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I took a call from a reporter I hadn’t heard of before, but I was going down to the building lobby for a coffee and croissant anyway, and he said he was already down there, just needed a couple talking points.
“Look, no problem,” I said, as long as you don’t mind me spitting crumbs at you as we talk.”
He laughed more affectionately than I was ready for and it gave me pause. There was nothing in my relationship with Daniel that can explain it, nothing I was particularly missing in life, nothing I my past behaviors, no trauma I was working out. But before I went down the immaculate brushed titanium elevator, I popped into the ladies room and fluffed my hair, did my lips, straightened my skirt and top.
I stepped off the elevator determined to put on my power speed professional stride and set the tone for what I decided was going to be a quick hit. But I stopped and stumbled and made people behind me bump and pass and scowl over their shoulders at me. Sitting in the building atrium at a tiny table for two was none other than Zane Jackson.
Zane was in the same group I fell in with back in college. He was the one, and I believe every woman has one of these, who I would end up alone with, or stuffed in the back seat of a car with, the one guy I couldn’t stop bumping into, but who also I missed with on every swing. Someone would come in, the phone would ring, or he’d have a girlfriend or at least a date, or I would have a boyfriend. He was the guy who I never got to tell how I felt, my Jim to his Pam.
He waved me over like he was waiting for me, like my appearance was not the shock to him that his was to me. “Zane, I . . . “ I started, and shook my head. “But I’m supposed to me meeting somebody down here right now.” I scanned around for the stupid reporter, another obstacle like the same pattern was never going to give up.
“Tall oat milk latte, one extra shot, no sweetener, lid on, croissant, one pat of butter, right?” he said, gesturing with his hand to the chair opposite him and my always-order already on the table piping hot and ready.
“Zane, I . . . “ I started again, and I hooked my thumb over my shoulder. I could feel my face flush, my chest go red. He still had that boyish flop of hair, that easy and crushing smile, partly crooked, those eyes so innocent you wanted to kiss them closed.
Then he put on a voice that made me pull my chin in. The reporter’s voice. I nodded, pulled out the chair, slipped down into it, and jutted my jaw sideways at him. “Crafty as always,” I said, and I sipped the coffee. He remembered.
“You remembered how I take it,” I said.
“I memorized it,” he replied. “But never got a chance to use that spy-craft.”
“Not for any lack of effort on my side,” I said, immediately dropping my eyes down for having given that much away so quickly. But what did he mean, never got the chance?
“I heard you got married,” he said.
“Nope, false rumors, fake news,” I said so quickly I shocked myself. I sipped my coffee to hide my expression, which was screwed up at myself if you can picture that. Why would I lie so quickly and easily about so fundamental a thing as that? I wore my ring on a chain around my neck, I could never stand the feeling of something on my fingers, maybe fear of snagging rope, I spent so much time on dad’s boat.
We talked so easily and so instantly deeply, my phone buzzed and I noticed it was my colleague upstairs, a text saying “ARE YOU ALIVE?”
“Oh shit,” I said to Zane, “you made me late.”
“Maybe after work?” he said. “A drink?”
“I’ll call you,” I said, and I rushed back upstairs. “But it was unbelievable to see you, Zane, really,” I said over my shoulder.
I called Daniel mid-afternoon. “Hey, so, an old college buddy popped up in town, would you mind terribly if I stayed downtown a bit for a drink after work?”
“One of your old friends?” he said.
“One of the ones that was around, not one of the friends friends,” I said. He had come to learn the names of all of them through my repeated stories of those times. But he never heard the name Zane. I kept those worlds separated.
“Sounds like a guy,” he said and he laughed like it was a good joke.
“It is actually,” I said reluctantly, but I liked to get out in front of things before I even have the chance to lie. I grimaced at anticipation of his response.
But he said, “Sounds like fun, take your time, why not have dinner too, no reason to fight rush hour traffic.”
“You’re okay with that?”
“My wife pretending to work late while she sneaks off for drinks and dinner with some old mysterious friend she never mentioned from her wild college years?” he said, and he chuckled. “Who wouldn’t be okay with that?”
“I’m serious though,” I said.
“Oh, it’s a serious one, is it?”
“It’s not like that,” I said.
“Babe,” he said, “it’s not like I don’t know you were in college away from home going to parties, etc etc etc. If he’s one of the ones that got away,” he said and he laughed again, “take your time, have a drink, have dinner. What’s life for, right?”
“I’ll text you later,” I said.
I ended the call and drove the corner of my phone into my forehead, bounced it there, and smirked to myself. Then I texted Zane. I told him where to meet me, and when. My favorite dark and private place.
I never laughed so much. We shared stories of how we both, as it turned out, continually concocted ways to meet up with each other “by surprise” but how each time, someone was tagging along, or something got in our way.
I went to the bathroom and texted my husband. “Won’t be long, we’re wrapping up now I think.”
