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Saturday

“So, who’s going to be there?” I asked, turning slightly in my seat to look at Nathan as he drove. The sun was already starting to dip low, throwing gold light across the windscreen and lighting up the sharp edge of his jaw. He looked good. He always looked good. My husband was a senior partner in an architecture firm. The kind of man people respected. The kind of man women lusted after.

Nathan kept his eyes on the road, barely glancing at me. “Pretty much everyone from work,” he said, his tone slightly annoyed, like the question didn’t deserve an answer.

I knew it was kind of a stupid question. I’d been to these events before. Same tedious colleagues, same fake laughter. But this time, it wasn’t idle curiosity. I wanted to see his reaction when I mentioned his assistant.

I tilted my head, pretending to think. “Sophie?”

“Of course,” he said, and there was the briefest pause, barely noticeable, but it was there. He tried to act casual, but I’d been listening too closely. I knew that slight shift in tone, that flicker of hesitation. He was on edge. Maybe not panicking, not yet, but his guard was up.

I looked away, hiding my smile. Good. Let him squirm. And he had every reason to, I’d found messages and photos on his phone from her… very explicit photos, including some of her sucking his cock in the office.

I’d been angry, of course, but instead of confronting him, I’d taken the opportunity to free myself from the moral obligations of the marriage. I’d started to have some fun myself. But that didn’t mean I didn’t still want revenge.

“She’s very pretty, isn’t she?” I said sweetly, looking at him out of the side of my eyes.

“Is she?” he replied. “I hadn’t noticed.”

I let out a short laugh. “You haven’t noticed her massive tits?”

“Claire,” he said, scolding me. “I keep it very professional at work.”

I turned my head, looking out the window again as suburban houses blurred past. We were almost there. My stomach twisted, not with nerves, but anticipation. I'd made sure I looked my absolute filthiest today. Tight red dress that clung like a second skin, no bra, no knickers, heels high enough to make me sway just slightly with every step. I had a plan.

“Do I look alright?” I asked sweetly, brushing my fingers along the hem of my dress, where it barely covered my thighs.

He glanced over quickly. “Yeah. Hot.”

I reached over, running my hand up his thigh to his bulge. God, I was feeling horny.

“Does it make you want to fuck me?”

He smirked. “I always want to fuck you.”

Yeah, and every other woman you meet, you dirty bastard.

We pulled into the huge drive, parking next to all the other expensive cars. From around the back of the house, I could hear music. We followed the sounds, and the garden opened out to a huge lawn, sloping down to a lake. There was a marquee in the center of the grass. A catering company had been employed to provide a BBQ and buffet, and there was a bar with several smartly dressed barmen.

I spotted Sophie straight away by the bar, laughing with a few of the junior partners. She stood out, with dark hair and a blonde streak down one side, and not in a dress like most of the women. Her look was more alternative. She wore a tight skirt and what was basically just a bra under a sheer mesh top, along with heavy boots instead of heels. Her tits were massive, impossible to ignore when you were talking to her.

We worked our way through the usual bullshit greetings, handshakes, fake smiles, and colleagues pretending they gave a fuck about each other’s weekends. Nathan slipped into charm mode effortlessly, the perfect senior partner, all polite laughter and just the right amount of eye contact. I played the doting wife, sipping champagne and smiling like I hadn’t seen videos of him being sucked off by his PA at his desk.

Jeff, the CEO, gave me an awkward hug, and his wife, Mia, air-kissed both cheeks. Someone introduced me to a man who droned on about some award they’d won for a car park design. I nodded, pretended to care, and moved us along.

And then, finally, we reached her. Sophie. She turned as we approached, that smug little smile already on her lips. Like she’d been waiting.

“Nathan,” she said, stepping forward and looking at him with puppy-dog eyes. “So glad you could make it.”

Her eyes flicked to me, not quite a glare, not quite a smile. Just enough to make me want to slap her smug face. But that wasn’t my plan.

“Claire,” she said.

“Sophie,” I gushed, going in for a bear hug, rubbing my tits against hers. I gave her a wet kiss on the cheek. She smelled amazing. “I’ve been looking forward to catching up with you.”

“You have?” she said, sounding suspicious.

