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Sunday

Sunday night was quiet, just how I liked it. Dinner was done, wine finished, husband humming to himself in the shower. I was curled up on the bed, his phone charging on the dresser next to me. He never changed his passcode. Still trusted me. Still fucking clueless.

I decided to take another peek. I scrolled back through the gallery, past the photos of Sophie, his slutty PA with the massive tits… to a few weekends ago. He’d been away at an architecture conference. Oh yes, a video. Thirty-seven seconds. A glimpse in the hotel room mirror. He was sitting on the bed, shirt unbuttoned, tie still hanging loose. Two women, both brunettes, younger, and smartly dressed for work, were kneeling in front of him.

One was sucking his cock, the other licking his balls like they were a lollipop. He had one hand behind his head like he thought he was the fucking bomb, moaning like a porn star with no lines to learn. I should’ve felt rage. Or heartbreak. But it was exactly what I’d expected to find. All I felt was wet.

Now all I could think about was tomorrow. Elliot’s message about our sex date. Mind if I bring a friend?

God, I fucking hoped he wasn’t joking.

I watched the video twice more, until the water stopped. My husband came out of the shower, carrying his towel, hair dripping.

“You alright, babe?” he asked. “You look flushed.” He rubbed his chest dry, his soft cock hanging down between his legs. I’d always thought it was pretty thick and long… until I’d seen Elliot’s.

I smiled. “Yeah. Just thinking.”

“About?”

“Oh, just some crazy sexual fantasy.”

He smirked. He knew I was horny. I saw his cock twitch. “Want to tell me?”

“Have you ever had a threesome?” I asked. I saw him start, a guilty look cross his face. “Before we met, obviously,” I added.

“Er… no,” he said, swallowing nervously, completely unaware I’d just seen video evidence of him having his cock sucked by a couple of conference sluts.

“Yeah, me neither,” I said. Although I’m hoping to have one tomorrow.

He walked over to the dresser and pulled out my butt plug. “Bend over,” he said, a cocky smile on his face. “And I’ll fuck you at the same time. That’s practically a threesome.”

God, I was turned on now. We might have been cheating on each other, but I still fancied the bastard.

I shrugged off my dressing gown and knelt on the bed, arching my back and wiggling my ass. He pressed a kiss to the base of my spine, warm and smug, then spread my cheeks with both hands. He rubbed some lube into my rear entrance, and I felt the tight muscles begin to relax.

“Still so fucking tight,” he muttered, teasing my asshole with the tip of the plug. I moaned, just to encourage him, just to let him think this was all about him. But in my head, I was already picturing tomorrow. Elliot standing behind me. Another stranger in front. Two hard cocks, stretching me wide. Filling me up.

The plug slid in with a slow burn, and I gasped, cunt clenching on nothing. That sense of fullness was already making my legs shake.

He lined himself up behind me and pushed in, his cock sliding home in one smooth thrust. I bit my lip, my face buried in the duvet.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” he groaned. “You like being double-stuffed, don’t you?”

I moaned in response.

He started fucking me harder, gripping my hips. My mind drifted again. Elliot. His dark skin. His filthy mouth. You think you can handle two of us?

God, yes. I wanted to be pinned between them. Fucked like a toy, passed around, used until I couldn’t walk. My husband slapped my ass, the plug shifting inside me with each thrust. “You gonna come like this?” he growled.

I moaned something incoherent and ground back against him, chasing the orgasm already crawling up my spine. I came fast and hard, shaking under him as he emptied himself inside me.

After, he lay next to me, breathless and proud of himself. I kissed his shoulder, my cunt still throbbing between my legs.

Soon, he was fast asleep. Screwing around behind my back certainly wasn’t keeping him up with guilt. I grabbed my phone from the bedside table and messaged Elliot.

“ru bringing someone tomorrow?” I typed.

Elliot replied instantly. “Yes.”

And then: “slut.”

I locked my phone and curled up beside my husband, smiling into the pillow.

Tomorrow, I’d get my real threesome.

Monday

I should have been working. But as a freelancer who mostly worked from home, I had a lot of leeway in my schedule. So this morning I was choosing slutty underwear, and getting ready for my date. I found a tiny thong in black lace, the kind that barely covered anything and left my ass on display. I paired it with a matching bra, sheer enough that you could see my nipples through it. I slipped it on, added a skimpy vest top, and denim shorts over the top. It was cute, casual, and completely innocent-looking.

