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Suspicion




I’m lying here in the dark, flat on my back, naked.

It’s after one-thirty in the morning, and my cock is hard for no good reason.

Or maybe for the only reason that’s been rattling around in my head for months.

My wife isn’t home.

She hasn’t been home since she left for work this morning in the shortest skirt I’ve ever seen her wear to the office. And I’m pretty sure she wore the lingerie I got her last Valentine’s Day that she’s never once worn for me.

She didn’t come home for dinner. Said something about plans with the girls after work. I honestly don’t remember the last time we ate dinner together—did anything together. She’s always working late or meeting friends. She doesn’t even bother with details anymore and if I press, she accuses me of being controlling, jealous.

And maybe I am.

But that doesn’t mean I’m wrong.

It didn’t used to be like this. We used to have sex. Good sex. When we were first married, we fucked all the time, and she was adventurous, kinky even. That lasted about a year, I think. Then it was not very often, she was too tired or had to get up early. But she let me fuck her often enough to remind me I was her husband.

Now? I don’t remember the last time I was inside her. It’s been months.

She’s been avoiding my touch, sliding out of bed early, going out all the time and coming home so late, I’m usually asleep when she walks through the door. It’s hard not to assume the worst.

Especially because she’s also been… different.

Happier.

Glowing.

Like there’s some secret she’s carrying around that makes her smile when she thinks I’m not looking.

All the clichéd signs are there.

She’s been going to the gym more. Running in the mornings. Those tight little tank tops she wears cling to her now in ways that make me ache. She’s always been beautiful, but lately she’s stunning.

She’s even started dressing differently for work. Pencil skirts with slits that ride up her thigh when she sits. Her blouse unbuttoned one too far. Heels that lift her ass and make her legs go on forever.

When I see her leave for the day dressed like everything is a bit too tight and a bit too short—fuck, I’m hard by the time the door closes. I’m convinced she’s dressing for someone else to enjoy.

She keeps her naturally platinum blonde hair long and straight. It lands just past her shoulders, always smelling faintly of her expensive conditioner when she walks past. Her skin has that caramel tint to it she only gets when she’s been spending more time outdoors. And her eyes… bright blue and sharper than I remember.

Everything about her just seems better, happier, sexier, and she’s not making the effort for me, that’s for sure. 



The Boss

I can’t help but think the worst. I’ve started picturing her with her boss. I met him once and he’s the type who talks like he knows everyone will listen. He’s tall, confident, wears bespoke Italian suits. I hated him on sight.

It’s so easy to imagine her in his office after hours—just the two of them working late. The blinds drawn. Most of the lights in the office are shut off by now, but there’s a soft light coming from a desk lamp in his corner office.

She slips into his office without knocking and he looks up, smiling and obviously expecting her.

“Got those revisions for me?” he asks, not even pretending he isn’t looking at her long legs, at the slit in her skirt and cleavage peeking out of that blouse that needs at least two more buttons fastened. 


“Of course.” 

She drops the folder on his desk and he doesn’t even bother to look at it.

“I highlighted the projections we talked about.” 
“Perfect.” He grins, staring straight at her tits.

“You look incredible today.” 
She smiles. 
“Maybe I should get HR in here.”
“Hmm… well then, I should make that complaint worth the trouble. Turn around, let me see you.”

She turns, teasing and laughing softly. She gives her ass a shake, playing into it.

“Like this skirt? It’s new.” 
“Mhmmm.” He stands up, moving into position behind her, hands finding her hips.
“I’d like it better on the floor.”

She groans, breaking into a laugh. It’s such a cheesy line and they both know it, but it’s working. When he steps forward, pressing himself into the back of her, her breath catches.

His hands find her hips and turn her to face him. He moves her back until her thighs touch the edge of his desk. He keeps one hand low on her hip, the other sliding up, and his gaze follows his hands to her exposed cleavage, then her lips. He looks at her mouth, then kisses her deeply, sliding his tongue into her mouth without hesitation, knowing it’s welcome. I know that soft sound she makes into his mouth, half-sigh, half-yes because she used to make it for me.