I held her hands and looked at her. “You look stunning.” I turned to Nathan. “Isn’t she beautiful!”

“Er… right,” said Nathan, looking uncomfortable.

“My god, your boobs are amazing in that top,” I said.

Nathan cleared his throat. “Oh look, there’s David, I need to speak to him.” He hurried away.

“Thanks for the compliment, by the way,” she said, gesturing vaguely at her chest. “I wasn’t sure I could pull this look off, or if it was too much for a company event.”

“Are you joking?” I said, looping my arm through hers like we were old mates. “If I had tits like yours, I’d walk around topless.”

That made her laugh, and it wasn’t long before we’d drifted down the garden and found some seats by the pool, swapping flirty jokes. She relaxed into it easily, no idea that I knew about her and Nathan. Ten minutes later, we were deep in gossip about the other women at the party, Sophie doing impressions, and me nearly crying with laughter.

“You’re actually fun,” she said, nudging my arm. “I didn’t think you liked me.”

I gave her a look. “Why wouldn’t I like you?”

She blushed. “Oh, no reason.”

“Come on,” I said, grabbing her hand. “Let’s sneak off and explore the house. I want to see how the rich people live.”

She grinned. “You’re naughty.”

“You have no idea,” I said, already pulling her along the edge of the garden.

We slipped through a side door into the house, the buzz of the party fading behind us. The place was spotless, modern, and too clean to feel lived in. We looked in all the rooms downstairs, and then I suggested we go upstairs.

Sophie hesitated. “I’m not sure, won’t it be awkward if Jeff finds us there?”

“We’ll just say we were looking for the bathroom,” I said. “Come on.”

I headed up the carpeted steps, with Sophie following.

“Let’s see what their bedroom is like,” I giggled.

It turned out to be massive, with a mirror on the ceiling above the king-sized bed.

“That filthy bitch,” I laughed. “She looks all prim and proper, and she’s got a mirror above her bed.”

I looked through the wardrobes until I found some sexy nurse costumes on a hanger. I showed them to Sophie, and we both giggled.

I sat down on the edge of the bed. “Ooh, it’s nice and firm,” I said, patting the mattress to invite Sophie to join me. “I bet it’s seen some action.”

“You’re terrible,” smirked Sophie, flopping down next to me.

“Can I let you in on a little secret?” I said, suddenly.

“Sure.”

“Nathan is cheating on me,” I said, watching her reaction carefully.

“No!” she said, her face as white as a sheet.

“Yep, with some sluts at that conference he went to a couple of weeks ago.”

I could see the relief on her face. “Oh my god,” she said, putting her hand over her mouth. “What are you going to do?”

“You mean, what have I already done?”

She looked at me quizzically.

“I’ve already cheated on him back,” I said with a smirk. “With a couple of guys, actually.”

Her eyes went wide. “Wow, really?”

“Yep,” I said, moving a bit closer to her. Fuck, she was hot, I was getting more and more turned on just sitting next to her on the bed. “I even had a threesome with them.”

Her eyes went even wider. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “That’s so hot.”

Our thighs were rubbing against each other now. I was inches from her face. “Does the thought of that turn you on?” I said quietly.

She looked at me, and we both paused for a second. Then we were kissing, hands running over each other's thighs and up the sides. The kiss deepened. She tasted amazing, soft and slutty. I grabbed her huge breast and squeezed it, and she moaned into my mouth.

I had to see those tits. I tugged at her top and lifted the mesh and stretchy bra off in one go. They dropped down, heavy, fat, and round. Her nipples were thick and juicy, with a metal bar through the middle of each one. I bent down, taking one into my mouth and suck on it until it swelled against my tongue. She groaned, her hand on my head, holding me against her.

Then I dropped to the floor, pulling her down onto the bed. Her skirt rode up, and I slid my hands under it, dragging her thong down her legs. She spread for me without a word.

Her pussy was gloriously hairy, with a dark bush, already matted with arousal around her slit. I leaned in, feeling the heat on her and licking up her slit. I thought about how my husband’s face had been buried down here, too, and it turned me on even more.

