
        
            
                
            
        

    My Boyfriend's Teammate 2

A girlfriend becomes a cheater 

JL Sanders

PMI
 




Copyright © 2025 JL Sanders
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.




















Three weeks passed before I saw Derek again.
Not that I hadn’t thought about him. I had. More than I could explain. Every time Matt mentioned his name, every time I saw his truck downtown, every time my phone buzzed and I thought for a second it might be him. But it wasn’t. And he didn’t reach out.
Neither did I. The silence between us was solid, untouched. Matt stayed the same, loving, easy, distracted by work and the start of the indoor league season. We kept up our routine, our shared groceries, our quick dinners between practices, our lazy weekend mornings when he stayed in bed late and I got up to make coffee. We even had sex twice. It was familiar, soft, safe. I never came. I never said anything.
Then Matt told me we’d been invited to Ben’s cabin for the long weekend. “Couples only,” he said, tossing his bag into the trunk. “Derek and Chloe will be there.”
My breath caught. “Chloe?”
“Yeah. They got back together or something. I don’t know. Should be fun though. Lake, firepit, beer. The usual.”
I nodded, my mouth too dry to answer. I hadn’t heard Chloe’s name in months. And Derek had never mentioned her that night. The thought of seeing him again, with her, twisted something low in my stomach.
By the time we arrived at the cabin, the sun was low behind the pines. The gravel crunch of the tires set off a chorus of barking from the backyard, and someone called out from the deck. Laughter echoed, someone cracked a beer, music floated from the open sliding door. Normal, friendly. Easy. I stepped out of the car and pulled my jacket tighter, the breeze sharp off the lake. My heart was pounding. I hadn’t seen him yet.
We carried our bags inside. The place was already packed, shoes by the door, drinks on the counter, the couch draped in blankets. Chloe was in the kitchen, laughing with Talia, wineglass in hand. Blonde, thinner than I remembered, her voice too bright. She turned and smiled. “Rachel! It’s been forever.”
We hugged. It was brief, stiff. “You look great,” I said.
“You too.”
Matt appeared behind me with the bags. “Where are we?” he asked, glancing around.
“Upstairs,” Chloe said. “You’re in the end room, across from me and Derek.”
The name hit me like a punch. I nodded. “Great.”
We carried our stuff up the narrow stairs. The walls were hung with old lake photos, group shots from summers past. I paused at one, a younger version of Derek and Matt, both shirtless, sunburnt, grinning with beers in hand. I stared too long. Matt nudged me forward.
When we stepped into our room, I dropped the bags by the dresser and sat on the edge of the bed, my chest tight. From across the hall, I heard a door creak open. Footsteps. Male.
Derek stepped into the hall, holding a towel, hair wet, shirtless. His eyes met mine. He froze and I didn’t move either.
His gaze dragged over me, slow, unreadable. His chest rose once, then again. Then he stepped back into his room and shut the door without a sound.
Matt was already unpacking. “You okay?” he asked, glancing up.
“Yeah,” I said too quickly. I stood and crossed to the window, yanked it open a crack. The lake shimmered through the trees, dark and wide, the wind pushing the scent of pine and woodsmoke inside. I focused on that, forced my breathing to slow.
Downstairs, someone yelled that the grill was hot. Doors opened, footsteps moved. I stayed by the window until Matt called from the hall that they were starting burgers. “Come down when you’re ready,” he said. Then he was gone.
I washed my face, fixed my hair, re-applied the lip gloss I wasn’t supposed to care about. When I stepped out into the hallway, Derek’s door was closed. Chloe’s voice drifted up from the deck, laughing again, louder now, half-drunk already.
I went down.
The yard was full, folding chairs pulled around the firepit, music bumping low from a speaker tucked into the corner of the porch. Talia handed me a drink. “It’s stupid strong,” she warned.
I drank it anyway.
Derek was by the grill, beer in hand, hoodie on now, sleeves pushed up. He didn’t look at me. I didn’t look at him either, not directly. But every time I turned, I felt him. When I moved, I saw his gaze follow in the glass of the sliding door. When I laughed, I saw his jaw clench.
Matt put a hand on my lower back. “You good?”
“Great,” I said. I leaned into his touch too long, as if to prove something. He smiled and kissed my cheek.
Later, after the fire was lit and dinner was eaten, Chloe pulled out cards for a game on the deck table. The couples paired off. Derek and Chloe sat opposite Matt and me. Her hand stayed on his thigh the whole time. She laughed too loud at his answers, touched his arm every chance she got. I matched it, leaning in to Matt, smiling, teasing him, keeping my hand on his knee, rubbing lazy circles as I sipped my drink.
But once, only once, I let my foot drift under the table, let it touch Derek’s.
He didn’t look at me. But he spread his legs wider, filling the space, daring me.
I pulled back.
By midnight, Chloe was yawning. Talia and Ben had already gone upstairs. Matt was helping clean up bottles from the grass. I lingered on the deck steps, watching the lake.
Derek stepped outside alone.
“You look good tonight,” he said quietly, without turning his head.
“You shouldn’t say that.”
“I know.”
I didn’t respond. His arm brushed mine as he passed. I should’ve moved. I didn’t. He paused at the stairs, looked back at me once, then disappeared into the dark.
