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CHAPTER ONE

There was a lot about Rosie’s personality that had quickly drawn Adrian to her, and among her best traits was that she was both fiercely loving and nonjudgmental—so much so that, on a few recent occasions, she had agreed to a little role play in the bedroom based on a particular interest that he had divulged.

He also loved her natural curiosity, but not quite so much when it led to an inquisition each time they finished.

“I just find it interesting that you get off thinking about something like that. It’s supposed to be, like, the worst thing that could ever happen to a married guy.”

He shrugged. “I think that’s what drives it, for me at least. It’s so terrible that it’s exciting.”

She tilted her head in thought. “I guess that kind of makes sense. I know some girls get turned on by stuff that others would be freaked out by. Still… I’m surprised you don’t think more about the usual guy fantasies. Like a threesome with another girl.” She paused, and then she laughed. “And no, that’s not happening.”

“The crazy thing is… I don’t fantasize about that. Sure, if that was actually a possibility and everyone involved really wanted it, it would be as hot as it gets. But that isn’t gonna happen. I think the other thing that makes this so hot is that it actually seems realistic.”

She looked doubtful. “It’s still two married people and one single person all agreeing to something pretty kinky together.”

“Except the single person is a guy being offered no-strings-attached sex with a woman. And a married woman, at that. It’s almost a perfect scenario if he doesn’t want any commitment or drama.”

He felt strange talking about this after the heat of the moment had passed. This was his wife, after all—and she was the quintessential good girl. He worried that he should never have shared this with her, that she was judging him more than she was letting on. Yet, had he not, they would have missed out on some pretty exhilarating sex that—as far as he could tell—got her almost as worked up as him.

He had never really expected that when he recently shared the fantasy with her for the first time. Rosie was a shy, almost mousy type—and coupled with Adrian’s fairly reserved nature, they lived a quiet life. There wasn’t a great deal of excitement in their free time, and nor did they want it. At the weekends they largely kept to each other’s company and their relaxing hobbies, particularly in Rosie’s case, with her reading and her painting. She even regularly enjoyed gaming, almost as much as Adrian did.

So when they had first imagined together the scenario of her adventuring beyond their marriage, and ended up having some of the best sex they’d ever had, it had brought a thrilling new side to their relationship that he had never expected.

Would he have the stomach to go through with doing something like that for real, if push came to shove? He doubted it. It was really just a fantasy, nothing more—this was the love of his life, this was their marriage. And Rosie was Rosie—it would never be on the cards anyway.

As she sat there right now, still naked and a little flushed from their antics just a few minutes ago, he still couldn’t believe his luck. She was beautiful. As she talked, he quietly admired her wavy light brown hair, her soft pale skin, and that slight pear shape that drove him crazy—the only parts of her that were big were her hips and butt, and he loved it.

“But surely no guy likes being with a woman who’s regularly with someone else,” she said.

“You’d be surprised. There are guys out there who want that.”

“What? Why?!”

“Two sides of the same coin. One guy gets off on his woman hooking up with another guy. The other guy gets off on hooking up with another guy’s woman.”

“I don’t believe you.”

Adrian reached over to his bedside table and grabbed his laptop. “Then I’ll have to prove it to you.”

Rosie was quiet as he showed her the evidence—evidence that he knew very well. Whole hidden communities existed for the purposes he had just described, with not just plenty of encouraging husbands and curious wives, but many, many unattached men with an interest in making fantasies like Adrian’s come true.

And after showing her a few posts and profiles proving that people were out there looking for it, he showed her the end results: videos and images of real wives with men who were not their husband.

“I had no idea,” she said, softly. “There are so many people doing this.”

“Like I said—it’s a little more twisted than other common fantasies, but it’s also more doable.”

“It seems so… easy.”

He nodded. “I like that you, my wife, could in theory just say ‘I want to do it’, and boom—you sleep with someone else.”

She leaned over him to get to his laptop, and tapped the Back button a few times as he watched, perplexed. There was a rapid blur of all the amateur porn they had just perused, until they were back among the posts of ‘bulls’ looking for couples.

She slowed down, clicked through a few body shots, and stopped on one of them: a tall, tanned, and strikingly muscular guy with a few tattoos, whose location was their very own city.

As Adrian watched, becoming more intrigued now, she tapped on his profile and scrolled. The guy seemed to have only joined this online community about a year previously, but he had posted or been tagged in countless videos and images from various encounters with married women.

A video of him banging one woman on her hands and knees.

Another of a woman riding him and coming hard, moaning so loudly that Adrian rushed to hit mute.

And a photo of another girl down on her knees and holding the guy’s hard member, which was bigger than either of them thought a human cock could be—in their respective, limited experience of seeing others in real life or online.

Rosie pointed to the guy’s profile, turned to Adrian, and softly said:

“I want to do it.”