“Should we close the door?” he murmurs as his mouth moves across her cheek and down her neck. Her head tilts back, lips parted.

“Why bother?”

He pushes himself between her legs, pushing her back onto the desk and spreading her thighs. Her skirt rides up high on her thighs. He looks down and smiles.

“Pretty panties.”

“I wore them just for you.”

He laughs out loud at her little joke.

“Of course, who else would you have worn them for, your husband?”

She giggles in response, but it’s quickly cut off by another kiss and his hands moving down her calves and back up again, over her thighs, pushing her skirt even higher until he reaches the triangle of lace I gave her as a Valentine’s gift, rubbing a thumb over it and making her moan softly.

Then his fingers are hooking under the delicate lace, tugging at it and sliding it deftly down her legs like he’s done it a hundred times before.

He moves back into position between her legs, both hands gripping her hips and pulling her into him so he can grind his dick against her through his pants.

Her fingers barely hesitate as she finds his belt and slides it through the buckle. Before he can blink, his zipper is undone, his trousers are tugged down and she has him in her hands—hard, long, and much thicker than mine. He has the cock she wishes out loud I had when she’s had a couple glasses of wine. She strokes him a few times, slow, teasing a moan out of him before he has her wrists in his hands pulling them over her head. She’s laying back, legs spread wide, pussy glistening and open for him as she pushes things out of her way. The forgotten folder she brought in with her slides to the floor with a soft slap.

He's got his dick in his hand, staring down at her as he strokes it.

“Condom?”

“What?” she says, confused.

“Why bother?” she asks again, making it clear they’ve fucked here, on this desk, with no condoms many times before.

With that, he answers with the head of that thick cock, sliding over slick heat before he pushes inside her in one sure, easy glide.

Her breath catches. His does too.

“Fuck,” he says as he begins to thrust. “I love your perfect pussy.”

He leans over the desk with one hand, the other hooking behind her knee and lifting. Her heel knocks against the desk drawer. He moves his hips, thrusting slow and deep like he’s got all the time in the world. He knows what he’s doing and exactly how to work her into an orgasmic frenzy. The desk creaks. She bites her lip and then forgets to, eyes sliding shut as she moans—soft at first, then louder, like she can’t hold it back.

“Look at me,” he demands. Her eyes pop open again, eyes glassy with lust as she stares up at him, lips parted as she gasps and moans louder. He smiles.

“That’s it. Good girl, take it all.”

His thumb finds her clit, because of course it does. He circles, and her hips jump. She reaches for the edge of the desk, her desperation growing. Her hands grasp at his chest, as she whispers raggedly.

“More.”

He leans into it, presses deeper, thrust harder but refuses to go any faster, knowing he’s driving her slowly toward oblivion. Her hands fall away as she arches and begins to whine.

He says filthy things to her while he fucks her—quiet, confident things I can’t bear to imagine. I know she loves it, when a man talks to her like that and I’ve never been able to bring myself to do it.

He’s telling her how tight she is, how pretty her noises are. That she’s going to cum for her boss like a good girl and make a mess on his desk.

And she does. He’s found her clit, pink, swollen and sensitive, rubbing in circles, all the while pumping into her slow and hard, refusing to go faster while she’s barely hanging onto control. And then suddenly, he’s slamming into her quick and fierce, hands gripping her hips as he’s driving into her hard and quick. Then comes the sudden panting as she edges closer, the way she clenches her stomach and her body lifts off the desk toward him, the way her thighs tense and shake. She goes silent for a beat, eyes wide, and then she makes that sound I know—raw, involuntary, animal—and claws for the edge of the desk. He thrusts through it, rougher now, chasing his own finish. It doesn’t take long. His hips lock, he swears into her hair, his cock buried deep while he pours into her, hot and bare, unprotected because she wanted it that way.

