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1

“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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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.




3

Matt’s hand stayed warm around mine as we walked toward the guest room and I kept my smile in place. Chloe’s laugh filled the hallway, bright and careless. Derek carried the empty glasses with the same calm grip he used on everything, as if the whole night had been a game that ended with a handshake.
“You two are asleep on your feet,” Chloe said and she nudged Matt with her shoulder. “Tomorrow, I want breakfast and a walk and I want both of you to stop acting as if you have never seen a bed before.”
Matt yawned and squeezed my fingers. “I can do breakfast.”
I let my head tip against his arm for a beat. The contact gave me something to hold. Derek’s gaze flicked to my mouth when I spoke. “What kind of breakfast are we talking about,” I asked. I kept my tone light. The words mattered less than the way Derek’s eyes stayed on me.
Chloe made a face. “Anything that comes from a pan and not a bag.”
Derek chuckled. “You mean you want him to cook.”
Matt pointed at himself with mock offense. “I can cook.”
Chloe looked at him with delight. “So prove it.”
I laughed with them and I listened to myself laugh. I needed proof that I could stay inside this, that I could stay a girlfriend with a weekend getaway glow and not the woman whose thighs leaked a secret across a living room.
In the guest room Matt kicked off his shoes and sat on the edge of the bed. I moved through my own routine with a steadier pace than I felt, folding clothes, lining up my things on the dresser, following the shape of my normal habits as if they could anchor me. The door stayed open and I could hear Chloe in the next room talking about pancakes and a trail by the water and I could hear Derek’s deeper voice answer her with short, amused replies that carried down the hall.
Matt caught my wrist when I reached for my toothbrush. “Come here.”
I went to him and he pulled me between his knees and his hands went to my hips with a claim that made my chest soften. He kissed my stomach through my shirt with the same lazy affection he always had and I should have melted into it, but my body held a second map under my skin and it lit up when I heard Derek’s footstep pass our door.
Matt looked up at me. “You are so in your head.”
I kept my smile small and clean. “I had a lot of wine.”
He grinned. “You did. You were fearless.”
The word landed with a sting. It matched a truth he didn't mean and I leaned down and kissed him and I let my hair fall over his face. I used my mouth to pull him forward. I wanted his attention and I wanted to drown the part of me that kept tracking the hall.
He kissed me back and stood,  his hands sliding under my shirt. “Tomorrow, we take them to brunch,” he said. “We act normal.”
"We are normal,” I said and I heard how fast I said it, so I corrected it with a softer tone. "We're fine.”
Matt kissed my cheek and reached for the lamp. “Sleep.”
The room went dark and he tucked himself behind me, his arm looped around my waist and I stared at the faint shape of the doorway and waited for my heartbeat to act human again.
In the morning the house filled with sun and kitchen noise and Chloe’s mood came in before she did, all bright plans and humming. Matt cracked eggs into a bowl and wore a grin as he worked and I sat at the counter in one of his shirts, barefoot on cool tile, watching his competence with the sweet pride he always had when he did something for me.
Chloe leaned against the fridge with her hair in a messy knot and said, “I want pancakes the size of my face.”
Derek stood behind her with a mug, his body relaxed, his shoulders broad in a plain T-shirt that made him look harmless and domestic. He said, “You always want food the size of your face.”
Chloe pointed at him with her fork. “Don't shame me in front of guests.”
Matt laughed. “I can make big pancakes.”
Derek’s eyes went to mine for a beat and his mouth didn't move, but the look he gave me carried a private question that pressed against my ribs. I dropped my gaze to the counter and I traced a line in a spill of flour with my fingertip as if I cared about cleaning.
Chloe started a story about a woman at work who had brought a blender to the office for protein smoothies and she acted it out with her hands and Matt played along and Derek tossed in a comment about how the blender sounded and their conversation built a bubble of normal that kept the room warm.
I stayed inside it, smiling, nodding, laughing in the right places, but my body held its own conversation with the man across the kitchen, a language of glances that never lasted long enough to be caught.
When Matt set a plate in front of me, he tapped the side of my head with his knuckle. “Eat.”
I took a bite and made a pleased noise. Chloe watched for a reaction and I said, “You did good.”
Matt’s face lit up. “Thank you.”
Chloe clapped once. “Okay, trail walk. I want water, trees and someone to take a photo of me pretending I hike.”
Derek pointed at Matt. “He takes photos.”
Matt held up a hand. “I don't know how to do your angles.”
Chloe gasped. “That is so rude.”
I laughed and I chewed and my tongue tasted sweet syrup and nothing else and I kept my hands folded under the counter. My fingers wanted to move without my consent. That word tried to come to my mind and I shut it down with a breath and a sip of coffee.
We drove out to the trail with Chloe in the front seat telling Matt about a podcast she had found and Derek behind her with his knee angled toward mine in the back. The back seat had limited space. Every bump in the road made his leg brush mine and his touch remained accidental, clean enough to be dismissed but my skin reacted anyway.
Chloe turned around to talk to us, her sunglasses huge on her face. “You two are quiet.”
Matt grinned. “Rachel is waking up.”
I smiled and said, “I had wine.”
Derek’s voice came from beside my ear. “You had fun.”
The sentence hit my stomach with heat. It carried a second meaning and I kept my eyes forward and replied, “It was a good night.”
He didn't answer but the silence carried his satisfaction.
At the trailhead Chloe took my phone and demanded photos and Matt complained in a playful way and Derek walked a few steps ahead with his hands in his pockets, looking out across the water as if he cared about the view. I watched his back, the way his shirt pulled across his shoulders, the way his stride stayed loose and sure.
Chloe nudged me. “Earth to Rachel. What are you staring at.”
I laughed and took my phone back. “I'm staring at the water.”
Chloe squinted at me with a grin that turned sly for a heartbeat and she said, “Sure.”
My stomach tightened and I kept my smile. “Take your photo.”
She posed with one hand on her hip and Matt made a comment about how she always looked ready for a magazine and Chloe ate it up. Derek glanced back and his eyes met mine again and I felt my body wake under my skin even as the air stayed cold and bright.
The walk stayed easy, full of talking and teasing and the kind of simple affection couples showed in public. Chloe hooked her arm through Derek’s and talked into his shoulder and Matt held my hand and swung it and I played along and I kept my pace steady, but my head tracked small details the way a guilty mind did, the way Derek’s fingers rested on Chloe’s wrist, the way Chloe’s laugh rose when Derek said something in a low voice.
Halfway down the trail Chloe stopped at a viewpoint and leaned over the railing. “I want a photo with all of us.”
Matt groaned and stepped in and Derek moved closer and the four of us pressed together, shoulders touching, the phone held out in Chloe’s hand. Derek’s palm settled on my lower back for the length of one picture.