“Don’t rush,” he came back with. “Accident on the freeway, you might as well spend time there than on the highway.”
Here I had been trying every which way to spend time with Zane back then, only to be thwarted each time, and now I was trying to get away from him, but every attempt failed.
We’d eaten and it was time to give our table up to people waiting to get in, so we strolled awhile, both of us unable to stop talking for even a moment, before we ended up in front of the Buchanan Hotel.
“This is me,” he said.
“Oh, look at you,” I said and I made a face. “La-dee-dah, the Buchanan no less!’ I said and I patted his arm and laughed. He threw his arm around my waist and steered me into the lobby. It just happened naturally. The lobby bar was busy and noisy, some kind of special occasion going on, and we both steered toward the bank of elevators.
“Yeah, no,” I said.
“We were neither of us good in noisy crowds.”
“No, we were’t,”I said thoughtfully, my head resting back on his shoulder, my hand flat on his stomach. He pulled his hand around my shoulder, bent me to him, kissed the top of my head.
“Zane,” I whispered on an inhale. The elevator doors opened and we stumbled inside. Before they closed, our lips were sealed, our hands were driving through each other’s hair, and our hips were pressing.
We didn’t talk but we laughed like teens getting away with firecrackers the way we weaved and bumped down the silent carpeted hallway. He brushed his card over the door ad we fell inside. I took a moment to glance around at the luxury room, never having actually been inside anything quite like it, but the moment didn’t last long before Zane pressed me against the wall, took my wrists in his hand and pinned them above my head, and kissed down from my temple to my cheek to my jaw to my neck, and then down my chest.
Kissing my blouse, I laughed and struggled free of his grip and spun away, laughing, walking backwards, kicking off my pumps and undoing the buttons down the front of my blouse.
He was cocky following me into the main room of his hotel suite, undoing his shirt, and when I twisted to unclasp and drop down the zipper at the side of my skirt, he unlashed his belt, opened his pants, and we both, in some kind of dance, stopped to let our skirt and pants crumple around our feet at the same time.
I dashed in only bra and panties though the double doors that lead to his bedroom. In only his black boxers, he followed me in, and only when he closed the doors behind himself did I startle at the sudden intimacy of it.
“Zane, there’s something I need to tell you,” I said between his kisses all over my mouth.
He took my breast in his hand through my bra, brought me hard against his hardness with his hand flat on my lower back, and steered me backward to the edge of his bed.
“What?” he said, now huffing and puffing and digging his hoofs into the floor like a bull about to rage. He pushed his long hair up from his face and leaned over me.
Zane, the one that got away, and as it turned out, I was his one that got away, too. I hesitated and my mind raced through all the potential consequences, including my absolute need, after, to confess to my husband. But we have two minds in our brains, don’t we. I mean, where would my career be, head of marketing for a prominent online purchasing portal, if people made decisions rationally after weighing options and outcomes?
“What?” Zane groaned more insistently, how pushing my face around with his hand on my jaw, his fingers brushing my lips, my fingers hanging delicately on the elastic waist of his boxers.
“I don’t mean this lightly,” I whispered as we fell into fighting tongues and rubbing bodies all over.
“What is it, Naomi?” he growled now, impatient, frustrated.
I stared into his eyes, then his lips, this his shoulders when I kissed his neck. How many times did I want to be right there? I pushed my fingers down further under the waist of his shorts. “It’s just that . . . “ I whispered in his ear and I bit his neck.
He was breathing hard, his body rippling with tension, his eyes flaming. “Just say it,” he seethed through his teeth.
I gripped his ass under his shorts, squeezed him, slid my hands taztaliziaingy around his hips, felt him surge from my touch. I bit his lip, pulled it out, let it snap back. “You,” I said, and I lashed his lips with my tongue. “Are,” I said, and I moaned against his ear. “Pantsed,” I said, and I pushed his shorts down to his ankles, I shrieked, and even as his dong, long and hard and straining, flicked at my face, I laughed and hopped up on the bed and stood and kicked my feet and found myself oh so funny.
He pretended calmness as he came up onto the bed too, standing like me, and I dashed to another corner. He approached like a grappling wrestle and when I tried to leap down he caught me around the waist. I squealed and he yanked my panties down. I dashed to the door and flew out, but he caught my ankle and we stumbled and fell into the couch. I pulled my ankles until I was under him on my tummy clawing at the fine fabric to get away.
But he sat on my ass, unclasped my bra, and I pulled up and crawled to the big floor to ceiling window clutching my loosened bra to my chest. He came to me, cornered me, and turned me to face the glass.
“We can’t,” I said out of breath.
He turned me by my shoulders to face out, and gently lifted my shoulder straps down my arms, let my bra fall away. He pressed his naked body against my now naked body and caught me against the glass.
“Do you remember that night,” he said against my ear, “we had to say our craziest fantasy? That game?”