She feels it. I know she does. That’s why she smiles when he finally eases out, warm cum slowly dribbles from her still-pulsing, swollen pussy. He looks down at what he’s done to her, admiring his work, then drags two fingers through the mess and pushes them back inside her with a low groan.

She moans softly and arches as he pumps his fingers a few times and pulls them from her cum-soaked cunt. When he pulls her up to him, he slips those wet fingers into her mouth and their eyes lock as she sucks on them.

◆◆◆

My hand is already around my cock without me remembering putting it there. I’m leaking, chest tight, jaw clenched. The phone buzzes on my nightstand. Not her. Just the alarm: 2:00 a.m.

I texted an hour ago.

Everything okay?

She saw it. She left me on read.


The Bar

She won’t still be at the office at this hour. She probably left hours ago, heading for the little bar she and her friends love. Low lighting, velvet booths and mahogany tabletops, each with their own flickering votive candle, hide wandering hands and stolen kisses in the shadows. In the center of it all, an old brass bar sparkles in the candlelight, where strangers lean too close to be polite.

The band plays slow, sultry numbers—the kind made for grinding bodies, for kisses that taste of bourbon, for slipping out the door and into the night to make some deliciously bad decisions.

Why did imaging her at a place like this make me so hard? The more I think about what she might be doing with someone else, the more vivid the images get as I edge into the night. I can’t seem to stop, not that I try. I don’t fight it. I never do.

She’s at the bar on a tall stool, her friends already on the dance floor, while she finishes a lemon drop martini—not her first of the night. A man at her left leans in to talk, and she turns her head, hair brushing his sleeve. A heel dangles from one foot as she laughs at something he says.

“What are you drinking?” he asks.

“Surprise me.” She turns toward him, body language inviting him to flirt.

“You enjoy an adventure,” a second man says, sliding up behind her.

“I do enjoy adventures,” she replies as she swivels away from the bar.

She smiles at the second and lets the first one touch the back of her arm when he reaches to signal the bartender. His hand lingers, but she doesn’t move away.

She should, she’s a married woman. But it’s so obvious she doesn’t even care. Would she be wearing her wedding ring? Yes. She enjoys that these men are hitting on her even when the gold band on her finger makes it clear she belongs to someone else. 

The first man slips a frosted glass with something clear and cold into her hand. 
“I’m Nick.”

Thanks for the drink, Nick,” she says, meeting his eyes as she takes a sip of the offered drink.

She tastes it, tongue peeking between her lips, and nods. “Not bad.”

“Not good?” Nick teases.

“Not as good as you want it to be,” she says, tilting her chin up so he has to come closer to hear her. “But I appreciate the effort.”

The other man laughs, low. “You’re trouble.”

“Men keep saying that,” she says. “Can’t imagine why.”

The music shifts—bass-heavy, slow enough that bodies start to move even when people pretend they aren’t dancing. He offers a hand.

“I’m Alex, dance with me.”

She looks at his palm, then at his mouth, then puts her hand in his.

They step onto the low-lit dance floor. His hands find her hips without asking. She lets him pull her back against him, the line of her body slotting into his like a thing she’s practiced. When he lowers one hand to her upper thigh, she doesn’t stop him. She leans into his chest and rolls her hips with the beat. His lips begin to devour her neck and her lips part in an inaudible moan as she makes eye contact with Nick standing back at the bar.

He watches her intently for a few moments, then steps in, taking the space in front of her. She rewards him with a smile as he moves closer, falling into step so easily with the dancing couple, instantly creating a threesome that is impossible to watch without seeing them in bed together.

Nick towers over her, but she takes his tie between two fingers and pulls him down to her mouth for a quick, filthy kiss. Alex makes a sound that could be surprise or approval and slides his hand higher. The hem of her skirt climbs with it.