I spread her open, her soaking, pink slit was thick and swollen, her insides glistening, framed with the thick, curly hair. I imagined my husband’s cock sliding raw inside, his shaft stretching her open. I whimpered with arousal.

I dived in again. Her moans got louder, breath catching each time I circled her clit with my tongue. She tasted incredible, and so fucking wet. I wrapped my arms under her thighs and buried my face in her, tongue working harder, messier, until her hips started bucking and she was gripping the sheets like she was going to tear them off the bed.

“Oh fuck… Claire… fuck,” she gasped, twisting above me, thighs trembling.

I sucked harder, flicked her clit fast, and felt her come undone. Her whole body jolted, cunt grinding against my mouth as she came with a choked cry. I kept going, letting her ride it out, tasting every drop of her release.

When she finally collapsed back, chest heaving, I climbed up and kissed her again, letting her taste herself on my lips. She pulled me close, still panting, her hands under my dress now.

“No panties?” she murmured, smiling.

“I have another confession,” I said. “I came here intending to fuck you.”

“Is that right?” she smirked, flipping me onto my back and moving between my legs. Her fingers toyed with my opening. “You’re soaked.”

“Yeah,” I whispered, “now do something about it.”

She dropped between my thighs, her fingers spreading me open without hesitation. Her tongue was on me fast, confident, like she knew how to make a woman squirm. I gasped, grabbing a fistful of her hair as she licked up the length of my cunt, slow and filthy, teasing the tip of her tongue over my clit until I was shaking.

“Jesus, Sophie,” I muttered, grinding against her face. “Don’t stop.”

She moaned into me, the vibration sending a jolt straight through my spine. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place, keeping me open for her as she licked deeper, fucking me slowly with her tongue, then faster, wetter, until I couldn’t even think straight.

The heat built fast. I wanted it. Needed it. My legs tensed around her, my back arched off the bed, and I came hard, hips jerking against her mouth, moaning like I was possessed. She didn’t stop. She kept licking, kept sucking, dragging it out, greedy for more. I was still coming when she finally slid two fingers inside me, curling them up just right, and holy fuck… I came again, louder this time, no shame, no holding back. Just pure, filthy release

She pulled back eventually, face shiny with me, and crawled up the bed beside me, grinning. I caught her chin in my hand and kissed her hard.

“Where the fuck did you learn to do that?” I whispered.

“Oh, I’ve had my share of girlfriends,” she smirked.

“You know what I’d like?” I said, when our breathing had calmed.

“No?”

“I’d like to watch you get fucked by my friend with his big, black cock.”


Monday

Nathan was half-dressed, shoving a few clothes into his overnight bag. His tie was still hanging loose round his neck, and I could smell his aftershave already, too strong, like he’d bathed in it. That alone made me suspicious.

“Where’s this site again?” I asked, sitting on the edge of the bed in my robe, sipping coffee.

“Upstate,” he muttered, not looking at me. “Need to do a walkthrough before the contractor signs off.”

“Mmm,” I said. “Sounds boring. But maybe I could come with you?”

I saw a look of panic on his face before he masked it. “That would be lovely, Claire, but you’re right, it will be too boring. We’ll probably be at the site late, and I doubt I’ll even have time to go out to dinner.”

He zipped the bag shut with a grunt and finally turned to face me. I gave him a lazy smile over the rim of my mug.

“Who’s going with you, anyway?” I asked, casually.

“No one,” he said quickly. “Just me. Why?”

“Just wondering,” I said, stretching a bit so the robe slipped off my shoulder. “You don’t need Sophie, then?”

“Not this time.” He eyed me for a moment, unsure, wondering why I would mention Sophie again. I could see the gears turning. I didn’t push it, just let the silence hang a little too long.

He finally broke it. “What are you up to today?”

I smiled. “Oh, nothing wild. But if Sophie isn’t going with you, I might see if she wants to go for a drink later.”

He froze, just for a second.

“Sophie?” he repeated. “You two… you’re friends?”

I nodded, completely calm. “Yeah. We really hit it off at the party. Got really close.”

He opened his mouth, closed it again.

I watched him sweat. “She’s actually really sweet, you know. And so open. Easy to talk to. I get the impression she’s being jerked around by a married man, though. The bastard.”