The cabin creaked in the cold that night. Floorboards groaned, wind pushed at the windows. Matt was already asleep, his arm heavy across my waist, his breath slow against the back of my neck. I stared into the dark, sheets pulled up to my chest, muscles tense. I hadn’t moved in over an hour. I couldn’t. My body was wired, heat low in my stomach, every nerve awake.
I slipped out of bed without a sound. Matt didn’t stir.
The hallway was dim, moonlight filtering through the far window. I padded barefoot toward the bathroom, hoodie tugged down over my legs. I didn’t plan to stop. I didn’t plan anything. But my feet slowed in front of his door. There was no noise. No light. I peered down the stairs. Chloe and Talia had fallen asleep on the couch, blankets and all.
Then I reached out and knocked once, quiet. I didn’t know why, I can’t explain it.
A pause. Then the sound of footsteps. The door opened a crack. Derek’s bare chest, dark room behind him. He looked at me for a long second, then stepped back without a word.
I slipped inside.
The room was warm, smelled faintly of soap and the lake air coming through the open window. I didn’t move past the doorway. He stood a few feet away, his face unreadable. His arms were at his sides, fists loose, chest rising too fast.
“Why did you knock?” he asked, voice low.
“I don’t know.”
“You shouldn’t be here.”
“I know.”
We didn’t move. My pulse pounded in my ears. I felt like I could hear Matt breathing in the next room one wall away. Derek peered behind me as though to see if Chloe was coming. I should’ve turned and left. I didn’t.
Derek stepped closer, slow and controlled, like he was giving me a chance to stop him. I didn’t take it. His hand came up, brushing the hem of my sleeve with two fingers. He didn’t grab, didn’t pull. Just touched.
“You said never again.”
“And I meant it,” I whispered.
His eyes burned into mine. “Then why are you standing in my room?”
I couldn’t answer.
He stepped closer. His hand slipped beneath the hem of my hoodie, fingers grazing bare skin. My stomach jumped. I didn’t stop him. I didn’t breathe.
He leaned down, mouth close to my ear, his voice so quiet it barely registered. “You’re already soaked through that thin little pair, aren’t you.”
I gasped, every muscle flinching, but my thighs pressed together tight, betraying me.
“Say it,” he whispered. “Tell me you’re wet just thinking about it.”
“No,” I breathed. “I’m not.”
He smiled. “Yes you are.”
His hand slid down the front of my thigh, then up, slow, pushing the fabric of the hoodie higher. My legs parted an inch. Then another. My breath caught, lips parting, pulse racing.
His fingers brushed the edge of my panties, paused, touching the barrier.
We both stood there, frozen, silent.
“Tell me to stop,” he said again, voice calm.
I should have. I didn’t.
Instead, I whispered, “Close the door.”
He closed it without a word. The latch caught with a soft click, the sound final. The room was darker now, moonlight filtered only through the thin curtain, casting the faintest glow across the floor. I stood still near the door, breath unsteady, heart thudding too loud in my chest. Derek didn’t move right away. He stayed close, his body near mine but not touching, watching my face, waiting.
When I didn’t run, he stepped in. His hand lifted the hem of my hoodie slowly, inch by inch. His fingers traced up my thighs with a patience that made me ache. I didn’t speak. My hands were clenched at my sides, trembling, but I didn’t stop him. When the hoodie bunched at my hips, he pushed it higher with both hands and let it fall over my waist. My panties were pale, cotton, too thin to hide anything, and soaked through.
He ran one finger over the front, slow, dragging it down until it reached the crease. Then back up. I gasped once, but didn’t back away. My thighs parted on their own.
“I’ve thought about this every night,” he said, voice low and tight.
“You said we wouldn’t.”
“I know what I said.”
His hand cupped me fully through the damp fabric, pressing in hard enough to make me bite my lip. My knees weakened. I reached out and grabbed his forearm for balance. The muscles under my palm were hot, flexed, alive.
“Last time,” I whispered.
He nodded, but didn’t answer. His other hand came up, slid under my hoodie, fingers gliding over my bare waist, then higher, dragging the fabric up over my chest. I let him. My arms raised automatically, and he pulled the hoodie over my head. My hair spilled loose. My nipples were already tight, my breasts bare and flushed in the moonlight.
He stepped back a pace, his eyes scanning me from head to toe. I felt exposed, chilled, aroused beyond logic. My chest heaved. My panties clung to me like they were painted on. Chloe was directly below us. Matt was on the other side of the wall beside us.
“Get on the bed,” he said, quiet and steady.
I walked past him slowly. His room was warm, but goosebumps covered my arms. The sheets were cool under my knees as I climbed up and turned to face him. I sat on the edge, legs parted, panties damp and barely covering anything. I didn’t speak. I just waited.
He stripped fast, shirt gone, sweatpants pushed down, cock already hard, thick, heavy. My breath caught at the sight of him. He stepped to the edge of the bed, grabbed my hips, and pulled me closer until my legs hung off the side, knees open wide around him.
His hands went to the waistband of my panties. I didn’t stop him. I lifted my hips. He dragged them down slow, baring me inch by inch. The air hit me. I trembled. Then his mouth was on me.