“You are an adventurous woman, aren’t you,” Nick murmurs into her ear.

“She’s going to get us into trouble,” comments Alex as he grinds into her ass.

She can feel his erection and reaches back to run her hand lightly down the front of his pants. Her other hand does the same with Nick, finding him just as hard.

“Am I the only one of us who loves adventure?” she asks and laughs when both men exhale at the same time.

Another song bleeds into the next, the men move their hands over every inch of her they can get away with, as they turn her, trading off deep kisses as they slowly grind away to the music.

Alex lowers his mouth to her ear. Nobody but her can hear him over the music, his tone is confident, dirty, amused. Nick has his hands spread across her ribs, holding her close to him, thumbs slowly grazing the swell of her breasts through her shirt. Not quite touching her nipple, just suggesting that’s where he’s headed. She doesn’t tilt away. She looks up at him and holds his gaze while Alex drags her against the hard line of his body as he whispers an invitation.

“You’re a bad girl, I think we should take you home.” I can hear it in my head as clearly as if I’m standing there.

She tips her head, playing at innocence. “What? I don’t want to go home yet.”

“With us,” Nick finishes for Alex. “To my place.”

“Oh.”

She sounds surprised, realizing these two know each other and have been working her toward this since hello.

“That sounds like a very reckless adventure,” she says, smiling.

“Probably,” says Alex. “But you’re the adventurous one. You’re coming anyway, aren’t you.”

It wasn’t a question. She’s coming and they know it. She proves it by taking both of their hands—one left, one right—and walking them off the dance floor without looking back.


The Ride

Nick orders an Uber and they slide into the backseat in the same formation they’d used on the dance floor—one man on either side and nobody is keeping their hands to themselves.

There’s no point in being discreet in the darkness of that backseat and they’re completely oblivious to the driver glancing back as Nick grips her chin and dives tongue first into devouring her mouth while Alex slides his hands over her thighs and pushes her skirt up so his fingers can more easily find their target. He pulls her panties to the side and finds her pussy slick and ready as he gently slides two fingers into her.

There she is, my wife, bucking her hips as some stranger fucks her with his fingers—two, then three when he realizes how soaked she is. The sound she makes when that third finger finds its way inside makes both men groan.

When Nick breaks their kiss and starts working the buttons on her blouse, she leans back, mouth open, one hand on the back of his neck as he pulls it open and begins to feast on lace covered breasts.

“Jesus,” says Alex, fingers deep inside her, eyes watching Nick’s mouth find a taut nipple to bite, his voice gone rough. “You’re soaked.”

She only moans in response and lifts her head, realizing they are not alone, meeting the driver’s gaze in the rearview mirror. He flicks his eyes back to the road, his mouth gaping in a lecherous grin. The city slides by them in a blur of streetlights, cars and others pouring out of bars with new acquaintances.

Nick has worked her bra down and taken that nipple into his mouth, nipping and soothing with teeth and tongue. She arches, lips parting on a breath. Alex curls his fingers into her slow and deep as her thighs fall open against both men. She’s making urgent, helpless sounds moving quickly toward an orgasm spurred on by the fact that they have an audience.

“Open for me,” commands Nick roughly. “Come on, let him in.”

She does and Alex drives his fingers deeper, then pulls back, teasing, then pushes in again and again, relentlessly holding her against the edge. He’s expertly refusing to let her topple over it before he wants her to. Nick tugs her nipple, gripping it between teeth, sending sharp sensation through her body and she swears, hand fisting in his hair.

“Tell me what you want,” Alex says into her ear.

“I—” She swallows, jaw tight. “I want it.”

“What do you want, baby? Use your words.” He mocks and laughs softly.

Her laugh bleeds into a moan. “Make me cum, please.”

“Good girl,” says Alex, rewarding her with quick, deep strokes, while his thumb settles over her clit, rubbing against it with each thrust upward. She bites her lip, letting go of a grinding moan that she would be embarrassed if the driver cared, but he doesn’t. He just glances up again with that same drooling smile.


