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“Another round,” Matt called out, already waving toward the waitress.
I pressed a hand to his arm. “I think I’m ready to head home, Matt. I’m tired.”
He turned, grinning, still glowing from the big win. His hair was damp from the shower, his shirt clinging at the collar. “Come on, Rach. Just stay for a bit longer. Everyone’s here.”
I looked around the crowded table. Teammates shouting over pitchers, swapping stories, already sliding into the same loops they always did. My smile barely held. “You’ll be here for hours.”
Before he could push, another voice cut in.
“Actually, I’m thinking of heading out too,” Derek said. He was at the next table, leaning back, arm draped along the chair, eyes catching mine just long enough.
Matt glanced over. “Yeah? That’s not like you.” He laughed.
Derek shrugged. “Got an early morning.” His gaze flicked to me again, quick, undetected. “I can give Rachel a ride.”
My stomach tightened. I looked down at the table, ran my finger through the condensation ring left by my glass, pursed my lips, searching for words to derail this.
Matt nodded, already reaching for the fresh pint the waitress set down. “That works, actually.”
“Matt,” I started, but he wasn’t listening anymore.
“You’ll be fine,” he said, distracted. “See you at home later.”
I forced a smile, but inside, my chest felt tight. Not because Derek had ever crossed any line before. He hadn’t. It was me. It was the way I caught myself looking too long at him when Matt wasn’t catching me. The way his voice seemed to register somewhere deep, low and inside me. The way I didn’t quite trust how I felt when he came too close.
“Ready?” Derek asked.
I nodded, gathering my purse, my legs heavy. There was no way out.
Matt kissed my cheek, already half turned back to the noise of his teammates. “Text me when you’re home.”
I slid out of the booth, followed Derek to the door. His hand hovered behind my back as we moved together through the tables, close enough to feel his heat, butnever touching. Of course not. He would never do that. My skin tingled anyway, prickling with the awareness of how close he was, though.
The night air gripped cold against my bare thighs when we stepped outside. Derek clicked his keys, the truck lights blinked.
“You sure you don’t mind?” I asked. “I’m sure you’d rather stay with Matt and them.”
He gave me a steady look, calm but heavy. “Not at all. I can only take so much.”
And my stomach fluttered. I covered it with a chuckle.
The cab was still warm from driving over. The faint smell of new car leather clung to the seats. My skirt tugged too high as I pulled the door shut, and I smoothed it down over my thighs, but I didn’t completely avoid his eyes where he climbed in the other side.
He started the engine, the low rumble filling the quiet space between us. He pulled out of the lot, headlights cutting through the snow-covered dark, the wheels nearly silent on the freshly dusted parking lot, and for a while neither of us spoke.
I folded my hands in my lap, pressed my knees together. Every movement felt too deliberate, though, like I was trying too hard to appear like I wasn’t trying. My pulse was loud in my ears.
“You’re quiet,” he said finally, his voice soft, resonant.
“I’m tired I guess,” I said, staring out at the blur of on-coming lights.
“You sure that’s all?”
I turned, caught his eyes flicking toward me before they snapped back to the road. He had one hand loose on the wheel, the other resting near the gearshift. Close. Too close.
“I don’t think I’ve even ridden alone with you,” I said. I regretted it instantly. It was a weird thing to say and I felt my face blush.
“No,” he agreed. His mouth tugged slightly, not quite a smile, more of a grin. “Matt usually keeps you all to himself.”
I shifted, my thigh brushing the edge of the seat to near to where his hand rested. The heat of it pulsed against me, just inches away.
“You don’t have to be nervous, though,” he said softly. “It’s just me.”
“I’m not.”
He didn’t push things, but I felt his eyes flick toward me again. There was faint music from his stereo. My skin prickled, every sense sharpened.
At a red light, the glow washed over us, deep and soft. Derek leaned back, his hand sliding just slightly on the gearshift, enough that his knuckles brushed my leg. Not a full touch, just a whisper of contact, barely there. Probably an accident.
But it stayed.
I froze. The light changed, the truck rolled forward, but his hand didn’t move. The warmth lingered where it had grazed my thigh, a small, burning touch I couldn’t shake.
I glanced at him, at the outline of his jaw in the dim light, the line of his forearm tight as he steered and my stomach flipped harder.
I turned back to the window, biting the inside of my cheek, but my knees pressed together tighter, as if that would cool the restless heat crawling through me.
My breath fogged faintly on the cool window beside me when I leaned against it, trying to steady myself. I told myself it was fine, it was normal. Just a ride home. Matt trusted him. But my hands wouldn’t stay still in my lap.
Derek shifted gears again. His knuckles brushed me once more, a feathered touch over my skin. Too light to call it anything, too heavy to ignore.
“You sure you okay?” he asked.
“Yes.” It came out quicker than I wanted, like I’d been caught out with my thoughts, thoughts that must forever stay locked up.
“You seem wound up.”
“I said I’m fine.” My throat went dry. I pressed my knees tighter together, aware of how much skin was showing above them. Aware of how the back of his hand remained touching me, barely.
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the curve of his mouth, that half-smile he wore when he wasn’t saying everything. Heat slid down my spine. That was the thing with Derek, he always seemed to be saying something without saying it, and I didn’t know how to tell him I could hear it all.
I shifted. My wrist brushed his arm this time, warm, firm where it rested near the gearshift. I jerked back, but the brief contact left my pulse racing.
My thighs tingled where his knuckles came back to graze me, memory heavier this time, more obvious. I couldn’t tell though what he was trying to say this time.
“You always this jumpy?” he asked, casual, but his voice had dropped lower, his grin had stretched wider.
I forced a laugh. “You’re imagining things, as usual.”
“Am I though?”
I turned my head to the window again, the streetlights flicking over us in pulses. My reflection in the glass looked flushed, lips parted, hair messy in that good way. Not a look I wanted him seeing, though, not when I felt like my body was betraying me with every bump and shift.
His hand brushed my leg again, just a slide, moving the truck into another gear. No apology, though, and no glance, as though it didn’t happen. But the warmth stayed, blooming higher up my thigh.
I swallowed hard. My phone buzzed in my purse, muffled, but I didn’t reach for it. My hands stayed flat against my lap, fingers digging into the fabric, trying to anchor myself.
I shifted again, so restless, crossing my legs the other way, but the motion only made my skirt ride higher. His hand came higher up against me.
I hated how it felt.
I slid further down in the seat a little, trying to relax, but my skirt kept riding up. I tugged it lower, only for it to inch back again as we bumped over the road.
“Matt ever tell you he wants to switch teams?” Derek asked suddenly, eyes still on the road.
“What?” I blinked at him.
