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Chapter 1: The Discovery



“Mark, what the hell have you been reading on this computer? These websites are about hot wives and married women messing around with other men.”

Sarah’s voice hit me like a slap as I stood there, caught off guard. “Oh, it’s nothing, honey. I’m just messing around, that’s all,” I said, trying to brush it off.

“Nothing? I can’t believe you read this garbage. Do you think real people actually do this? Why are there so many bookmarks for slut wife stories? And look at all these pictures—my God, they’re disgusting. Is that cum in her pussy? Jesus, Mark, I’m so pissed at you right now.”

Sarah was fuming, her eyes darting across the screen as she scrolled through the stories I’d saved. She muttered under her breath about what a pervert I was, spending at least an hour digging through my digital secrets before she stormed out to find me in the garage.

“Mark, why do you read this stuff? Does it turn you on or something? Why haven’t you ever told me you’re into stories about wives dating and cuckolding their husbands?”

I fumbled for words. “It’s just… I don’t know, maybe I think about you, you know, doing stuff with other guys. It really gets me going when I read them. And when we’re in bed, I imagine you with someone else, and it drives me wild—makes me hard as a rock.”

“Well, I think you’ve got rocks in your head,” she snapped, then turned and marched back into the house.

I cursed myself silently. How could I be so stupid? Leaving the computer on, not logging off, not wiping the history—I’d practically handed her my fantasies on a platter. I should’ve hidden those files better. What now? She knew everything. Maybe if I played it cool, she’d let it blow over.

Dinner was quiet. Sarah acted normal, didn’t bring it up again. She put our little boy to bed earlier than usual and slipped off to our room without a word—no goodnight, nothing. I waited until I figured she was asleep, then crept into bed myself.

Barely two minutes passed before her voice cut through the dark. “Mark, do you really think you could handle me doing stuff with other men, like in those stories?”

“Sarah, I’m sorry I never talked to you about this before. I didn’t think you’d ever find out what I read when you’re not around.”

“You mean you’re sorry you got caught.”

“No—well, yeah, okay, I’m sorry. But maybe now that you know, we can talk about it. I don’t want you to be a slut or anything, just… maybe tease me a little, spice things up in the bedroom. That’s probably why I read them—to boost my drive, you know?”

“I read some of those stories,” she said, her tone sharp. “They’re explicit as hell. Wives going on dates, screwing guys with their husbands cheering them on. You didn’t answer me.”

“Could I handle you being with someone else?” I echoed her question.

“Yes.”

“Sarah, I don’t know if I’d want you to actually be with anyone. I do know I love you more than anything, and I’d never cheat on you.”

She sighed. “I can see you’re not going to give me a straight answer, so I’ll just have to figure it out some other way. Goodnight.” She rolled over, but I could tell her mind was still churning.

The next few days dragged on, heavy with silence. She didn’t mention it again. Then Friday morning, out of nowhere, she said she wanted to go out for dinner that night. She’d already lined up the babysitter. “Sounds fun,” I said, relieved. We hadn’t been out in weeks. Maybe things were smoothing over.

When I got home from work, Sarah was in the tub, sipping wine, all smiles. “How was your day?” she asked, her cheerfulness throwing me off. Was this normal again? Maybe I’d get lucky tonight. She slipped into a new bra and panty set, started on her makeup, and told me to shower quick or we’d be late. I stepped out of the bathroom to find her in a short cotton dress, the soft white fabric hinting at the pink lace underneath. Her makeup was bolder, her hair freshly done—she looked hotter than she had in years.

Dinner at the steakhouse was perfect. Afterward, she suggested the local bar for beers and pool. “Mark, I’d really enjoy stopping there,” she said. “Maybe they’ll have a band tonight, and I can dance a little.” She knew I hated dancing.

“Great,” I said, forcing a grin. As we walked in, I patted my back pocket—shit, no wallet. We used to be regulars here, so I told Sarah to grab us a seat while I ran back to the car. No luck there either. Thinking she’d be fine, I drove back to the restaurant. Nothing. My stomach knotted as I returned to the bar, scanning for her. No sign. Hell, I didn’t even have cash for a drink.

“Hey there, handsome,” Sarah’s voice purred behind me.

“Did you see my wallet?” I asked, flustered.

She handed it to me. “Picked it up off the car seat when you got out. Sorry, I didn’t know where you went.”

“Is there a band tonight?” I asked.

“Yeah, an oldies group. Supposed to be good.”

“Really? How’d you find that out?”

“Oh, well, a nice guy I met—he’s a friend of a friend—bought me a beer, and we chatted. My girlfriend says he’s solid. She dated him for ages, almost married him, but he joined the military, and she ended up with someone else.”

“Really,” I said, my tone flat.

“He’s over there—see? The tall guy with the big smile.” She waved at him, smirking. “He’s got dibs on my first dance. I told him I’ve got dibs on the last.”


