His tongue hit me slow and flat, dragging from the bottom up with aching pressure that made my spine curve. I clutched the sheets, thighs tensed, chest heaving. Derek didn’t rush. He tasted me like he was owed it, like this was the debt I’d run up and he was collecting in full. Every flick of his tongue over my clit was heavier than I could handle, and he knew it. He locked his hands around my thighs, keeping them wide, holding me open with no escape.
I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood. His tongue circled tighter, focused now, cruel in its precision. I couldn’t breathe. My head dropped back, my eyes squeezed shut, my hands twisting in the sheets behind me for leverage. He buried his face deeper, nose brushing, tongue plunging, groaning into my pussy like he didn’t care who heard. I could barely keep my legs still.
“Derek,” I gasped, but it wasn’t a protest. My voice was wrecked already, shaking.
He didn’t answer. His grip tightened and he doubled down, working my clit with steady, brutal focus until I arched up from the bed with a broken sound. I was soaked, and he didn’t let up. He tongued me through it, licking and sucking until I jerked and twisted, trying to close my thighs, but he didn’t let me. He kept me spread, kept me right there on the edge, riding it out.
When he finally pulled back, his mouth was wet, his jaw gleaming. He wiped his chin with the back of his hand, staring down at me with something fierce in his eyes.
“Lay back,” he said, voice hoarse.
I did.
He grabbed my thighs, dragged me higher on the bed, and climbed over me. His cock was hard again, thick, slick, flushed dark at the head. I reached for him without thinking, wrapping my hand around the base and guiding him in. He sank into me with one long, hard thrust, no teasing, no hesitation.
My mouth opened in a silent cry. I arched up to meet him, full, stretched, pinned beneath the weight of it all. Derek groaned into my neck, buried to the hilt, unmoving for a long moment as we both gasped. My arms locked around his shoulders. He kissed me once, hard, then started to move.
The bed creaked under us. Each thrust landed deeper, harder, slow enough to make me feel everything, fast enough that I couldn’t keep up. I clawed at his back. His mouth found mine again, crushing, messy, his body grinding into mine until I whimpered into his throat. He pushed my legs higher, bending me back, fucking me deep and rough, and I took all of it, legs shaking, voice gone.
He didn’t stop. He didn’t slow.
I knew it was wrong. I knew it was over the line. But I didn’t care.
I came again, harder than before, legs locked tight around him, eyes squeezed shut, Derek's name spilling out of me like a confession.
He kept going.
My body bucked under him, hips twisting as the last shudder rolled through me, but Derek didn’t let up. He stayed inside, every thrust deliberate now, pushing deeper, grinding down between each one. I gasped, eyes fluttering, nails dragging red across his back. His hand caught my jaw, turning my face toward his. “Keep your eyes open,” he said.
I tried. I did.
He fucked me slow and hard, each movement making my breath hitch, every inch of him inside me, thick, hot, stretching me until I couldn’t think. My legs were open wide around his waist, my heels pressed to the backs of his thighs. I clung to him with everything I had. His mouth stayed close to mine, not kissing anymore, just breathing me in, watching how I came apart again for him.
I felt the next one coming too fast. I didn’t want it to. I wanted to slow down, to take control back, to remind myself this wasn’t supposed to happen. But my body betrayed me all over again. My thighs trembled, my hips rolled up to his, and my voice cracked.
“Derek,” I whispered, then again louder. “Derek . . .  ”
His hand moved between us, thumb finding my clit, pressing slow circles into the swollen nerves. I jerked, grabbed his wrist, but didn’t stop him.
He leaned down, forehead against mine. “Come again.”
“I can’t.”
“Yes you can.”
I gasped, shaking my head, but he pushed deeper, thumb pressing harder, cock grinding all the way to the end of me. I bit my lip hard, trying to fight it off. His other hand slid under my back, lifting me to him, holding me there like I belonged to him, like this was where I was meant to be.
“Let go,” he said.
I broke.
My legs locked around him, my head fell back, and the cry tore out of me, raw and desperate. I came on him hard, clenching tight around his cock, my whole body seizing against his chest. My arms wrapped around his neck, my mouth open in wordless gasps. Derek held me through all of it, breathing against my cheek, whispering nothing, just staying in me, thick and hard and deep.
He didn’t come.
He pulled out slow, his cock wet and swollen, dragging every inch of heat with it. I whimpered, empty, legs falling open. He sat back on his heels, staring at me, chest heaving, jaw tight. I looked down at myself, smeared, stretched, soaked between the thighs, red handprints fading on my hips.
Neither of us spoke. His hands ran down my legs, slow, like he was trying to memorize the shape of them. Then he reached for my panties, picked them up from the floor, and handed them to me without a word.
I sat up, took them, heart pounding in my throat.
“Go before someone hears,” he said.
I stood on shaking legs, pulled the hoodie back over my head, stuffed the panties in the front pocket, and slipped out into the hallway.
Matt was still asleep. He didn’t stir once, even when I slid back into bed, body damp with sweat, legs trembling under the covers. I lay facing the wall, jaw tight, the room still thick with heat that wasn’t his. My skin was flushed, my throat dry, my panties hidden in the hoodie pocket beneath the bed. I could feel every place Derek had touched me, every throb that hadn’t faded, every wet shift of my thighs when I moved. I kept perfectly still, pretending it was over.
