
        
            
                
            
        


	



CUCKOLDING: A WOMAN'S PERSPECTIVE, PART I



EVELINA ROSE



 


Chapter 1: The Phone Call That Started It All



“Laura, you won’t believe what happened last night!” my sister practically shouted into the phone.

It was Claire on the line, and while I loved catching up with her—she’s my sister, after all—I wasn’t sure I was ready for another installment of her latest escapades. Lately, she’d been obsessed with spilling every detail of her new “adventures,” and I could feel my stomach knotting up just hearing her voice.

You see, Claire had recently fallen head over heels into this wild idea her husband, Tom, had cooked up—sharing her with other men. It was all she could talk about, all she seemed to want anymore. And Tom? He was all in, practically begging to watch her with someone else. He wanted it. I couldn’t wrap my head around it.

Things had gotten even weirder a few weeks back when she’d casually mentioned that if this first experiment went well, she might try a threesome. Last night was supposed to be the big night—the debut of Tom’s cuckold fantasy. They’d planned it all out: Claire had picked a guy, and she was going to sleep with him right there in their bed while Tom sat in a chair and watched.

I didn’t really want the play-by-play, but part of me—a small, nosy part—was dying to know if she’d actually gone through with it. Had my sister turned her husband into a cuckold? Had she really slept with another man while he sat there? I was about to find out.

But let me rewind a bit, because this story doesn’t just stop with Claire and Tom—it ends up dragging my husband and me into the mess before it’s over. I’ve got two sisters: Sarah, the youngest at 24, married to Mike, and Claire, the middle one at 28, married to Tom. I’m the oldest at 33, and people always say I look the youngest, probably because my life’s been smoother than theirs. I’ve got a good job at a school, a husband named David who makes solid money, and two kids. We live well—vacations, nice house, the works.

Claire’s been married to Tom for six years, and they’ve got three kids. Tom’s… odd. Not funny-ha-ha, but funny-weird. He’s nice enough, sure, but there’s something off about him. They smoke a lot of weed when the kids aren’t around, and they scrape by on low-paying jobs. Claire’s always hustling for extra cash. Sarah and Mike have one kid, and they’re in a similar boat—working hard, not much to show for it, but they seem content.

Me? I’m happy. David and I have a solid marriage, and our sex life’s decent—not wild, but good. Still, when Claire called that morning, I wasn’t prepared for how her story would pull me in.

It all started about six months ago. Claire had told me about this website Tom had bookmarked. One night, after he’d smoked and passed out, she’d snooped on his laptop. What she found made her laugh at first, but then it got her thinking. It was a story about a guy who got off on watching other men sleep with his wife—a cuckold story. The details were explicit: the wife picking men, the husband watching, the sex being mind-blowing. Claire couldn’t believe Tom was into it. Did he want that too? Was he going to ask her to try it?

She kept reading, and the more she did, the more it turned her on. She checked the browser history—Tom had been devouring these stories for weeks. Later, he admitted he loved the idea of seeing her “plugged,” as he put it, by another guy. That first story planted the seed, and soon Claire was hooked too. She went to bed that night buzzing with questions, planning to grill him when he was sober.

The next day, after the kids were gone, she dove into research. Cuckolding was everywhere online—stories, forums, you name it. She read until her eyes hurt, then confronted Tom when he got home from work. He squirmed, embarrassed, but she wouldn’t let up. Finally, he spilled it all: he wanted her to try it, just once. She was floored.

That’s when she first called me. She laid out the whole bizarre tale and asked what I thought. I didn’t know what to say, so we met for lunch—my treat—and talked for two hours. I told her it sounded like a terrible idea, but her excitement was contagious. She’d already made up her mind, and honestly, it piqued my curiosity too. That night, I started digging online myself, half-expecting it to be some elaborate prank. It wasn’t. The more I read, the more I wanted to keep reading. It stirred something in me—something primal and a little scary.

I couldn’t believe what some men craved. There were guys who turned into submissive shadows—slaves, sissies, pushovers—letting their wives run wild. Others just wanted to watch, getting off on seeing their wives filled up by strangers. Some even joined in, turning it into full-on orgies. It wasn’t fiction; people lived like this. I knew David would kick me to the curb if I ever suggested it, but the stories still got me hot. I’d shut my laptop that night soaked and restless, waking David up with a hunger I hadn’t felt in years. For the next few nights, I’d tease him awake, sucking him hard and riding him until I was spent.

Claire kept me posted as she and Tom inched closer to making it real. She even roped Tom into talking to me once, the three of us sitting in their living room, him awkwardly explaining his fantasy. She told Sarah too, and Sarah called me freaking out, saying Claire had lost it. I admitted I’d been reading the stories too, and they turned me on. Sarah couldn’t believe it. “Read one,” I told her, giving her a site address. That’s how all three of us got tangled up in Claire’s crazy world.