The contact lasted a second and it stayed hidden under the crowd of bodies but it lit me from the inside.
Chloe checked the photos and declared victory. “Brunch.”
Back at the house Chloe went to shower first, announcing that she would take a long one and nobody should complain. Matt carried the bag with snacks into the kitchen, talking about a place he wanted to try in town. Derek walked past me toward the hall with his empty mug.
I followed him with my eyes and stayed in place. My body wanted to move. The smart part of me saw the risk in every doorway, every shared wall, every creak of wood.
Matt leaned into me and kissed my neck. “You’re cute when you are tired.”
I smiled into his shoulder. “I’m hungry.”
He laughed. “I'm going to find brunch. You clean up with Derek and I'll drive.”
He said Derek’s name without a thought and it scraped my nerves and I nodded and turned toward the kitchen with my heart in my throat.
Derek stood at the sink rinsing plates, his forearms wet, his posture relaxed. He didn't look at me when I stepped up beside him. The water ran, the dish soap foamed and the room felt normal enough to pass.
I reached for a towel and started drying and my hands. I shook in a small way I hid by gripping the plate harder.
Derek set a fork into the drying rack and spoke without turning. “You didn't fall apart.”
I kept my voice steady. “I had no choice.”
He glanced at me and gave a small smile that made my stomach drop. “You always have a choice.”
I let out a breath and looked down at the plate in my hands. “Don't do this.”
He dried his hands and faced me, his body close enough that I had to lift my chin to meet his eyes. “You keep talking as if you want a wall.”
“I want safety,” I said and I kept my tone flat.
He nodded once. “Safety isn't why your legs trembled in the car.”
Heat rushed into my face and I reached for another plate. My hands needed a job. “Stop.”
Derek took the plate from my grip and set it down.  His hand closed around my wrist, firm, warm and controlled. “Look at me.”
I did and my throat tightened and the house fell quiet, as if sound had been pulled out of the air. The shower ran down the hall, steady and loud enough to cover a lot and Matt’s voice came from the living room where he scrolled on his phone, reading brunch options out loud.
“‘The Maple Place’ has a line,” Matt called. “Chloe will complain.”
Chloe yelled from the shower, “I heard that.”
Matt laughed. “I'm going to call.”
My pulse went wild. His voice stayed close. Derek’s hand stayed on my wrist. Everything depended on timing.
Derek leaned in and put his mouth against the edge of my jaw, not kissing, not moving, but contact, and my body reacted in a way that felt bright and hungry and I hated myself for how much I wanted it.
“I can hear him,” I whispered but the whisper came out thin.
Derek’s mouth brushed my skin with a slow drag and he spoke against me. “He can’t hear his own phone.”
I held my breath and I watched the doorway. My fingers curled into the towel until my knuckles ached.
Derek’s hand slid from my wrist to my hip and he turned my body toward the counter. It felt domestic and ordinary, as if he moved me aside to reach the drawer and my body had to stay loose. Any tension would draw eyes.
Matt’s voice carried again. “Yeah, four people, around noon.”
Derek pressed in behind me, his chest to my back, his hand flat on my lower stomach under the counter line where anyone could miss it. His fingers spread as if he measured me, as if he owned the space.
My breath caught and I set the towel down with care. Any clatter would betray me.
Derek’s other hand found the hem of Matt’s shirt on my thighs and he slid it up and his knuckles brushed the edge of my underwear and my whole body went hot. I kept my face turned toward the sink as if I watched water drip from a plate.
Matt laughed at something on the phone. “Perfect. See you.”
He hung up and called out, “We have a table.”
Chloe yelled, “I want waffles.”
Matt said, “Of course you do.”
Derek’s hand dipped inside my underwear and his fingers found the heat that had been building since the car, since the trail, since the kitchen, and I bit the inside of my cheek and kept my shoulders loose. His touch stayed exact, not rushed, and the steadiness of it made me tremble harder. It felt planned, it felt certain.
I stared at the faucet and let the water run. I moved a plate through my hands with a calm pace that made my brain scream.
Derek’s mouth came to the back of my neck and he kissed once, a soft press that sent a bolt down my spine and his fingers worked between my legs with a pressure that made my knees weaken.
Matt walked into the kitchen and I heard his steps before I saw him and I kept my head down and said, “What time?”
“Noon,” he said. “You good?”
“I'm good,” I said. My voice stayed even and I hated how proud I felt of that.
Matt walked past opening the fridge, looking for water while Derek’s hand stayed inside my underwear and my body pulsed around his fingers with a need that had no right to exist with my boyfriend three feet away.
Chloe’s shower shut off and her footsteps crossed the hall. Derek’s hand paused for a breath, then began again, the risk sharpened everything.
Matt said, “You’re quiet.”
“I'm tired,” I said and my mouth formed the lie with ease.
Matt grabbed his keys from the counter. “We leave in twenty.”
He turned and walked out and his steps faded into the living room and my body sagged with relief so strong it turned into hunger.
Derek’s hand withdrew but his fingers stayed wet and he rubbed them across my inner thigh under the cover of the counter edge. The gesture turned me into a live wire.
He spoke near my ear. “You hold up so well.”
I swallowed. “This is insane.”
His hand slid under my shirt and cupped my breast and his thumb drew a small circle over my nipple through the fabric. My hips moved back toward him before I could stop them.
He said, “You so want me again,” and his voice stayed calm. He didn't need to raise it. My body answered him without words.
I turned to face him and I pressed my palms to his chest and pushed him back a step. I needed space to think. I needed to see his eyes.
Chloe’s door opened and her voice drifted down the hall. “I'm starving.”
Derek’s gaze stayed on mine. “We don't have time now.”
I grabbed the towel and wiped my hands as if I finished the dishes and I said, “Go.”
Derek’s smile stayed small. “Later.”
I hated how the word “later” didn't frighten me as much as it should and I forced my body into motion, wiping the counter, stacking plates, making a show of being busy. Chloe could walk in any second.
She did, wearing a robe, cheeks pink from hot water, her hair damp. “You two are saints. Matt said we have a table, so put on something that makes us look rich.”
I laughed and nodded and said, “Give me ten.”
Chloe glanced at Derek and raised a brow. “You good?”
Derek kissed her forehead. “Oh, I’m more than good.”
The kiss looked normal, tender, even boyfriend stuff, and it made my stomach twist. Derek’s fingers had been inside me a minute before and he stood there with Chloe, calm and composed, as if he could hold two realities without strain.
In our room I dressed with fast hands and I put on a sundress that zipped in the back. My fingers fumbled with the zipper. My body kept replaying the kitchen. Matt came in, shirt half buttoned, humming, and he stood behind me and drew the zipper up with a gentle touch.
“You look great,” he said.