CHAPTER TWO

A few minutes later, Adrian was easing his rigid member back between his wife’s folds. It was something he had done countless times—including less than half an hour ago—but this time felt like something else entirely.

He was in his own twisted version of heaven. His loyal, quiet wife had just pointed at another man and said she wanted to sleep with him. She almost felt different physically somehow, though perhaps that was because he was so overstimulated that his cock felt harder and more sensitive than ever before.

What she had just said hurt a little, naturally—especially because that guy looked nothing like his idea of her ‘type’, nothing like him. But the excitement now was far beyond what he had ever expected to feel in the unlikely event she expressed an interest in hotwifing, and it easily overpowered the rest of his confused emotions. He was so turned on that he was almost shaking; his head felt light and his skin tingled all over, this stunning lurch from fantasy to reality taking hold of his body.

As he pushed into her and a soft whimper escaped her lips, he gently caressed her wide hips and her ample yet firm ass as he always did—except this time, he tried to imagine really letting another man enjoy all of this.

“Do you really want to fuck that guy?” he breathed. It wasn’t just dirty talk anymore.

“I do,” she whispered as he slid back out. He thrusted inside her, making her moan appreciatively, his cock throbbing out of control.

“Why?”

She stroked his back and lay against the bed with her eyes closed as he continued to pump into her.

“It’s so easy… If he wants me, he can just have me.”

He couldn’t believe these words were coming from his sweet, softly-spoken wife. This was still her voice, still her, but saying and thinking things he never could have imagined. And he was already having trouble holding back.

He continued to fuck her, a little more gently and cautiously than he wanted to, just to buy himself some time. He thought the talking part was over—he didn’t think he could handle any more right now—but she opened her eyes and stared up at him pensively, before asking a question that she looked keen to hear an answer to.

“Do you really want me to fuck him?”

He hesitated as he slowed his thrusts. This could be a huge, decisive moment.

Did he?

“Yes,” he replied.

“Should we message him?”

Instantly, Adrian lost all control. He spurted helplessly inside her, and with a surprisingly sweet, understanding smile she enveloped him between her legs, embracing his spasming cock, stroking him with her soft fingertips.

A few moments later, he had filled her pussy and lay against her, reality slowly coming back to him, an uncertainty as to how to play this next.

Had she been for real? Or was it all still just dirty talk?

She fidgeted until he got the hint and pulled himself up slightly. She caught his face between her hands, kissed him, and then held him in her gaze.

“Well? Should we message him?” she repeated.

—

They sat side by side in tense, nervous silence as they read their books. Rosie was wearing her typically demure pajamas, and Adrian an old baggy T-shirt and boxers, two fairly unsexy outfits that should have helped to let the atmosphere fizzle out. But nothing could get his mind off the developments of the last hour, and he could tell that, as quiet and absorbed in her novel as she seemed, she was in the same place.

They had really propositioned a man to sleep with her. That wasn’t something a couple could just do and mentally file away, Adrian thought—and certainly not him and Rosie. They were as far as you could get from the stereotype of sociable, exhibitionist swingers.

Did they really know what they were messing with here?

He tried to put it all out of his mind. In the morning, one or both of them would probably come to their senses. There was no way this was really going to happen—people like them didn’t do things like that. He focused on his book and plowed through a few pages, gradually feeling himself calm down a little.

And then the notification sounded.


CHAPTER THREE

“Of course he wants to see what you look like.”

“But sending a photo of myself… like that… can’t he just meet up with us?”

Adrian laughed. “We could be crazies. Or you could be… you know. He needs to know it’s worth his time.”

She rolled her eyes. He was beginning to sense that this ‘dream’ was already over. There was some relief at the thought of dropping the whole thing, playing it safe, being happy with their marriage and their sex life as it was; but, contrary to all common sense, he found a considerable part of him truly wanted this.

“I’m not doing photos like those other women.”

He nodded. So that was the end of it.

“Do you think just a simple photo of me in a dress would be okay for him?”

He turned to her, his heartbeat suddenly going berserk. She looked as earnest as ever—she really meant all of this.

“I’m pretty sure that would be fine,” he said, pushing himself up off the bed. “What dress did you have in mind?”

She shrugged. “Pick one.”

Why is this like Christmas for me, he thought to himself, as he flung open the closet and stood in front of the rail bearing dozens of her dresses. He already had one in mind.

He spotted the floral pattern and pulled it out to show her.

“Really? But I wear that one so much. Surely it’s… meh.”

It was a simple flowery mini dress, one of three or four mini dresses she owned. She wasn’t a girl who liked to show off her body—she often wore cardigans and tights over these dresses at the slightest hint of cooler temperatures—but this one was a little different.

She was on the petite side, so most of these dresses didn’t show as much of her legs as they might have for other girls. But this one was both a little shorter—it always surprised him a little that she didn’t seem to mind that—and, like a handful of her dresses, skirts and jeans, clung a little more than her generally flowy wardrobe, so that it really showed the contrast between her wide hips and otherwise slim waist and legs.