By morning, no one knew.
Sunlight streamed through the windows like nothing had happened. Matt got up first, cheerful, oblivious, scratching his chest and pulling on shorts while he talked about lake plans. I nodded, smiled, followed him down to the kitchen. My legs ached when I walked. I took small steps. I didn’t meet Derek’s eyes when I passed him pouring coffee. Chloe was beside him, hungover and clingy, arms wrapped around his back while she sipped from his mug.
I busied myself with mugs, grabbing one from the drying rack, avoiding the counter where Derek stood. He didn’t say anything, didn’t glance at me, didn’t touch me. You’d never know I had begged for his cock in the dark five hours earlier.
I drank my coffee slow, standing near the screen door, watching the breeze ripple over the lake. Matt came up behind me and kissed my shoulder. “We’re going to do the dock setup. Want to come?”
“I’ll be down in a bit,” I said.
He nodded and left. I stayed there until I heard the screen bang shut again behind me. I didn’t have to turn to know who it was.
“You okay?” Derek said.
I sipped my coffee. “Don’t talk to me out here.”
“No one’s around.”
“I don’t care.”
He stepped closer. I felt him before I heard his breath. “Say it then.”
I turned my head just enough to look at him. “It’s done. It can’t happen again.”
He nodded, slow. “You came twice last night.”
“That’s not the point.”
“It is for me.”
My mouth tightened. I looked back out at the lake. “You’re with Chloe.”
“Not really.”
“She was in your bed.”
“So were you.”
I turned fully, chest tight, coffee sloshing slightly in the cup I held. “You don’t get to act casual about this.”
He stepped closer again, voice lower. “Then don’t pretend it didn’t happen.”
“I’m not pretending. I’m trying to survive it.”
His eyes dragged down my body. “You didn’t look like someone surviving last night.”
My hand tightened around the mug. “You need to leave me alone.”
He didn’t respond. The screen door creaked behind us and I jerked back two steps. Matt walked in, grinning. “You two good?”
“All good,” Derek said, easy, grabbing his own mug and walking out.
Matt kissed my cheek, oblivious. “Let’s go, the dock’s a mess.”
I nodded, following him down the path, feeling Derek’s stare press into my back from the porch the whole way.
The dock took most of the morning. Ben was already knee-deep in the water, cursing at tangled ropes and warped boards. Matt dropped his shirt and jumped in to help. I sat on the steps with Chloe and Talia, legs stretched, nursing a second coffee that did nothing to steady me.
Chloe was talking, something about Derek’s job, how much he hated it, how he’d been thinking of quitting, maybe moving. I nodded along. My pulse thudded dully in my throat every time I heard his name. She didn’t notice. She talked like she wanted someone to agree with her, not someone to listen.
After a while, she got up to help with the towels. I stayed.
The sun crept higher. Sweat gathered at the base of my neck. Matt and Derek were side by side now, hauling boards up together, their backs flexing with each lift, laughing at something Ben shouted from the shore. I watched Matt’s hands grip the rope, the way his body moved in rhythm. I watched Derek the same way. I hated myself for it. But I couldn’t stop.
They finished around noon. Everyone came up for drinks and sandwiches. Chloe handed Derek a cold beer. He took it with a nod, didn’t touch her otherwise. I stayed back, quiet. Matt pulled me into his lap while he ate. I let him. His arms wrapped around my waist, strong and easy. I leaned into him, trying to remind myself what was real.
That afternoon, people napped or scattered. I went upstairs under the excuse of grabbing a hoodie. Matt was asleep on the couch, one arm flung over his eyes. I paused on the landing, halfway between the bedrooms and the noise outside.
Behind me, I heard a door open.
I turned. Derek stood in the doorway of the bathroom, towel around his neck, shirtless again. His eyes flicked to me. He waited.
I shook my head. “No.”
He said nothing.
“I mean it.”
He stepped back into the bathroom, leaving the door open.
I stood frozen on the landing. I should’ve walked away. I should’ve gone back downstairs. But instead I moved toward him. My feet carried me forward, my hand caught the edge of the frame, and I stepped inside.
The door clicked shut behind me.
The fan was humming, the shower still damp, warm steam clinging to the mirror. He leaned back against the counter, arms crossed, watching me like I was already undressed.
“Rachel.”
“I said no.”
“You walked in anyway.”
My throat felt tight. “I don’t know why.”
He stepped forward. His hand reached out, fingers trailing down my wrist. “Yes you do.”
I didn’t pull away. I let him step closer, let his body heat press against mine. My hands curled at my sides, useless.
His mouth was inches from mine. “Tell me to stop.”
I opened my mouth, but no sound came out.
His lips brushed mine once. Then again, harder. I didn’t push him back. I kissed him.
The kiss started controlled, careful, almost restrained, the kind that pretends it can still be denied. Then Derek’s hand slid up my spine, fingers spreading at the base of my neck, and everything inside me folded. I rose onto my toes without thinking, my mouth opening under his, breath catching as the pressure deepened. The bathroom light hummed above us. The mirror behind him fogged faintly from the leftover steam. I couldn’t tell which part of it made my pulse spike harder, his mouth or the knowledge that Matt was asleep one floor below.