I met his eyes in the mirror and smiled. “Thanks.”
He kissed my shoulder and said, “You are mine.”
The words hit me with a sweet comfort and a sharp sting and I nodded and I held his gaze. I needed to keep him close. My body carried proof of what I had done.
At brunch Chloe talked to the server as if she owned the place and Matt played along and Derek listened with his arm around Chloe’s chair. The whole table felt bright, loud, and full of jokes. The sun poured in through windows and plates arrived and Chloe declared victory over the waffles.
Matt tasted my pancakes and said, “This is better than mine.”
I rolled my eyes. “Your ego cannot handle that.”
Chloe laughed and leaned forward. “Tell me about the party you went to last month, the one with the awkward couple.”
Matt groaned. “Why?”
“You teased me with it,” Chloe said. “You cannot tease and stop.” She pushed a forkful of waffle into his mouth. Matt glanced at Derek.
He started the story and Chloe leaned in with delight and Derek watched him with a grin. The conversation stayed casual, full of details that had nothing to do with the way Derek’s knee pressed mine under the table.
His contact was deliberate and he held it there and my breath hitched. I hid it behind a sip of water.
Chloe kept talking, unaware and Matt told his story with big gestures. He reached for my hand across the table at the punchline. I gave it to him and I squeezed and I smiled and I tried to pour all my loyalty into that squeeze.
Derek’s hand brushed my calf under the table, higher than a casual bump and I froze for a blink, then forced my face into the same bright expression as everyone else.
Chloe laughed and said, “That woman was bold.”
Matt nodded. “She was bold.”
Derek’s knee pressed mine again and he spoke, his tone easy, aimed at the table. “Bold works when nobody calls it out.”
Chloe pointed her fork at him. “That is a weird life lesson.”
Derek smiled at her. “It is a sports lesson.”
Matt laughed. “Everything is sports with you.”
I laughed too and my stomach clenched. Derek’s sentence carried a private edge that made my pulse race and he said it out loud with no fear.
When we left the restaurant, the four of us walked down the sidewalk with coffee in hand and Chloe linked her arm through mine and started planning the afternoon, talking about a small market she wanted to visit, a place with handmade candles and pottery and I nodded, smiling, acting like a woman on a fun trip, while my body lived inside a second story with a man who didn't let go.
Derek fell back a step with Matt to talk about a game on TV and Chloe tugged me closer and whispered, “You are so tense.”
I forced a laugh. “I'm just full.”
Chloe narrowed her eyes, playful, curious and she said, “Okay.”
We reached the car and Matt opened my door with a flourish. I slid into my seat and Derek took the seat next to me again and his knee found my thigh as the door shut and the contact carried a promise.
I stared out the window at the bright day and I kept my mouth shut and let Chloe’s chatter fill the car. The only way to stay inside this weekend was to keep moving, to keep smiling, to keep the fun on top and to keep the secret where it belonged, pressed against my skin with every mile.
Chloe made the market sound essential, a pilgrimage for anyone with a pulse, so we drove there with cups of coffee in the console and crumbs of pastry on our fingers and the four of us moved through the stalls as if we had planned a day around nothing but sunlight and small purchases, with Matt in his good mood and Derek in his calm one, both of them laughing at Chloe’s commentary while she inspected candles, mugs, scarves and jars of jam with the focus of someone choosing a life.
“I want something for the house,” Chloe announced, holding up a ceramic bowl with a crooked blue rim. “Something that makes it look lived in.”
Matt squinted at it. “That looks chipped.”
“It’s handmade,” Chloe said and her voice carried the pride of someone defending art. “Rachel gets it.”
I took the bowl from her and ran my thumb over the glaze and I nodded. I did get it. I needed my hands on something solid. “It is nice,” I said and I passed it back.
Derek stood close enough that his shoulder brushed mine when he leaned in to look and the contact sent a pulse through me that had no place in the middle of a market full of families and dogs.
Chloe grinned at Derek. “You buy it for me.”
Derek lifted his brows. “You buy it for you.”
Chloe huffed, then hooked her arm through his and dragged him toward the next stall, leaving Matt and me with a table of handmade jewelry and a woman in a knit hat describing the origin of her stones.
Matt picked up a bracelet and held it near my wrist. “This one.”
“It is pretty,” I said and I tried to let my voice stay light. My mind kept splitting into two tracks, one that watched Matt’s face and one that listened for Derek’s steps behind us.
Matt lifted my hand and kissed my knuckles. “I want you to have it.”
I smiled and nodded and I let the vendor wrap it in tissue and I took the little bag as if it meant the whole day could stay like that.
Chloe called from down the aisle, “I found earrings that make me look expensive,” and she spun once with her hair swinging and Derek laughed and the laugh carried across the crowd, easy and open.
We walked with them and we stopped for a photo of Chloe in front of a table of holiday wreaths and then she demanded a photo of all four of us again and I stood between Matt and Derek with Matt’s hand on my waist and Derek’s arm behind Chloe and the camera caught our smiles without catching the pressure in my blood.
The afternoon took on a rhythm that made it harder to resist. Everything stayed bright and normal but my body carried the hidden thread under it, tugged whenever Derek came near. When Chloe paused to talk to a vendor about a woven throw blanket, Derek drifted behind me and brushed his fingers across the back of my hand as he passed, a touch so clean it could have been a mistake, but he didn't make mistakes.
I kept my face toward the stall and asked the vendor about the size and the fabric, but my skin burned where his fingers had been.
Chloe turned with a pleased sigh. “I want it.”
Derek took it from the vendor and tucked it under his arm. “You’ill spill something on it within a week.”
Chloe pointed at him. “You won't curse my blanket.”
Matt laughed and nudged me. “They are funny together.”
“They are,” I said and the sentence tasted strange. I meant it. I also saw how Derek handled Chloe with the same calm control he used on me and I wondered what part of him treated any of it as a game.
We bought hot chocolate from a truck and stood in a loose circle while Chloe talked about a show she had watched, a messy reality dating thing full of betrayals. She described one scene with delight, where a woman had lied in a way that made everyone at the table groan.
“I hate her,” Chloe said, then she laughed again. “I love her.”
Matt took a sip and said, “You love chaos.”
Chloe tilted her head. “You do too.”
Matt shrugged with a grin. “Maybe.”
Derek looked at me over the rim of his cup and his gaze held and my stomach tightened as if it tried to brace.
Chloe caught it, or she caught something. Her eyes narrowed for a beat, then she smiled and stepped between us with her arm through mine. “I want to find a restroom,” she said. “You’re coming with me.”
I went. Refusing would have sounded strange. My body needed a break from Derek’s gravity. Inside the little building the air stayed warm and Chloe stood at the sink fixing her hair. She watched me in the mirror while I washed my hands.