Of course I remembered. I didn’t realize that the idea was you made something up. Everybody laughed at me when I said, “to be fucked,” emphasizing “fuck” with scrunched up face, because I meant it, “against a window.”
It was one of those things you keep with you for no known reason, but everybody but Zane laughed. He looked away, and I always thought that he had a genuine core kindness in him, because he could see that I was embarrassed, thinking we had to give something real.
But I felt him behind me, pressing himself between my cheeks. I reached down between my legs, felt him there, pressed my palm over the head of him, and pressed my cheek into the cool flat glass.
“That was just a game, Zane,” I said.
“What you said . . . “ he started, but I steered his thing down from where it pressed against me too hard, and caught it between my thighs where it protruded forward from me.
“I know what I said,” I cut him off. I looked down at his thing, straight and thick and hot coming out from between my legs, and I drew my fingers up the underside of it, pushed it however gently against myself.
“But you’re not pushing away now,” he said.
“I hardly have a choice, do I, you’re pressing me too hard,” I said, which wasn’t true.
“Was it something like this in your mind?”
I opened my one eye and scanned out then window, gazed up and down and around. Traffic crawled far below on the busy street, office buildings toward around us, most lights out now, nobody and nothing close enough to identify me.
But of course it was unsafe. Isn’t that the thrill of these things? I laughed and pressed my body more fully into the glass, felt its coolness over the whole front of my naked body. “Do you mean did I jerk off thinking of Zane Jack fucking me against a window?”
He snorted and pulled back, pressed forward, so that his cock rubbed through my folds forward and back.
“You better be careful with that thing, have your registered that weapon?”
“You never said it was so big before.” He drew back and forward again.
I turned in his arms and faced him now, holding his balls, stroking cock up against my stomach. “Hey,” I said, and I kissed him gently on the mouth. “The lake that day was cold, that’s okay.”
He grabbed my ass and I squeezed his cock and laughed. He picked me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist and draped my face over his shoulder and kissed his neck. He carried me back through the bedroom doors and toward the bed.
“Just give me a moment,” I whispered and I climbed down his body, snatched up my phone and disappeared into his bathroom.
I stopped again and gazed around me. Jesus, I thought, they treat themselves well, those with this kind of money. It was stunning and exquisite. I phoned Daniel.
“Is there an update on that accident?” I said.
He was there. He was always there for me. “Where are you?” he said.
I bit my lip and clenched my teeth. I hated lying. “Still downtown.”
“But where?”
I shut my eyes. I heard music Daniel put on, saw the light under the door dim. There was nothing for it. “I’m actually in Zane’s hotel room, we had to get out of the restaurant or get removed by management, lol.”
I did’t tell him I was naked, and Zack was too, and probably waiting for me in his bed.
“Sounds like fun,” he said. “Having a good time?”
“The best,” I said, again not lying but I pursed my lips at myself.
“It’s getting so late, you’re going to spend probably two hours getting home just to go to bed, and then another hour in the morning just to get back to where you are now.”
“I belong at home, though,” I said.
“He was a close friend, wasn’t he?”
“We always really enjoyed each other,” I told him, and bit hard on the inside of my cheek.
“I mean, why spend three hours on the highway, right? Just to end up where you are now.” 
Where I was now, I thought, and I dropped my jaw down and raised my eyes to the ceiling. Like I said, I spent my college years foiled in every attempt to get that Zane man alone, and now I was being foiled in every attempt to get away from being alone with him in his hotel room.
“What are you suggesting?”
“Wouldn’t it make sense to stay downtown?”
So it was true, my husband really was encouraging me to spend the night in the hotel room of a male friend from college. “Are you saying you’d actually be okay with that?”
“What’s the worry?” he said.
Not for the first time that evening I was rocking the corner of my phone against my forehead. How does one explain to one’s spouse that what he is suggesting would be highly problematic, on account of it nearly happening already? How do you tell your husband the worry is that you might just maybe start fucking this man?
“I have no worries, do you?”
“Should I?” he said. But then he chuckled and after another pause, said “Stay there, I can tell you want to.”
“We can certainly talk all night,” I admitted to him, then regretted what I said, using that “all night” wording. It didn’t sound very good.
“Besides, you’ve had a couple of drinks besides,” he said. “I can tell.”
Just then the bathroom door crept open and a hand appeared holding a glass of chilled white sparkling wine. “And maybe a couple more,” I said, taking the glass and sipping it. Of course it was top shelf stuff. But I also seized Zane’s wrist, leaned forward from the chair in there, and touched my lips to his finger, sucked it into my mouth.
He let me. He rubbed his thumb over my lips, opened my mouth with his fingers, held my jaw in his hand. He stepped into the bathroom as Daniel told me what happened to him that day, none of which was sticking to me. Because I drew my hand around Zane’s bare hip, clutched at his bare ass, and sitting cross legged in that tiny round chair naked as anything, I kissed the tip of the head of his cock.