Derek pulled me closer, hips pressing mine, heat rising fast between us. His other hand caught the hem of my shirt and lifted it just enough for his thumb to graze bare skin. I gasped, clutched the edge of the counter behind me, trying to steady myself, but my body tipped into him instead. His mouth left mine long enough to drag along my jaw, then lower, taking the edge of my throat between his teeth.
“Derek,” I whispered, barely a voice at all.
“You walked in here,” he said against my skin.
“I shouldn’t have.”
“But you did.”
My hands formed a fist in his towel, pulling him closer. His breath shuddered out against my collarbone. The towel slipped from his neck and hit the floor without a sound. His palms dragged down my sides and landed at the waistband of my shorts. I felt the tug before I felt my own answer rising in my chest.
“We shouldn’t,” I breathed.
He stopped instantly, his hands still resting at my hips, not moving an inch higher or lower. His eyes were on mine again, sharp, steady, searching.
“Say it like you mean it,” he said.
My lips parted, but the words didn’t come. The room felt tight, the air too warm, his body too close. His hands remained still, waiting, testing whether I would pull away.
I didn’t.
My fingers rose instead, sliding across his ribs, feeling the tension there, the solid heat under his skin. He exhaled hard, the sound low in his throat. His hands tightened at my hips as if he were holding himself back.
“Rachel,” he said quietly, warning or plea, I couldn’t tell.
My chest rose once, sharp, and I shook my head, but my knees bent in toward him, thighs brushing his. I had no excuse left. No line to point to. No reason that survived even a second under his hands.
“I don’t want this,” I whispered.
He didn’t blink. “Then walk out.”
I didn’t move.
His fingers slipped under the waistband of my shorts. Not pulling. Just resting there. My breath stuttered. His forehead pressed to mine, the smallest touch, intimate and steady.
“You want me to stop,” he said softly, “then tell me to.”
I swallowed, pulse hammering.
But the word wouldn’t come. “Don’t stop,” I groaned.
I lifted his face instead and kissed him again, deeper, slower, the kind of kiss that erased the whole idea of leaving. His hands tightened in answer, drawing me closer as my body opened against his, the decision already made.
The moment I kissed him back, something in him snapped. His hands gripped my hips hard, dragging me flush against him, his cock already thick and rising against my stomach. My breath faltered. My fingers curled into his shoulders, pulling him closer, needing the weight of him even as my mind twisted in panic. We weren’t supposed to be here. We weren’t supposed to touch. But I didn’t step away. I pressed into him harder.
He lifted me onto the counter in one smooth motion. My back hit the cool surface, my legs parting around his hips before I even realized I’d moved. His hands slid under my thighs, pushing them wider, controlling the angle, lifting my body into his. My shorts were halfway down already, pushed by his grip and my own desperation.
“Tell me no,” he breathed, his mouth hovering over mine.
I didn’t. I reached down, grabbed the front of his waistband, and tugged it open.
He groaned, deep, guttural, like he’d been holding that sound for weeks. His cock sprang free, hot against my thigh. I shivered at the contact, hips tilting forward on instinct. His hand came down between my legs, cupping me through the thin cotton of my underwear. I gasped, clutched the edge of the counter, my whole body reacting against any attempt at restraint.
“You’re soaked again,” he murmured. “You can’t stand in the same room as me without this happening.”
“Don’t,” I whispered, but my hips rolled into his hand.
He pushed my underwear aside. One finger slid through me, testing, gathering everything he already knew he’d find. My breath caught. My thighs shook.
“Rachel,” he said softly, “look at me.”
I looked.
His face was inches from mine, jaw tight, eyes dark, steady, focused in a way that made my stomach twist. He dragged that wet finger up slowly, pressing against my clit until my legs arched reflexively.
“You don’t open like this for him.”
“Stop,” I rasped, but my body betrayed me, hips lifting again, seeking more pressure.
“You open for me,” he said, pushing his finger inside me, slow and deep.
My mouth dropped open around a sharp inhale, the sound echoing in the small bathroom. My hands flew to his shoulders, gripping hard. He thrust that finger again, deeper, curling it until my back bent and my breath broke into his neck.
His lips brushed my jaw. “Tell me to stop.”
“I can’t,” I whispered.
His breath shook once against my cheek. “Then let me in.”
Those words stole the last of my strength. I grabbed him, guided him, pulled him closer until his cock pressed against me, thick and hot and impossible to ignore. He slid the head through my wetness, slow, deliberate, grounding us both in the terrible, perfect truth.
I clung to him, trembling. “Derek.”
“Say it,” he murmured.
I inhaled once, shaky.
Then I lowered myself onto him.
The stretch was sharp at first, that familiar overwhelming fullness, and I froze halfway, breath caught in my throat. Derek grabbed my hips instantly, steadying me, holding me there without pushing, letting the heat settle between us. My palms pressed to his chest, feeling the tight rise and fall of his breath. His eyes locked on mine, dark, patient, waiting for the moment I gave in completely.
I exhaled slow. My thighs trembled. Then I sank lower.