“He’s been talking about trying out for Westbridge next season.” His hand shifted on the gearshift. The back of it brushed my thigh. Not hard. But not accidental either.
I swallowed. “He hasn’t said anything to me.”
Derek grunted. “Not telling anyone.”
The road bent, and his arm brushed mine as he steered. The warmth of it lingered, spreading through me. I should’ve pulled away, but instead I shifted, too, and the side of my thigh pressed lightly against  his hand. I let it linger. He didn’t move away.
“Think he’ll do it?” I asked, voice thinner now. Too breathy. But there were no witnesses, were there.
“He talks big,” Derek said. His fingers flexed, just enough that I felt it against my thigh. “But you know him better than anyone.”
My chest tightened. “Don’t do that.”
“Do what?” His mouth twisted. He glanced at me, quick, then back to the road. “Just saying, you know him best.”
The heat of his knuckles was steady now against my leg, not retreating, but not pressing further. I exhaled slowly, trying to keep my voice level, trying to ignore it.
“He said he liked it here,” I managed.
“Matt likes a lot of things,” Derek said. “Doesn’t mean he pays attention to all of them.”
I shot him a look. “And what’s that supposed to mean?”
“Just talking.” His hand slid a fraction higher on the gearshift, brushing over me again as if he was just adjusting his grip. But I knew he wasn’t .
“You’re jumpy tonight.”
“No I’m not. You are. ”
“You are.” We both chuckled.
He shifted into the next gear, his fingers grazing the inside of my other thigh now, and more obviously deliberate. “You’re the one who can’t sit still.”
“Maybe because you keep . . . ” I broke off, biting down on the words.
He smiled faintly. “Keep doing what?” He pushed the back of his hand hard enough this time, my legs parted.
I turned my face to the window, the streetlights flashing by fast. My heart was slamming, heat pooling low in my stomach. My legs remained parted.
“So,” I said finally, forcing my voice to steady down, “why’d you really want to leave early? Don’t tell me it’s because of work. You’re not that responsible, don’t forget, I know you too.”
He laughed. “You really want me to answer that?”
My pulse spiked. “No.” I smirked and looked away to avoid being caught by him.
The truck rolled on, but his hand stayed right where it was.
I smoothed my skirt, but I left my legs angled more toward him this time. His hand brushed me when he shifted gears, firmer now, no mistaking it for either of us.
“You’re not much for the team stuff, are you?” Derek asked, eyes on the road.
“What do you mean?”
“All the bar nights. The locker room hangouts. You always look ready to bolt.” His knuckles pressed against the inside of my thigh as he said it, testing me, pushing me.
My breath hitched. “Maybe I just don’t like watching a bunch of guys get drunk.” I looked over at him and pressed my thigh against his hand just as hard right back.
He grinned. “Fair.” His fingers spread slightly, resting wider over my thigh before sliding back to the shifter. “Matt doesn’t notice?” But he returned, gripping me.
I swallowed. “Notice what?”
“That you never want to stay long? That you’d rather go home?”
I turned to him in my seat, the move pressing me firmer into his hand. My chest rose fast, traitorous. I was not in complete agreement, mind and body.
“He notices,” I said. “He just doesn’t seem to care.”
Derek chuckled under his breath. “Figures.” He looked at me then, really looked, but I couldn’t hold his gaze for more than a second. I had to look away, far over my shoulder, I was so turned toward him in the seat.
At the next stoplight, his hand didn’t bother pulling away. It remained wrapped around my thigh, warm, steady, fingers lightly squeezing once as if he was waiting for me to shove him off. I didn’t.
“So what do you do when he’s out?” he asked casually.
“Laundry. Work. Netflix,” I said, too fast.
“Sounds thrilling.” His thumb pressed gently into my skin, circled once, light and lazy.
I gasped, quiet but sharp.
He smirked. “Jumpy again.”
“Stop saying that.”
The light turned green, but he didn’t move the truck right away. The car behind us honked. Derek eased forward, grinning wider. His hand slid higher up and under the edge of my skirt when he came back from shifting into gear, his fingers now grazing the softest skin where my skirt had ridden up.
“Derek,” I hissed, my hands tightening in my lap.
“What?” His tone was flat, steady, like nothing about this was out of place.
“You can’t.”
“I’m not doing anything,” he said. But his hand inched higher, knuckles brushing the sensitive crease. “Unless you want me to.”
I turned toward the window again, heat flooding my face. My reflection in the glass was flushed, lips parted, eyes too wide. I hated that it was so obvious.
He leaned closer for a second, just enough for me to feel his breath near my ear. “You’d tell me no if you meant it, right?”
My chest was rising too fast, thighs pressing together around his hand instead of pushing it away.
Every mile, his hand crept higher. Every block, my excuses thinned.
The truck turned onto my street, the cab thick with heat and heavy silence. Derek’s hand crept higher with every shift, deliberate now, the edge of his fingers brushing the edge of my panties. My breath stuttered, but I didn’t move.
“You’re so quiet,” he said, voice low.
“I don’t know what to say.” I turned to him. “If he wants to switch teams, let him.” We both snorted.
His thumb pressed slow, stroking up the fabric of my panties once, testing me more.
I gasped, biting it back too late to hide it.
His mouth curved. “Thought so.”
“What?” I said, my voice breaking.
“So wet,” he said in a nearly inaudible voice.
We parked in the visitor parking beside the buildings, in the shadows. I knew I should get out, walk inside, text Matt.
But I didn’t move.
Derek shifted into park. His hand slid higher, warm fingers probing the fabric of my panties. Not rough, but not gentle either, firm, like he knew I wouldn’t stop him.
“Keys in your purse?” he asked suddenly.
“What?” My head snapped toward him.
“Your building keys. Or you want me walking you up?” His eyes flicked to my bag, then back to me, his thumb tracing slow circles higher and higher.
My throat worked. “I, I have them.”
“Good,” he said softly. “’Cause I’m not ready to go home yet.”
Heat coiled low in my stomach, shame and want tangled so tight I couldn’t pull them apart.
“You can’t say things like that,” I whispered.
“But I just did.” He leaned closer, his breath brushing my cheek. “And you you haven’t stopped me yet.”
My pulse was louder than the ticking engine. I could see my building’s front door. I could see safety.
But still I stayed in the cab with him, his hand inching higher until it brushed right over my panties to my waist. My legs clamped shut instinctively, trapping him there.
“Rachel.” My name in his mouth was gravel, deep, certain.
I squeezed my eyes shut, shaking my head faintly, but I didn’t move away. My thighs tightened, holding his hand exactly where it was.
“You feel that?” he asked quietly.
“Yes,” I breathed, eyes clenching. The admission slipped out before I could choke it back.
