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​Cheating Wife’s First Night With A Much Bigger Man

I stood in the magnificent entrance hall of Blackthorn Castle, feeling the weight of centuries pressing down on me from the ancient stone walls. My long, fiery red hair tumbled in wild, untamed waves down my back, catching the golden light from the tall windows and glowing like embers in a hearth. Strands of it kept escaping to brush against the sensitive skin of my neck and collarbones, sending little sparks through me.

At thirty-four years old, I had come to accept and even quietly celebrate the full, lush curves of my body. My heavy breasts rose and fell with each nervous breath beneath my cream colored linen blouse, their soft weight shifting naturally with my movements in a way that always made me feel womanly and alive. The fabric clung gently to my skin, outlining the generous swell of my cleavage where faint freckles danced across the pale tops of my breasts. My waist curved inward before flaring out into wide, generous hips that filled my fitted charcoal skirt, the material hugging the rounded fullness of my bottom and the soft, womanly curve of my belly that spoke of years spent in quiet creative focus rather than rigid discipline.

My skin had always been incredibly responsive, quick to flush with the slightest change in temperature or emotion, a trait that had always embarrassed me a little as an artist who spent so much time observing others. Right now, standing here among strangers in this grand, echoing hall, I could feel that familiar warmth spreading across my chest and cheeks.

I was Anna, a respectable married woman of twelve years to my devoted husband Colin. He was everything a good husband should be. Kind, reliable, supportive of my art. But our intimate life had slowly become so predictable and frustratingly unsatisfying. His touch was always gentle and loving, yet his modest cock and quick climaxes left me aching for something deeper, something more consuming. I had buried those longings for years, telling myself that love mattered more than physical passion. This week-long artist-in-residence program at the remote Blackthorn Castle in the Scottish Highlands was supposed to be purely about my art, a chance to recharge creatively while Colin stayed home for work. He had kissed me goodbye at the airport with his usual sweet but passionless peck on the lips. Little did he know the dangerous thoughts already stirring inside me.

The castle itself was breathtakingly romantic and atmospheric. Massive stone walls rose dramatically against the rugged Highland landscape, wrapped in soft mists. Private wings branched off in every direction, promising hidden rooms and secluded creative spaces. Tall arched windows offered stunning views of the sparkling loch and the dense ancient woodlands beyond. The air inside carried the rich, earthy scent of aged oak, cool stone, and distant peat fires. Everything about this place felt charged with history and possibility.

A small group of us, only eight residents in total, had gathered for the week. We were all solo creatives, painters, writers, sculptors, and photographers, each of us chosen for this prestigious program. For the first couple of hours, we settled in, received our individual room keys, and took a guided tour of the shared studio spaces and common areas. Laughter and excited conversation filled the halls as we began to get to know one another. The creative energy in the air was palpable, buzzing with potential.

That was when I first truly noticed him. Callum Reid. Twenty-six years old, tall, and powerfully built from spending so much time hiking these very hills and mountains. He had thick, dark, tousled hair that fell boyishly across his forehead, a strong, sharp jawline, and warm brown eyes that sparkled with genuine warmth and sharp artistic intelligence. As a photographer and sculptor, he moved with quiet, masculine confidence that made something low in my belly tighten unexpectedly.

During the group orientation, we ended up standing near each other. He introduced himself with that soft Scottish lilt in his voice, deep and smooth, and asked thoughtful questions about my painting. I found myself smiling more than I should, opening up about my current series in a way that felt dangerously easy. There was a natural chemistry crackling between us that I tried hard to dismiss as nothing more than a friendly artistic connection. But every time his eyes drifted over me, lingering just a fraction too long, I felt a forbidden flutter of heat.

Later that evening, after a welcoming dinner with excellent local drinks flowing freely, the program organizers gathered us all together for an icebreaker activity. They explained that we would be randomly paired up. Each pair would receive a sealed envelope containing a creative assignment. We would then be sent off to one of the many private rooms scattered throughout the castle to work on the task together and get to know our fellow residents more deeply.

My heart began to beat faster as the pairings were announced. When they called my name together with Callum's, a rush of heat flooded my face and chest. He caught my eye from across the room and flashed me that charming, boyish grin again. We collected our sealed envelope and were directed to a beautiful turret room located in one of the older, more historic wings of the castle.

The room was incredibly intimate and atmospheric. Warm lamplight mixed with the glow from a crackling fire in the large stone fireplace. A sturdy wooden easel stood ready near a luxurious velvet chaise lounge positioned perfectly for posing. Tall windows offered a dramatic view of the moonlit loch outside. The heavy oak door clicked shut behind us with a sense of finality as Callum closed it.

Suddenly, the space felt very small and very private.

My pulse raced as I stood there holding the envelope in my slightly trembling fingers. I could feel the weight of my wedding ring on my left hand like never before.

"Go on then," Callum said, his voice low and playful, with that irresistible Scottish accent. "Open it, Anna. Let's see what creative challenge they have picked for us."

I tore open the seal, pulled out the thick card, and read the assignment aloud, my voice catching in my throat.

"Nude Portrait."

The words hung heavy in the air between us. A stunned silence filled the cozy turret room. My eyes widened in complete shock as the full meaning sank in. Nude Portrait. This was supposed to be a simple icebreaker activity, just a bit of fun artistic collaboration. But the thought of one of us posing completely naked for the other felt intensely intimate and dangerously inappropriate.

Heat flooded my entire body in a powerful wave. My mind immediately flew to Colin back home, to the vows I had made twelve years ago. What on earth had I gotten myself into? This was wrong. This crossed every line I had ever drawn for myself as a loyal wife. Yet even as shame and guilt crashed over me, I could not deny the sudden, traitorous spark of forbidden excitement that ignited deep in my core.

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. Colin’s kind face flashed before my eyes, his wedding ring a constant weight on my finger that I kept twisting anxiously. I was a married woman. A respectable wife. Yet deep down, a traitorous, shameful curiosity was already blooming hot and insistent between my thighs.

"I... I think you should be the one to pose naked," I said, my voice barely above a whisper, barely recognizable as my own. "I'm married, Callum. It would be wrong for me to take my clothes off in front of you. But you're single. It makes more sense this way... for the assignment."

Even as I said the practical words, my heart pounded with secret excitement. I wanted to see him. All of him. The thought made me feel like a slutty little wife already betraying her husband.

Callum's warm brown eyes darkened with desire as he gave me that charming, slightly dangerous smile. "Aye, if that's what you want, Anna. I'm happy to pose for you."

My hands moved on autopilot as I pulled my large sketchpad from my bag and set it on the easel, sharpening a pencil with trembling fingers. I tried to cling to my professional artist persona, but it was slipping fast.

Callum didn't waste time. He kicked off his boots, peeled off his socks, and then his hands went to his belt. In a matter of moments, his shirt was gone, revealing his toned, athletic chest and defined abs. His jeans followed, sliding down powerful thighs. Finally, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his black boxer briefs and pushed them down in one smooth motion.

His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, hanging between his strong thighs like a weapon. It was massive. Easily twice the size of Colin's in both length and girth. The shaft was wide and veiny, with prominent ridges running
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