The thick slide of him inside me knocked another sound out of me, low and raw. Derek gripped harder, fingers digging into my waist, his jaw clenching as he watched himself disappear into me inch by inch. When he bottomed out, when my hips met his, when the length of him filled me so deep it stole the air from my lungs, he shut his eyes and let out a rough, quiet groan against my shoulder.
“Rachel,” he whispered, not moving.
I couldn’t answer. My body was shaking, my breath stuttering, my fingers digging into the back of his neck. I rocked once, shallow, testing the pressure. The sensation ripped straight through me, sharp and hot. I gasped against his mouth.
His grip spasmed at my hips. “Do that again.”
I did. Slowly. Then again, deeper. The friction made my legs clamp around his waist, made my chest press against his, made my head fall back as a helpless moan slipped out. Derek’s hands slid down to my ass, pulling me closer, guiding the movement until each shift dragged over every sensitive place inside me.
He leaned forward, mouth brushing my ear. “You’re so tight around me.”
I whimpered, biting his shoulder to keep quiet, but he grabbed my jaw and pulled my face back to his.
“No hiding,” he said, his voice steady despite how hard he was breathing. “Let me hear you.”
I shook my head, terrified of the sound carrying through the house, but he lifted me slightly and thrust upward once, sharp, deep, impossible to stifle.
I cried out into his mouth.
He swallowed the sound with a kiss, his tongue sliding against mine, his body holding mine still as he began to move in a slow, punishing rhythm. Each thrust dragged a broken noise from my throat, each one deeper than the last, each one forcing me open around him in a way that left me shaking.
I clung to him like I’d fall apart otherwise. The counter beneath me rattled. The steam-fogged mirror vibrated with the motion. My breath hitched every time he pulled almost all the way out, leaving only the head inside me, before driving back in with controlled force that made my entire body jolt.
“You feel insane right now,” he murmured against my neck, thrusting again, slower this time, grinding deep until my toes curled hard against his back.
“Derek,” I choked, nails digging into his shoulders, hips pushing into him even as my head shook no. “We can’t, ”
“You’re not stopping,” he said.
He was right. I wasn’t.
He adjusted his grip, sliding one arm around my back and lifting me off the counter in one smooth pull. My gasp broke open against his mouth as my legs locked around his hips. He held me there, suspended, my body wrapped tight around him, his cock buried so deep inside me I could barely breathe. For a moment he didn’t move. He just held me open to him, feeling the way my body clenched around his length, feeling every tremor that ran through my thighs.
“Hold on,” he whispered.
He walked us backward until my spine met the bathroom wall.
The impact sent a shock through me, my breasts pressed against his chest, his hips pinning mine, the angle shifting so he was hitting a place inside me that made my entire body jump. I bit down on his shoulder, stifling another sound.
“Quiet,” he murmured, tightening his arms around me, “but don’t hold back.”
He pulled out painfully slow, dragging every inch through me until only the head remained, swollen and sensitive. My nails dug into his back. Then he thrust back inside, deep, controlled, deliberate. My breath shattered into a broken moan against his skin.
He did it again. Slow retreat. Hard, deep return.
My mouth fell open. My eyes squeezed shut. My fingers ached from gripping him so tight.
“Look at me,” he said.
I forced my eyes open. His face was inches from mine, jaw clenched, breath shaking, eyes locked on every reaction I made. He adjusted his stance, bracing one hand on the wall near my head while his other held my ass, lifting me into each thrust as if he wanted to feel me break against him.
“You keep coming back to me,” he said quietly between thrusts.
“I . . . ” I couldn’t form words. My head thudded softly against the wall, my legs squeezing tighter as he pushed deeper still.
“You knocked on my door,” he reminded me. “You walked in here.”
“Stop,” I whispered, even as my hips rolled into his without conscious thought.
“You started this,” he murmured against my throat, kissing the spot that made my stomach drop. “And you don’t want it to stop.”
He wasn’t wrong. My body gave me away over and over, every thrust, every tremor, every helpless sound caught against his shoulder. I could feel another release building too fast again, coiling deep, sharp, uncontrollable.
“I’m close,” I breathed, shocked by how desperate it sounded.
He held me tighter, pressing my back harder against the wall. His thrusts turned shorter, deeper, more focused. His mouth found mine, kissing me slow while his body moved relentless and precise inside me. Each push hit the same spot, and my body arched with it, my breath catching again and again.
“Come,” he whispered against my lips. “Do it for me.”
I shook my head, terrified of the noise, of the truth of it, of everything.
“Rachel,” he said again, low and certain, “come.”
My body snapped. I convulsed around him, legs shaking violently, mouth opening against his as the orgasm tore through me.
I clung to him, drowning in it, barely aware of anything except how deep he was, how hard I was coming, how completely I’d given in again.
The aftershocks hit harder than I knew before. My legs wouldn’t stop trembling, my breath came in thin bursts against his mouth, and Derek held me through every shake of it. His hands stayed firm on my back and thigh, steadying me, keeping me anchored while my body pulsed around him. I felt the swell of his cock inside me, the sharp tension in his muscles, the way his control hovered right on the edge.
“Easy,” he murmured, voice tight. “I’ve got you.”
I sagged into him, dizzy, forehead pressed to his jaw. The wall supported half my weight, but he carried the rest. His chest rose hard against mine, each breath deeper than the last, his restraint burning through every slow second he didn’t move.
