
        
            
                
            
        


	



CUCKOLDING SAVED OUR MARRIAGE



EVELINA ROSE



 


Chapter 1: The Spark of Trouble



This is how my wife, Emily, and I saved our rocky marriage.

Emily’s a petite firecracker of a woman—blonde, with a short, sassy bob that frames her face just right. She grew up in a strict religious home down south, the kind where rules were ironclad and rebellion simmered beneath the surface. Maybe that’s why she turned out so wild. Her family bounced around a lot when she was a kid, new towns, new schools, new faces. She was always the girl making friends fast—and enemies just as quick. That bold personality, paired with her tiny frame, had guys lining up for her attention.

She’s barely 4’11”, but don’t let that fool you—her body’s a knockout. Even with a modest 32A chest, her breasts are firm, topped with distinct areolas and those perky little nipples that stand out like they’re begging to be noticed. She could skip a bra no problem, though back home, that wasn’t an option. Once we tied the knot, though, she’d strut around in tank tops or thin halters, no bra, letting everything show. Her ass, though? That was the real star—small but so damn perfect it’d stop you in your tracks. In a bikini, tanning by the pool, she was a sight to behold.

Early on, people thought she was still a teenager. School wasn’t her thing—she was probably an undiagnosed ADHD case, buzzing with energy she couldn’t contain. Our first date? She climbed onto the hood of my car to chat instead of sitting inside. Always had to stand out, that’s Emily.

When we got hitched, she took a dead-end job at some retail joint while I slogged through college, working whatever hours I could scrape together. One night, I was home, buried in textbooks, waiting for her to get back from her shift. She didn’t roll in until two in the morning. I was pissed—called her folks, her friends, even her boss’s house. His wife picked up, said he wasn’t home either. Emily stumbled in, lips sealed, no explanation. I was fuming, but she just brushed it off, leaving me stewing in the dark.

Months later, we had a little fight—nothing big, but I’m pretty sure she picked it on purpose. That night, she didn’t come home again. She called, casual as hell, saying an old high school buddy invited her to crash at her place forty miles away with her and her husband. When she finally showed up, she was all smiles but cagey as fuck. Then she let it slip—she’d gone to some fancy seafood joint with her friend, the friend’s husband, and some rich guy they knew. “No sex,” she swore, but it reeked of a double date to me. Jealousy gnawed at me nonstop after that. My grades tanked, work suffered—I couldn’t get it out of my head.

I dropped out of college eventually, landed a gig at a big retail chain. One day, washing our car, I spotted paint overspray near a headlight. I flipped out, thinking the dealer had screwed us with a wrecked car passed off as new. I was ready to storm down there and raise hell. Emily just watched me rant, then dropped a bomb that hit me like a freight train.

She’d smashed the car herself—out with some off-duty cop. She spilled the whole story, tears in her eyes, begging me not to leave her. I was gutted, felt like less than nothing. Divorce crossed my mind, but the thought of everyone knowing, the shame of it, kept me from walking out. For months, I couldn’t even touch her—sex was off the table. I tried to bury it, move on, but it festered.

Here’s the thing, though—our sex life had always been electric. Emily’s a borderline exhibitionist. Once, she came back from visiting her parents, grinning, telling me how truckers honked at her on the freeway. She’d been in a tank top, no bra, nipples poking through. She was so worked up when she got home, we fucked right there on the living room floor. That energy, that heat—it was her. I knew I had two choices: ditch her or figure out how to handle my jealousy. She was too damn sexy to let go, so I started wondering if we could turn her wild streak into something good, something we could share.

One day, she bought this lacy see-through top—meant to layer over something, but I had other ideas. I told her to wear it solo, nothing underneath. We hit up a mall, her walking ahead while I hung back, watching. Her breasts, those hard nipples, were plain as day through the fabric. I had to shove my hands in my pockets to hide how hard I got. Guys did double-takes, some women glared at their gawking husbands. One young black guy even turned and trailed her for a bit. I got nervous, closed the gap. He started chatting her up, and we weren’t ready for that—neither of us knew what to do with a stranger jumping in.

We bailed, headed to the car, and I drove us to a quiet corner of the lot. Jeans came down, and we fucked like animals, her hot pussy soaking me as I came hard. After that, we’d bring up that mall trip when we screwed—how guys stared, how she flaunted it. I’d tease her, saying she’d have fucked that guy if I hadn’t been there. She’d go wild, screaming, “Fuck me hard, now!” It was a game, but afterward, it’d hit us both—me with jealousy, her with whatever was spinning in her head. We didn’t talk about it much, just let it simmer.


























Chapter 2: Testing the Waters



The next day, Emily and I hashed it out some more. She was antsy, worried my jealousy would flare up again after I’d tossed out that wild comment about her fucking the guy from the mall. Truth is, I wasn’t sure myself—did I mean it, or was it just heat-of-the-moment talk? We went back and forth for months, picking it apart. I told her the difference was clear: with the exhibitionism, I was in on it; with her sneaking around before, I was left out, clueless and pissed. I didn’t say it out loud, but I figured if she was this high-octane sexy, I’d rather steer that energy than get burned as some unwilling chump. So we kept up the light exhibitionism—little games, hot sex after.