By midday, I was pacing the hallway, heart racing, knickers already damp. I’d tidied the place even though it barely needed it. The doorbell rang.

I opened it to find Elliot standing there, tattoos peeking out from under a white T-shirt. Behind him was his friend. He was Black too, but taller, leaner. He had a man bun, no beard.

“This is Joe,” he said, letting him step forward and kiss me on the cheek.

We went inside, and I closed the door behind them. “We parked down the streets so the neighbors don’t suspect anything,” he said, looking around and letting out a low whistle. “Fuck me, Claire. This house is insane.”

“Yeah, well. You know… my husband is a senior partner, after all,” I said. “He makes a lot more than I do.”

Joe wandered in behind him, taking everything in. “Looks like a fucking art gallery in here.” I blushed; some of the artwork on the walls was my own.

They followed me into the open-plan kitchen. Elliot turned to me, raising an eyebrow. “All these rooms. Think we should fuck all over it.”

I laughed, breathy and nervous. And desperate to get started.

“Why not start here in the kitchen?”

He didn’t need telling twice. Elliot grabbed me by the hips and spun me around. He pressed me up against the marble island and bent me over it. My shorts were yanked down in one go. My thong was soaked, sticking to my pussy.

“Jesus, Claire,” he muttered, pulling it aside and spreading my cheeks wide so Joe could see right inside my cunt. “You’re leaking. Fucking dripping. Is this just from knowing we were coming?”

Joe stepped closer, eyes locked on my cunt like it was the best thing he'd seen all week. “Fuck, mate. You were right. She’s fucking perfect.” I felt his fingers brush down either side of my slit. “Look at that hair, that’s so hot.” Their fingers gaped me open even wider, examining me like I was a prized specimen.

Elliot slid two fingers deep into my cunt, groaning at how wet I was. “Look at this, Joe. You see how ready she is? This little married slut’s been fantasizing about us all fucking morning.”

Then, with the slick of my arousal still on his hand, he pressed a finger to my asshole, teasing gently before easing it in.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Perfect tight little asshole. She’s going to take both of us, I swear.”

I glanced behind me and saw Joe stroking his cock through his joggers, eyes fixed on me. His bulge looked big. Both of them were staring at me like I was something special. Like my dripping, twitching cunt and tight little asshole were a star attraction.

And fuck, it did something to me, being opened up, inspected like that. I was trembling with arousal, my thighs sticky with need, clit throbbing for attention.

Elliot worked his fingers slowly inside me again, curling them, then pulling them out to show Joe. “Look at that. That’s all for us.” He licked his fingers and groaned, then pushed them right back in again.

Joe crouched slightly, getting a better look, one hand still stroking himself lazily. With the other hand, he pulled out his phone, filming my gaping pussy being fingered.

“That’s hot as fuck.” His fingers ran along my lips, slow and teasing. “She’s got that twitchy little thing going on… you see that? Her cunt’s clenching already.”

I whimpered, hips rocking without even thinking about it. I couldn’t help it; every word, every stare, every filthy little comment was making it worse. I felt used. Exposed. And I fucking loved it. My legs were shaking under me, the marble cold under my tits where they pressed against the counter.

“Let’s put her mouth to good use,” Elliot said.

They pushed me to my knees on the kitchen floor, and both dropped their pants. My mouth was watering. Two huge black cocks, just for me and already hard. I reached up, wrapping a hand around each of them. The weight of their cocks in my hands made my mouth water even more. I licked the tip of Joe’s first, just a taste, then turned to do the same to Elliot. They groaned in unison as I started switching between them, lapping, stroking, kissing the shafts, teasing with my tongue like a greedy little slut who couldn’t decide which meal to start with. Joe filmed everything on his phone.

Elliot grabbed a fistful of my hair. “Open wider,” he said. “Let Joe fuck that mouth for a bit.”

I did as I was told, lips stretching, jaw aching already. Joe slid in slowly, holding the back of my head steady as he eased himself between my lips, thick and heavy, until I gagged. My eyes watered, spit dripping down my chin, but I didn’t stop.

He forced it in deeper with a groan. “Jesus. Her mouth’s fucking perfect.”