His fingers flexed once against me, deliberate. My hips twitched, a sharp, needy motion I hated myself for.
“You’re wet baby,” he murmured.
The words cut through me, leaving me breathless, pinned in place by my own body, frozen.
I should’ve opened the door. I should’ve pushed his hand off.
Instead, I whispered, “Don’t stop.”
The engine ticked as it cooled, the only sound in the cab besides our breathing. Derek’s hand was already too high, my thighs locked tight around it. I should’ve shoved it away, but the truth was there in my chest, I didn’t want to.
“Rachel,” he said again, low, steady.
I turned to him, meaning to tell him to stop. Instead, my eyes caught on the sharp line of his jaw in the street light, the glint of sweat at his temple, the way his mouth curved.
And then I leaned in before I could stop myself.
His mouth met mine hard, no hesitation. Heat flooded me, a rush straight through my body. I gasped into him, and his hand slipped higher, dragging the hem of my skirt with it.
I clutched his shirt, fist twisting in the fabric, pulling him closer. The cab felt too small, too hot, his tongue sliding against mine, rough stubble scraping my chin. I moaned into his mouth, sharp and needy, shocking myself with how animalistic I sounded.
“Jesus, Rach,” he muttered against my lips, one hand cupping the back of my neck now, holding me in place. His other pressed firmer between my thighs, fingers digging into the heat there through the thin barrier of fabric.
“Derek.” My voice broke on his name, half a plea, half a warning.
“You don’t want me to stop,” he said. Not a question.
I tried to shake my head, but his mouth found mine again, swallowing whatever answer I might’ve given. The kiss turned rougher, wetter, my body jerking against the seat as his hand pressed harder. My legs parted without thought, welcoming him in, betrayal twisting sharp but deliciously in my gut.
My purse slid off my seat onto the floorboard with a dull thud. My hands were in his hair now, tugging him closer, my skirt bunched high around my hips. His teeth grazed my bottom lip, making me whimper.
Anyone walking by could’ve looked in, seen us tangled together in the cab. The thought made my pulse kick harder.
“Fuck,” Derek groaned, dragging his mouth down my jaw, his stubble scraping hot across my neck. I tilted my head without thinking, giving him more. My nails dug into his shoulders, my hips rolling against his hand, every nerve screaming for more more, more.
“You taste better than I thought,” he whispered against my throat.
I froze for half a second, shame burning hot under my skin. He’d thought about this. But I’d thought about this, too. And now it was real, my body betraying every word I should’ve said.
“Don’t,” I started again, breathless, but his mouth covered mine again before I could finish.
His hand shoved higher, his fingers sliding against the thin strip of fabric between my thighs. I gasped into his mouth, arching up off the seat.
“Derek,” I choked out, clutching his shirt, nails digging through the cotton.
His lips dragged across my jaw, hot and rough. “Tell me to stop.”
I couldn’t. My hips betrayed me, pressing up hard into his hand, begging for more without a word. My breath came in sharp bursts, fogging the glass.
His mouth crashed back to mine, tongues colliding, wet and frantic. I moaned into him, the sound desperate, unrecognizable to me. My legs parted wider, the leather squeaking beneath me.
He slid two fingers inside, pressing directly against the damp heat under my panties. I jerked, a sharp cry muffled against his mouth. My pulse thundered in my ears.
“You’re soaked,” he growled, voice raw.
“Don’t even say that,” I tried to protest, but the words broke apart when he rubbed harder, slower, circling until my thighs shook.
I grabbed his wrist, meaning to push him away, but ended up just holding on as my body bucked against his hand. My chest rose and fell too fast, every breath a whimper.
His other hand cupped the back of my head, holding me to him while he kissed me harder, deeper, like he wanted to own every sound spilling out of me.
My heart slammed harder at the risk, neighbors, anyone passing by, but it only made me wetter, needier, my hips grinding into his palm.
“Rachel,” he breathed against my mouth. “You don’t even know how bad I’ve wanted this.”
My stomach flipped. Shame clawed at me, but heat smothered it just as fast. “Don’t,” I started, but my hips rolled again, my voice breaking into a moan.
“Don’t what?” he pressed me, pushing the fabric far aside now, slipping between my folds, fingers finding me bare and oozing.
“Oh god.” My head hit back against the seat, the sound ripping out of me before I could stop it. I arched up hard.
He groaned into my neck, teeth grazing my skin. “That’s it. Just let go.”
My thighs clamped around his hand, not to stop him, but to hold him tighter. My nails raked down his arm, dragging hard lines over his muscle. Every nerve felt raw, alive, out of control.
His fingers slid into me, wet, relentless, each movement pulling another sharp sound from my throat. The windows fogged, the cab stifling, my body trembling.
I clutched him harder, pulling his mouth back to mine, kissing him messy, desperate, all thought gone.
A cry tore out of my throat, half shock, half surrender. I clutched at his arm, nails sinking in. “Derek . . . this . . . this can’t . . . ” I stammered, hips jerking against his hand anyway.
“Then tell me to stop.” His mouth was on my ear, low, insistent. “And mean it.”
“I . . . ” My voice broke. My body answered for me, rocking down harder onto his hand.
“See?” he whispered. “You don’t want me to.”
My chest heaved. “I don’t understand myself,” I choked out. “Why am I?” Another moan cut me off as his fingers curled inside me, sharp and perfect.
“Because you need it,” he said simply. “Because he doesn’t see it. And I do.”
Tears pricked hot at the corners of my eyes, not sadness, just the sheer force of it, the shock of how fast I was unraveling. “I love him, though.” I gasped, even as my hips rolled harder.
“You can love him,” Derek said, steady, rough. “But right now, you want this.”
My head thudded back against the seat, hair sticking to my damp forehead. Every thrust of his hand wrung another sound out of me, high and helpless.
“I shouldn’t, I shouldn’t.”
“But you are,” he growled, kissing me hard, swallowing the protest. His tongue shoved against mine, his fingers pumping faster, wetter.
“I’m . . . ” My voice dissolved into a cry. My thighs clamped around him hard, trembling, trapping his hand.
“Come for me, Rachel,” he said into my mouth. “Right here. Do it.”
“No, I can’t.” The words collapsed into a moan, sharp and broken, as a wave hit me.
My back arched off the seat, body shuddering, mouth open against his shoulder. I shook under his grip, every nerve lit, every muscle clenching around his hand.
“Fuck,” he breathed, holding me tight as I convulsed again. His free hand gripped my hair, keeping me to him while he kissed me through it, rough and relentless.
I felt torn apart, violent and raw. I gasped, whimpering against his mouth, my body jerking helplessly while his fingers worked me through every pulse.