“Trust me, this is good.”

“Guys don’t think this is a sexy dress, surely?” she asked, her face suddenly painted with worry—he knew she was now thinking back over all of the times she had worn it in public or around their friends.

He shook his head. “No, no. I just think it’s a nice fit on you. This dress shows you off a bit without going too far.”

“Okay,” she said, still a little skeptical, as she got up and took the dress from him.

He retrieved his phone and watched out of the corner of his eye as she tugged off her modest pajamas and unhooked the dress from its hanger, briefly standing there naked.

Her body wasn’t quite like most of those that littered the forums they had just scrolled through—certainly not like some of the seasoned swingers who were clearly gym bunnies—but he knew that wouldn’t matter one bit. She was still fit, lean, and attractive. Her breasts were shapely, though they were certainly on the small side. But for any guy who liked a bit of a booty, hers was far better than any on those websites.

Her personality was probably very different to many of the women this ‘bull’ had slept with. He just hoped that wouldn’t matter. Maybe it would all feel a little more real with such a quiet, unassuming wife, as opposed to the more outgoing and showy women that seemed to dominate the forums.

It certainly did for Adrian—the idea of a wife like Rosie doing this was part of what was driving him so crazy right now.

She put on the dress and checked herself in the mirror.

“How should I be in the photo?” she asked.

It was a good question. It would be unnatural for her to attempt some of the poses they had seen from other women looking for bulls, and it wouldn’t do her justice to misrepresent herself like that. He wanted the guy to know exactly what Rosie was all about—better that her potential partner back out at the start if she wasn’t what he was looking for, rather than further down the line or, God forbid, in person.

He had her recreate her usual pose for the photos she took with her small group of girl friends—one hand on one hip, one knee bent a little. It didn’t escape his notice that she happened to favor the side with her ring hand, a detail that made his arousal spike as he got her into position now.

He took a couple of shots of her posing like that, and then decided to throw in one other angle that wouldn’t require much effort on her part.

“Are you serious?”

“Of course. It’s one of your best assets.”

“You men…” She thought about it for a second, and then spun around. “Okay, fine. I can’t get all prudish now.”

So with Rosie turned toward the wall in an unremarkable pose—back straight, legs together, hands in front and out of sight—he took a photo of her body from behind.

It was pretty cynical, but the message would be clear. With her dress accentuating her slim figure, the outline of her wide hips, and the bulge of her firm, ample booty, this was the perfect advert for Rosie to convince any prospective partner who appreciated a nice butt.

“Mind if I write the message to go with it?”

“Yeah, you do the talking for now,” she said, shyly waving her hands away. “I can’t. Just let me see it first.”

“Works for me.”

He hammered out a message and showed it to her a moment later. She burst out laughing and covered her face.

“This is so weird.”

“You don’t want me to send that?”

She looked at the two photos—the best of those from the front and the best from the back—and re-read the message.

“Fine. You know what you’re doing. ‘Sell’ me,” she added with another laugh.

He hit send.

Here’s R. She’s a quiet, reserved type, so you won’t get lingerie or nude shots from her—but I can promise you she’s a handful in the bedroom. And speaking of a handful, check out the second photo.

She changed back into her pajamas, and by the time they were both back in bed less than a minute later, Adrian’s phone dinged again. He reached over to read the response.

“He says he likes the quiet ones even more.”

“What? Really?”

“Yeah… he says he’s always wanted to sleep with that kind of wife. And he really likes your photos.”

“No way.”

“And,” Adrian continued, looking up with an incredulous smile. “He wants to meet up.”


CHAPTER FOUR

“Did you ever think in a million years you’d end up doing something like this?”

Rosie shook her head and covered her face. “Never.”

“But you do want to do this, right? I don’t want you to feel like you have to do it for me. That isn’t the point.”

She smiled and held his hand. He glanced down at her outfit; even now, sitting in this hotel bar moments from meeting the ‘bull’, she merely wore a blank T-shirt and a skirt, though both were enough to hint at the distinctive outline of her body beneath. In a way, he liked that she was still dressed so demurely even now, emphasizing the apparent incongruity of a woman like Rosie and a situation like this.

“I want to do it.”

“I’m still surprised that you… well, that guy.”

“I know,” she shrugged. “But I’ve never just… gone crazy, you know? I like the idea of this, and of him, because it’s all so unlike me. I thought that feeling might pass after the first time we talked about it, but weirdly it’s just grown and grown. Doing this is like a kind of escape, kind of like getting to be someone else for a brief, wild moment.”

