
        
            
                
            
        


	



BECOMING A HOTWIFE



EVELINA ROSE



 


Chapter 1: The Spark Ignites



I suppose I should start where it all began. Mark and I had been together for a while, and things were good—really good. He treated me like a princess, and I adored him for it. I’m 23, he’s 29, and the six-year gap never felt like much until one night when we started swapping stories about our exes over a couple of beers. Life was cozy, predictable, until that conversation cracked something open.

He’d had this wild relationship before me, he said—sex that sounded like it belonged in a movie, not my quiet little world. I’d only slept with one guy before Mark, so my history was tame by comparison. Our sex life was great, don’t get me wrong—hot, steady, satisfying—but nothing like the reckless, boundary-pushing stuff he described. I’m 5’0”, 100 pounds, and I know I’m cute. Guys stare, and I soak it up, but I’d never done anything about it. Until Mark, I’d kept my flirting to smiles and daydreams.

We were sprawled on the couch, half-drunk on cheap lager, when he asked about my fantasies. I blushed, fidgeting with the hem of my tank top. “Older guys,” I admitted, voice barely above a whisper. He grinned, leaning closer. “Is that why you picked me?” I laughed, nudging him. “Maybe a little.” He pressed me—how old? I squirmed, then confessed there were men at work, guys in their 40s and 50s, who I couldn’t stop thinking about. Silver hair, rough hands, that quiet confidence. “How much do you think about them?” he asked, eyes glinting. I bit my lip. “Sometimes I… fantasize.”

I braced for jealousy, but instead, his face lit up. “That’s fucking hot,” he said, voice low. Next thing I knew, he was on me—kissing me hard, hands everywhere, asking about those older guys while we tore at each other’s clothes. “What do you imagine them doing to you?” he growled, pinning me to the cushions. I stammered out half-formed thoughts—strong hands lifting me, deep voices telling me what to do—and he fucked me like he was possessed. I came so hard I saw stars, thighs shaking as he whispered filthy encouragements in my ear. It was the wildest sex we’d ever had.

A few days later, we picked up the fantasy talk again. I was still buzzing from that night, curious why he’d gotten so into it. “Why do you like that I’m into older men?” I asked, tracing circles on his chest as we lay in bed. He propped himself up on an elbow, smirking. “I’ve always had this thing about seeing you with another guy. An older man just makes it hotter.” I blinked, caught off guard. It sounded weird—my sweet, steady Mark getting off on that? But I loved him, and it was just talk, so I humored him. “Tell me more,” I said, settling against him.

He pulled out his phone, scrolling to some stories he’d found online—guys writing about watching their wives or girlfriends with other men. The words were raw, unfiltered: how they loved seeing her lose herself, how it turned them on when she did things with the other guy she’d never done with them. I read one aloud, voice shaky, picturing myself in the scenes—me with some grizzled stranger, Mark watching, his breath hitching. My skin flushed, heat pooling low in my belly. “You like that?” he murmured, hand sliding up my thigh. I nodded, too turned on to speak. We started weaving it into our sex—him describing me with another man, me moaning about how it’d feel. It was like rocket fuel; I’d never come so fast or so often.

Then one night, he dropped the bomb. “What if we made it real?” he said, casual as if he’d suggested takeout. I froze, heart pounding. “Real?” I laughed, nervous. “No way.” My mind raced with excuses—who’d we even pick? How would it work? I couldn’t do it with someone I knew; that’d be too weird. But deep down, I felt it—a flicker of want, snuffed out by logistics. Mark shrugged, undeterred. “Let’s try Craigslist. Worst case, we get a laugh.” I hesitated, then agreed, half-expecting it’d fizzle out.

He posted the ad that night—a vague, flirty thing about a young couple looking for fun. The responses flooded in fast. Most were garbage: one-word grunts or blurry dick pics. Mark sifted through them, chuckling at the duds, until a few caught his eye. He didn’t show me the emails, just said he’d started chatting with some guys. One stood out—a man who wrote these insanely hot stories, tailored to us. Mark handed me his phone one evening, grinning. “Read this out loud.” I did, voice trembling as I described myself in a stranger’s arms, Mark watching, the details so vivid I could feel it. The guy hadn’t copied these from anywhere; they were ours. Reading them—knowing someone had crafted this for us—lit me up. We fucked right after, breathless and sloppy, the story still echoing in my head.

Mark mentioned he’d call some of the guys soon. I played it cool, not wanting to seem too eager, but the idea of it going from words to reality had me dizzy—scared and wet in equal measure. He asked for a photo to send out. I picked one from last summer: tight jeans, a cropped tee, my figure on full display but my face cropped out. “This okay?” I asked. He nodded, eyes dark. “They’re gonna lose their minds over you.” The thought of strangers seeing me, wanting me, sent a thrill down my spine. I wondered what they’d say—and how far this little game would go.




























Chapter 2: The Tease Begins



Mark was obsessed with this one guy from Craigslist—the one who wrote those stories that had me blushing and squirming every time I read them. A few days after he started calling the shortlist, he couldn’t stop talking about him. “This guy’s perfect,” he said one night, sprawled on the couch with his phone in hand. I raised an eyebrow, trying to play it off like I wasn’t hooked too. “Perfect how?” He grinned, scrolling to some photos. “See for yourself.”