When the wave ebbed, I slumped back against the seat, chest heaving, legs still trembling around him. Shame and heat tangled thick in my throat.
“This shouldn’t have happened,” I whispered, voice ragged.
His lips brushed mine, softer now but still certain. “But it already did.”
The cab was heavy with the smell of sweat and sex, the windows fogged white. My chest rose and fell fast, my skirt still bunched at my waist, his hand finally easing back and away from me.
I wiped at my face, trying to catch my breath. “That, that can’t happen again.”
Derek leaned back in his seat, watching me with a look that made it hard to breathe. “Rachel.”
“No,” I cut in, fumbling for my purse on the floor. My fingers shook. “That was a mistake.”
He smirked faintly. “Didn’t feel like one.”
I shot him a glare, but it had no weight. My body was still humming, thighs still sticky, heart still pounding with the echo of what he’d done to me.
He killed the engine. Silence fell. The street light glowed through the windshield, steady as a lamp of judgment.
“Come on,” he said, finally opening his door.
I followed, legs unsteady, my flats hitting the driveway too loud in the quiet. I tugged my jacket tighter, praying the night air would cool me down. He walked me up to the door, keeping pace, his hand brushing close to the small of my back without touching. That phantom heat made me crazy in the bar, too.
At the door, I fumbled with my keys. “Thanks for the ride,” I said quickly, too bright, too fake.
He gave me that look again, steady, unreadable. “Sure.”
We stood there a beat. The key trembled in my hand, my heart battering in my chest. He turned, stepping back. “Goodnight, Rachel.”
That should’ve been it. That should’ve been the end.
But something in me snapped.
“Wait,” I blurted, and before he could ask, I grabbed his sleeve, yanked him back up, and pulled him through the doorway with me.
The foyer lights were too bright, spilling across polished tile and glass. I barely had the door shut before Derek pressed me back against it, his mouth crashing into mine. My keys clattered to the floor.
“Derek.” I tried, but it dissolved into a moan as his tongue shoved deep, his hands gripping my hips, dragging me tight against his hard length.
“Say you don’t want this,” he growled against my mouth.
I couldn’t. My fingers were already in his hair, pulling, twisting, my hips rolling helplessly against him.
The sound of a door opening somewhere down the hall snapped through me. I froze, breath caught, but Derek didn’t back off. He kissed me harder, grinding into me until I whimpered against his mouth.
“Someone,” I gasped.
“Then be quiet,” he said, his teeth nipping at my lip. His hand slid under my skirt again, brazen now, fingers tugging at the edge of my panties.
I bit down on his shoulder, muffling a cry as he slid against me, my body already  begging for it. The sound of distant footsteps faded, a door shutting. My chest heaved.
“Elevator,” I whispered, desperate.
He grinned, lips wet, and grabbed my hand, dragging me across the lobby. My flats slapped the tile, skirt swinging high with every step. He punched the call button hard, then shoved me against the wall beside it, kissing me again before the doors even opened.
When they slid apart, we stumbled inside, hands everywhere. He jammed the close button without looking, pinning me back against the panel.
The second the doors sealed, his mouth was on my throat, biting hard. I gasped, clutching the railing behind me as his hand shoved between my thighs, yanking my panties aside like he owned me now.
“Fuck, you are ready again,” he rasped, fingers sliding into me, deep, fast.
“Derek, oh god.” My voice was too loud in the small metal box. I bit down on my fist, muffling the cry as my hips bucked against his hand. It was not my body anymore.
The elevator groaned upward, numbers lighting slow, but his pace was relentless. My knees shook, thighs parting wider, skirt bunched high at my waist.
“Someone could get on,” I gasped.
“Then let them,” he groaned, putting his mouth back onto mine. His tongue shoved deep, as his fingers worked me mercilessly.
I moaned into him, muffled, desperate, hips jerking, the railing rattling against the wall as I clung to it for balance.
Every floor the elevator passed felt like a countdown I couldn’t control. Each ding, each shift, only made my body race faster, my chest heaving, my legs trembling as he drove me higher.
My head hit the panel, breath fogging against the mirrored steel.
“Hold on,” he growled, fist twisting in my hair, yanking my head back so his mouth could take mine again. His kiss was savage, wet, biting, tongues clashing as his fingers pumped me harder.
I bucked against him, skirt hiked to my waist, my panties shoved aside. My whole body rocked under his grip, the railing digging into my back. He squeezed my breast hard through my top, pinching until I cried out, and swallowed the sound in his mouth.
“Say it,” he demanded between kisses, tugging my hair tighter.
“I want, oh god.” My words crumbled into a cry, thighs shaking around his hand.
“You want me?” His mouth dragged down my jaw, teeth sinking into my shoulder.
“Yes,” I gasped, arching into him, clutching at his arms as my body twisted, desperate.
He slammed his hips against me, grinding his hard length into my stomach while his fingers worked faster, wetter. My legs trembled, my voice broke, and I came undone again, shuddering against the panel. I bit down on his shoulder to muffle the scream, but the elevator walls still caught every sound, bouncing it back at us.
He didn’t slow, not until I sagged against him, boneless, panting, sweat damp on my skin. His hand slipped free at last, wet, and he dragged my hair back so he could kiss me one more time.
The elevator dinged. The doors slid open. The old lady from 4B, clutching a garbage bag bigger than her, turned toward the door.
Her eyes went wide behind her glasses. The smell of stale trash hit instantly. Derek’s body was still pressed against mine, my skirt still bunched indecently high, my lipstick smeared all over both our mouths.
“Oh!” she squeaked.
I jerked down my skirt with shaking hands, stumbling forward. “Oh hi there, Mrs. Larkin.” My voice was a wreck, breathless and ragged, like I’d just run a mile.
Her gaze darted between us, mouth pinched tight. She clutched the bag tighter to her chest. “Evening,” she said sharply, and shuffled past us into the elevator.
I bolted into the hall, heart pounding harder than it had in the truck. Derek followed, smirking, adjusting his shirt.
The doors slid closed behind us, muffling the reek of her garbage.
My back hit my apartment door, chest heaving, face burning. “What the fuck are we doing?” I whispered.
Derek leaned in, close enough to feel his breath against my ear. “Exactly what we both wanted all along.”
My keys were still clutched in my shaking hand. I jammed one into the lock, missed, tried again, Derek’s chest pressed into my back the whole time, his hips grinding hard into me. His breath burned hot against my ear.
“Open it,” he rasped, hand covering mine on the key, forcing it in straight.
The door swung wide and we stumbled inside. I dropped my purse to the floor, his hands already on me, yanking my jacket off, shoving me up against the wall. My back hit hard, his mouth crashing into mine.