And then it all clicked for Adrian. When he thought about it, Rosie—with her love of reading fantasy books, the hours she spent painting unusual characters and striking landscapes, and playing games set in rich fictional worlds—privately lived a very loud, colorful life. She found her happiness and excitement in the time she spent on these hobbies, away from her uneventful payroll job, the stresses of downtown, and the humdrum of the almost entirely residential area outside their apartment block.

Of course she wasn’t just doing this for him—even for someone with Rosie’s particularly giving, loving nature, that would have been a stretch too far. He knew that, and he knew anything else would have been downright wrong, yet he just couldn’t get his head around what was in it for her beyond impulsive lust.

Now he knew.

For him, this was the forbidden fruit: allowing his wife to be intimate with another man, with all the emotional and psychosocial baggage that came with it. And it was also hers: breaking from her reserved public persona and privately doing something extremely exciting and risky, but for real.

“I think I get it,” Adrian said. “It’s liberating.”

“I hope so,” she said, smiling shyly. “But let’s meet him, first. I’m still me. I need to know what he’s like and see if this feels right.”

“Speaking of which,” he said, nodding toward the door to the bar. “Your guy is here.”

—

“I’m Nick,” he said, as he kissed Rosie on the cheek, with his hand gently touching her back, before extending it toward Adrian. “Nice to meet you both.”

Already excited by the mere sight of the two greeting and making innocent physical contact, Adrian shook his hand and joined the two of them in their seats.

“We’re all here—that’s a good start,” he said, triggering some polite laughter that he hoped would relax all three of them.

“It’s nice to meet you in person,” Rosie smiled. Her voice was a little softer, as her wide eyes took in the sight of this new man and his impressive physique. Adrian could tell that her nerves might be kicking in, so he decided to take the lead for now.

“So, how long have you been doing this? And how many of these have you done?”

“About a year. Rosie would be the seventh wife I meet up with,” he said, fairly matter-of-factly. “I’ve had a couple of repeat encounters, but no one more than twice.”

“That’s a lot,” she said, her tone sounding intrigued more than anything else.

He nodded, then swayed his head from side to side as if to reconsider that. “It is, but I try to be selective. A lot of couples reach out to guys like me, but I don’t meet up with anyone who doesn’t interest me.”

Her eyes lit up at that. Adrian was surprised that someone as fiercely monogamous as Rosie, with such a limited sexual history, would be happy about being with someone so promiscuous. But he sensed that she found Nick’s ‘record’ strangely exhilarating, and that she was also flattered to know that he had real interest in her instead of just accepting any offer of an easy lay.

“And Rosie? How about you?”

Caught off guard, she glanced at Adrian, and then turned back to Nick. “How many times have I…?”

He nodded. “… Done this hotwifing thing.”

She laughed and swept a lock of hair behind her ear. “Um…”

“I forgot to tell you,” Adrian said. “This would be her first.”

Nick’s eyes widened, a new layer of appeal to Rosie seemingly revealed. “I hadn’t realized. Well, I’m honored.”

“I try to be selective,” she softly quipped.

“Well, okay then.” A big smile broke across Nick’s face as he said it, prompting her to mirror it. She visibly relaxed, her eyes twinkling.

Adrian sensed this might be a good moment to let them talk.

“How about I go and get us some drinks?”

—

When he returned with their drinks, he discovered that the conversation had landed on their college days, and Rosie had just learned that Nick took English Lit. To Adrian’s surprise, they were now geeking out together about their interests in fiction, and a real spark was forming.

He felt a pang of jealousy at that—which was to be expected. But moreso he was encouraged to see that they were getting along and each of them seemed to have a real, growing interest in the other.

This really looks like it’s going to happen, he thought—trying not to get ahead of himself, but feeling his cock surge with excitement at the sight of his wife striking up a rapport with another man.

And if he had any concerns that their connection was anything more meaningful than the basic mutual appeal needed before they hooked up in front of him, those were quickly dispelled. As the conversation went on, the huge contrast in their personalities and lifestyles became clearer. Nick lived a life packed with socializing, adventure and, of course, womanizing, totally at odds with what interested Rosie in the real world.

And her demeanor was totally unlike any he had ever seen from her. He was picking up a hint of detachment about Nick in a personal sense, yet it was impossible not to notice a huge physical attraction and excitement on a more superficial level. The way she fidgeted, leaned towards him, and gently returned subtle touches to his knee was nothing like the way she had been in their early dating days.

Again, he felt a little jealous, but he was profoundly aroused by her behavior around this guy. It was so unlike her, but it was all so real.

Particularly when she finished her drink, leaned towards Nick with her hand resting on his knee, and whispered to the two men:

“Shall we go up to the room?”


CHAPTER FIVE

Every step along the way since they had sent Nick that first message had been new territory for Adrian and Rosie. But none more so than when they brought him up to the suite they had booked for the night.

Naturally, they had already talked about how they would approach this stage of the evening, if and when they got there. Still, the reality that this was now probably going to move beyond his control was beginning to dawn on Adrian—not that he didn’t like it.