I looked up in his eyes and he cradled the back of my head in his hand, drove his fingers through my hair, tugged on it enough to make me grunt a gasp. I opened my mouth and he toyed with me, made me chase it with my tongue hanging out, make me laugh, until I caught it and sucked it in my mouth, filling me.
“You there?” Daniel said.
“Mm-hmm,” I said, clenching my eyes closed. Zane petted my head standing over me, and he withdrew and pushed forward with his hips, sliding in and out of my more than willing mouth. I scratched the underside of his saliva-wet cock, cradled his balls in my palm, felt my whole body move in waves to receive him.
“Anyway, sounds like you’re busy,” Daniel said with a chuckle.
I pulled off of Zane’s cock and stood up and turned away from him. I leaned my hips into the counter and looked at myself in the massive mirror. “No,” I said, but it came out breathlessly. There was no denying to Zane now that I was married, anyone could tell that what they were hearing was one half of a spousal conversation.
But he wasn’t listening. He went down onto his knees behind me, and though I bent forward and reached behind me and then back through my legs to try to stop him, he spread my cheeks, he urged me further over, and pushed his face into my private area.
I came down on my elbows over the counter and could not look at myself in the mirror any longer. I held my phone to my ear with one hand and rubbed my forward with my other hand. Daniel droned on about the latest in his epic office conflict, and I tried as hard as I could to concentrate on his voice.
But Zane’s tongue poked at me from behind, it touched me, it lapped at me. I resettled myself on wider feet, and raised myself on my toes, arched my back down, reached behind me and tangled my fingers in his hair.
“Uh-huh,” I said to Daniel whenever he paused, his words a meaningless jumble to me. Zane blew on me and electrified me, he pushed his tongue inside me and stiffened me. I tried again to push his face away, it was raising my heart rate too fast, but he would not be deterred.
I bit my tongue and clenched my eyes and strained in every muscle in my body. Zane found the perfect spot and he knew it, not letting me go once he had me there. Now all the dials went up to 11 and I knew that if he didn’t stop, I was going to go over. But I also didn’t push him to stop either.
I only realized Daniel had stopped talking after a while, me not talking, my hand over my mouth to constrain my high-pitched moans and gasps, my body shaking, my whole insides clenching and releasing, Zane’s tongue infuriating and unrelenting.
“Babe?” Daniel finally said, the phone on the counter and my face leaning down sideways on it, my mouth hanging open, my eyes shut, one hand smearing flat down the mirror in front of me, the other reaching around and clutching a fist of Zane’s hair.
“Babe!” I whispered back forcefully, and I slid down the edge of the counter, poured like a thick liquid onto the floor, and was overcome with an all-embracing warmth that flowed through me like steaming honey.
Zane held my phone to my ear for me. “I should probably go,” I said. “I’ll text you when we go to bed.” I clenched my eyes at that poor choice of words, and Zane ended the call for me helped me up.
On my feet and regaining my senses, I said to him, “You’re in such big trouble for that.” He turned but I lunged and he scampered away, but I chased him. He turned and tried to defend himself but I tackled him full line-backer style and he came down on the bed. I crawled over his feet, grabbed his ankles and pulled them together and slid up his legs.
With him laughing and pretending to struggle and pretend to get away, I came down over his cock, drove my mouth down on him, swirled my tongue around him, and wrapped both hands around the base. I pumped him in my mouth obscenely.
I didn’t expect him to cross over so quickly. But I guess we had both been waiting for it for so long, not just that day, but the last 10 years. The way he was so quickly incapacitated, the way his chest shot up, how his whole body strained hard and trembling under me, I hardly knew what was happening before he was holding is breath and clutching his fists into the sheets.
He erupted into my mouth before I had a chance to pull off. I had to swallow or choke. It gushed out my lips and ran down his cock and over my hands, and still he pumped into my mouth. I came off him and laughed, but he shot yet more, got my face, my neck, and my breasts.
When he calmed down, I cupped my hand under my chin and ran back to the bathroom and ran a towel under hot water, wiped myself up, and came back to him still dazed in bed and cleaned him up, too.
Then I crawled into bed with him, cuddled up behind him, kissed his shoulder. He rolled onto his back. “So your husband told you to spend the night with me?”
I rolled onto my back and we both stared at the ceiling. “It would appear, yes.”
“Were you going to tell me?”
“I didn’t think I’d be cheating with you.”
He twirled his fingers in my hair and played footsie with me dow the other end of the bed. “You pretty much told him you were going to,” he said.
I rolled over on top of him, stacked my fists on his sternum and rested my chin there to look down in his eyes, one and then the other. “Right? I told him, old friend from college, hotel room, drinks and dinner, and he says what? He says stay the night?” I leaned down and sank my mouth onto his mouth. My knees parted and came down to the bed around his hips.
“Maybe he wants you to,” he said, his hands stroking the sides of my body, the sides of my breasts where they pressed down into his chest.