“You’re not bored,” she said.
I looked up at her reflection. “What?”
“You’re somewhere else,” Chloe said and she spoke with a half smile that looked playful, but her eyes stayed sharp. “I watched you at brunch and I watched you out there and you have that face you get when you want something.”
Heat rose in my neck but I kept my voice calm. “I want to go home and put on sweatpants is what I want.”
Chloe laughed and leaned against the counter. “That isn't the face.”
My pulse jumped and I forced a small shrug. “You’re reading too much.”
Chloe’s smile stayed in place and her tone stayed light. “I'm reading what I see.”
I dried my hands and tossed the towel in the bin. “You see me tired.”
Chloe watched me another second, then she softened and waved me off. “Fine. I'm the suspicious one. I watched too much trash TV.”
We walked back out and the cold air hit my cheeks and I breathed in through my nose and out through my mouth. I tried to settle myself into the day again.
The car ride back started with Chloe singing along to a song, off key, amused with herself and Matt laughing while he drove and Derek in the back seat with me again, his leg angled toward mine in the same space, the same closeness, the same pressure that built without words. Chloe kept talking about what we should cook for dinner and she declared that we needed a board game. Matt argued for cards and Derek argued for a movie.
“Movie,” Derek said. “Board games turn into fights.”
Chloe turned in her seat. “You’re afraid of losing.”
Derek’s mouth turned up. “I'm bored by rules.”
Matt glanced in the mirror. “Rachel is good at games.”
Chloe clapped her hands. “Then it is settled. Cards, with Rachel as dealer.”
I smiled and said, “I'll destroy you.” I pinched his leg through his jeans out of sight of everyone else.
Chloe whooped and the car filled with noise and Derek’s hand dropped to the seat between us, his fingers brushing my thigh once, then resting there with a casual posture that could pass and I stared out the window and counted my breaths.
At the house Chloe kicked off her shoes and announced she wanted to start dinner, which meant she wanted to open the fridge, pull out ingredients and talk about it while someone else did the work. Matt followed her into the kitchen, still in his good mood, and he started chopping vegetables without complaint.
Derek set the market bags on the counter, then turned and went down the hall with the throw blanket, saying he would put it in the living room.
I should have stayed in the kitchen, but my body moved before my mind formed a plan and I followed him. The pull had been building all day. The house had corners and rooms and doors. Risk had become a kind of heat.
He heard me behind him and stopped in the hallway, turning with the blanket under his arm, his face calm, his eyes steady. “You’re a hungry girl,” he said.
The word hit hard. It held the truth and I held his gaze with my throat tight. “I cannot do this all weekend.”
He stepped closer. “Then stop.”
I didn't step back. “You know I can’t.”
His mouth lifted in a small smile and he said, “Say what you want.”
The demand should have scared me, but it made something in me settle. Words meant choice and choice meant I owned it.
“I want you,” I said and my voice stayed low and controlled, but my body shook anyway.
Derek’s hand came to my jaw and he tilted my face up and kissed me with a slow pressure that took my breath. He didn't steal it and he didn't rush it. He kissed me as if the whole house belonged to him.
From the kitchen Chloe called, “Matt, where’s the cutting board.”
Matt answered, “It’s on the rack.”
Derek’s mouth left mine and he spoke near my lips. “We have time for one.”
My heart pounded and I nodded once. My body had moved past doubt. “Where?”
He opened the door to the laundry room, pulled me inside and shut it with a careful hand. The space smelled of detergent and I hated that detail. It made the moment feel domestic, but the door closed and the sound of the kitchen went soft. Derek’s hands came to my hips and he turned me toward the washer.
“I want your dress up,” he said.
I lifted it with both hands and the fabric gathered at my waist. My underwear showed and the exposure made my skin prickle.
Derek’s hand slid down my thigh, then up again and his fingers hooked under the edge of my underwear. “You’re wet,” he said and his voice held satisfaction without softness.
“I’ve been wet since the car,” I said and the honesty made my face burn.
He pulled my underwear down and I stepped out of them. He shoved it into his pocket with the ease of someone taking what he wanted. He turned me back to the washer and he pressed in behind me, his hand on my lower stomach, his mouth at my neck.
“Hands on the machine,” he said.
I put my palms flat on the metal and the cold steadied me for a breath. Derek’s hand slid between my legs and his fingers found me again. I bit down on a sound. The kitchen was too close. The thin door felt like a dare.
He worked me with a pressure that built fast. My body had been waiting and I pushed back into him, my hips seeking more and my breath turned shallow.
Chloe’s voice drifted down the hall. “Rachel, do you want red wine or white.”
I answered without turning, forcing air into my lungs and control into my tone. “Red.”
Matt called, “She wants red.”
Derek’s mouth covered my shoulder and he breathed into my skin. His hand stayed between my legs with a rhythm that made my knees soften.
I whispered, “Don't make me come, I’ll be too loud in here.”
He laughed into my shoulder, quiet and warm and he said, “You want it.”
I did want it and the want made it worse. It meant I would chase it even with Matt in the next room.
Derek withdrew his hand and the absence made my whole body ache. He pushed the front of his pants down and guided himself against me. The thick heat of him pressed at my entrance and my body opened around the pressure with a need that turned me frantic.
“You want it?” he said.
“Yes,” I said and my voice broke and I hated myself for how fast the word came.
He held it there, letting the contact stay sharp and teasing, his hand on my hip keeping me in place and he said, “Tell me again.”
“I want you inside me,” I said.
He pushed in and the stretch filled me and my body clenched around him with relief that bordered on pain. I pressed my forehead to the machine. The sensation flooded through me too fast.
He started moving and the rhythm stayed controlled, his thrusts deep, steady, using my body with a claim that made my stomach flip. I kept my dress held at my waist with one hand and I gripped the edge of the washer with the other and my breath came in sharp pulls.
From the kitchen came the sound of a drawer opening, then Chloe laughing at something Matt said. Their voices stayed casual and happy. The contrast made my whole body light up with reckless joy.
Derek’s hand went to my breast under the dress and he squeezed and the pressure made me gasp. I turned my face to the side and pressed my mouth against my own arm to keep the sound from carrying.
He leaned over me and spoke in my ear. “You sure can take it.”
I nodded and my hips met him. My body had stopped pretending. He thrust harder and the machine bumped against the wall with each movement and I prayed the sound blended into the house noise.
Chloe’s voice rose again. “Derek, can you find the bottle opener.”
Derek didn't stop and he didn't answer and the fact that he ignored her while he filled me made my head spin.
Matt answered, “I'll get it.”
Footsteps crossed the kitchen floor, then went toward the drawer by the sink, then stopped. “Where is it?” Matt called.
Chloe answered, “In the junk drawer.”