Earlier that day he had moved the furniture around so that the coffee table was placed by the foot of the bed, with the sofa on the other side, so that they could sit around it ostensibly to continue talking—while giving the pair an easy opportunity to change gears without anyone needing to move.

They took up their positions, with Nick seeming to immediately pick up on the plan, and Adrian waited for them to resume the conversation.

But Rosie wasn’t much of a conversationalist, and she now had Nick right where she wanted him. To Adrian’s shock and delight, she slid a hand down the man’s thigh and leaned closer to him.

“Do you want to do this?”

Nick nodded.

Time slowed for Adrian as he watched the guy lean down, take his wife in his hands, and kiss her.

His cock was rigid at the sight of them simply kissing. It was so surreal and so wrong seeing Rosie with her lips against another man’s, her hand draped around his neck, that this might almost have been enough for him. They could stop right now, Nick could leave the room, and he would take Rosie then and there—it would be the wildest sex they had ever had.

But he was so close to seeing the fantasy play out for real, in full. Already intoxicated by the scene in front of him, he tried to stay calm and patient, hoping this really would go all the way.

He watched rapt as Nick gently parted Rosie’s lips with his and softly dragged his tongue against hers—working her up until she wrapped both arms around him and returned the favor, kissing him with more lust than Adrian had ever really witnessed from her.

This was a wilder side to Rosie even beyond what she had exhibited in their recent role playing. Adrian was about to experience an intense, twisted desire coming to life, but he could tell that for Rosie it must have been a similar feeling.

Meanwhile Nick was taking the lead, which wasn’t unexpected. As tame as it was—compared to what could follow—there was a certain visual that Adrian had been looking forward to seeing: another man copping a feel of Rosie’s wonderful ass. And her partner had only one thing in mind when his hands began to roam.

Adrian watched on in warped delight as this stranger made out with his wife, slid his hands over each ass cheek, and then gently squeezed.

Rosie moaned softly as she kissed him, and clearly took not only pleasure but encouragement from his attentions towards her behind—because her hands slid over his shoulders, over the sleeves of his T-shirt, and then down to his huge, developed biceps, which she gripped hungrily.

It gave Adrian another jealous pang. But he realized this was really the point of this whole situation: for Rosie to experience a wild night in front of him, with someone pretty much built for sex. And as she continued to squeeze and fondle Nick’s upper body with surprising aggression, his tentative probing of her ass stepped up a level.

Within moments he was manhandling that thing, his fingers digging through the fabric of her dress and into her juicy buttocks. This sight exceeded Adrian’s wildest imaginings, but he might have worried that he was taking it too far—were it not for the grateful, lustful noises emanating from his wife’s busy mouth with each new squeeze of her backside.

It wasn’t long before Nick tired of the flimsy barrier beneath his fingers. While Rosie was distracted with raking her fingernails against his abs through his shirt, he reached beneath her thighs and tugged the hem of her mini dress upwards. She blithely raised herself an inch off the bed, still kissing him, and let him slide the fabric up and over her hips so that it sat loosely bunched around her waist.

In some ways that was a cruder scenario than Adrian had envisaged for Rosie—but she seemed pretty happy about it as she grabbed her partner’s hands, slapped them back down on her now-bare ass… and then fumbled to unzip his jeans.

Adrian’s cock tugged at his own pants as he watched his wife greedily race to get her hands on another man’s member. Like he had told Nick in those early messages, Rosie could get surprisingly frisky in the bedroom, but this was something else.

She craved this guy’s dick.

Not that it should have come as a shock. She had picked this guy out after watching plenty of photos and videos of him in action, all of which made it very clear what he was packing down there. She had revisited them several times in the build-up to this night—mostly with Adrian, though to his excitement he had found out a couple of nights ago that she had enjoyed a ‘viewing session’ all on her own.

He had considered that to be a sort of accidental litmus test for whether or not he could handle what was to come tonight, but all it had done was fuel his desires even further.

Rosie’s fingers quickly tugged the zipper down, peeled Nick’s jeans aside, and then brushed over the hardening package inside his boxer shorts. Adrian’s pulse raced—this was about to become so much more than a handsy make-out session.

Just as she had done, he lifted himself up, so that she was free to tug his jeans and then his boxers off and leave them in a heap around his ankles.

His monstrous cock throbbed expectantly. Her hand reached out and gingerly wrapped around it.

And without a moment’s hesitation, Adrian’s good-girl wife lowered herself to the floor and knelt in front of that huge manhood.


CHAPTER SIX

He almost thought he was about to black out as she sat that magnificent booty on her heels—her dress still hitched up around her waist—and brought the thick, glistening head of that massive tool towards her lips.