I laughed and ducked down to kiss his chest. “Look at you, ready so fast again, like a 22 year old all over,” I said, and I wriggled my ass over his cock, already hard again under me.
“Some guys do you know,” he said.
I pressed my hands into this pillow and lifted myself up over him. His cock fell through and was now poking my tummy. “Daniel is not some guy.”
“They like it, could be many reasons,” he said.
“You’re telling yourself that so you don’t feel horribly guilty for what you think you’re doing to me,” I said.
His cock flicked at my folds when I raised my hips and pressed them down on him again.
“They get off on it,” he whispered in my ear when he pulled my head down to his mouth, and he didn’t let me go. I reached down between our bodies and seized his cock in retaliation, and then I drew it through my folds, found myself even wetter than he was hard, and when I tried to stop myself, I found his head poking into me, my resistance failing, and our fit so right, I slid down his entire shaft until our pelvises kissed.
“Look what you’ve gone and done now,” I exhaled with a sigh, and I curled my hips in, stretched them out, and found myself fully engaged on him before I even knew I would do it, the whole thing, all the way in.
His cock deep inside me. I froze in that first full moment, sitting all the way down, my body strained by the stretch and heat of him. My palms were pressed flat to his chest, and I was breathing like I’d just run up the stairs.
He looked at me like he’d waited ten years for this.
I started to move with a roll of my hips, careful, exploring him, and I could feel how tightly I clenched around him, as though my body wasn’t sure it could take this. He reached up and cradled my breasts, lifting them as though they were gifts.
“Still think your husband didn’t want this?” he whispered.
I shut my eyes. “I don’t know what he wanted or thought would happen.”
Zane ran his thumbs in a slow arc over my nipples through the weight of my breasts. His cock throbbed inside me. “He did say to stay the night.”
I bit my lip and rocked forward, shifting the angle. The head of his cock dragged across something that made me suck air through my teeth. “He didn’t know what he was saying.”
“Didn’t he?” Zane sat up under me, his chest against mine now, his arms circling around my back. He kissed my neck, slow and wet, and moved his hip enough to make me gasp again. “Some men like it, Naomi. They want to know. They get off on it.”
“But that’s not Daniel,” I whispered.
“You sure?” he said, and he rolled his hips, this time slower, dragging his cock out almost all the way, then driving back in so slow it made my thighs tremble. “Did he sound upset? Or did he sound turned on?”
I pressed my forehead to his. “He’s just trusting. He thinks I’d never.”
“But here you are.” Zane slid his hands down to my hips, anchoring me in place, and he rolled me in a tight circle around the root of his cock. My lips parted in a silent cry. “Naomi, you’re soaked. You want this as bad as I do.”
My body was moving again, rocking, trying to find that spot again, the one I hadn’t felt in years, maybe ever. I reached back, braced my hands on his thighs, leaned forward just enough to change the depth, and his cock hit something inside me that made my vision blur.
“You ever think of  giving him a show?” Zane murmured, his voice barely there. “Let him see what it looks like when someone else takes you?”
“Of course not,” I breathed. “Never.”
“Would you?”
I met his eyes. “Why are you saying this?” Zane used to always say teasing things to me back then. He teased me relentlessly, privately, and made me feel so sexual. He made me want him so bad.
He curled up, pressed a kiss under my chin, to my collarbone, then between my breasts as I kept grinding him so good. “Because you’re beautiful like this. And I think you’re curious about what he’d do.”
I didn’t respond, but I didn’t stop moving. My hair fell into my face. I was flushed and soaked and riding him slowly like I could draw out each grind forever. His cock was buried so deep I didn’t know where I ended anymore. He was talking low into my skin, his lips brushing my breasts, his hands tight on my hips.
“Some husbands want to watch.”
I blinked down at him, panting, hips starting to move with instinct now, not thought. “And what if he doesn’t?”
Zane held my hips still and arched up hard once, and I cried out before I could stop it. “Then you’ll never tell him.”
I didn’t mean to lean back, but my body needed it. I braced myself on his knees, let my back arch, let my chest rise toward the ceiling like I was offering myself to the room. His cock was still inside me, stretching me, so deep I felt completely filled.
Zane’s hands followed me, dragging up my sides, slow and firm. He cupped my breasts from underneath, held their weight as I moved, small lifts and drops now, starting to build a rhythm, shallow and precise, just enough to keep us locked into the ache of it.
“I wish he could see you like this,” he said, voice low, like it was just for me. “See what it looks like when you’re not holding back.”
I clenched my jaw, I was too close to something to answer. My thighs were quivering from the control I was trying to keep, but he just kept his hands on my body, urging it forward.
“You’re thinking about him now,” Zane said.
“I don’t want to.”
“But you are.” His thumbs dragged slowly over my nipples. “You’re thinking about what he’d say. What he’d do if he walked in right now.”
He told me about how he masturbated thinking about me. We were at a campus pub with a bunch of other people, but him and I were leaning back from the table. He kept going on and making me nearly ready to jump him on the spot. We were interrupted that time, too.