Then Claire called again, saying she needed to talk. We met for lunch—me, her, and Sarah—and hashed it out for hours. I couldn’t figure out what Tom got out of it. Claire got the dream deal: a husband’s blessing to sleep around while he stayed faithful, watching and waiting his turn. We laughed, picturing Tom jerking off in the corner while Claire screamed under some stud with a massive cock. She said Tom swore it’d spice up their sex life, that he’d “get off” on watching her get pounded. “He wants a guy with a huge dick to come over and fuck me,” she said, grinning. “Who am I to argue? I’ll do it for him because I love him!” She cackled at her own sarcasm.

They hadn’t done it yet, she told us. They were still picking from three guys—interviewing them, narrowing it down. Sarah and I sat there, jaws dropped, as Claire described the process. My thighs clenched under the table; I was wet again. I didn’t know why it thrilled me so much, but it did.

“How do you even know how big they are?” I blurted, half-laughing. “Like, how do you check?”

We all cracked up, but I was serious. Claire just smirked, like she had it all figured out.




























Chapter 2: The Interviews


Claire leaned back in her chair at lunch, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she looked at me and Sarah. “So, you really want to know how I picked the guy?” she teased.

Sarah groaned, “Come on, just spill it already!”

I nodded, trying to hide how eager I was. My thighs were still pressed tight from our last talk, and I could feel that familiar heat creeping up. Claire had this way of pulling you in, whether you liked it or not.

“Alright, alright,” Claire said, laughing. “After Tom and I decided to go for it, we set up interviews. Three guys, three nights. They came to our house, one at a time. Tom and I would chat with them first—basic stuff, you know, like a job interview but weirder. Then Tom would step out, and I’d get down to the real questions.”

Sarah’s hand flew to her mouth. “You’re kidding.”

“Nope,” Claire said, grinning. “If I’m doing this, I’m doing it right. I had them strip—completely. I wanted to see what I was working with.”

I gasped, half-shocked, half-amazed. “You made them strip? In your living room?”

“Yep,” she said, like it was no big deal. “Tom would peek from the kitchen doorway, watching me check them out. I’d ask what they liked in bed, how they’d fuck me, all that. Then I’d… inspect them.”

“Inspect them?” Sarah squeaked.

Claire rolled her eyes. “How else was I gonna know? I stroked them, got them hard, saw how big they got. Tom loved it—stood there grinning like a kid on Christmas while I jerked them off. Made all three cum, too. Then Tom and I fucked like animals after they left. He gets off on this shit, I’m telling you.”

I could barely breathe, picturing it. “So, tell us about the guys already!” I said, my voice a little too loud.

Claire laughed. “Okay, okay! First guy was young—maybe 21, 22. Tall, built like a god, and when he dropped his pants? Nine inches, thick as hell, with balls to match. Gorgeous cock, gorgeous guy. Too gorgeous, actually—Tom got a little jealous. I didn’t say yes or no, just reminded Tom this was my call if we were doing it. He agreed, and we moved on.”

“How’d you know he was nine inches?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“How do you think, Laura?” she shot back. “I used my hands. Stroked him ‘til he was rock hard. Tom watched the whole thing.”

Sarah’s eyes were wide. “And the second guy?”

Claire’s grin widened. “Tom spotted him at the gym—knew he’d be a contender. About 30, huge arms, chest like a barrel. Weightlifter by day, male stripper by night. Dark, sexy eyes that’d melt you. When he stripped, he had a massive cock too, but the real kicker? His tongue. Stuck it out to show me—long as that guy from Kiss. I nearly drooled thinking about it between my legs.”

“So you picked him?” I asked, leaning in.

“Not yet,” she said. “He’s on the list, though. That tongue—God, Laura, I can’t wait to feel it. But I’m playing my cards right with Tom. Might get all three if I’m smart.”

“And the third?” I pressed, dying to know.

Claire paused, glancing between us. “He’s black. Now, hold up—don’t freak out. He’s cool, someone Tom and I both know. Married, too. Tall—maybe a bit taller than David—dark as midnight. Stripped down, he looked average at first. Told me he had ‘a hunk of meat’ for me, but when I got him hard, he was maybe six, seven inches. Thick, though—real thick. Shot a ton when I jerked him off. Said I excited him, being white and all.”

She giggled. “Guys lie about their dicks, though—black, white, whatever. A ‘foot’ is five inches, right?” She held up her thumb and finger, smirking. “But he was solid. Black as coal and shiny. Tom’s a little scared of him—guy’s got tattoos and scars, looks rough. I loved it, though, seeing him naked in our living room.”

Sarah shook her head. “You’re insane, Claire.”

“Maybe,” she said, shrugging. “But Tom gave the green light for any of them. I’m picking tonight—this Saturday’s the night. One of these guys is gonna fuck me while Tom watches.”
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