I moaned around Joe’s cock, and he pulled out with a wet pop, letting Elliot take my mouth again. I was soaked between my legs, dripping onto the kitchen floor, dizzy from the stretch of my jaw and the filthy thrill of kneeling in my perfect white kitchen with two cocks in my face.

They switched again and again, taking turns to fuck my hungry mouth until my throat was sore and my knees hurting from the tiled floor. At some point they pulled off my vest top and bra, groping my tits roughly and pulling on my hard nipples.

“Let’s find somewhere more comfortable and fuck her,” Elliot said, finally.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

I led them into the living room, legs shaking. It was spotless. In the center was a white leather couch, next to a glass coffee table and soft gray rugs.

“Hands and knees,” Elliot ordered.

I slipped off my thong, now fully naked, and climbed up onto the couch, face flushed, cunt leaking down my thighs. I could see my reflection in the dark TV screen, tits hanging, hair messy, lips swollen from sucking cock.

They both stepped in behind me, Elliot gripping my hips while Joe stood in front, cock still hard. Elliot didn’t wait. He spread me wide with his fingers and slid into me in one deep thrust, making me cry out and lurch forward, straight into Joe’s waiting cock.

I opened my mouth, and let Joe push between my lips again as Elliot started pounding me from behind, each thrust making my tits bounce and my moans come out muffled and desperate around Joe’s thick shaft.

“Fuck, this view,” Elliot groaned, fucking me harder and stretching my asshole open with his hands. “This tight married cunt, this fancy fucking house…”

Joe cupped my face, easing in deeper. “You like being spit-roasted, baby? On your knees for us like a good girl?”

I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. I just nodded, tears streaking down my cheeks, mouth stretched around cock while Elliot drilled into me with no mercy.

Joe moaned low and deep as I gagged around him, spit dripping from the corners of my mouth. His hand tightened in my hair, holding me there, using my throat while Elliot rammed into me from behind like he owned me.

Every slap of his hips sent shockwaves through me, his cock hitting that perfect spot, hard and relentless, while his fingers dug into the flesh of my ass. I was shaking, eyes watering, soaked and stuffed and fucking euphoric. My cunt was gripping him tight, milking him, desperate for more.

The pressure built fast. I was soaked, clenching, on the edge. My whole body started to shake, and Elliot must have felt it.

“You gonna come, slut?” he grunted. “Come with your mouth full?”

I moaned around Joe’s cock, barely able to hold myself up, then I exploded, cunt clenching hard, whole body pulsing, vision going black as the orgasm ripped through me. I came hard, gushing around Elliot’s cock, crying out into Joe’s length. They both groaned in approval.

When I finally collapsed forward, trembling, Elliot pulled out and slapped my ass hard.

Joe helped me turn around.

“My turn,” he said with a grin, then nudged my thighs apart.

Elliot knelt in front of me, cock sticky and wet with my juices, stroking it slowly as Joe slid into me, deeper, slower, stretching me all over again.

I opened my mouth again, hungry for Elliot’s cock, and took him between my lips, tasting my release on him, while Joe started to fuck me. Joe’s strokes were longer and firmer than Elliot’s. He pulled completely out, leaving me gaping before slamming so deep into me that it knocked my breath out with each thrust. Hard and regular he fucked me, the pressure quickly building inside me again.

It didn’t take long before my whole body tensed, and I whimpered around Elliot’s cock, digging my nails into the sofa cushions as I came hard. Joe didn’t stop. He grinned through it, slamming into me, groaning about how tight I got when I came.

When I finally caught my breath, Joe pulled out. “I can’t look at that tight little asshole any longer. I’m going to have to fuck it.”

He flipped me onto my back on the cool white leather, pinning my legs high, folding me in half.  He dipped two fingers in my soaking cunt and collected some arousal. Then he slid his fingers down between my cheeks, teasing, testing. My breath caught as he stretched me open.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “I can tell you’ve done this before.”

He guided the head of his cock to my rear entrance, pressing it between the tight ring of muscles. Joe locked eyes with me, then slowly started to push inside, taking his time, letting me feel every inch as he stretched me open.