I made a sound, half gasp, half moan. My whole body tensed as I dropped lower, feeling his cock throb inside me as I came all the way down on him. I held him there, hips pressed flat to his, breath stuttering.
“He’d pull me off you,” I whispered, eyes shut. “Beat you up, and good too.”
“Would he though?”
I opened my eyes and looked down at him.
“Or would he watch?” Zane asked, and his hands slid down to my ass, squeezing me open over him as I started to rise and fall again, the pace faster now, needier.
“Don’t say that,” I said, but I didn’t stop. He always teased me, brought me places I would never go.
“You said it yourself,” he murmured, lifting into me, his voice patient, like he was talking me through a storm. “He told you to stay. Told you to spend the night. He’s not stupid. He knew what it meant.”
I shook my head, hair sticking to my cheeks, breath coming ragged now. “He knows I wouldn’t.”
“But you are.”
I rocked down harder, sucked in air through my teeth, rolled my hips and caught the spot again, almost cried out from how perfect it felt.
“You’re doing it right now,” Zane said, his hands flat on my ass, guiding my pace. “You’re fucking someone else just like he told you to.”
My whole body tightened. “He didn’t tell me to fuck you.”
“Are you sure?”
He sat up again, his mouth on my chest, my throat, his breath hot against my ear. “You didn’t hide it. You told him everything. You let him hear it.”
He licked under my jaw and I gasped, riding him faster now, harder, like I was trying to drown out the sound of his voice with the slap of my body meeting his.
“He knows, Naomi,” Zane growled, pulling my hips down as he thrust up to meet me. “He wants to know. That’s why he said yes.”
I collapsed forward onto his chest, pressing my face into the crook of his neck, my hips still rocking in that now-mindless rhythm that came from someplace deeper than thought. I didn’t have the strength to stop. He was thick inside me and I couldn’t give it up. My fingernails dragged lightly across his shoulders. I kissed his throat and tasted the salt there. I clung to him.
“You’re wrong,” I whispered, not even convincing myself. “He wouldn’t want this.”
Zane’s hand slid into my hair, pulling it slowly back to expose my neck, then my face. He looked at me, his thumb dragging over my cheekbone like I was something he couldn’t believe he was holding.
“You’re not crying,” he said.
“What?”
“You’re not guilty. You’re not broken up. You’re wet. You’re clenching me so tight I can hardly move.”
I pulled up on my elbows, rose higher again, letting him watch his cock disappear into me with each slow slide down. The sound of it, the wetness, the open need between us, it was too much. I was gasping again, mouth open, eyes glazed, and still moving.
I froze in place for a second, trembling on the edge, buried in guilt and lust and some deeper ache.
He lifted his hands and brushed my hair off my face. “You think you’re dirty right now. You think this is some horrible betrayal.”
I nodded, once, but didn’t stop grinding down on him.
“But what if he’d be hard listening to you tell him about this?”
My lips parted. I shook my head, but softer this time. “I couldn’t tell him.”
“Could you write it?” Zane asked. “Put it in a message. Tell him what happened. What you let happen.”
“No,” I whispered, but I was still moving on him, and he was so hard. His hands were on my skin like I was his to explore.
“I think you could.”
He sat up suddenly, wrapped his arms tight around my back, and rolled us, taking me down under him so effortlessly I gasped as the shift sent him even deeper inside me. My legs parted automatically, curling up high around his waist, locking him in.
“You want him to see what you look like when you’re not the good wife,” Zane whispered above me.
I shook my head, eyes wide. “No.”
“Then why are you dripping on me like this?” he asked, and started to thrust into me again, slow and deep, driving the truth into me one inch at a time.
I couldn’t stop it. Whatever restraint I had left cracked beneath the weight of him, the way he filled me, the way his voice pinned me down more than his body ever could. I arched up into him, wrapped tighter around his waist, and let the sounds escape me. I didn’t care if they were loud. I didn’t care what they meant.
He was rolling his hips with precision now, angling into me in a way that hit something inside that turned every thrust into a direct hit. My hands clawed at his back. I pulled him down to me, needing to feel his chest, his breath, the weight of him on me. I gave in.
“Fuck,” I whispered, mouth grazing his ear. “You feel too good, Zane.”
He didn’t slow down. He kissed down my throat, then over my shoulder. His hands were under me again, pulling my ass up off the bed so he could fuck me deeper, sharper, and I was losing track of my own body.
“I want you to say it,” he breathed into my neck. “Say what this is.”
“I can’t,” I gasped. “I can’t think.”
“Then don’t think.” He growled now, sweat dripping off his jaw onto my skin. “Say it.”
“You’re fucking me,” I said, voice breaking.
He stopped, buried deep, completely still.
“Say the rest.”
I shook my head but I was already moving under him again. My hips betrayed me, arching up into the stillness, begging for it.