The guy—let’s call him Tom—wasn’t a model or anything, but he had this rugged appeal: broad shoulders, a strong jaw, maybe late 40s. Not drop-dead gorgeous, but the kind of handsome that sneaks up on you. Mark handed me the phone. “He loved your pic, by the way. Couldn’t stop raving about how hot you are.” I felt a little glow at that, my cheeks warming. “Yeah?” I mumbled, flipping through the shots. Tom’s emails popped up too—those stories again, filthy and specific, weaving us into every line. Mark watched me read, his grin widening. “What do you think? Which parts get you going?”

I hesitated, then pointed out the bits that worked—Tom’s focus on slow buildup, the way he painted me as desired but not just a body. The engagement, the thought he put into it. It wasn’t all perfect—some stuff was too rough or weird—but enough of it hit the mark that I could picture it: me, Tom, Mark’s eyes on us. “He gets it’s not just about slamming me into a bed,” I said, half-laughing. Mark nodded, excited. “Exactly. He’s not some creep. I’ve talked to him—he’s chill, respectful, but knows how to push it.” I didn’t know what to say to that. The idea of meeting him felt too big, too real. I wasn’t ready to jump into bed with him, but I couldn’t deny the tingle creeping up my spine.

A couple days later, Mark caught me off guard. “Can I take a pic for Tom?” he asked, phone already out. I frowned. “Just send one of the ones you have.” He shook his head. “He asked for something candid—something new, just for him. Nothing X-rated, he said.” I glanced down at myself—tight shorts, a worn T-shirt, messy ponytail. Not glamorous, but it hugged my curves. “Fine,” I said, shrugging. Mark snapped the shot, my hip cocked to one side, and sent it off. Tom’s reply came fast: “She’s gorgeous. Tell her she’s stunning. Hope I get to meet you both.” I smiled despite myself, flattered. Mark nudged me. “See? Guy’s got taste.”

It didn’t stop there. A few days later, he asked again. “Another pic?” I smirked, remembering how good Tom’s compliments felt. “Hold on,” I said, darting to the bedroom. From his stories, I’d picked up what Tom liked—flirty skirts, lacy tops, anything that showed off legs and a sliver of skin. I had a closet full of that stuff. No bra, no thong shots—not yet—but I could tease. I slipped into a short sundress, light and flowy, skipping the bra to let the fabric cling just right. In the mirror, I looked pretty, not slutty—girl-next-door with a naughty edge. I mussed my hair for fun, then strutted out to Mark.

“Holy shit,” he said, eyes wide. “You look amazing.” I did a little twirl, the hem fluttering up my thighs. “Think Tom’ll like it?” He laughed. “I can’t wait to show him what a hot girlfriend I’ve got.” That hit me—Mark showing me off. My stomach flipped, heat spreading low. I wanted Tom to like it. I posed for the shots: hand on hip, a coy glance over my shoulder, then bolder stuff—letting a strap slip down my arm, flashing a peek of cleavage, or hiking the dress up one leg, stopping just shy of my panties. Mark egged me on. “Fuck, you’re sexy. Such a naughty girl, posing for a guy you’ve never met.” I was soaked by the time we finished, picking five pics to send.

Tom’s response was instant. “She’s incredible. Lucky man, Mark. Love how she’s showing off—especially that naughty streak.” He broke it down, praising each shot: the way my legs looked, the tease of my tits, how I clearly wanted to play. I couldn’t take it. I climbed onto Mark, unzipped him, yanked my thong aside, and rode him hard. “You like showing off for Tom, huh?” he panted, gripping my hips. “Bet you’d love him seeing how slutty you can get.” He’d seen a cock pic from Tom—big, thick, he said—and started spinning it out. “Imagine that splitting you open while I watch.” I pictured it—Tom filling me, Mark’s eyes burning—and came so hard I soaked us both. The dress and panties went straight to the wash.

Next day, alone while Mark was at work, I couldn’t resist. I snooped his email, found Tom’s cock pic. Thick, veined, intimidating. It’d stretch me for sure. I stared, imagining it inside me, and had to squeeze my thighs together to calm down. That night, pulling on a cute thong, I caught Mark’s eye. “Think Tom’d like these?” He smirked. “Let’s find out.” He snapped a few—waist-down, front and back, my ass framed by lace. Tom’s reply was bolder this time: “That ass is perfect. I’d rip that thong off and fuck her silly, legs wrapped around me.” He described me face-down, ass up, thong tangled around my thighs, him pounding me. I read it aloud, voice shaking, and saw Mark’s bulge. We were both gone.

The pics became a ritual. Every few days, I’d pose—dresses hiked to flash panties, a wifebeater and thong, even pantiless once, lifting the hem to bare my ass. Tom’s replies fueled us—how sexy I was, how he couldn’t wait to see more. Mark and I fucked like animals after, him calling me his sexy little slut, me teasing, “Maybe I’ll let you watch me give it up.” I loved it—the rush of being desired, the game of pushing further. It was a drug, and we were hooked.
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