Chapter 2: The Dance


Sarah waved at the guy across the bar, her coy smile lighting up her face as she giggled. “Jason, this is my husband, Mark,” she said when he strolled over.

“Nice to meet you,” Jason said, his handshake firm but casual. We swapped small talk for a minute before I excused myself to grab drinks. At the bar, I kept an eye on them. Sarah’s body language was electric—leaning in close, laughing too loud, hanging on his every word. She barely glanced my way when I handed her a beer, too caught up in Jason’s orbit.

They started chatting about square dancing, of all things. “Oh, I love it!” Sarah said, her voice bubbly. “Maybe we could get together sometime and do the two-step.” She was flirting hard, right in front of me, and Jason played along, his hand drifting to her lower back, rubbing slow circles as he talked. I couldn’t get a word in, so I sank onto a barstool, nursing my beer, watching it unfold.

The way he touched her, confident and deliberate, stirred something in me. My stomach twisted, but my dick twitched too. Was this what I’d been reading about all those years? I tried to shake it off when an old buddy, Tom, slapped my shoulder and dragged me to the pool table. “Let’s shoot a game and catch up,” he said. I mumbled an excuse to Sarah, but she barely nodded, her eyes locked on Jason.

Glancing back, I saw her slide onto my stool, Jason standing close. She grabbed his hand and held it, her fingers laced with his. My pulse quickened—damn, that turned me on more than I expected. The band kicked in, and soon enough, I spotted them on the dance floor. Jason had her pulled tight, her hips swaying against him. The waitress kept my drinks coming, saying, “Your wife’s friend Jason’s got the tab.” I won a couple games, then teamed up with Tom to hold the table, but after an hour, I’d lost track of Sarah.

“I’ll be back,” I told Tom, heading to the bathroom, scanning the crowd. No sign of her. Outside, under a big tree by the building, I found them. Sarah sat on a picnic table, Jason leaning over her, kissing her deep. His hand cupped her ass; hers tangled in his hair. I froze, watching for a few minutes. They were out in the open, lights bright—no way they’d go further, right? My cock stiffened, but my gut churned. I slipped back inside.

Pool was a blur after that. Too many beers, too much buzzing in my head. Sarah finally reappeared, alone, all smiles. “I’m tired,” she said. “Can we go?” I said goodbye to Tom, and she snatched my keys. We drove home in silence. After paying the babysitter, I walked her out, then found Sarah already in bed. I stripped down fast, slid in beside her, aching to touch her. She didn’t speak, just kissed my nose and rolled away. I rubbed her leg, her stomach, spooning her tight. My hard-on pressed against her ass, and she giggled softly.

“I’m really tired, Mark,” she murmured. “Can we talk in the morning?” I kissed her neck, whispered, “I love you,” and let it drop.

She was up early, bustling around, making breakfast. Once our son was parked in front of cartoons, she grabbed my hand and pulled me upstairs. “Sit,” she said, her voice firm. “Listen first, then talk.”

“Mark, I’ve been reading your dirty stories whenever I can. I’ve learned a lot about this hotwife and cuckold stuff. I know what you’ve been up to—I checked the hard drive. Did you know you’ve got over five hundred stories and folders stuffed with pictures? Women in panties, having sex, naked—hundreds of them.” She held up a hand. “Don’t answer. What blows my mind is you’ve had this secret life on our computer for five years—our whole marriage—and never once asked what I thought about it. You’ve been cheating on me with this fantasy world.”

Her calm, steady tone pinned me in place. “I asked you that day I found it all—whether this is what you wanted, how you wanted me to act. You just said you loved me and weren’t sure.” She went on, dissecting the stories, questioning how I could love her and still imagine her with another man. “What’s with the panties? Thousands of pictures—upskirts too. Apparently, you’re obsessed with panties and slut wives. I’m not enough for you, a faithful wife, so you sneak off to your little thrill zone and jerk off to me in some guy’s arms. What do you have to say?”

Her words gutted me. She knew it all. No point in lying. “Sarah, when I was a kid, my mom made sure I saw her in her panties—said it’d keep me from turning gay. As a teen, I’d steal my sister’s and her friends’ from the hamper, get off on the smell, the feel. In college, I dated girls who saw other guys—it turned me on knowing they’d fucked someone else the night before. Then the internet hit, and I got hooked on cheating wife stories. Found out I wasn’t alone. I still take your dirty panties to the computer, smell you on them while I jack off to pics and stories. Sometimes I even wear them to the mall, teasing myself, thinking someone might catch a glimpse. I’m so sorry I hid it. I’ll never do it again. Please forgive me.”

“Un-fucking-believable,” she yelled, tears spilling over. I wrapped my arms around her, murmuring how much I loved her, holding her until she stopped shaking.

“I’m just so disappointed,” she said after a long silence. “My husband, with
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