Elliot tilted my head back and slid into my mouth again from above, just as Joe sank deeper into my ass. The intensity made my eyes roll back. I was completely full, barely able to think, lost in the thick fog of pleasure and filth. Joe’s cock pushed even deeper into my ass, slow but firm, stretching me more than I’d ever dared before. The pressure was unreal; hot, burning, but the way he held my thighs pinned made me feel helpless in the filthiest, most delicious way.

Elliot was above me, one knee on the couch cushion, the other foot planted on the floor, guiding his cock between my lips again. “Such a little, cockslut,” he growled, brushing sweat-soaked hair from my face. “You were made for this. If only your husband could see what a whore of a wife he has.”

I couldn’t reply. My mouth was full, my throat stretched. I moaned around him, drool spilling from the corners of my lips as Joe started to thrust. Slow at first. Just enough to make me feel every single inch. I gasped against Elliot’s cock, hands gripping his thighs for balance as Joe picked up the pace, his hips slapping softly against me with each push.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Joe groaned. “Such a tight little ass… can’t imagine why your husband’s fucking around when he has this at home.”

His thrusts were deeper now, more confident, filling me completely. I could feel every movement. Every stretch. The way they were both using me was filthy and perfect and overwhelming.

“Fucking come for us,” Elliot growled, pressing deeper down my throat.

I did exactly as he told me, release gushing from my open cunt as they fucked me through it. I think I even passed out for a second. And then my body was shaking, rolling away from them onto the floor with a thud. They laughed at my helpless humiliation.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” smirked Elliot.

Monday (cont)

I could barely walk straight, legs shaking as I led them upstairs, still naked. Joe followed close behind, hand trailing over my back, fingers grazing my ass, while Elliot whistled low under his breath at the size of the house.

My bedroom was immaculate. All white, white walls, white sheets, cream rug, a scattering of silver picture frames on the dresser. They stepped inside and both looked straight at the largest photo, me and Nathan on our wedding day.

Elliot let out a low laugh. “Fucking hell,” he said. “You’re about to get ruined in your marital bed.”

Joe just smirked.

They threw me on the bed like I weighed nothing. The sheets were cool beneath my back, the air thick with sex and sweat. I straddled Joe, thighs aching, cunt swollen and soaked. He held my hips as I sank down onto him again, stretching wide around his cock. I gasped, still sensitive, but hungry for more.

Then I felt Elliot behind me. His hands slid over my ass, fingers spreading me open, slicking me up again. I knew what was coming. My stomach fluttered.

“You ready, dirty girl?” he murmured against my neck.

I nodded, too breathless to speak. Joe held me steady while Elliot pushed inside my ass from behind, slow at first, but firm. The feeling of both of them filling me, pressing into me at once, was too much, too good. My body was pinned between them, completely claimed. I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other through my walls. It was perfect.

“Fuck,” Elliot hissed. “So fucking tight. You feel that, Joe?”

Joe groaned beneath me. “Every time you push in, she clamps around me. Jesus.”

I buried my face in Joe’s neck, moaning against his skin as Elliot thrust even deeper, stretching me, splitting me. I cried out, my whole body arching, sweat slick between my shoulder blades, fingers clutching at Joe’s chest.

They moved in sync, Joe thrusting up into me while Elliot rocked from behind, hands gripping my hips. I was undone. Gone. Just moaning, gripping Joe’s chest, letting them use me how they wanted. The pressure, the stretch, the heat, it was overwhelming.

I was clenching around both of them, crying out, helpless under the weight of sensation. Their rhythm grew harder, deeper, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. My fingers dug into Joe’s chest. Then it hit me.

My whole body arched, shuddering violently as I came, loud, messy, no control. I gasped and cried out, feeling myself gush around them, completely overwhelmed, soaked, and shaking. They groaned in unison, slowing only slightly, holding me between them as I rode out the waves.

When they finally pulled out, I collapsed forward onto Joe’s chest, breathing hard, my skin flushed and tingling. I rolled off, laying back on the bed, completely fucked.

Both men moved above me, holding cocks that were hard and throbbing. Elliot was first. Joe followed close behind. Warm cum spilled across my face, my tits, my tongue catching some of it. I moaned softly, still trembling as they both groaned, watching me with smug, satisfied grins as they pumped load after load of cum all over me.