Then I had to go out of town for work. Called her every night, checking in. Third night, she sounded off—said she missed me, felt lonely. Asked if it’d be okay to grab drinks with her friend Sarah. “Sure,” I said, “why’re you even asking?” She got quiet, then said she didn’t want to pull anything behind my back. Next night, I called—no answer. Midnight rolls around, she calls back, all chipper, saying she and Sarah had a blast. I asked what she wore. She laughed, wondered why I cared. “Just tell me,” I said.

She’d gone with a silky tank top, a sheer cover-up tied at the waist, white miniskirt, and high heels. “Sounds like you were hunting,” I teased. Over the phone, her breathing got heavy. I pushed—said it sounded like she was out to hook up. “What’re you doing?” I asked. “Masturbating,” she admitted, voice shaky. I started too, and we both came, panting over the line.

After, she spilled more. Some guys had sent drinks to their table, then joined them. Sarah’s single, soaked it up. Emily said she tried not to get too into it—claimed she was conflicted. Said Sarah made a date with one guy, and the other asked Emily out for the next night. She told him she was married, shut it down. “Were you tempted?” I asked. She paused, then said yeah, she was wet thinking about it. Guy was over six feet, all over her, trying to charm his way into her panties. “What panties?” I asked. “White lace thong,” she said. “Bag ‘em up,” I told her. “I wanna smell ‘em when I get home.” She came again, loud, just from that.

We kept up the phone sex for the rest of my two-week trip. When I got back, I pounced—dragged her to the bedroom, stripped her down, and fucked her raw. She ran to the bathroom after, came back, and pulled out a baggie from the drawer. Handed me her thong, still in it. “Take ‘em out,” I said, “hold ‘em to my nose.” She did, and I asked why they were so wet. She said Sarah was making out with one guy over drinks, and the other—his name was Mark—kept pushing. Touched her hand, her arm, then her leg, inching closer to her pussy each time. She bolted before he could finger her right there in the bar. “Why didn’t you let him?” I said, half-joking.

She froze, shocked I’d even say it. Then I lit the fuse—told her it’d be fine if she’d just told me after. She went nuts, screaming, “Lick my cummy panties!” as we fucked again. Later, she said Mark had been calling her at work, begging for a date. Said he and his buddy flipped a coin that night over who’d chase her—Sarah was just the side prize. I told her our sex was so good when she was honest, I could almost let her go out with him. Her jaw dropped. “You serious?” she asked. “As long as you don’t sneak,” I said. “If it gets you this horny, I’m in for more of this.”

“What if he calls again?” she asked. “Tell him I’m out of town,” I said. “Go out with him once.” Next night, she came home wild—fucked me senseless. Said Mark called, and she’d set a meet at the same bar and restaurant for Friday.

Friday came, and while she bathed and shaved—legs and pussy—I picked her outfit: short black skirt, high heels, red crotchless panties, sheer satin shirt, no bra. Wanted her nipples punching through that top. She left at seven. At 9:30, she called from the restaurant bathroom, voice trembling. “Mark’s all over me,” she said. “I’m so hot I can’t take it. He wants to go to his place.” “Bring him here,” I told her. “Say I’m gone.” I grabbed a beanbag chair, stuffed it in the closet, and peeked through the louvers.

Half an hour later, the door opened—voices heading my way. I’d left the bedside lamps on, like she would if she were alone. She led him to our bed, and they started groping. He peeled off her shirt and skirt; she tugged his shirt free. His hand slid down, hit those crotchless panties, and he froze when his fingers found her dripping pussy. Emily stood there, high heels and wet panties, nothing else. He guided her hands to his belt—she hesitated. He popped his fly, took her small hand, and put it on his cock. “I’m married,” she said, weak, “this is wrong.” But as he fingered her, she melted back onto the bed.

He stripped his pants, joined her. Lights on, I saw everything—she sat up, yanked his briefs down, and out sprang an eight-inch cock, thicker than mine, a little longer too. They rubbed, teased, danced around it, until she said, “Just a blowjob. Only fingers in my pussy. That’s it—leave if you want.” No guy’s turning that down. He nodded, reluctant, and started fingering her hard. She bucked, building to a screaming orgasm, hips thrashing.

Then she went to work—slow, licking, sucking his thick cock, taking it deeper in her tight mouth. Ten minutes in, he tensed, and she knelt between his legs, hands under his hips, swallowing what looked like a massive load. Took an hour to coax him out after—said she didn’t want neighbors spotting his car come morning. He left, grudgingly.

I stepped out of the closet, hugged her, took her French kiss—tasted his cum on her tongue. She ripped off her panties, draped them over my head, teasing me about wearing her “cummy” pair. We fucked till dawn, crashed, woke around noon, and went at it again. “Did you have fun?” she asked. “Fucking amazing,” I said. “Fucked the jealousy outta me?” she grinned. “No complaints,” I told her. “Thanks for not letting him fuck you.” Then I asked, “Did you want that thick cock in you?” She smirked. “Hell yeah, I wanted it in my hot cunt. But I wasn’t sure if you’d jump out and shoot us.” We laughed, fucked again, her pussy still slick from the night.
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