Zane held my jaw, made me look him in the eye. “Say it, Naomi.”
“You’re fucking me while I’m married.”
He smiled. Then he started again, grinding so deep and slow I sobbed into his chest. I couldn’t stop moving now. I lifted my knees, drew my feet up to the backs of his thighs, changed the angle, spread myself wider.
“You’re not just cheating,” he said against my mouth. “You’re performing for him.”
I let out a sound I didn’t recognize, something strangled and obscene.
“Do you think he’s picturing it now?” he whispered. “Is he hard, imagining someone else’s cock inside you?”
“Stop. ”
“Or are you the one imagining it?” He slammed into me now, once, twice, so hard the headboard snacked the wall. “Is it you, Naomi? Do you want him to know? Do you want him to see what he let happen?”
My nails dragged down his back. My mouth found his shoulder and bit.
“Do you want him to know,” Zane growled, “that you’re fucking me back even harder?”
My voice broke as I cried out, legs tightening, body clamping down around his cock, helpless to stop it.
“Yes,” I gasped, eyes clenching shut. “Yes, fuck, I want him to know.”
Zane crushed his mouth to mine and fucked me like a man unhinged. Every thrust was a revelation, every slap of skin was louder than the last. I was unraveling beneath him, shaking apart, trying to ride the wave and not drown in it.
He lifted one of my legs up over his shoulder and fucked me even deeper. I screamed into his arm, held it between my teeth. He was so deep it almost hurt, but I didn’t want him to stop. I was crying now. I didn’t know if it was from guilt or bliss or both.
“I want you to come on my cock,” he said, panting above me.
I came like he ripped it out of me. My body locked around him, convulsed, my mouth open, silent at first from the sheer force of it, then moaning into his neck until my voice gave out. He held me through it, fucking me even as I shattered, keeping me wide open and stuffed full and nowhere to hide.
I didn’t know where I ended and Zane began. I was soaked with sweat, come, and the kind of giddy disbelief that cracked open my chest and made everything bright. Zane collapsed onto me, still deep, still hard, and I felt him twitch. My legs were trembling, my voice was gone.
I pushed him off, grinning like I’d never grinned before, a slow, wicked smile. “Don’t move,” I said.
He blinked, breathless, stunned. “What?”
I climbed over him, straddled his chest on my knees, still panting, still flushed. I reached down between my legs and grabbed his cock, soaked, glistening, angry-hard, and slapped it against my inner thigh.
“Don’t. Fucking. Move.”
He smiled like I’d handed him heaven. “Yes, ma’am.”
I scooted down his body and pinned his cock against his stomach, bent over it, and licked the whole length, slow, from base to head, circling my tongue at the top before sucking him between my lips with a sound so filthy even I winced.
I moaned around him.
He swore, head rolling back.
I jerked him while I sucked, twisting my wrist, then backing off with a loud pop and dragging the tip of my tongue down his shaft like I was drawing a line. Then I spit and used my fingers to wet it in, grinning at the mess.
He tried to move his hips and I slapped his thigh. “Did I say you could fuck my face?”
“Jesus, Naomi.”
“I just cheated on my husband. I don’t do rules anymore.”
I dropped lower and took him deeper. I bobbed my head, slurping him into my throat, gagging and then going right back down. My spit was everywhere, down my chin, dripping from my fingers. I used both hands now, stroking and twisting as I sucked.
His hands fisted the sheets. “I’m close,” he choked.
I pulled off, jacked him fast, then hovered my mouth an inch above the tip, letting him feel my breath. “Show me.”
“I’m gonna, fuck, I’m . . . . ”
I opened my mouth and stroked him harder, faster, unrelentingly, until he bucked under me. The first shot hit my tongue. The second, my lip. I kept pumping, eyes locked on his face as he emptied onto me, my chin, my chest, the tops of my tits. I didn’t flinch, I just smiled.
When he finished, I climbed up over him again, spread his mess with my fingers, smeared it between my breasts. “God, you came like you haven’t come before.” I laughed cruelly down at him, I had so owned him.
He blinked, wrecked. “That was . . . Jesus.”
I laughed harder, an honest-to-god laugh right out of the gut. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt this wild, this untouchable.
“I think I finally figured out what my husband meant,” I said.
Zane raised an eyebrow.
“He told me to take my time.” I leaned down and kissed him, deep, tongue slow and sweet.
The bathroom light was made everything shimmer, my flushed skin, the mess between my legs, the faint tremble still in my thighs. I stepped under the water and leaned into the heat. My hands braced on the tile, hair plastered to my back, steam wrapping around me.
I let the water run down over my chest, between my legs, watched it swirl white and milky down the drain. My mouth still tasted like him. My thighs still ached with satisfaction. But deeper than all of that was this strange, rising warmth in my chest, like I’d broken some invisible rule that had been holding me back all along.