I stayed there, breathless, skin streaked, feeling completely satisfied. My body was wrecked, legs shaking, cunt pulsing, ass stretched and sore, but I didn’t care. I felt floaty, euphoric, used in the best fucking way.

Elliot grabbed a towel from the ensuite and tossed it to me. “Here. Before you start dripping all over that fancy carpet.”

I wiped myself down, legs still shaking as I stood, skin flushed and sticky, every nerve still tingling. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, hair wild, lips swollen, body flushed. I dived into the ensuite shower, washing myself down while the guys joked and laughed in the bedroom.

As I turned the water off, I heard it. The slow crunch of tires on the gravel outside.

My whole body tensed.

“Fuck,” I breathed, freezing with the towel half-wrapped round me. “That’s Nathan’s car.”

Elliot’s smile vanished.

Joe blinked. “Wait… your husband? I thought he was…”

“Work. He wasn’t supposed to be back till this evening.”

Elliot and Joe started hurriedly pulling on their jeans and stuffing their big cocks into their underwear. I grabbed a dressing gown.

“I’ll distract him. When you hear me moaning, creep down the stairs and out the front door,” I said, my heart racing.

I didn’t wait to answer, I was already halfway down the stairs, tying my robe tight, trying to slow my breathing. My skin still tingled. I could hear keys jangling, the front door unlocking.

I plastered on a smile and went to meet him at the door.

“Hey,” I said. “You’re home early.”

He stepped in, frowning slightly. “Er… yeah, had to pick up some papers. Aren’t you usually at the gym on a Monday lunchtime?”

He was right, this was usually one of my fitness lessons. I’d completely forgotten with the excitement of having two men over. He closed the door and looked me up and down. “Why are you naked?”

I leaned up and kissed his cheek to hide my blush. “Just got out of the shower,” I said, slipping my arm around his waist.

His eyes softened a little. “You look flushed.”

“Yeah, been… masturbating,” I said, giving him a sexy side-eye. “Want to help me out?”

He gave me a filthy look. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

Above us, the floor creaked once, then silence. Nathan didn’t seem to notice.

I took his hand. “Let’s go to the living room, the bedroom is too far, and I’m too horny.”

Nathan raised an eyebrow, but he let me pull him toward the living room, clearly trying to figure out what the hell had gotten into me. I pushed him down onto the white sofa, the same one I’d been thoroughly fucked on less than an half an hour ago, and straddled his lap.

He opened his mouth to speak, but I leaned in and kissed him hard, grinding slightly, hands already unbuttoning his shirt. “Shhh,” I whispered.

“Bloody hell, Claire,” he muttered, already hard beneath me.

I slipped down his chest, slow and teasing, keeping eye contact the whole way. From upstairs, the faintest shuffle. I needed to be louder.

I moaned quietly as I nuzzled into his neck, trailing kisses along his skin. “I’ve been thinking about you all morning,” I whispered, exaggerating the breathiness in my voice. “Couldn’t stop touching myself.”

I turned around slowly, straddling his face with my back to him, spreading my legs and lowering my pussy onto his mouth. My thighs clamped around his head. Try hearing something now, you bastard.

His tongue snaked out, licking up my slit that was already leaking arousal again. I unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock that was already getting hard. I clamped my legs against his ears and bent over, taking him deep into my mouth.

“Mmm,” I moaned loudly around him.

His tongue was buried deep in my cunt, his nose in my ass. I grinded against him, making as much noise as I could. I took him out of my mouth and threw my head back.

“Oh, yes, fuck,” I moaned, trying to make my voice carry up the stairs. “Mmm, yes…”

The guys got the signal. I saw them creeping down the stairs on tip-toe. I upped my moaning even more. Nathan locked his mouth around my clit and sucked, and my moans became real. Suddenly I was coming, his hard cock in my throat.

I heard the front door click quietly closed.

Relief flooded through me, chased fast by arousal. Nearly getting caught had made me feel even more horny. And now I could let go.

Nathan’s hands gripped my thighs, pulling me down tighter on his face. I rocked my hips against his mouth, my cunt messy and overstimulated, but god, it still felt good. I pulled out his cock, dragging my tongue along the length of it, bobbing slow and sloppy, letting spit drip down onto him.

Nathan groaned beneath me as I sucked his dick.

“Jesus Christ, Claire,” he gasped when I pulled off him for breath, “what’s gotten into you?”