For a few seconds he just tried to savor the discordance in his mind at seeing shy, unassuming Rosie, his wife no less, down on her knees for a muscular, well-endowed stranger. He particularly enjoyed the fact of both of her hands now being wrapped around his hefty shaft, one on top of the other, so that her ring glinted as she slowly jerked it.

But this was all moving more quickly than he had anticipated, and before he knew it her lips slurped the crown into her mouth and she was lightly bobbing her head on the end of his cock.

He wasn’t even physically involved, and yet his senses were on overdrive. His heart pounded, his body shivered, his mind reeled. This was the greatest thing he had ever witnessed, surpassing his wildest expectations, and yet at the same time it was still terrifying, chastening, unsettling.

Would she even want him again after this? Anxious, insecure thoughts tumbled one after another. But as he was confronted with each new fear he still felt confident enough in his marriage, in Rosie, to shut them down and merely feel further invigorated and tantalized by what he was witnessing.

They both knew what this was.

They both knew what the other was getting out of it.

And right now, it seemed like they were both enjoying it even more than they ever thought they would.

Rosie would give him blowjobs from time to time, and he always enjoyed it, but it wasn’t her strength. For one thing, she was only ever able to take a few inches of his fairly average member before gagging, so she largely relied on her fist to do the work. So now, as she tried to tackle Nick’s giant cock, she could only get a fraction of the way down his shaft while she bobbed her head—giving Adrian the incredible, lasting sight of her face impaled on the end of that impossible length. It was like something out of a porn video.

But he was even more riveted seeing her pump it with both fists, and gently twist as she did so. Her partner was visibly enjoying himself, relaxed but intermittently squirming, gasping out loud at the sensation and cursing under his breath.

Adrian fumbled to release his own cock and slowly jerked off, feeling somewhat sheepish at first but reminding himself that everyone knew the deal here—and, as Rosie kept going, becoming all too aware that no one was paying much attention to him at the moment.

That fact might have begun to bother him. But after a couple more minutes, with Nick clearly on the edge from Rosie’s two-fisted handjob and her sucking and swirling around his crown, he gently pulled her up and had her lie next to him on the bed. As she climbed up next to him, she gave Adrian a soft, wide-eyed look—one that he knew meant she wanted to check that he was okay and still enjoying himself, and that it was okay that she was enjoying herself.

He gave her an encouraging nod.

She gave him a warm smile, for a brief moment nothing but love and gratitude in her eyes.

And then she lay on the bed and resumed making out with Nick.

They were both still partly clothed; even after Nick kicked his pants and boxers the rest of the way off, he was wearing a T-shirt, and her dress was still clinging on comically around her midriff with her panties still in place. But it didn’t take long for them to fully strip each other, with Adrian watching rapt as his wife’s partner peeled her panties down her legs and she let them fall to the floor, and he was faced with the prospect of her lying naked with another man.

They kissed again, hands gently exploring each other’s bare torsos. Though it was clear she was still more than enthusiastic, a touch of shyness seemed to be creeping back in on Rosie’s part now, with less of the aggressive fondling than before. Probably sensing that the initiative was his to take, Nick carefully rolled on top of her and gently rested his body against hers.

To Adrian’s relief and exhilaration, she parted her legs and rested them against the backs of the man’s thighs—surrendering herself to him.

With one last kiss, he held himself up with one elbow and maneuvered into position. Adrian had to get up to see what was about to happen next, but he kept at a distance as Nick gripped his cock and lowered it between his wife’s thighs.

Rosie turned to look at her husband with a soft yet lustful smile.

And then her eyes widened as another man’s cock entered her.


CHAPTER SEVEN

For a brief moment Adrian felt a pang of worry for Rosie. This wasn’t like her, and this guy certainly wasn’t like him. Did she know what she had gotten herself into? Was all of this really just for his benefit, despite what she said? What if she wasn’t fully comfortable with all of this, or even changed her mind in the middle of it?

He watched her as she stared down at that enormous member, now pushing against her entrance. The tip breached her, a sight that riveted Adrian and left him desperately wanting her, but also led him to quickly check her reaction.

Her wide eyes were glued to the thick shaft now lodging itself inside her and slowly pushing deeper. Her hips squirmed, her thighs parted wider. There was a hint of a disbelieving smile. As Nick’s groin finally pressed flush against hers, she let out an involuntary whimper, her toes curled, her eyelids fluttered.

And then she gently fell back, her arms spread out over the bed, and she turned to look at Adrian. In a fantasy built on imagined moments and images, he had never quite pictured this, and it was more intensely erotic than any so far. As her partner began to gently thrust into her, she was reclining against the mattress, back arched, her legs raised slightly so that her ass was on show for him—an amazing image on its own, but nothing compared to the look on her face.

With flushed cheeks, gently parted lips, eyelids heavy with lust, and the most tender and loving of gazes, she stared back at her husband and she took those first few lunges of a new cock, letting out a high-pitched, blissful little gasp each time. And all of his doubts and fears melted away—she couldn’t have looked more into this.