I clawed at his shirt, pulling him tighter. His hips slammed into me, grinding, his erection thick and demanding against my stomach. We kissed like we were starving, messy, teeth clashing, tongues tangling. I moaned into his mouth, wrapping my leg around his hip. The truth was, I couldn’t stop.
“Fuck, Rachel,” he groaned, squeezing my ass hard in both hands, pulling me against him until my skirt rode all the way up. “You feel what you do to me?”
“Yes,” I gasped, rolling my hips against him, shameless now. My chest heaved, my body frantic, my pulse hammering in my throat.
He yanked my hair back, forcing my head up so he could drag his mouth down my neck, biting, sucking hard enough to bruise. I cried out, clutching at his arms. My other leg wrapped around him, clinging as he pinned me to the wall.
Our hips ground together in frantic, hungry motions, breath sharp, sweat dampening where our bodies pressed. Every drag of his length against me through our clothes made me jolt, made me grind harder.
It was madness, heat, noise, the sound of our moans filling my small apartment.
And then I froze.
“Stop,” I gasped suddenly, twisting my head away.
Derek’s mouth hovered against my throat, breath hot. His hips stilled.
“Rachel.”
“No.” I shoved at his chest, not hard enough to move him, but enough to make him back off a fraction. “We can’t. Not here.”
His eyes burned into mine, dark, wild, but steady. His hands were still on my hips, still holding me tight against him.
“You sure?” His voice was rough, ragged.
My chest heaved. My body screamed at me to give in, to let him keep going. But I shook my head, pulling my skirt down, turning my face away from his.
“Yes.” My voice cracked. “I’m sure.”
He held me there for one more beat, the weight of his body pressing into mine, his breathing harsh. Then he stepped back, dragging a hand through his hair.
The space between us felt jagged, dangerous, alive.
Derek stepped back, jaw tight, breathing heavy. For the first time all night, there was space between us.
“Inside,” I said quickly, tugging my skirt back down. “We need to talk.”
He followed without a word. I flicked on the light, grabbed the glasses from the counter, filled them with whatever was left in the bottle in the fridge. My hands still shook as I carried them over.
He had already dropped onto the couch, elbows on his knees, head bowed for a second like he was trying to get control of himself, too. When he looked up, his eyes still burned.
I set the glasses down, took one, handed him the other. “Drink.”
He smirked faintly, but lifted it and swallowed. I sat on the coffee table across from him, knees brushing his.
“We can’t, you know that,” I started.
“Yeah.” He stretched back, letting out a breath, then slouched deeper into the couch. His legs opened wide, stretched out long, bracketing me where I sat. His shins pressed against my hips, his thighs close enough to cage me in.
My hand moved without thinking, smoothing over the fabric stretched tight over his shin. His muscles flexed under my palm.
“We can’t ever do this again,” I said. My voice was steady, but my hand kept moving, stroking up and down his leg.
He leaned his head back, watching me through half-lidded eyes. “Funny way of saying it, though.”
“I mean it, Derek.” I dragged my hand down slower this time, fingertips tracing the edge of his sock, then back up over the solid curve of his calf.
“You don’t sound like you mean it, though.” His voice was low, dangerous, but calm. He shifted his leg slightly, pressing it harder against my hip, testing me.
I shivered, forcing myself to keep my gaze on him. “It was a mistake. A huge mistake. If Matt ever knew . . . ”
“He won’t,” Derek cut in. “You know he won’t.”
“That’s not the point.” My fingers flexed against his shin, kneading unconsciously. The heat of him bled into my palm. “It just can’t happen again.”
His mouth curved, slow, deliberate. “Then why are you still  touching me like that?”
I froze. My hand was still there, spread wide across his leg. I pulled it back quickly, clutching my glass with both hands. I didn’t even realize.
He leaned forward now, resting his forearms on his thighs. His face was inches from mine, his legs still framing my body on the table. “Say it, Rachel. Tell me youreally want to stop.”
My throat tightened. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. The weight of his body, the heat of his legs pinning me in, the taste of him still on my lips, it all smothered the words.
Instead, I drained the rest of my drink in one swallow, slammed the glass down on the table, and stared at him, chest heaving.
“We have to be clear,” I said, forcing my voice into something sharp, even as the alcohol burned down my throat. “This can never happen again.”
“Agreed,” Derek said instantly. No hesitation. His eyes stayed locked on mine, steady, unreadable.
I nodded, like we’d settled it, like it was finished. But his legs were still open around me on the coffee table, the heat of him still radiating into me. My pulse hammered in my neck.
I put my empty glass aside and shifted forward on the table, knees brushing the inside of his thighs. “We don’t even talk about it,” I said. “It’s buried. Forgotten.”
“Right,” he said quietly. But his jaw tightened when my knees nudged wider against his, testing the give.
I slid one knee over his leg, then the other, straddling his lap before I could stop myself. The move was smooth, deliberate, the skirt riding high up my thighs. His breath caught, just once, but his eyes never left mine.
“This, for example, isn’t even happening,” I whispered, lowering myself against him. The hard press of his length shifted under me, unmistakable, making my stomach twist.
“No,” he said, his hands hovering just above my hips, close enough to feel, not touching. “It’s not.”
“We’re just talking.” My hands clutched at his shoulders for balance, fingers curling in his shirt. My chest pressed against his as I leaned in. My breath came short, ragged, but I forced the words out. “So we’re agreed this can never, ever be allowed.”
“That’s what we’re doing, agreeing.” His voice was gravel now, low, thick, even as his thighs tensed beneath me, holding me up.
My hips shifted, a slow grind down against him. His eyes flared, dark, hungry, but his hands stayed frozen on the edge of my waist, trembling with restraint.
“Derek,” I tried, but it came out broken, too raw.
“Rachel,” he groaned, jaw tight. “Say it for sure. Say it can’t happen.”
“It can’t happen,” I gasped, even as I rolled my hips harder, dragging myself along his length. Heat flooded through me, soaking the thin barrier left between us.
“Good,” he rasped, finally gripping my hips, fingers digging in as though to hold me still, but instead he hauled me tighter against him. “Then we’re agreed.”
I clung to him, panting, my forehead pressed against his. “Never again.”
His mouth brushed mine, close enough to taste the alcohol on his breath. “Never again.”
And then I kissed him, hard, savage, like I couldn’t breathe without it.
The second my mouth crashed onto his, the words I’d just spoken meant nothing. His hands clamped my hips, dragging me tighter into his lap. I ground down against him, both of us groaning into the kiss.
He broke away long enough to rasp, “This,” his fingers yanked my skirt higher, bunching it at my waist, “this isn’t allowed, for example.”