Nathan forced a smile, but it was tight. Fake. His hand ran over the back of his neck. He was rattled. I was loving every second of tormenting him.

“Didn’t know you two had anything in common,” he said.

I stepped in, fixed his tie for him, slowly. “You’d be surprised what people connect over. We both love sex, for one thing.” I moved my hand lower, over his belly, and into his underwear. His cock stiffened quickly. “Have you got time to say goodbye properly?” I whispered.

He did. He bent me over the bed and yanked my panties down. He pushed inside me in one hard thrust, no patience, no preamble.

“Fuck,” I groaned, clinging to the sheets as he drove into me, hips slapping against my ass.

He grunted behind me, gripping my hips hard. I came quickly, wondering who he was going to be fucking in that hotel tonight. Some young intern? A bored client’s wife? What’s wrong with me that I’m finding this hot?

He pushed into me again, deeper, groaning behind me. I arched my back, spread my legs, let him see how slutty I was. My heart was racing, my thoughts a mess. I didn’t know what I was getting off on more: the feeling of him inside me, or the picture in my head of him banging some slut.

He grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back just enough to make me gasp, and his pace got rougher, almost desperate. Each thrust was hard, like he was punishing both of us. I was soaked, the sound of skin against skin echoing in the quiet morning room, dirty and perfect.

I reached back, touched his arm, digging my fingers into it, and that seemed to tip him over the edge. His breathing went heavy, and he slammed into me harder, faster, the bed creaking under us. I let him lose control. I let him fuck me like he was trying to forget who I was. I came again, quietly, a rush of heat flooding through me, clenching around him.

He grunted as he came, jerking against me, his grip tightening one last time. I felt his wet release deep inside me, his cock throbbing. He stayed there for a second, hands still on my hips, looking down at my lips stretched around his shaft. Then he stepped back, tucked himself away, and reached for his bag like nothing had happened.

I just smiled and reached for my coffee. “Have a good trip, babe. Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”


Monday (evening)

By the time Monday evening rolled around, I’d cleaned the house, had two more coffees, and changed my outfit three times. I settled on something casual but slutty, jeans low enough on my waist to just about show the lace of my thong, and a crop top that barely covered my tits.

Sophie arrived first, right on time. She wore a tiny leather skirt and a band tee she’d cut the sleeves off, stretched to within an inch of its life by her massive boobs. No bra, her nipple piercings clearly visible through the fabric.

“Hey, babe,” I said as she stepped inside, my eyes already on her chest. “Miss me?”

“God, I’ve been horny all day,” she replied as I led her into the kitchen. “I can’t believe we’re actually going to have a threesome.”

I pulled her in by the waist and kissed her, slow and wet, right there in the kitchen. Her hands slid under my top instantly, grabbing handfuls of me.

“You smell so fucking good,” I breathed against her neck.

I pressed her against the counter, kissed her again, deeper this time. Her thigh slid between mine, and I ground down just a little, enough to feel the heat rising again. Her hand was already on my ass when the doorbell rang.

“That’ll be Elliot,” I said, pulling away with a grin.

She bit her lip and adjusted her skirt, breathing a little fast. “So he knows what’s happening tonight?”

“Oh, he’s done this before,” I said, sauntering to the door.

Elliot stepped in, and his eyes lit up when he saw her. He had a shaved head, dark skin, and a long, thick beard that framed a sly smile. Tattoos climbed up both his forearms, disappearing under the sleeves of his black t-shirt. He was built like he could lift both of us without even breaking a sweat.

“This is Sophie,” I said.

She stuck out her hand. “Nice to meet you.”

He shook it. “Same. Claire’s told me all about you.”

I grabbed both of their hands. “Come on,” I said. “It’s not a business meeting. Let’s go upstairs.”

Five minutes later, Elliot sat at the edge of the bed, wide-eyed, but playing it cool. I leaned in, unbuttoning his shirt slowly, letting my nails drag lightly down his chest as I spread it open. Sophie followed, her eyes locked on mine as she reached lower, undoing his belt with a sly grin. He sucked in a breath as we worked together, pulling at the fabric, revealing more of him. His erection strained beneath his boxers.