The Apartment

Nick is pulling her blouse closed and skirt down as they pull up to the curb in front of his building. Alex offers her a hand, as she slides out of the back of the Uber and they don’t even look back as the driver watches, probably already rubbing against the erection he’s left with.

Nick’s place is in some expensive New York building, she has no idea where they are, Upper West Side maybe? It doesn’t matter. She grips her blouse closed as they pass through the door held open by a doorman and glide through the lobby into the elevator. The doors aren’t even closed entirely when her knees hit the floor and she’s trying to work two zippers down at the same time. The pair help her out, working themselves out of their boxer briefs, hands gripping and guiding their stiff cocks to her hands and then toward her lips. She’s got one cock pushing into her throat while she fists the other. She’d have both in her mouth at the same time if there was a way to manage it, greedy slut that she is.

The elevator is heated and filled with the sounds of men groaning and her slurping as her tongue wraps around one swollen head, then slides over the other. Somehow, one of them has the presence of mind to hit the stop button on the elevator as it opens on their floor, so they can once again, gather themselves together to make it down the hall to the penthouse apartment they’re headed for.

They find the door and Nick closes it behind them with a soft click of the lock, and then it’s fast, decisive, not frantic. She’s against the wall in the hallway and they’re finally peeling every stitch off clothing her: the skirt, blouse, bra and expensive panties all tossed to the floor without a backward glance. Instead, they feast on the sight of her gorgeous, naked body, lush breasts, perfect pussy, impossibly long legs shaped by the stilettos they’ve left on.

Alex takes a step toward her, sliding his hands up her ribcage and cupping her breasts, thumbing her nipples and watching them pucker, diamond-hard, as he plays with them. He leans toward her for one hard probing kiss before dragging his lips across her cheek and down her neck, his body pressing her into the wall.

And rather than drag her down the hall to a bedroom, he’s quickly dragging his zipper down again and freeing his cock with a soft thud against her belly. He’s heavy, thick, hard in his own hand as he pushes his head down and drags it against her clit as he watches her face, watches her eyes close as she loses herself in the pleasure of being taken.

His hands slide down over her hips and under her ass, as he lifts her up and smoothly turns her toward the wall, propping her against it so he can grab his rigid dick and aim it as it drives into her pussy.

She gasps as he drills in balls deep with one single thrust and her dripping hole has no choice but to take in every inch all at once. And then he’s jerking his hips into her violently, nailing her into the wall with his granite-hard dick. After just a few moments, he’s turned around, leaning back against the wall, hands gripping her thighs, holding her up as he thrusts up and into her in steady, quick strokes.

Nick, not willing to be left out, presses his body against her, gently sinking his teeth into her neck from behind as she feels him press against her ass cheeks. She realizes it’s a wordless request for permission and she leans back, her head resting on his shoulder as she bounces on Alex’s cock.

The men share a look and Nick smiles against her neck like he just won a bet.

He slides a middle finger into his mouth, sliding it between her cheeks, finding her tight puckered asshole and slowly pushed his wet finger in. Her low, feral moan makes his dick throb as it morphs into a whine of whorish need.

“Put it in. Fuck my ass.” Her voice is hoarse, the words more a moan than anything else, but he doesn’t need any further encouragement.

Crudely he spits in his hand and rubs it over his swollen head before sinking it into her ass, slowly easing it in with a low curse until his hips push against her ass, fingers sinking into her hips.

They’re both inside her, pausing for a moment as she pants with the discomfort of being so full, so filled. Alex kisses her open mouth, swallowing her screams of ecstasy as Nick starts to move, long strokes, filling and pulling and filling again, slowly gaining momentum. His hands move up to grip her breasts, kneading them and teasing the nipples as he fucks her ass and presses his lips to her ear.

“Good girl,” Nick groans. “Take me.”