“Not allowed at all,” I gasped, tugging his shirt up, hands sliding over the hard planes of his stomach. My nails scraped down his skin, pulling another groan from his throat. “And neither is this.”
He seized my breast through my top, squeezing rough, making me cry out. “And this is definitely out,” he muttered against my mouth, pinching my nipple until I arched into him.
“Never,” I whimpered, yanking the fabric down so his hand was on bare skin now, my nipple stiff against his palm.
His tongue shoved deep into my mouth again, wet, frantic, as his other hand slid between us, pushing my panties aside like he had in the elevator. His fingers slid against me, hot, and I bucked hard into him.
“Oh, god,” I gasped, clinging to his shoulders. “This, this is the worst thing.”
“The worst,” he groaned, biting hard at my neck, sucking until I writhed. His fingers sank inside me, and I cried out sharp and helpless.
“And we’re never,” my voice broke into a moan, “never doing this either.”
“Never,” he grunted, grinding his cock up against me through his jeans, hard and urgent. His free hand grabbed my ass, squeezing, pulling me down harder. “Not like this.”
I rode his hand shamelessly, wet sounds filling the room, my breath coming fast against his ear. “Or this,” I panted, dragging his shirt the rest of the way up and yanking it off over his head.
“Yeah, no,” he groaned, hauling my top up, shoving my bra down, mouth closing hard over my breast. His teeth scraped my nipple and I screamed, clutching his head to me. “Definitely not allowed,” I cried.
His tongue lashed, sucking until I was writhing, grinding into his lap like I couldn’t stop myself.
“Not allowed,” I cried, raking my nails down his back, “not even close.”
His hand pumped harder inside me, rough, relentless. “Rachel, fuck, you’re so wet.”
I shuddered against him, biting down on his shoulder to smother another scream. My hips rolled faster, harder, every nerve alive, every word we said only making me hotter. “Well you’re so fucking hard too!”
“This,” I whimpered, on the edge now, “very defiantly this can’t ever happen.”
The shudder ripped through me before I finished the sentence, my whole body convulsing in his lap, mouth open in a silent cry, every muscle seizing around his hand. I gripped his cock hard.
He kissed me through my shudder, rough, desperate, swallowing my sounds while I shook and clung to him.
I collapsed against him, shaking, my chest heaving. Derek didn’t give me a chance to recover. He shoved my panties all the way aside and pressed the thick ridge of his cock against me through his jeans.
“This,” he panted against my ear, grinding up hard until I cried out, “this is never allowed.”
“Never allowed,” I gasped, clutching at his bare shoulders, rolling my hips over him, desperate to feel more. “Not ever.”
He unbuttoned his jeans with one hand, yanking the zipper down. His cock sprang free, hot and hard against my thigh. My stomach flipped.
“Oh god,” I whispered, reaching down, wrapping my hand around him before I could stop myself.
“That,” he groaned, eyes shutting tight as I stroked him, “is the one thing we can never do.”
“Never,” I breathed, jerking him harder, loving the way his body twitched under my grip. “Not this.”
He hissed between his teeth, shoving my hand away only to push my hips down on top of him. His cock slid against me, bare, hot, wet from my arousal. We both groaned.
“Especially not this,” he muttered, grinding up, the thick head sliding over my clit, making me cry out helplessly.
“No not this,” I whimpered, rocking over him, smearing us together, my skirt hiked high around my waist.
He kissed me hard, brutal, tongues clashing, while his hands tore my top and bra the rest of the way off. My breasts bounced free, nipples stiff, and his mouth latched onto one instantly, sucking hard.
“This is completely forbidden,” he groaned against my skin, biting, licking, making me arch and scream.
“Forbidden,” I cried, clinging to his head, grinding faster over his cock, sliding wetly along him. “We can’t, oh god, Derek, we can’t.”
His hands gripped my ass, squeezing, spreading me wide, pulling me lower so his cock slid between my folds, almost inside, catching on me.
“Never,” he groaned, shoving up harder, his tip catching at my entrance, making me shudder. “We can never go this far.”
“Never,” I gasped, hips betraying me, rocking down until I felt the thick push of him stretching me open.
We both froze, mouths locked, breaths sharp. Just the head was inside, barely, but it was enough to rip a groan from both of us.
“This isn’t happening,” I whispered frantically, but I pushed down harder, feeling him sink deeper, slow and unstoppable.
“Not happening,” he gritted, fingers digging into my hips, hauling me lower until I took him all the way in, stretching, filling, making me cry out loud.
Our bodies slammed together, wet, messy, grinding on the couch, the words spilling from us even as we lost ourselves in exactly what we swore we would never do.
We tore apart suddenly, both of us gasping, slick and trembling. My skirt was still shoved at my waist, his cock still wet and swollen between us. I scrambled off his lap, dragging it down with shaking hands, stumbling back a step.
“That,” I said breathlessly, pointing at him like I could make the words mean something, “is exactly what we cannot ever do.”
He sat there, chest heaving, cock jutting from his open jeans, eyes locked on me. For a second, neither of us moved. Then I turned, desperate, grabbing my discarded top from the floor. “I need water,” I muttered, heading for the kitchen.
I yanked open the fridge, hands still shaking, grabbed a bottle, twisted the cap, and gulped fast. My throat burned. My legs still quivered with every step.
I didn’t hear him come up behind me until his chest pressed into my back, hard, his hand sliding around my waist.
“Derek.”
“You taste like I’ve been starving,” he groaned into my ear, his stubble rasping my skin. His hand shoved my skirt up again, the bottle slipping from my fingers, clattering across the counter.
“I said we can’t.” The words broke into a moan as he bent me back over the counter, his cock pressing between my thighs again, thick and hot.
“You’re so ready,” he rasped, shoving my panties aside like they were nothing. His tip slid against me, wet and insistent.
I twisted to face him, trying to push him back, but my hands clutched at his arms instead. “I want to so badly.”
“Not allowed,” he finished, eyes burning into mine. Then he hauled me up onto the counter in one brutal motion, spreading my knees wide with his hips.
“Oh my god,” I gasped, as his cock slammed into me, deep, hard, filling me to the hilt in a single thrust. My cry echoed off the kitchen walls.
His hands clamped my thighs, holding them open, pounding into me with savage force. The bottles on the counter rattled with every slam of his hips.
“This,” he groaned, teeth bared, sweat dripping down his temple, “this is the one thing we said we can’t do.”
“Never,” I cried, nails digging into his shoulders, my body jerking under each thrust. “We can never, oh fuck . . . ”
He fucked me harder, relentless, my ass sliding against the cool countertop, my knees pulled higher around his waist. His cock drove into me again and again, wet sounds slapping through the kitchen.