Derek’s hand clamped on my hip and he drove into me with a force that made my vision blur and the pressure inside me built into a peak I could not hold back.
I whispered, “I'm so close.”
He said, “Hold it,” and he slowed, keeping me suspended, keeping me needy and my body shook in protest. It wanted the sweet release.
I clenched my hands on the washer and tried to breathe and the denial made me ache in a way that felt obscene.
Derek’s mouth found the back of my neck and he bit down, not enough to mark me but enough to make my body jolt. “You will come when I say,” he told me.
The words should have made me resist, but the control made me burn and I nodded. The obedience had become part of the thrill.
A knock sounded on the laundry room door, soft, casual and my heart tried to stop.
“Rachel,” Chloe called through the door, bright and careless, “are you in there?”
My whole body locked and Derek pressed his palm over my mouth, holding me silent, his other hand still on my hip, his cock still inside me.
I forced my voice through his hand, muffled and answered with calm I didn't feel. “Yes. I'm grabbing something from my bag.”
Chloe laughed. “Okay. Hurry. I want wine.”
Her footsteps moved away and the kitchen noise returned and my lungs filled again, shaky, hungry.
Derek removed his hand from my mouth and his eyes held mine over my shoulder. “You did well,” he said.
I swallowed and my voice came out raw. “Finish.”
He didn't rush, but he gave me what I asked for and his thrusts returned, deep and hard and my body broke open around him. The pressure snapped into release and I came with my teeth clenched, my forehead on the washer, my whole body shaking while he kept moving, using the pulse to take himself.
He drove into me until he went tense and I felt him fill me, hot and deep, and the intimacy of it made my stomach drop. It felt final and claiming. It happened in a room off the kitchen where my boyfriend chopped vegetables for dinner with his girlfriend.
Derek stayed inside me for a breath, then withdrew with care and I stood there breathing hard with my dress still gathered at my waist, my legs unsteady.
He wiped his hand on a towel, then tucked himself back into his pants, calm again, his face composed, his hair unchanged, as if he had walked in to fold laundry. He pulled my underwear from his pocket and pressed it into my hand.
“Fix yourself,” he said.
I stepped into them, pulled them up, smoothed my dress down and turned to the sink to wash my hands. I could not carry him back into the kitchen on my skin.
Derek opened the door first and checked the hall, then stepped out with the blanket under his arm, the same prop that had brought me here, and he walked toward the living room with no break in posture.
I followed a few steps later, my face calm, my smile ready, my body still pulsing and I walked into the kitchen where Matt stood with a knife in his hand and a grin on his face, proud of his chopping.
“There you are,” he said. “Chloe started accusing me of hiding the opener.”
Chloe lifted her glass at me. “He hid it in the drawer where it always is.”
Matt rolled his eyes. “I didn't hide it.”
I took the wine Chloe poured and raised it in a small toast. “To your blanket,” I said and my voice stayed bright.
Chloe beamed. “To my blanket.”
Derek sat on a stool at the island, calm as ever and he watched me over the rim of his glass while Matt slid an arm around my waist, pulling me against his side. I leaned into him and smiled. The only way to survive what I had just done was to keep the night fun, to keep the room warm, and to keep my secret locked behind my teeth while Derek’s seed leaked out of me.
Matt kept his arm around my waist while he stirred a pan and I stood there holding my glass with my smile set, nodding at Chloe’s running commentary about markets being better in the fall. Her voice filled the room and gave me cover while my body tried to betray me with every pulse of heat.
Chloe leaned over the counter and said, “I want one of those framed prints with a dumb quote on it. I want guests to walk in and judge me.”
Matt laughed. “You want guests.”
“I want the idea of guests,” Chloe corrected, then she pointed her glass at me. “Rachel, you understand me. You like pretending things.”
I lifted my shoulders. “I understand wanting a house to feel lived in.”
Derek’s eyes met mine across the island, calm, amused, and I forced myself to look away. I needed to remind myself that the kitchen had an audience even when nobody watched directly.
Dinner stayed simple, a pan of vegetables, pasta and a salad that Chloe arranged with a dramatic flourish and we ate at the table near the window with the last of the daylight fading outside. The conversation wandered through work stories, travel plans and a game Matt wanted to buy, and Chloe kept making jokes about being a competitive monster while Derek claimed he didn't care, which made her more determined to prove he cared.
“I want cards,” Chloe said, wiping her mouth with her napkin. “I want to see who panics.”
Matt pointed at her. “You panic when you lose.”
Chloe pressed her hand to her chest. “I don't lose.”
Derek took his plate to the sink and said, “We will see.”
I stood and helped clear the table. Matt washed dishes with easy focus, Chloe dried and narrated every utensil and Derek leaned on the counter with his arms crossed, watching all of it with the detached patience of someone who already got what he wanted.
When we settled in the living room, Chloe pulled the coffee table closer and dealt cards with the confidence of a magician. She announced the rules with extra flair. Matt sat on the couch with me tucked against his side, Derek sat in the armchair across from us with his legs stretched out and Chloe sat on the floor at the table, her back against the couch between Matt and me.
“Okay,” Chloe said. “No mercy.”
Matt kissed the top of my head. “We show no mercy.”
I laughed and looked at my hand, then looked up and saw Derek watching me from the chair, his face neutral, his gaze steady, and I forced my attention back to the game.
The first few rounds stayed playful, full of mock accusations and exaggerated groans and Chloe kept winning with irritating ease. Matt started a running joke about her cheating and Chloe demanded that he prove it and Derek’s mouth twitched as if he enjoyed the chaos without entering it.
“You two are terrible at hiding your tells,” Chloe said, pointing at Matt. “You make a face when you have a good card.”
Matt protested. “I don't.”
Chloe pointed at me next. “Rachel makes a face when she has a bad one.”
I tried to keep my expression calm. “I don't make a face.”
Chloe grinned. “You are making one now.”
Matt laughed and squeezed my thigh and the touch should have settled me, but it lit up the part of me that already stayed on fire. Chloe kept talking and leaning back against the couch and her shoulder pressed into my hip while she shuffled and the closeness made it harder to breathe.
Derek spoke from the chair. “Deal again.”
Chloe snapped her fingers. “He wants revenge.”
I watched Derek’s hands, the way his fingers moved with control, and my mind tried to replay the laundry room, the washer against my palms, his hand over my mouth, his voice in my ear, and I pushed the memory down.
Halfway through another round, Chloe stood and announced she needed dessert, then disappeared into the kitchen to look for something sweet. Matt called after her that she would find nothing but fruit and she yelled back that fruit counted. Derek leaned forward to pick up a dropped card.
His foot slid across the rug and touched my ankle under the edge of the coffee table and the contact stayed small enough to deny, but he kept it there and the pressure held a claim that made my stomach clench.