We took our time. Peeling his underwear down together, exposing him slowly. His massive cock was already hard, twitching under our gaze. Sophie reached out first, wrapping her fingers around him, giving a slow stroke that made Elliot groan. I kissed her shoulder, then her neck, watching his reaction the whole time.

Then we licked him together, all the way from the base to the tip, our tongues touching as they swirled around his shaft. I went first, taking him into my mouth, feeling the heat and hardness of him. Sophie stroked him while I sucked, hollowing my cheeks and letting spit run down his cock.

Then Sophie took over. That slut knew how to suck cock. She took him deeper than I could, forcing her head down until nearly all of his impressive length was in her throat. I grabbed the back of her head, helping her force even more in, making her eyes run as we thrust her head up and down together.

Finally, she pulled off, panting, strings of saliva still joining her mouth to his dick.

“Impressive,” I told her.

She grabbed my face, giving me a long, sloppy kiss that made my face wet.

Then we stripped each other naked, making a show for Elliot. I peeled off her top, and her tits dropped down, round and heavy. When I tugged down her panties, I could feel they were already soaked through. I spread her legs open on the bed, and Elliot let out an appreciative groan.

Her cunt was perfect, framed with curly, black hair, but wet, open, and deliciously pink.

“I want to watch him fuck you,” I said, hearing the desperation in my own voice.

He moved between her thighs. His cock hung down, thick, black and throbbing. I wrapped my fingers around it, guiding him to her gaping and leaking opening. I rubbed his shaft up and down as I placed the tip inside her folds.

“Fuck her,” I panted, so turned on I could hardly breathe. “Fuck that little slut.”

Slowly, he thrust inside her, and I watched as he stretched her open, sliding his cock deep inside her. She arched her back, thrusting her huge tits out as he filled her.

“God, yes,” I moaned, watching him split her open. “Fuck her filthy cunt.”

He didn’t disappoint me. He started to fuck her, getting deeper every time, until he was fully inside, slamming his body against hers. His shaft glistened with her arousal, her lips gripping him tightly. It was exactly what I wanted to see. She moaned with every firm thrust, squirming under him. I grabbed her tits, pulling one of her swollen nipples into my mouth and sucking hard.

I straddled her face, grinding my cunt onto her eager tongue as Elliot continued to fuck her. She pushed her tongue deep inside me, her low moans sending delicious vibrations through my body.

Sophie came hard, her body shaking and almost screaming into my pussy. Elliot fucked her through it, prolonging her pleasure until she couldn’t take any more. He pulled out, his cock dripping with her release. He looked at me, his eyes dark with lust.

Then he pushed me roughly back onto the bed and slid his cock all the way inside me in one movement. I nearly came right away, but I gripped his shoulders, my fingers digging in enough to leave marks. He started fucking me hard, every thrust making me see stars. It didn’t take long before my eyes rolled up in my head, and waves of pleasure washed over me. I clung to him tightly, riding every last moment.

But Elliot wasn’t finished. He lined us up on the bed, face down, asses in the air. He slid his cock into me, and then after a few thrusts he switched to Sophie. Then back to me. I could feel how wet his cock was from her.

“Who wants it in their ass first?” he asked.

“Me!” I said greedily.

He guided his cock higher, pressing it against my rear entrance. He applied a little pressure, making my ass open up. And then a wonderful stretch, and he was inside me. He thrust slowly, letting me get accustomed to it, but soon he was deep in my ass, taking my breath away every time he filled me.

“Can I try?” whispered Sophie. “I’ve… never done it before.”

Wait, my husband never took that beautiful little ass? I was surprised.

Elliot lined himself up, and I knelt close by, spreading her cheeks with my hands. Her asshole looked small and tight, but the head of his cock slipped easily inside, and she groaned, clutching at the sheets.

“Oh fuck,” she panted.

“Is it okay?” he asked.

“Yes, slowly.”

He worked his way in gently, gradually increasing the depth and pace until she was holding me tight. Her eyes rolled back, and her mouth opened in a constant O shape. He fucked her harder, and she went over the edge again, her breasts bouncing as she grabbed my face and kissed me through it, her tongue desperate in my mouth.