You don’t want to know.

I just smiled, flicking my tongue over his tip, then lowering myself back down with another loud, drawn-out moan. “Missed you,” I lied, cunt clenching around his tongue as I took his cock all the way down my throat.

I shifted around on him, twisting my body until I was facing him again, still flushed and slick with sweat. He looked dazed, his face soaked from my pussy. I reached between us, took his cock in hand, and guided him into my aching cunt. I winced at the stretch. I was already sore from being used like a toy by two hung men, but the pain only made it better. It reminded me how filthy I’d been. How filthy I still was. And nearly getting caught made it even more exciting.

I rode him hard, hips slamming down, chasing yet another orgasm. My thighs ached, my cunt was sore and stretched from earlier, but I didn’t stop. My bare tits bounced around, slapping against each other. Nathan gripped my hips tightly, trying to keep up.

His chest was rising and falling fast beneath me. “Fuck… Claire… slow down… fuck… you’ll make me come.”

But I didn’t. I fucked him harder. His cock throbbed inside me, swollen and twitching. I felt the telltale pulse, then the warm rush as he spilled, groaning from deep in his chest, head tipped back.

Three men. One lucky wife.

Nathan pulled up his pants, doing the buttons in a daze, still catching his breath. I stayed where I was, flushed and grinning, only half-bothered to tie my gown. My thighs were wet with the mess of everything, and I didn’t care.

“I’d better get back to work then,” said Nathan.

Then came a knock at the door.

He flinched. Just slightly. But I caught it.

I raised an eyebrow. “Expecting someone?”

He hesitated. “Sophie said she might…”

Really? The bastard was going to bang Sophie while I was at the gym.

I beat him to the front door and opened it. The dressing down barely covered my pussy, and certainly didn’t cover the sight of cum running down my inner thighs.

Sophie stood there. She was early twenties, dark bob with a bold blonde streak right at the front. Massive tits pushing at the buttons of a tight white blouse, tucked into a pencil skirt with fishnet tights and stompy black Doc Martens that said she didn’t give a fuck about the office dress code. I’d met her plenty of times before, but I’d forgotten how fucking hot she was.

She didn’t blink at my robe. Just smiled, all lip gloss and fake innocence.

“Hi. I’m just picking up some drawings from Nathan,” she said, eyes flicking briefly down my body. “I thought you’d be at the gym.”

Of course you did, you filthy whore.

Nathan appeared beside me, suddenly all business. “Hey. Yeah, got them here.”

He handed over a rolled-up set of prints, not looking at either of us.

Sophie gave me a polite smile that didn’t reach anywhere near her eyes. “Nice to see you again, Claire.”

And then she turned, walked to her bright red sports car, and spun the wheels off down the drive.

I closed the door slowly and turned to Nathan, who was already halfway up the stairs, pretending he hadn’t just been planning to fuck his assistant in my bed.

The sneaky bastard.

Tuesday

The minute Nathan reversed off the drive, coffee in hand and briefcase in the passenger seat, I practically skipped back into the house. My robe hit the floor before I even reached the bedroom.

I grabbed my phone, sprawled out naked across the bed, and started snapping. Legs parted, hand on my tits, hair messy. Just enough light to catch everything. I made sure to show them the faint red marks still on my hips where they'd held me down. Let them see my stretched out cunt.

I popped my butt plug in, knelt on the bed with my back arched and snapped some more photos in the mirror.

I sent the photos to Joe and Elliot, with a note: “Still sore. Still wet. When’s round two?”

I didn’t even bother waiting for a reply before heading downstairs to make coffee, still naked, still with the plug in, and still grinning.

This week was already shaping up nicely.

But at the back of my mind, there was something else. I couldn’t shake the image of Sophie. That smug little smile. The bold streak in her hair. I couldn’t stop thinking about the huge tits I’d seen in the photos, the juicy nipples with their iron bars through the middle.

There was an event coming up at the weekend, a work thing for Nathan’s firm. The CEO was throwing a party in his garden, and both Nathan and I were invited. Sophie would be there too. Sophie and her massive fucking tits. I bet Nathan and Sophie were planning to sneak off somewhere, but suddenly I had my own plan.

I was wondering if maybe I could get Sophie into bed instead. That would teach him.
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