I didn't move away. I stared at my cards and tried to focus on the rules Chloe had explained, but my body had its own set of rules now and Derek’s foot on my ankle reminded me how fast I broke them.
Matt leaned close and murmured, “You’re losing it, babe.”
I smiled at him and said, “I'm letting Chloe win.”
Matt kissed my cheek and laughed. “Sure.”
Derek’s foot slid from my ankle to the inside of my calf and my breath caught for half a second before I forced it smooth. I shifted my leg away from the coffee table, then froze.
Chloe came back holding a bowl of grapes and a chunk of chocolate and she sat down again on the floor, then leaned back against the couch and patted Matt’s knee. “Feed me.”
Matt rolled his eyes and handed her a grape.
Chloe chewed and said, “Okay, next round is double stakes.”
Matt laughed. “There are no stakes.”
Chloe waved her hand. “Pride is the stake.”
Derek’s gaze met mine again and he smiled and my body answered that look with a rush that made me hate myself.
We played until Chloe declared victory and demanded a movie to celebrate and she sprawled across the couch in a way that put her head near Matt’s lap and her feet near Derek’s chair, fully comfortable in her place between the men. Matt draped a blanket over her and over part of me and he tucked it around my waist with a gentle tug, his hand sliding over my hip with a possessive affection that made my throat tighten.
“You good?” he asked.
I nodded and kissed his shoulder. “I'm good.”
Chloe sighed in contentment and said, “This is the best part of trips, the part where nobody has to do anything.”
Derek turned on the movie and sat back. His eyes went to the blanket, to the shape of Matt’s hand on my waist, then up to my face. I held the smile I had practiced all weekend.
The movie started, a light comedy with too much music and a plot Chloe kept predicting out loud. She made snide comments about every romantic scene. Matt laughed and argued with her and their energy stayed playful, warm and loud enough to cover small sounds, which made the room feel safer and more dangerous at the same time.
Under the blanket Matt’s hand drifted across my stomach and rested low on my hip and his fingers traced absent patterns while his attention stayed on the screen. Chloe’s shoulder pressed into my thigh as she leaned back and her hair brushed my knee when she laughed. The physical closeness of all of it made my body buzz.
Derek’s hand came to the arm of his chair, then to the edge of the blanket near my shin, his fingers brushing the fabric in a casual motion that could be dismissed as adjusting it. His touch landed through the blanket against my calf and it stayed there, still, deliberate, and my blood ran hot.
I kept my face forward and laughed at something Chloe said. Derek’s fingers slid under the blanket from the side, slow enough that I could pretend it didn't happen. His hand found my ankle, then moved up my calf. I held my breath, then forced it out through my nose in a calm stream.
Matt’s hand squeezed my hip. “You’re tense,” he murmured. His voice held nothing but casual concern.
I kept my smile on the screen. “The movie is stupid.”
Chloe laughed loud. “Thank you.”
Matt chuckled and kissed my cheek again and his mouth lingered for a moment, sweet and familiar, while Derek’s hand moved higher under the blanket, past my knee, sliding up the inside of my thigh.
My stomach dropped and my eyes stayed on the screen. I felt my face heat in a way I could not hide, so I lifted my glass and took a sip as if the wine mattered more than my pulse.
Chloe pointed at the screen and said, “That man is lying and everyone knows it.”
Matt laughed. “You cannot know that.”
Chloe snorted. “I can always know.”
Derek’s fingertips found the hem of my dress under the blanket and he pushed it up with a slow, sure motion that made my whole body stiffen. My underwear had been fresh from the bedroom, a clean layer that should have made me feel protected, but his hand under the blanket turned it into nothing.
His fingers pressed against me through the fabric, testing, then holding, and I clenched my thighs together with care so it looked like I got comfortable, but the pressure stayed and the touch made me wet again in seconds.
Matt’s hand moved from my hip to my thigh and his palm rested on the outside of my leg, a comforting weight that turned into a trap.
Derek’s fingers slid under my underwear. He found me with the same certainty he had in the laundry room and my breath caught in my throat. I kept my face angled toward the movie and laughed once at Chloe’s commentary and the laugh came out thin, so I followed it with another one that sounded more normal.
Chloe turned her head and looked up at me. “You’re quiet.”
I lifted my shoulders and kept my smile. “I'm tired.”
Chloe hummed, then turned back to the screen.
Derek’s hand moved in a steady rhythm under the blanket and the boldness of it made me dizzy. Matt sat beside me with his hand on my leg and Chloe lay across the couch with her head near Matt’s lap. The room stayed filled with warm noise and the glow of the TV and nobody noticed anything.
I pressed my lips together and tried to breathe through my nose, but the pressure built fast and my body responded harder. Derek’s thumb pressed in a way that made my thighs tremble and I dug my nails into the edge of the blanket to hold still.
Matt shifted and looked down at me. “You sure you’re good?”
I nodded, then leaned in and kissed him, slow and deliberate, using my mouth to distract him. Matt kissed me back with no suspicion, his hand tightening on my thigh, his affection open and trusting. The trust made my stomach twist even as Derek worked me into a peak.
Chloe groaned at the screen. “No. Don't kiss her. She's awful.”
Matt laughed against my mouth. “Chloe is furious.”
“She’s a cheater,” Chloe said, and she pointed a long-arm finger at the screen with one eye squinting.
I pulled back and laughed with Matt, my face turned toward his, my eyes on his eyes, while Derek’s fingers under the blanket pushed me closer to breaking.
The pressure snapped into a sharp edge and I felt myself tip. I clenched my jaw and swallowed the sound and I came with my body locked in place, my face still smiling at Matt, my shoulders still relaxed, my hands still holding the blanket.
Derek’s hand stayed under the blanket for another breath, then withdrew with calm control, and the absence made my legs feel empty and too sensitive at once.
Matt rubbed my thigh and whispered, “You’re really warm.”
I forced a small laugh. “It’s the wine.”
Chloe tossed a grape into her mouth and said, “Rachel cannot handle two glasses.”
Matt grinned. “Rachel can handle anything.”
I held my smile. I had to, I kept my eyes on the screen while my body tried to settle. I wondered how long I could keep doing this before someone saw the truth sitting right there under the blanket.
The movie rolled on with Chloe complaining about every character decision and Matt kept feeding her grapes with the patience he used when he loved someone. The room stayed warm and easy even while my body tried to recover from what had just happened under the blanket. I kept my face turned toward the screen, I kept my laugh ready when Chloe wanted it, and I kept my hands busy with the bowl on my lap.
Chloe sat up to grab more chocolate and said, “If either of you ever joins a reality show, I'll disown you.” Matt said he would never do that while he reached for the remote to turn the volume up. Derek answered from the chair with a quiet joke about how Chloe would apply anyway. I smiled at the screen and nodded in the right places and I let their noise wash over me. The ache inside my thighs stayed sharp from the way Derek had touched me.