I clung to him, my head back, throat bared, every nerve on fire. My words dissolved into raw, shameless moans.
Derek slammed into me one more time, making me cry out against his mouth, then slowed, chest heaving, sweat dripping down his temple. He kissed me hard, rough and wet, before pulling out with a groan. My whole body was trembling, thighs sticky, ass still pressed to the counter.
“This is so wrong,” I gasped, clinging to his shoulders, still catching my breath.
“So wrong,” he groaned, grabbing me by the hips and hauling me off the counter. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, locking at the ankles.
“Derek,” I panted, my hands clawing at his back, “you just can’t . . . ”
“I can’t,” he cut in, his voice harsh in my ear. He carried me down the hall like I weighed nothing, my skirt bunched up around my hips, my chest pressed against him. I buried my face in his neck, breathing in sweat, moaning against his skin with every step.
The bedroom swung open against the wall. He laid me back on the bed, my body bouncing against the sheets. I tried to sit up, but he was already yanking his jeans down the rest of the way, his cock slick, red, veined, throbbing.
I licked my lips, pulse hammering. “We really shouldn’t.”
He shoved me back flat with one hand, crawling up the bed over me. “We shouldn’t,” he said darkly, then flipped me, pulling me over his chest. My knees landed on either side of his head, my pussy inches from his mouth, while his cock jutted straight up beneath me.
“Oh my god,” I gasped, bracing my hands against the headboard.
“Yeah,” he growled, dragging me down. His tongue slid over me, hot and wet, spreading me open, licking me with his raw hunger.
I cried out, shaking, my thighs clamping around his face. “This . . . ”
His answer was muffled against my flesh, tongue plunging deeper, teeth grazing, lips sucking hard until I writhed above him.
My hips rolled against his mouth, wet sounds filling the room. I couldn’t breathe. My hands shook as I reached down, wrapping around his cock at last.
“This is the worst,” I whispered, then moaned as I took him into my mouth, sucking him deep, gagging slightly as the thick head pushed against my throat.
“Fuck,” he groaned against my clit, his whole body jerking.
I bobbed my head, tongue swirling, sucking hard while he devoured me from below. His tongue worked fast, relentless, flicking and circling, making me scream around his cock.
Every movement of my mouth matched his, the two of us locked in filthy rhythm, devouring each other, clawing for more.
“This,” I gasped, pulling off his length to moan before swallowing him again, “this is also not . . . ” I said, but I shoved myself down his length and muffled the rest.
His tongue shoved deep inside me, his nose grinding against my clit, making me cry out raggedly, clenching around him. His cock twitched hard in my mouth, swelling, throbbing, as if he was seconds from losing control.
We just couldn’t stop.
Derek’s hands locked around my hips, dragging me down until my clit pressed against his mouth. His tongue was everywhere, lapping, plunging, flicking fast, sucking hard enough to make my thighs quiver.
“Fuck, oh fuck,” I cried, grinding against his face, unable to stop myself. The sheets bunched in my fists as I rode his tongue shamelessly, every nerve alive.
His teeth grazed me, sharp enough to sting, and I screamed into his cock, which was filling my mouth, thick and heavy. My lips stretched around him, drool spilling down my chin as I swallowed him deeper, gagging softly on the sheer size.
He groaned into me, the vibration buzzing through my clit, making my hips jolt. His cock twitched on my tongue, veins pulsing against the roof of my mouth. I sucked harder, bobbing my head, dragging my tongue from his tip down to the base and back up again.
“God, Rachel,” His voice was muffled under me, guttural.. His tongue speared inside me, wet and frantic, and his hands spread my ass wide so he could devour me deeper.
My thighs clamped around his face, trembling, but he only held me tighter, burying himself between my legs. I moaned around his cock, the sound wet and broken, my throat working as I swallowed him down again and again.
He bucked under me, hips jerking up, driving deeper into my mouth. His cock hit the back of my throat, and I gagged around him, drool and spit running down my chin, dripping onto his stomach.
“This,” I gasped, pulling back just long enough to pant before swallowing him down again, “this is by far the filthiest thing.
His tongue rolled against my clit, circling fast, relentless, and I screamed, muffled against his shaft as I lost myself. My hips rolled wildly, smearing my wetness all over his mouth, his chin slick, his nose grinding against me.
“Not allowed,” he groaned into me, then sucked hard enough to make me buck, sharp cries tearing out of me.
I sobbed, deepthroating him again, choking, moaning, loving the way he groaned when I swallowed around him. My hand pumped what my mouth couldn’t take, spit and pre-cum slicking my fingers.
He devoured me harder, tongue flicking, plunging, lapping like he couldn’t stop. His stubble scraped my inner thighs raw, making me whimper, making me grind down harder against his mouth.
Every nerve screamed, every thrust of his cock down my throat matched by his tongue on my clit, the two of us locked in a loop, each of us dragging the other higher and higher.
I was shaking, thighs quivering, throat aching, tears slipping from my eyes from the effort. His cock throbbed on my tongue, swollen, his hips bucking up into my mouth harder with every second.
We teetered there, bodies trembling, both of us a heartbeat away from breaking, refusing to finish, refusing to stop, trapped in the madness of it.
Derek ripped his mouth from me first, gasping, his chest heaving. I pulled off his cock with a wet gasp, spit dripping down my chin, strands of it connecting us as I panted above him. My thighs quivered, my whole body trembling at the edge.
He sat up suddenly, grabbing my waist and flipping me onto my stomach like I weighed nothing. My cheek hit the sheets, my ass up, skirt still bunched at my waist.
“Derek,” I cried, but the word turned into a scream as his cock slammed into me from behind, hard and deep, shoving me up the bed.
“Fuck,” he groaned, hands clamping my hips. “You feel insane.”
The bedframe cracked against the wall as he drove into me again, harder, faster. My fists balled into the sheets, my body jerking with each brutal thrust.
“This is worse,” I sobbed.
He yanked a fistful of my hair, arching my back until my mouth opened wide in a cry. His hips slammed against my ass, the sound sharp, wet, obscene.
He pounded me harder, the mattress squealing beneath us, the headboard banging.
He leaned over me, one hand still tangled in my hair, the other gripping my shoulder, forcing me to take every thrust deep. His teeth dragged down my ear, biting hard at the curve of my neck.
I screamed, voice breaking into a sob as my body shook.
He pulled out almost all the way before ramming back inside, the wet slap echoing through the room.
His cock drove deeper, harder, stretching me wide, filling me until I cried out into the sheets. My breasts bounced against the mattress with every thrust, nipples raw and stiff, sweat slicking my skin.
The bed banged against the wall in a violent rhythm, loud enough to wake the neighbors. I didn’t care. I screamed into the pillow, clutching at it, my body rocking wildly under him.