I wrapped myself in one of those enormous soft hotel towels and padded out, still damp, phone in hand. I sat at the edge of the window, one leg curled under me, city lights flickering beneath me like a quiet audience, and I hit Daniel’s name and waited.
He picked up on the second ring.
“Hey, baby,” I said, soft and smiling, glancing over at Zane stunned on the bed still messed up like a tornado hit.
“Hey yourself.” He sounded warm and comfortable. “I was just thinking about you.”
I smiled at that. “You’re still awake.”
“Barely. I figured you might’ve fallen asleep already. Long day and all.”
I let the silence stretch a beat too long. “Yeah,” I said finally. “It was.”
“Good night then?”
I swallowed, then let myself nod, even though he couldn’t see. “Yeah,” I said again, more certain this time. “Really good.”
“That’s great.” His voice caught a little, barely perceptible, but I heard it. “You sound different.”
I tilted my head. “Do I?”
“Relaxed. Happy.”
Another silence bloomed, neither of us quite filling it. I spoke first. “It’s just been a long time since I’ve let go. Like really let go.”
He exhaled slowly. “Maybe you should let go more often, then,” he said and he chuckled.
My breath hitched for a second. “Yeah, maybe I should.”
There was another pause. “I hope you enjoy the rest of your night,” he said, sounding almost careful the way he enunciated. “Whatever it includes.”
I smiled, my lips pressed together, my eyes shutting.
“Thank you for understanding,” I said.
“Of course.”
“I feel really good, Daniel,” I said more privately.
“I’m glad, Naomi.”
My voice dropped into something lower and warmer. “I’ll call you in the morning, then.”
“I’ll be here.”
We hung up. I stood a moment longer, thumb still hovering over the screen, then tossed the phone lightly onto the table and crawled back into the massive bed.
Zane was on his side, one arm flung out, hair a mess, lips parted slightly in that deep, post-orgasm sleep. I slipped under the covers and nestled in behind him, pressed my chest to his back, wrapped my arm around his waist.
It was maybe two hours later when I awoke still wrapped tightly around him.  My hand drifted lower. I found him soft, heavy, still slick from me. I smirked into his shoulder, wrapped my fingers around him, and gave a slow stroke.
He grunted in his half-sleep, hips twitching faintly.
“Sorry,” I whispered, teasing. “I just wanted to check.”
He groaned.
I giggled, slow and breathy. “How long do I have to wait anyway before this thing’s ready again?”
He muttered something that sounded like “Never,” but it was sleepy and slurred.
I stroked him again, slower, softer.
“But baby,” I whispered, kissing the back of his neck, still smiling because I couldn’t stop. “I’m not done.”
I wasn’t. Not even close. The room was too dark to see anything.
He was warm under my palm but I could already feel the promise in him, the slow pulse, the twitch when I squeezed.
I pressed my smile into his shoulder. I shifted, throwing one leg over his hips, settling on his thighs as I leaned down over him. My hair fell like curtains around his face.
“I said,” I moaned down to him, rocking my hips playfully over him, my wetness dragging across his skin, “I’m not done.”
He cracked a grin, sleep drunk and dazed. “You’re impossible.”
“And you always loved it.”
I kissed him, softly, teasingly, then deeper. My hand kept stroking him, slow, rhythmic. I could feel him thickening in my grip.
“Naomi . . . “ he said.
I straddled him, guiding him back to full size with lazy strokes, watching his face go from amused to alert.
“I’ll never be done if you’re still breathing,” I said, and I laughed as I dragged the head of him through my folds. “Look at you, coming back to life for me. Aww.”
He reached up and cupped my breasts, thumbs flicking across my nipples. “You’re evil.”
I rubbed him through my wetness, circled him around my entrance without letting him in. “Say it again, but moan this time.”
Zane’s hands clutched my hips. “You ride me right now, I might not last long.”
I pressed the head of his cock against me, leaned down to kiss him, and whispered, “Then don’t.” And I sank onto him, slow, deep, smooth, and felt him stretch me open all over again.
We both gasped. “Jesus,” he groaned.
I started to move on him in long, slow rolls. My hands braced on his chest, my hair falling over my shoulders. I laughed, full and free and almost giddy.
“I can’t believe I was ever afraid of you.”
Zane gripped my hips tighter. “What, afraid of riding me into submission?”
“Letting go,” I said, dropping my head back as I picked up the pace, my thighs starting to burn again, my moans returning.
His eyes were fixed on mine. “Don’t stop.”
“I’m not going to.”
He arched up into me and I cried out, dug my nails into his chest, and started to bounce now, harder, faster, the obscene sound of us filling the room all over.
And just as it became too much again, just as my body started to lose control all over again, I smiled down at him through my hair, and rode him harder still.
Out the corner of my eye, a flash of light caught my attention. Zane’s phone had come to life. A text had come in for him. I squinted even as I plunged my body down on Zane’s fully erected cock and as he bounded up into me, jolting me from below, driving me wild all over. The text had Daniel’s name at the top.
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