Matt leaned in and murmured, “You want to call it a night after this?” and I nodded. Chloe heard him and groaned, then she flopped back and said, “Fine, but I get to pick breakfast again.” Derek said, “You pick breakfast every day,” and Chloe waved her hand as if she had earned it and the movie kept going.
When the credits started, Chloe stood with a stretch and announced she was going to bed. She kissed Derek on the mouth with a quick affection that made my stomach tighten. Matt stood too, yawned and pulled me up by my hand. We all moved down the hall together in a loose pack, brushing shoulders in the doorway, pretending we were just four people tired from a good day.
Chloe paused outside her room and pointed at Matt. “You better make coffee before I wake up, or I'll judge you.” Matt promised he would and Chloe disappeared into her room with a laugh. Derek stood there for a moment, then he nodded toward us and said, “Night,” in the same calm voice he used for everything, and he stepped into his room and closed the door.
Matt walked me into our room with his arm around my waist and I leaned into him. I needed his trust. I needed to prove to myself that I could still be his girlfriend after what I had done. He turned on the bedside lamp, pulled his shirt over his head, and tossed it onto a chair, then he sat on the bed and opened his arms in a simple invitation.
“Come here,” he said.
I went to him and sat on his lap. He kissed my throat, then my mouth, then my cheek. His hands held my hips with the same steady claim he had always had. I kissed him back and forced my mind to stay on his face, on his warmth, on the way he looked at me as if I had never disappointed him once.
“You were quiet tonight,” he said.
“I was tired,” I answered. I hated the ease of the lie, so I made it softer with another truth. “I had a good day.”
Matt smiled. “Me too.”
His hands slid under my dress and my body flinched for half a breath, but I forced myself to relax into him so he wouldn’t notice. He kissed my mouth again and stood with me, then he walked me to the edge of the bed, lifted the hem of my dress, pulled it up over my head. I stepped out of it and stood in front of him in my underwear. The sight of his hunger should have made me melt, but my body still carried Derek and the mix of it made my pulse race with a thrill that turned my stomach at the same time.
Matt ran his palms down my sides and said, “You are gorgeous,” then he kissed my breast through the fabric and looked up at me with a grin. “I missed you today.”
“We were together all day,” I said and I smiled.
Matt shrugged. “You were in your own world.”
I kissed his forehead and said, “Then pull me back.”
He took that as a promise and he pushed me onto the bed with a gentle force, then he climbed over me and kissed me again. His hand slid between my legs. I opened for him. The act of giving him my body was the closest thing to forgiveness I could offer.
He drew my underwear down and set it aside, then he moved his mouth between my thighs. I pressed my hand to his hair and tried to breathe. The contact should have taken me apart and it did, but it also reminded me of Derek’s fingers under the blanket, the boldness of it, the danger. The contrast made my body respond in a way that felt wrong and right at the same time.
Matt looked up at me after a moment and smiled against my skin. “You taste good, babe.”
I let out a small laugh, then said, “You’re proud of yourself.”
He laughed into my thigh and went back to it. The pleasure built, but my mind kept flicking back to the hall, to the closed doors, to the fact that Derek lay in the next room with Chloe asleep beside him. I tried to stay with Matt, but my body betrayed me with an urgency that came from something else and I couldn’t decide if it made this easier or worse.
Matt rose up and kissed me again, then he pulled off his pants and climbed back between my legs. He lined himself up and pushed himself inside me. My body tightened around him with a reflex that made him groan.
“God,” he said and he laughed once as if he could not help it. “You are so perfect.”
I wrapped my legs around him and let him move and I kissed him back hard.
In the middle of it, a floorboard creaked in the hall.
Matt paused for a second, then he kept going as if he hadn’t noticed. My whole body went on high alert, not with fear, but with a spark of excitement that made me feel sick. The creak came again, closer, and the part of my mind that still tried to behave wanted to stop everything, but my body stayed open under Matt, taking him, holding him, while my ears listened.
A soft knock came at our door.
Matt stopped, then he laughed under his breath and called, “Yeah.”
Derek’s voice came through the door, calm, casual. “Do you have the charger for the speaker. Chloe wants it.”
Matt shifted his weight and stayed on top of me, then he reached toward the nightstand without looking away from my face. “It should be in the living room,” he said.
Derek answered, “I checked. It isn't there.”
Matt frowned, still distracted by the moment. “Check the kitchen drawer.”
Derek said, “Okay,” and the footsteps moved away.
Matt kissed my mouth and smiled. "He's so organized.”
I forced a laugh. "He's always needing something.”
Matt pushed back into me. The interruption changed the rhythm in a way that made him take over with more urgency, as if being paused had sharpened his need. I held on to him and let him use me. The fact that Derek had been at our door while Matt was inside me turned the whole thing into a dangerous rush.
Matt’s hand slid under my back and he gripped me closer. His breath turned heavy against my cheek. “I'm close,” he murmured.
“Then finish,” I said. My voice stayed steady.
He drove into me harder, then he went tense and he came inside me with a long exhale that ended in a laugh and he collapsed onto my chest for a moment, warm and satisfied, his cheek pressed against my skin.
“That was good,” he said.
I ran my fingers through his hair and said, “Yeah,” and I stared at the ceiling. Matt rolled off and reached for his boxers. “I need water.”
He padded into the hall in nothing but underwear and I sat up and pulled the sheet over my lap, trying to slow my breathing. I heard him in the kitchen opening a cabinet then the fridge, and I heard the faint murmur of his voice as he muttered about finding a glass.
Then I heard another sound, a door opening down the hall, soft, controlled.
My phone sat on the nightstand and my hand moved to it before my mind formed a plan, then I stopped. The risk was in the fact that my hand wanted to reach out at all.
A shape filled our doorway.
Derek stood there in the dark hall with his hand on the frame, his face unreadable, his posture calm. He looked at me sitting up in the bed with the sheet pulled high.
“You’re awake,” he said.
I swallowed. “Matt is in the kitchen.”
Derek stepped in and closed the door to a narrow crack, leaving it not fully shut, leaving it plausible, leaving it just open enough that any sudden movement could be explained as a mistake.
“You’re still shaking,” he said.
I hated that he could see it. “Go back to bed.”
Derek took a step closer and his eyes went to my mouth, then to my chest, then back to my eyes. “You want more.”
I pulled the sheet tighter and tried to sound annoyed, then my voice softened. My body didn't match the performance. “I cannot keep doing this.”
Derek nodded once. “You love it.”
The words hit me with heat and anger and I sat up straighter. “You don't get to talk to me that way.”
