cunt. When I finished cleaning her used gaping open cunt. Stacey pulled me up and kissed me, tasting their sexual juices. Then she looked lovingly at me and said, "David, I love you more than anything. While it's true that sex with Troy gets me off more than sex with you, it's you I love. Do you understand that there is a big difference between fucking and loving?"
That was the moment that I learned to love being a cuckold in this marriage. I loved my wife so much that I wanted to see her have wild orgasms with studs that could fuck her better than I could. I took my particular spot in her heart when I said, "I understand the difference between raw sex and love. I want you to have regular lovers, but please always include me. If I can't be there, record your sex so that I can enjoy them later. But most of all, please never take away our love."
Lee mounted me with her warm slippery pussy. Even though she was brutally fucked by Troy, she was rocking back and forth, giving me total pleasure. "I love you, Dave. I love you now more than ever. Now cum in me and fill me like I am your whore!"
While still riding my hard cock, Lee looked at Troy. "Thank you, my lover, for coming over and making my Birthday so wonderful. So that you know, I won't be spending any more nights sleeping in your bed. But you can visit and use me in this bed while my husband watches and hopefully joins in. Hey, why don't you bring those other two studs next time."
That's when I came into her!
 Thank you for reading the conclusion to my story.
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