
        
            
                
            
        


	



CONVERTING TO A HOTWIFE, PART I



EVELINA ROSE



 


Chapter 1: The Fantasy Takes Root



"Would you like him to ride you bareback and fill you with his cum?" I asked my wife, my voice low and teasing as I pressed myself deeper into her. Sarah gasped, her breath catching before she stammered out a shaky, "Yes." Her answer sent a jolt through me, and I thrust harder, the heat of the moment building. "What would you like?" I urged, hungry for more. Sarah moaned, her voice dropping to a whisper as she echoed my words back to me, "I’d like him to ride me bareback and fill me with his cum."

Those words hit me like a thunderbolt. My control shattered, and my cock pulsed, firing burst after burst of cum into her. We were tangled in the sheets of our bed, turning an ordinary Saturday night into something electric with a bit of fantasy talk—talk about her letting another man take her. Sarah’s forty-five, and I’ve been her only lover. We’d been married for years when I first admitted, hesitantly, that I often imagined her with someone else.

She’s shy, reserved, the kind of woman who blushes at compliments, so I wasn’t shocked when she recoiled at first. She didn’t get angry, though—just surprised. "No way that’s happening," she’d said firmly, and I respected that. But over time, it crept into our pillow talk, a regular spark that never failed to get me hard. And her? She’d get wet, her body betraying her protests as we spun stories about her spreading her legs for some handsome stranger. Once, she even admitted that if she were younger—say, in her thirties—and the perfect chance came up, she might’ve been tempted.

That confession stuck with me, a tiny ember of hope I couldn’t quite snuff out. I didn’t get why she thought she was too old to turn heads. Sarah’s stunning—long, dark curls framing a gorgeous face, skin with a warm, dusky glow, and a 36D bust that catches eyes wherever we go. She’s got this presence, like those Latin beauties you see in movies, though her family’s as English as they come. The gym keeps her figure tight, and she could pass for a decade younger without breaking a sweat.

So we’d settled into a rhythm: the idea of a third was a fantasy we could play with, but it stayed in our heads. I was proud we could talk about it openly, though—most couples don’t have that kind of trust. It felt intimate, a secret we shared without judgment.

Twice a year, we escape for a weekend, a little ritual to shake off the routine. Last March, we decided to revisit South-East England, where we’d lived nearly two decades ago. We drove down on Friday, checked into our hotel by late afternoon, and grabbed dinner at a local spot—a quiet, easy night. Saturdays, though, that’s when things heat up. Sarah dresses sexy—not over-the-top, just enough to drive me wild—and we end up tearing into each other back at the hotel.

The last time, she’d worn this knee-length red dress, high heels, stockings, and suspenders, no panties underneath. In the elevator, I’d coaxed her into flashing me, snapping a couple of pics. We took more in the hallway, but voices around the corner sent us scrambling inside. After a minute, she surprised me—suggesting we go back out once it was clear. Shy as she is, there’s an exhibitionist streak in her she keeps buried deep. She claims she only lets me take those intimate shots for my sake, but the way she gets soaked tells a different story.

That trip, I made sure to pack the camera, banking on Saturday night delivering again. The next morning, we parked near our old place—a plain three-bedroom semi-detached nothing fancy, but it’d been ours, and we’d loved it. We weren’t planning to knock or anything, just wanted a quick look to see what had changed before hitting the shopping center to check on a café we used to adore.

We were standing there, taking it in, when a guy said, "Excuse me," brushing past us to the path. He was clearly the owner, and he paused, smiling at the couple eyeballing his house. "Can I help you?" he asked, friendly but curious. I explained we’d lived there years ago, moved away seventeen summers back, and were just passing through to see the old neighborhood. He offered us a look inside, and though we hesitated, he insisted it was no trouble. So we followed him in, and soon he was brewing us coffee, introducing himself as James.

He’d cut a business course short, he said, getting back earlier than planned. I pegged him for early thirties—good-looking, confident, the kind of guy who doesn’t struggle for company. And as we talked, I noticed how his eyes kept drifting to Sarah, subtle but unmistakable. The morning had just begun, but already, something was stirring in the back of my mind.
































Chapter 2: A Spark Ignites



James poured the coffee, and we settled into his living room, the familiar layout tugging at old memories. He lived alone, he said, which made me wonder for a moment if he might be gay. That thought faded fast—his attention to Sarah was too keen, too warm. It wasn’t blatant, just a flicker in his eyes, a slight lean in her direction. Men perk up around a beautiful woman, and Sarah was working that magic on him without even trying.

