
        
            
                
            
        


	



WIFE TAKES CONTROL AND CUCKS HIM



EVELINA ROSE



 


Chapter 1



I have quite a story to tell, but first, a bit of context. I’ll keep it brief, I promise. Every year, my husband, Mark, drags me to his company’s Christmas party—a predictable affair filled with pretentious wives and overindulgent executives. The food’s always top-notch, the music passable, so I usually look forward to it. This year, though, something felt different.

For the past six months, Mark had been nudging me to dress more provocatively. Lower necklines, shorter skirts, tighter jeans, open-toed heels—the works. I chalked it up to a midlife crisis and played along, humoring him. He even splurged on a wardrobe of revealing outfits, which surprised me given his usual frugality. But then his behavior took a stranger turn. He started urging me to flirt with other men—bartenders, waiters, even random strangers—to score a better deal, a free drink, or some small perk. It made no sense. Mark cleared $300,000 last year; we didn’t need the discounts. At first, I thought it was childish, almost petty. But he was relentless, so I went along with it.

I’ll admit, there was a thrill in it. Catching the eye of a younger man, feeling their gaze linger, knowing I could sway their thoughts—it was invigorating. Mark, oddly, seemed to revel in it too. He started keeping a mental scorecard, turning my flirtations into some bizarre game. It was out of character for him, the man I’d known for years as steady, predictable. I enjoyed the attention, but something about his enthusiasm felt off.

A few weeks before Christmas, we went out for dinner at a swanky restaurant. No mention of free drinks or flirting that night. I wore a low-cut black dress, Italian stockings, and high heels—nothing outrageous for the venue, but I noticed other men stealing glances. Mark noticed too, but he said nothing. I kept quiet, though I secretly enjoyed the attention.

On the drive home, Mark broke the silence. “Did you notice that guy at the bar in the blue shirt staring at us?”

I played dumb. “No… but I did notice the waitress seemed to hang on your every word.”

I was deflecting. I had noticed the younger man in the blue shirt, his eyes practically undressing me from across the room.

“She was just fishing for a bigger tip,” Mark said with a chuckle.

I smiled, resting my hand on his thigh. “It was crowded in there. Glad we got a table when we did.”

Mark glanced at me, a sly grin on his face. “I felt a lot of eyes on us tonight.”

I cleared my throat. “Out-of-towners and last-minute travelers, probably.”

We drove the rest of the way home in silence. Something was off, but I couldn’t put my finger on it.

A few days later, Mark had a last-minute business trip to Atlanta. I was on winter break from my job at the university, so I stayed home, prepping for the holidays. One afternoon, I sat down to draft our annual newsletter, but the computer froze. Frustrated, I called my sister, Claire, an IT whiz. With her help over the phone, I stumbled across something unexpected: a third user profile on our home computer. It was littered with articles, links to porn sites, and pages about cuckolding—an alternative lifestyle I’d never heard of.

I didn’t delete anything. I thanked Claire, kept the call short, and dove deeper. Mark, creature of habit that he is, used the same password for everything. With the computer cooperating, I accessed his secret profile. In a hidden Yahoo email account, I found messages he’d sent to strangers about cuckolding. My jaw dropped as I read through his “Sent” folder. The things he wrote… they shocked me, then pissed me off.

Then a chat request popped up from one of his contacts, “GetHerThere.” I declined it, but an email followed: “Answers on how to move forward.” I opened it, and my heart sank.

“Son of a bitch,” I muttered aloud.

Mark had been orchestrating this for months—the sexy clothes, the flirting, the shoes. He’d been leaving me alone at tables, taking long bathroom breaks, sending me to get tables solo so men could ogle me. It was all part of his plan. I sat there, mouth agape, reeling from the betrayal.

Another chat request from “GetHerThere” appeared. On impulse, I logged in as Mark—dishonest, sure, but I was too furious to care.

Yes, got the email. Many questions. Progress is slow but promising.

GetHerThere replied: Remember why you started. Remember all the things we discussed. It takes time, but it will be worth it when things shift. Just remember, this IS Pandora’s Box. Once it’s open, there’s no turning back.

I played along. Why would she want to do this? That’s my biggest sticking point right now.

Because she has the supportive relationship she wants and the encouragement to sleep with other men with your knowledge, GetHerThere responded.

I laughed out loud, a mix of shock and disbelief. “Holy shit,” I thought.

I continued the charade: She’s been flirting with other men. She’s been quite successful at it. A few nights ago, we went out to dinner, and I caught several men staring at her. She noticed them too.

That’s excellent!! Does she know you want her to have sex with other guys? Enjoy the dating scene again and then come home and tell you all about it? Does she know that you’ve been jacking off in the shower while fantasizing about it? GetHerThere pressed.

No… she doesn’t know any of that.

It’s time to crack that egg, brother. You’ll never become the cuckold you want to be if she doesn’t know she can act on these impulses without consequence. Remember, her first response will be to think you’ve found someone else or want to find someone else.

My mind raced. Mark had told me he had erectile dysfunction, refusing medication because of side effects. Instead, we’d switched to using a dildo, with him focusing on oral sex. Now it all clicked. “That rat bastard,” I thought.

I kept up the act, promising to “make it happen soon,” as GetHerThere pushed Mark to confess his fantasies before the Christmas party. The chat grew intense, urging him to show me “scientific” videos about cuckolding and painting vivid pictures of me with other men while he watched. I closed the chat, stunned, angry, and oddly intrigued.




















Chapter 2



I sat there, staring at the computer screen, my heart pounding. The chat with “GetHerThere” had left me reeling, my husband’s secret laid bare. Mark had been nurturing this cuckolding fantasy for eight months—eight months—and I’d been clueless. The sexy clothes, the flirting, the way he’d linger in the background while men stared at me… it wasn’t a midlife crisis. It was deliberate, calculated. Part of me wanted to scream, to confront him the second he got back from Atlanta. But another part, one I wasn’t ready to admit existed, was curious.
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