He was reassured, and he was overwhelmingly aroused, but to his surprise he was most of all excited for her. What a thing for any married person to experience: an unconditional one night stand with someone they were—physically—extremely attracted to, all with the encouragement of their partner. And for this to happen for someone like Rosie, whose interaction with the real world tended to be limited and low on excitement, made it all the more potent.

Nick’s powerful body plunged into his beautiful wife, and she moaned and sighed and grasped those muscles with each stroke. Her knees were bent and her ass was raised higher now, so that he moved deeper still. Adrian couldn’t quite believe something that big was so easily pounding Rosie’s tight entrance, but the wet slaps and slurps from her pussy with each thrust made it clear why she was able to take him.

Rosie’s grip tightened against his shoulders, her knuckles turning white. Her eyes were closed now, and her mouth hung open.

She can’t be, surely… not already…

“Oh! Oh, God!” she cried out, and her body undulated beneath Nick as he continued to fuck her. She clutched his face and drew him back into a passionate tongue kiss, moaning plaintively and gratefully through her waves of relief.

Adrian’s head swam. Watching his wife come with someone else was one thing, but this… this was more intense than he had expected. That cock had done something to her. He had never seen her like this.

Really, this was why most men feared this happening, he thought to himself. He was watching his wife lose her senses and herself to another man’s body, experiencing unparalleled pleasure. He felt the stinging insecurity that came with it, of course. But still, to his relief, he felt burning lust more than anything. He wanted to see more—and, when it was all over, he knew he would want his wife like never before.

And he was about to see a lot more. She was still quivering as Nick gently brought her up to her knees and whispered something into her ear.

A question. A smile.

Rosie looked at her husband—dazed, in the best way, though also a little sheepish. And then, still facing him, she leaned down onto her elbows. With her cheeks pink and her breathing still shaky, she held his gaze and pulled the loose strands of her hair back over her ears, leaving her ass jutting out as Nick moved around behind her.

This, he had imagined. Many times. His cock surged in his hand as he braced for what was to come.

Nick kneeled and positioned himself over her, that giant cock protruding vulgarly above her buttocks. Then he gripped it, lined it up with her folds, and slid back inside, so that Rosie bit her lip and whined as her face sank right down to the mattress.

She wiggled her ass slightly to help him work his way in, until he was as far as he could get. When he bottomed out inside her she cooed and fidgeted, so distracted with what must have been an overwhelmingly filling sensation that for a while her eyes stayed closed. Then they flicked back up to Adrian—again, he felt grateful that she was silently involving him in this, checking in on him, communicating her pleasure to him—before, a moment later, Nick withdrew and plunged back in all the way, and her eyes bulged hungrily.

Adrian steadily, carefully beat himself off as his wife took a pounding on her knees from her bull. The latter’s hands were gripping her ass forcefully, saving and memorizing those juicy buttocks that Adrian was so obsessed with. Meanwhile the juxtaposition of the lovely Rosie with the hulking body of this experienced taker of married women had never been more pronounced than now, her sweet face and her delicate body being pinned down beneath that huge tattooed physique.

Moments later, Nick abruptly both tensed up and sped up. Rosie stared at her husband with a look of meek anticipation, and he found himself reflexively inching closer for a better view.

“Fuck,” her partner grunted, and from the slowing of his thrusts and Rosie’s wide-eyed astonishment, it was obvious that it had happened.

He had come inside her.

With that realization, Adrian lost all control over the orgasm he had been fighting to hold back. He spurted a glob of come that splattered across Rosie’s face. He floundered, not knowing what to do, but she instantly reached out and took hold of him as the next blast hit her chest.

He moved right up to her and she slid his surging cock into her mouth. As he came, he was treated to the unexpected sight of his wife taking a load at each end.


CHAPTER EIGHT

“Was that what you thought it would be like?”

“It was so much better,” Rosie sighed with a contented smile, resting her head against his chest.

Nick had left, after a brief conversation between the three of them. There had been an atmosphere of total gratification—not one of them had expressed any awkwardness or regrets about the encounter, and Rosie’s new partner had even suggested being open to a repeat if it interested them.

Adrian savored the feel of her velvety skin against him—so familiar and comforting, yet noticeably so much warmer than usual. On her chest and the small of her back he felt the smallest hint of sweat. The room was stuffy, and he could feel the ruffles in parts of the sheet beneath him where it had been disturbed. He felt inundated by her adultery in a way he hadn’t expected, yet found surprisingly intoxicating.

“I still wasn’t sure if you were totally into the whole thing, right the way up to tonight, but…” He puffed his cheeks out. “Now I know.”

She giggled softly and hugged him. “Now you know.”

“Did you ever want to do something like this before I brought it up?”