We asked about the neighbors, curious how the street had shifted since our time. The couple on the right had split, he told us—she’d run off with someone new. The ones on the left, though, were still there, solid as ever. “Very stable,” he called them, and Sarah and I exchanged a knowing grin. He raised an eyebrow, puzzled.

“A year after we moved in, she swapped husbands,” Sarah said, her tone light but edged with mischief. “I heard they’d been at regular wife-swapping nights with another couple and decided to make it permanent.”

James laughed, surprised. “Really? I’ve only been here a couple of years—missed that bit of gossip. Maybe it’s good you got out when you did, if things are that wild around here.” His tone was playful, but then his gaze flicked to me. “Though with such an attractive wife, you can’t be too careful.”

It was a throwaway line, but there was a hint of flirtation in it, aimed square at Sarah. She caught it too—I saw the faint flush in her cheeks, the way she straightened just a touch, basking in the compliment. She’d been chattier with him than I’d expected, and now she was practically glowing. That vague notion I’d been nursing since we stepped inside sharpened into something real.

We lingered a bit longer, the conversation flowing easy and natural. James said he’d have asked us to stay for lunch, but his fridge was empty after his trip. I believed him—he seemed to genuinely enjoy our company, and I felt it too, a rare, effortless connection. But eventually, we thanked him and headed out, crossing to the shopping center. My mind was racing the whole way.

The café we’d loved was still there, but new owners had taken over, and the empty tables didn’t bode well. We grabbed sandwiches and coffee anyway, settling by the window. I couldn’t hold back anymore. “What’d you think of James?” I asked, keeping my tone casual.

“He seemed very pleasant,” Sarah said, sipping her coffee. “A nice guy.”

“Seriously attractive?” I pressed, leaning in. She gave me that wry smile of hers, the one she’d flashed years ago when she joked she’d only sleep with another man if he was “seriously attractive.” It’d become our code in those late-night fantasies.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said, her voice firm but amused, “and the answer’s no. He was pleasant, but not that pleasant.”

I’d figured she’d say that. Sarah’s not the type to flip a switch and dive in, especially on something this big. But I wasn’t ready to let it go—not yet. “I wish you’d think about it,” I said, leaning closer. “This could be the perfect chance. If it works, great. If it doesn’t, we’re gone tomorrow, and we never see him again. Life’s not a rehearsal, Sarah. Sometimes you’ve got to take a shot instead of wondering ‘what if’ forever.”

She didn’t argue, which was a start. I could see her turning it over, weighing it. “How would we even bring it up with him?” she asked, frowning.

“I’ll go back and talk to him,” I offered, quick to take the pressure off her. Relief flashed in her eyes—she’d never have managed that conversation. “What if he says no?” she countered.

“I don’t think he will,” I said with a grin, “but if he does, then it wasn’t meant to be.” She nodded, and then her next question made my pulse jump. “Where were you thinking it’d happen?”

She was teetering on the edge—I could feel it. I had to play this right. “His place could work, but the hotel room’s the obvious spot,” I said, keeping my voice steady.

“I don’t know,” she murmured, staring out the window. “It’s not really me. Give me a minute.” She took a sip of her coffee, her eyes distant. My heart was pounding so loud I half-wondered if she could hear it. After what felt like forever, she turned back to me. “If I do this, you owe me big time.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. “It’s got to be in our hotel room,” she added, “and I know you’ve always wanted to watch, but I need to be alone with him. I can’t do it with you there.”

That stung—I’d pictured myself in the room, seeing it all—but she was dead serious, so I gave in. We hashed out details: he’d have to use a condom, even though I hated them and loved the raw thrill of cum mixing in her. I’d read about sperm competition, how it drives guys like me wild, and a poll on some wife-sharing site I’d stumbled across said most wanted the other guy to go bareback and finish inside. That phrase—“ride her bareback and cum in her pussy”—had lodged in my brain, and I’d tossed it at Sarah before. But safety first, I told myself. Condoms it’d be.

Five minutes later, I was striding back to James’s place, rehearsing my pitch. My nerves were buzzing, but there was a rush to it too—our predictable sex life might be about to crack wide open. I knocked, waited. Nothing. Two more tries, and my stomach sank. He must’ve gone out. All that buildup for a bust. I turned away, deflated, but then the door creaked open behind me.

“Sorry,” James said, rubbing his eyes. “Been a long few days. I dozed off.”

“No problem,” I said, forcing a smile. “There’s something I wanted to ask. Can I come in for a sec?” He nodded, and we stepped into the lounge, the air thick with possibility.
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