He was still inside me, too deep, too hard, and too intimate.
I swallowed, trying to steady myself, my hands sliding from his shoulders down to his ribs. His skin was hot, almost feverish. The urge to move again startled me, sharp and reckless, even with the remnants of the climax still rippling through my thighs.
“We have to stop,” I whispered.
His eyes opened, dark and focused and not convinced.
“When?” he asked quietly. “Before you came around me? Before you wrapped your legs around my waist? Before you kissed me?”
I tensed, the shame and heat colliding beneath my skin. My fingers tightened on him, though I couldn’t make myself push him away.
“You know we can’t keep doing this,” I said, breath uneven.
He slid one hand up my back, curling his fingers gently at the nape of my neck. “You keep saying that while my cock is inside you.”
My stomach twisted. My pulse tripped. I started to pull back, but his hips shifted, just enough to remind me exactly where we were joined. The movement dragged a tight, involuntary sound from my throat.
His grip on my thigh tightened. “See? You don’t want me to stop.”
“Derek, please,” I breathed, not knowing what I was even asking for.
He lowered me slowly, letting my feet find the floor, but he didn’t let go. My body slid down the length of him inch by inch until I felt the head of his cock slip almost free. The sensation made my knees buckle. I caught the counter behind me with shaking hands while he held my hips, steadying me but not releasing me.
“You’re shaking,” he said, voice low, steady. “Not from fear.”
I closed my eyes hard. “This is wrong.”
His fingers flexed at my waist. “Say stop.”
I opened my mouth. Nothing came out.
He stepped closer, pressing me lightly back against the counter. His cock nudged between my thighs again, thick and unyielding, and my breath caught in a shallow, broken gasp.
“That’s what I thought,” he said quietly.
I lifted my head, meeting his eyes. “Matt is right downstairs.”
“And yet you’re here,” Derek said, leaning in, lowering his forehead to mine. “And you’re not done with me.”
My body betrayed me again, one slow, helpless roll of my hips toward him.
He inhaled sharply.
“We shouldn’t,” I whispered. But I wrapped my fist around his cock, pushed the head around my folds, coating him in me.
He turned me around.
It wasn’t sudden. It wasn’t rough. His hands moved slowly, one sliding up my side, the other guiding my hips, until I was facing the mirror above the sink. The fogged glass showed only fragments of us at first: my bare shoulder, the curve of his chest behind mine, our breath starting to fog it again.
He pressed in close, the head of his cock nudging back between my legs, one hand spreading my thighs from behind. I braced against the edge of the counter, lips parted, throat dry, every nerve alert. When he slid inside again, slow and steady, I gasped, eyes locking on his reflection as he filled me all the way. His hands gripped my hips. My body arched.
“You see it?” he said, voice low in my ear. “See what you look like when I fuck you?”
I did. The mirror didn’t lie. My cheeks were flushed, hair wild, lips swollen, eyes glazed. I watched the way his body met mine with every controlled thrust, his chest close to my back, his cock disappearing into me again and again.
I should’ve looked away. I didn’t.
His hand slid around, fingers finding my clit with that same maddening precision. My body jolted forward. The counter edge bit into my thighs. I grabbed it harder, knuckles white. My reflection watched me unravel.
“Derek,” I gasped, shame and heat burning together in my chest.
“You’re perfect like this,” he said. “Open. Dripping. Watching me take you.”
My head fell forward, eyes closing.
“No,” he said. “Don’t look away.”
I lifted my head again, watched his hips grind into mine from behind, slow and relentless. My thighs quivered. The slap of skin was low and steady, the slick sound of him moving in and out of me sharp and obscene.
His grip tightened. His pace changed, deeper, rougher now, each stroke pulling a sound from my throat I couldn’t control. My eyes stayed locked on the mirror as another climax threatened to crest, harder this time, faster.
“Say you want it,” he said.
“No.”
“Say it.”
I shook my head, panting. “I can’t.”
His thumb circled tighter, faster. “Then come without saying it.”
I broke.
The orgasm hit sharp and fast, my body folding forward over the counter, knees shaking, mouth open in a silent cry as I came around him again. I watched myself fall apart in the glass, watched the exact second he took everything from me, every lie, every reason, every scrap of self-control I had left.
He didn’t stop.
He fucked me through it, his breath ragged behind me, his pace unrelenting now. His grip was bruising. His cock was harder. His voice dropped lower.
“You’ll never forget what you looked like right now.”
I wouldn’t, I knew. Because I saw it all, my flushed skin, my soaked thighs, his body slamming into mine from behind. I saw how I took it, begged for it without words, came for him again and again without ever saying yes. I looked like a woman who wanted it all.
He pulled out fast.
The abrupt emptiness made my whole body jolt forward against the counter. My hands slapped flat on the surface to catch myself. I turned my head, breath broken, thighs shaking, expecting him to pull me back, to drag me into another thrust, another reckless plunge.
But Derek stepped away instead.
The distance was small, three feet, maybe, but it felt like the room changed with it. The heat altered. The rhythm shattered. The sound of the fan filled the silence where our bodies had been slamming together seconds before.
I straightened slowly, still braced on trembling arms, skirt bunched high around my waist. My chest rose hard with each breath. Sweat cooled on my skin. My pulse thudded in my ears.