Alex finally begins to move again and just like that, they’re all moving together in the same rhythm they first found on the dance floor just a few hours before. Her low guttural moans shift into whining and whimpers as Alex changes the angle, a shift of his hips and a tighter grip at her waist and then he slams into her hard, deep, relentless. He watches her response, her mouth is soft and open, eyes rolling in the back of her head as she is lost in the overwhelming sensation of it all. The sound that tears out of her isn’t polite. She’s crying out like a wounded animal as she cums, drenching his cock.

“Oh fuck,” says Nick. “Feel that? God, she’s clamping down on me.”

“Eyes on me,” says Alex, and she tries, she does, but they roll half-up when Nick drives in hard and Alex is reaching down, rubbing her clit, sending her into new waves of orgasmic oblivion.

Soon, she’s whining with need like moments before and this time, when she comes, it’s like a snapped string. It goes through her in a jolt of electricity that takes her knees out from under her and makes her claw marks into Alex’s chest as he drives into her dripping pussy. They both keep fucking her through it; Alex keeps his thumb on her clit until she’s panting for air, not letting up as he drills into her matching the rhythm of Nick’s shaft as it disappears into her ass, stroke for stroke.

“That’s it, baby,” Nick says, groaning out the words. “Squeeze my cock, milk me, I’m gonna fill your ass.”

He doesn’t make it much longer. He growls and digs his fingers into her breasts as he sinks deep and stays there, breath leaving him in a punched-out grunt, and I see it: that locked, helpless stillness of him finishing inside her. The hot flood of cum filling her, defiling her in the best, most perverse way. The way her mouth is open in a ragged sigh because she feels him empty into her and it sends an aftershock of pleasure through her.

She’s sagging between them, held up by the two of them as Alex reaches his edge moments after his friend. Her quivering orgasmic cunt sucks at his thick, pumping cock as he fills her with a jet stream of cum that coats the inside of her. Both men are still breathing hard when they slowly extract themselves from her. For a beat the world goes soft and slow. Her body is limp against them both, eyes unfocused.

She looks down, dazed, and laughs softly, a little unsteady, like she can’t believe how good she feels. Nick kisses her shoulder. Alex kisses her mouth before they bring her gently back to her feet, holding her steady.

One of them reaches for her discarded clothing as the other leads her to the bathroom. Even after they cleanse and dress her, she’ll be marked. Ruined. A cheating wife.

◆◆◆

I can see it clear as fuck in my mind: two huge dicks filling her filthy snatch with cum. Both emptying inside her on the same night, one after the other, because they wanted to and because she let them and because she liked it.

My hand has been moving faster without me telling it to. I’m breathing like I ran stairs. I want, more than anything, in this moment, for her to be somewhere, being used by these strangers—fucked, filled, violated with their dicks. My cock has never been harder. Precum is running down my hand as I replay the moments of this scene where my wife let herself be fucked by strangers.

“You let them cum inside you,” I whisper into the dark before I can stop myself.

My hips jerk. “You let two strangers fuck you raw and fill you. You let him fuck your ass. You liked it. You filthy cheating whore!”

The orgasm rips through me on that last, sharp and humiliating. Cum spatters hot across my stomach and up my chest. I grunt, a pathetic sound I’d hate if anyone heard it. My eyes are squeezed shut while the images keep going—her hair wrecked, her makeup smeared, her skirt bunched up on the floor, her legs spread, cum sliding warm from her used cunt.

I breathe. The room slows down around me. I reach blindly for a tissue that isn’t there.

When I open my eyes, I’m not alone. Shame rips through me.

She’s standing in the doorway.

She heard every word.

One hand on the frame, her heels dangling from the other, hair out of place, lipstick smudged, skirt wrinkled, blouse with maybe two buttons done. Her eyes go from my face to my fist wrapped around my cock to the mess on my stomach, and then back to my face.

She’s been watching me.

And she’s smiling.
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