He yanked my hair harder, dragging my head up, forcing my mouth open in a ragged cry. “Look at me,” he growled.
I twisted enough to catch his eyes over my shoulder, dark, wild, burning. The sight tore a moan from me, my hips shoving back against him without thought.
“This is wrong,” I gasped, “so wrong.” I could hardly breathe.
“Wrong as it gets,” he rasped back, pounding me faster, harder, the entire bedframe shaking under us.
I screamed, my voice echoing off the walls as his cock split me again and again, wet and brutal.
The sound of our bodies crashing together filled the room. I was lost in it, undone, dragged higher with every savage thrust.
“Stop, stop,” I finally gasped, shaking, my throat raw.
Derek groaned behind me, slamming on last time in deep and holding there, his cock throbbing inside me. His chest pressed to my back, breath ragged against my ear. For a moment he didn’t move, both of us caught, trembling on the edge.
Then he yanked out of me with a groan, shoving off the bed. I collapsed onto my stomach, chest heaving, sweat plastering my hair to my face.
I rolled onto my back under him where he remained on his hands and knees. My whole body trembled, my chest rising and falling too fast. “We can’t,” I whispered, throat dry. “We can’t.”
He glared down at me, jaw tight. “Do you mean it? Because you keep pulling me back.”
“And you keep letting me,” I shot back, voice shaking.
We stared at each other, both of us flushed, drenched, wild-eyed. My hands shook as I covered myself with sheets, as if that could undo what we’d done.
“This never happened,” I said finally, the words trembling on my lips. “We can’t ever tell.”
“We can’t,” he cut in, snapping it like he needed to believe it, too. His chest still heaved, his cock still swollen, but he got off the bed.
I sat up slowly, pulling the sheet around me, clutching it tight. My heart wouldn’t settle, still racing in my chest, my body still aching for him. “Matt can’t ever know.”
“He won’t,” Derek said, low, certain. His eyes locked on mine.
The room smelled of sweat and sex, the sheets damp, the air heavy with everything we’d just done.
I wrapped the sheet tighter around myself, my throat burning. “It stops. Here. Tonight.”
“Tonight,” he echoed, nodding once. But the way his fists clenched, the way his eyes raked down my body under the sheet, I knew he didn’t believe it.
And neither did I, quiet.
Derek sat back on his heels, dragged his shirt off the floor. His voice was low, steady. “I’m gotta hit the bathroom.”
“Okay,” I whispered, tugging my skirt sheet with shaky hands.
He scooped up his jeans,  slipped into the bathroom, closed the door with a quiet click.
I exhaled hard, standing on trembling legs. The place was scattered with clothes, my blouse draped across the arm of the couch, my bra near the door, my heels toppled by the coffee table. I moved fast, heart hammering, gathering each piece like I was cleaning a crime scene.
Blouse buttoned, skirt smoothed, bra snapped in place, I shoved my feet back into my shoes and ran a hand through my hair, praying it looked normal. My purse was upright again by the wall just as the front lock rattled.
The door swung open.
“Rach?” Matt stepped in, keys in hand, jacket half-off.
I froze, then forced a smile. “Hey. You’re back.”
He grinned, easy, relaxed. “Yeah. Guys wouldn’t shut up, but I finally escaped.” His eyes flicked around the room, casual. “You never texted me. Derek still here? I saw his truck.”
“Yeah.” My throat felt tight, but I kept the smile. “We were just hanging out.”
Right on cue, the bathroom door opened. Derek stepped out, shirt in place, belt buckled, hair neat. He didn’t rush, didn’t flinch, just nodded. “Matt.”
Matt looked between us, but there was nothing but friendliness in his face. “Thought you’d already be headed home by now.”
“Nah,” Derek said easily. “Walked Rach up, sat for a bit. Started talking.”
Matt tossed his jacket on the chair, laughing. “Bar was a zoo. Thanks for sticking with her, you were right to leave,”he said to me.
“Of course.” Derek gave me the briefest glance, just a flicker, before shifting his eyes back to Matt. “Anyway, I’ll get out of your hair.”
Matt clapped his shoulder as he passed. “Good stuff tonight, man. Same time next week.”
“Definitely.” Derek pulled the door open, casual as ever. “Night then.”
The door shut behind him.
Matt turned to me, stretched his arms over his head. “You look beat. Ready to crash?”
“Yeah.” My voice was soft, careful.
He leaned down, kissed my cheek, and headed to the bedroom. I sank onto the couch, my pulse thudding in my ears, the air still heavy with everything Derek and I had done, and everything we almost had.
Matt hadn’t seen it. He hadn’t smelled it. He was too tired, too worn out.But I could still taste Derek on my lips.
I slipped under the covers beside Matt, my body still buzzing, my skin still hot. He draped an arm over my waist, kissed my temple, and was asleep within minutes, his breathing slow and steady.
I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, my eyes wide in the dark.
The sheets smelled faintly of him, of us, and beneath it, I swore I could still taste Derek on my lips, still feel the ache between my thighs where he’d been. My body trembled with the phantom of it, every nerve lit like it hadn’t ended.
God, how had I let it get that far?
It was insane. Reckless. Matt could’ve walked in at any second and seen us, seen me, half-naked, flushed, with his best friend’s hands all over me. In me. Me screaming.
I squeezed my eyes shut, pressing my palms flat against the sheets. “Never again,” I whispered into the dark. My chest rose too fast, my heart still racing. “It can never happen again.”
Beside me, Matt stirred, sighing in his sleep, and tucked me closer. His warmth should’ve calmed me, but it only made the guilt press sharper against my ribs.
I turned onto my side, facing away from him, staring into the shadows across the room. My stomach twisted as flashes ran through my mind: Derek’s mouth at my throat, his hand yanking my hair, the sound of my own voice crying out under him.
I bit my lip hard enough to sting.
It wasn’t just wrong, it was dangerous. Risking everything. My relationship. My life as I knew it.
I pulled the blanket tighter around me, curling in against myself. “Never again,” I whispered once more, like saying it would make it true.
My body didn’t believe it.
The ache between my legs throbbed with every heartbeat, proof of how far I’d gone. My lips were still tender from his kisses. My breasts still ached where he’d bitten me. Every inch of me hummed with him.
But it was over. It had to be. There was no reason for it. I had no idea where it had come from. I never wanted anything like that in my life.
And yet . . . .
Matt’s breathing stayed steady behind me, calm, trusting, completely unaware of what tumbled around his bed a half hour before.
I forced myself to close my eyes, forced myself to breathe slow and steady, until sleep finally dragged me down.
It would never happen again, I promised myself that.
And I almost believed it.
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