She paused for a moment. Adrian’s pulse quickened with a worry that he couldn’t place—he felt ridiculous for it, given everything that had now transpired.

“No,” she said, definitively. “I had sometimes wondered what it would be like to be with a guy like Nick, but only when I was single. In a relationship, never. It had never crossed my mind that I could, you know… have both.”

“Now you know,” he smiled. “And if you want to take him up on his offer… I’m pretty sure I’d be cool with that.”

“One thing at a time,” she whispered, pressing a fleeting kiss to his lips and rolling on top of him.

They were both still naked, and Adrian had been permanently semi-erect ever since they had been left alone and climbed into the bed together. With his wife now straddling his thighs, his cock quickly surged into a full erection; she never usually got on top of him, and he wondered if this was really going where it seemed to be going. Her eyes sparkled at the sight of it jutting up inches in front of her pussy.

“I’m guessing you might want to do something about what just happened,” she whispered.

She wrapped her hand around his cock and gently stroked it. He couldn’t help but wonder what was going through her head as she held his member, after the giant shaft she had just handled and taken.

He always found that any teasing was so much more potent when it came from Rosie, because with her nature it was sometimes hard to tell whether she was actually doing it on purpose, and whether she would take the initiative afterwards. So for the avoidance of doubt, he took hold of her booty, lifted her up, and pressed his cock against her still-gleaming entrance.

She let out a sultry sigh. He gripped her and pulled, encouraging her to sink lower into his lap.

“Fuck,” he sighed, as her wet pussy slid over his cock and she leaned down against him. She kissed him, her tongue flicking over his. It still had a subtle warm tang from his come, but the undertones of her adultery left a distinct aftertaste.

With her chest pressed to his, he pulled her ass all the way down until he was fully inside her. She felt different, in that he couldn’t really feel her as much as he usually could. She was still so wet, and though she had excused herself to clean up a little after her romp with Nick, he knew that wasn’t all just her in there. As objectively unpleasant as it was, the thought made him throb forcefully inside her, making her let out a little intrigued moan.

It wasn’t quite the kind of noise she had made with Nick, but he would take that.

He gripped her wide buttocks tightly—feeling a sort of territorial drive, on top of his usual fascination with them—and his renewed aggression made her sigh in his ear, her body relaxing as she submitted to him.

With her hair fanning out across his neck and shoulder, her warm, slightly clammy body weighing down against his, and her broad hips smothering his pelvis, he held her and fucked her from below, basking in this new feel to her. And she moaned and whined in pleasure as she held onto him and stroked him, wordlessly reassuring him that she was still very much his—though she would forever be the wife who fucked someone else right in front of him.

Overcome by the thought of it—and the continued assault on his senses from her encounter—he fell into an orgasm before he even knew it was coming. He filled her up, gasping in relief, manhandling that unfaithful body of hers.

—

“Do you have any regrets about last night?” she asked the next morning, after another round—still in the same bed she had used with Nick.

They hadn’t planned to stay the night in the hotel, but they were so drained after the intensity of the experience that they had decided to get their money’s worth and wait until the morning to return home. It had made it a little tricky for Adrian to fall asleep, given that he was surrounded by a whole room of reminders of what Rosie had done, but when he eventually nodded off he ended up in a surprisingly deep sleep. They had woken up to find it was already mid-morning.

“I don’t,” he said, truthfully. He had now come three times since she had hooked up with Nick, and though in the aftermath of each he had felt a brief flicker of anxiety—and even a touch of shame—he had quickly moved past it.

He had wanted this, and so had she. It had worked out even better than they had hoped. And he had felt a strange happiness for her, seeing her so free, so liberated—and then so sated.

“Do you?” he asked, after a pause.

“No,” she said, instantly. “Last night was the craziest thing I’ve ever done. And I loved it. I love you for making it happen.”

She kissed him and smiled softly. It was weird coming back to this tender, normal, self-contained relationship, after a night when it had been anything but. It was difficult for Adrian to reconcile the two in his mind.

But he didn’t dislike that jarring effect. He felt a particular thrill at the thought that his sweet, quiet wife could also be a wife who had indulged in something so improper, and vice versa. Which begged the question…

“And would you do it again?”

She bit her lip and thought for a moment.

“I would. There’s something else, though.”

“What’s that?”

“I liked looking through all those photos and videos of him with other wives. And clearly a lot of other people did, too.”

His pulse quickened once again.

Surely not…

“I noticed a lot of them had their faces blurred out,” she continued, “and it got me thinking… I’d like to be one of them. Anonymously, of course.”

“You want him to post… pictures, videos of… him fucking you? Online?”

She nodded.

“Also… I’d kind of need you to do the filming.”

For a moment he assumed she was joking. But he knew Rosie too well for that; she had no poker face. As she leaned against his chest and looked down at him, her sincere expression made it perfectly clear that she was completely serious about this.

”So… would you be okay with that?”
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