He stood behind me, one hand gripping the edge of the sink, shoulders tense, jaw locked. His cock was still hard, still wet, still flushed from being inside me, but he didn’t reach for me.
For the first time since stepping into that bathroom, he looked conflicted.
“We can’t keep doing this,” he said quietly.
The words hit deeper than they should’ve, landing somewhere between my ribs. I swallowed, turning enough to see him fully. The mirror caught us both again, me half-undressed, breathless; him standing behind me, trying to steady something that had already been broken.
“I know,” I whispered.
He dragged a hand through his damp hair. “You don’t act like you know.”
“You don’t either.”
His eyes lifted to mine in the mirror. He didn’t deny it.
The air thickened again, not with lust this time but with the weight of everything we weren’t saying. My skin still pulsed with the aftershocks of his hands and his cock and his mouth. My voice shook when I tried to speak again.
“You stopped,” I said. “Why?”
He exhaled slowly, jaw working, eyes lowering to the counter. “Because Matt is right downstairs, Rachel.”
The truth burned hot and sharp through my chest.
“And because,” he added, voice dropping even lower, “if I kept going, I wouldn’t have stopped at all.”
Silence hollowed out the space between us.
He wasn’t trying to guilt me. He wasn’t trying to play noble. He was admitting something dangerous and real, that he knew exactly what the two of us were doing, and exactly how far it would go if neither of us pulled back.
I pushed into him, said “shh, shh” to him, and slid down his body until I was on my knees.
I flicked my tongue around his cock, kissed it, let it play over my face, and took it in my lips. I wrapped my fist around the base and slowly, surely, I pumped him as steadily as I could, even when his legs tensed and his head shot back, even as he braced himself on the counter, and even as he stopped breathing.
I kept right on pumping him mouth and fist as his come shot in spurt after spurt into the back of my throat. When he finished in me, I swallowed again, licked all over to clean him, and came up in front of him like it was nothing.
I pulled my underwear up with trembling hands, smoothing my skirt down over my hips. Derek watched, quiet, jaw tight. When I reached for the door, his voice stopped me.
“Rachel.”
I turned.
His eyes met mine, steady and unbearably direct. “This isn’t some fling.”
My breath caught. “Then what is it?”
He hesitated for the first time.
“I don’t know,” he said. “But it’s not nothing.”
My heart thudded once, deep and painful.
“And you know it,” he added.
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.
I opened the door, slipped into the hall, and closed it behind me, my body still shaking, my pulse still wrecked, my mind nowhere near finished with him.
Even though it had to be.
The hallway was empty. I moved fast, bare feet silent on the old wooden floor, fingers smoothing my hair, tugging my hoodie back into place. My skirt clung damp between my thighs. My heart still hadn’t slowed. Every sound felt louder now, the creak of the floorboards, the rustle of wind outside the window, the low murmur of voices drifting up from the kitchen.
I reached our room and slipped inside.
Matt was still on the bed, sprawled on his back, phone resting on his chest, eyes closed. He hadn’t even stirred. I leaned against the closed door, chest tight, air burning in my lungs. My legs gave a soft tremble, the aftermath of everything still echoing through me. My panties were soaked. My skin was flushed. I couldn’t look at the bed without feeling sick.
I crossed to the small ensuite and turned on the water, letting it run before splashing my face. I didn’t recognize the woman in the mirror. She looked fucked, literally and completely. Her lips were swollen. Her eyes glassy. Her hair ruined. She looked like someone who had said yes three times and let a man take her apart against a bathroom counter. She looked like someone who would do it again, too.
Matt stirred behind me. “Hey,” he mumbled, half awake.
I shut off the tap, dried my face slow, even. “You’re up.”
“Barely.” He yawned, stretched, then sat up. “I passed out hard.”
“You did.”
He smiled, rubbing his eyes. “Chloe and Talia are making something downstairs. Want food?”
I nodded once. “I’ll be right there.”
He kissed my cheek and headed out barefoot, shirtless, totally unaware. I waited until his footsteps disappeared down the stairs before I sank onto the closed toilet lid and let out a sound I hadn’t made since college. It wasn’t a sob. It wasn’t relief. It was pure exhaustion wrapped in guilt, laced with arousal that hadn’t even finished fading.
I stripped slowly, peeling the soaked underwear down, avoiding the mirror. I cleaned up fast, redressed, and forced myself back into the rhythm of the house.
Downstairs, sunlight poured into the kitchen. Chloe was barefoot, flipping pancakes. Derek stood at the fridge, handing her eggs. He didn’t look at me. Not once.
Matt was already pouring coffee. He smiled at me and handed me a mug like nothing in the world was wrong.
But I couldn’t taste it. I couldn’t speak. I stood there holding the mug, eyes on Derek’s hand as it brushed Chloe’s waist when he passed. She laughed, teasing him about something. I couldn’t hear her over the static in my head.
Derek finally looked up. Just a glance. No expression. But I knew he felt it too, the way the air had changed between us, the way something had split wide open and wouldn’t close again.
Matt touched my back. “You good?”
I smiled. “Yeah.” I took his hand in mine and squeezed it. Just as Derek watched, and squeezed Chloe’s hand.
The worst part was, I knew it wasn’t over.
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