“Fuck… Your ass is so tight… I’m gonna…” he suddenly panted.

With a deep groan, Elliot pulled out and ejaculated all up her back. Load after load of thick, white cum covered her as we both laughed with delight. I ran my fingers through it, making patterns in it.

“I bet your married man doesn’t cum this much,” I whispered.

We lay there a while, limbs overlapping, breath slowing. Eventually, I stirred. “Who wants a shower?” I said with a lazy smile, peeling myself away.

Sophie groaned softly, rolling onto her back. “Only if you two carry me there.”

Elliot stretched, all muscle and ink, and stood up. “Come on then,” he said, scooping her up in his arms like she weighed nothing and throwing her over his shoulder. I followed them to the shower, with Sophie’s cute little asshole and hairy slit looking at me.

Steam filled the room quickly, hot water hissing down. The three of us stepped under the spray, half-laughing as the heat hit our skin.

Hands roamed again, slower this time. It felt more playful. Sophie's lips found my neck while I washed shampoo from her hair. Elliot stood behind me, palms warm on my hips, kissing between my shoulders. The air was thick with warmth and sexual energy. I couldn’t stop touching her huge tits, teasing her nipples and making her moan softly.

And then I felt him hardening again against my ass. I leaned back into him, pressing my body to his and grinding slowly against him. I glanced at Sophie, who caught my smirk, biting her lip in return.

Sophie stepped in front of me, her hands gentle, sliding over my stomach. She kissed me, slow and deep, while her fingers drifted lower. Her touch was light, teasing me open as the water poured down on us.

Elliot’s hard cock slid between my folds, up into my aching pussy, making me stand on tiptoes. Sophie held me as he started fucking me, and her fingers massaged my clit in time to his thrusts. My body was pinned between theirs, as Elliot moved with a slow, grinding rhythm behind me. I clutched at Sophie, holding her close as her fingers worked me in perfect time.

Her mouth found mine again, wet and needy, and I could taste the hunger on her tongue. Our hips rocked together, the rhythm building as the heat swelled between us. I could feel myself trembling as my climax approached.

Elliot’s hands gripped my hips tightly, steadying me. When the orgasm hit, it rolled through me in waves. I clung to Sophie, burying my face in her breasts, crying out as Elliot thrust once more and held me still, my cunt clenching around him.

Elliot turned to Sophie, lifting her effortlessly, water running down both their bodies as he pinned her against the tiled wall. She gasped, laughing breathlessly, her arms wrapping around his shoulders. He held her like she weighed nothing, his hands cupping her ass as she wrapped her legs tight around him.

I watched them, heart thudding. It was so hot seeing them fucking. I stepped closer, running my fingers down her neck, kissing her just below the collarbone as he slammed up into her. She reached out, pulling me into a kiss as the water poured down our faces.

“I’m going to come,” Elliot groaned, suddenly.

Without hesitation, Sophie and I dropped to our knees on the cold, tiled shower floor, eyes locked on him. The water flowed over us, running down between our bodies. He wrapped his hand around his cock, stroking slow, deliberate strokes that made him pant with exertion.

Then, with a loud moan of relief, he came hard, his hot release splattering over our faces. The shock of it was sharp against our skin, sticky and warm. I opened my mouth, and the next load landed on my tongue.

At least we were already in the shower, the water washing the mess away almost instantly. We just stayed there for a moment, letting the steam surround us, before Sophie pulled me in for another kiss, taking the cum from my mouth.


Tuesday

The next afternoon, Nathan let himself in, his coat slung over one arm, looking tired but trying to mask it. I was in the kitchen, casually tidying up, when he appeared in the doorway.

“Hey,” I said, keeping my tone light. “How was the site?”

He dropped his bag by the door, eyes flicking around like he was checking if I’d been waiting for him. “Same old thing. What about you?”

I shrugged. “I met Sophie last night. We grabbed a drink.”

He froze for a second, a flicker of something, worry, maybe, crossing his face.

“How is she?”

“Great. We got on really well. So, did you do anything last night? See anyone? Go out for dinner?”

He swallowed, looking nervous. “No.”

I didn’t believe him, but I was looking forward to checking his phone later for photos.
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