Derek’s mouth turned up and he reached down and caught the edge of the sheet. He tugged it just enough to remind me how exposed I was under it. “You asked me to finish in the laundry room,” he said and his voice stayed quiet.
My face burned and I said, “That was different.”
“It was not,” he answered, then he leaned closer, his voice dropping further. “Tell me you don't want me in you again.”
I stared at him and tried to form the lie, but my mouth didn't cooperate.
Derek’s hand slid under the sheet and rested on my thigh. He didn't rush, he just held the contact and waited for my body to answer. My breath caught and my hips shifted toward him in a reflex I could not hide.
Footsteps approached in the hall.
Derek froze, then he pulled his hand back and stepped away from the bed in one smooth motion. The timing was so clean that it made my stomach flip again.
The door opened wider and Matt stepped in holding a glass of water, his hair a mess, his eyes half shut. “What are you doing?” he asked, his tone carrying nothing but mild curiosity.
Derek lifted one hand and pointed at the nightstand. “I think your charger is in here. Chloe wants the speaker charged.”
Matt blinked, then he laughed. “Of course it is.”
He crossed the room, rummaged in the drawer, and pulled out the charger with a small triumph. “Here.”
Derek took it and nodded. “Thanks.”
Matt handed me the water and kissed my forehead. “I'll be right back.”
He walked Derek to the door, still in a sleepy fog, then he padded down the hall with him, talking about breakfast, talking about coffee, talking about nothing.
I sat in bed holding the water and listening to their voices fade. My whole body buzzed with the worst kind of thrill, one step from touching me again and Matt had walked in and seen nothing but a harmless request for a charger.
I stayed sitting up with the water in my hands until the glass warmed from my grip and I listened to Matt’s footsteps fade down the hall with Derek’s, their voices blending into the house noise in a way that made my stomach twist. When Matt came back, he slid into bed with a satisfied sigh, pulled me against his chest and fell asleep with his arm heavy across my waist. I lay there staring into the dark with my heartbeat refusing to slow. Derek had stood in my room, close enough that I could see the shape of his hand on the sheet, and then Matt had walked in and looked straight through it.
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In the morning Chloe’s voice arrived first, bright and insistent. She filled the kitchen with the clatter of cabinets and the sound of her own opinion. Matt shuffled out in sweatpants, kissed my forehead and started the coffee as if he had been born to do it. I followed with my hair still messy but my smile already in place.
Chloe stood at the counter in one of Derek’s shirts, barefoot, holding a mug with both hands. “I want eggs,” she declared, then she pointed at Matt. “You promised competence.”
Matt yawned and saluted. “I promised coffee.”
Chloe gasped and turned to me. “Tell him that is unacceptable.”
I leaned into the joke. “I support the coffee, but I also support the eggs.”
Matt laughed and reached for a pan. “Okay, okay.”
Derek walked in last, showered, hair still damp at the ends, face calm. He greeted everyone with the same easy tone he used for everything, “Morning.”
Chloe crossed the room and kissed him, quick and casual, then she turned back to the stove and started narrating how eggs should be cooked and Derek’s eyes met mine over her shoulder for one beat that landed in my ribs with the same force as a hand. I broke the contact first and moved to the fridge.
Matt chopped vegetables and talked about a place in town with a waterfront patio and Chloe demanded that we go there. I set plates on the table and listened to them. The upbeat surface of the morning almost worked until Derek stepped behind me at the counter and his fingertips brushed the inside of my wrist as he reached for a spoon, a touch so small it could have been an accident, except his hand didn't drift when he did it.
I kept my shoulders loose, kept my breathing steady and carried the plates to the table with my smile intact.
Breakfast turned into a loud, happy mess of teasing and second cups of coffee. Chloe complained that Derek had not bought the bowl she wanted, Derek told her the bowl would survive without her, Matt just laughed, and I laughed too.
When we finished eating, Chloe announced she wanted a hot tub before we left for town and said it with the confidence of someone who expected the world to obey. Matt groaned in protest, then he stood anyway.
“You come,” Chloe told me, then she pointed at Derek. “You come too. I want this to be a group thing.”
Matt looked at me. “You want it?”
I nodded. “Sure.”
We changed and stepped out into the cold air with towels and laughter and the hot tub steamed in the corner of the deck, framed by trees and winter sky. The whole setup looked clean and innocent. Chloe got in first with a satisfied sound, Matt followed with a hiss about the temperature and I slid in last, settling beside Matt.
Derek got in across from us, and Chloe immediately started talking about a podcast about a woman who had ruined her own life with bad decisions, and she told the story with deep delight. Matt argued with her, Derek made one comment that made Chloe laugh, and I let the conversation carry me along with my attention.
That’s because under the water Derek’s foot found mine and the contact stayed hidden under bubbles and movement and my pulse jumped in my throat. I kept my face on Chloe and nodded at her story and I let Matt’s arm slide around my shoulders, his hand resting on my upper arm in an affectionate squeeze that felt sweet and brutal at the same time.
Chloe leaned back and closed her eyes. “This is perfect,” she said. “We should do this all the time.”
Matt laughed. “We live in different cities.”
Chloe waved her hand. “Details.”
Derek’s foot pressed against mine again, then slid away. The touch left heat in my skin. I kept my smile, kept my posture relaxed, and told myself that I could do this, that I could play the game and keep it fun.
When we got out, Chloe grabbed Derek’s hand and dragged him inside to find a board game, declaring that she wanted a rematch. Matt stayed back to gather towels and lock the door and I bent to pick up my towel, giving myself a second to breathe.
Derek’s voice came from behind me, low enough that the air swallowed it. “Laundry room. Two minutes.”
My stomach clenched and I didn't turn.. I carried my towel inside and walked toward the hall with the same calm pace I used for everything, then I stopped in our doorway and called out to Matt that I was going to grab a sweater. Matt answered from the deck that he would be right in. The casual trust in his voice made my chest tighten.
I stepped into the laundry room and shut the door to the same narrow crack Derek had used, leaving it plausible, leaving it deniable, leaving it open enough that I could hear the house. Derek stood by the washer, arms crossed, posture calm and his gaze held mine in a way that made my breath catch.
“You’re smiling,” he said.
“I'm not,” I answered but my mouth tried to keep the lie my face betrayed.
He stepped closer and put his hand on my waist, then kissed me and the kiss made the room smaller, sharper, more electric. I kissed him back. The danger of Matt walking down the hall at any moment made my body feel awake in a way that scared me.
Footsteps sounded in the kitchen, then Chloe’s laugh rang out as she found the game she wanted.  Derek put his hand on my waist while he leaned in and spoke into my ear. “Go out there and win,” he said, as if he were giving me a coach’s instruction, as if I were part of his day.
I pulled back first, fixed my face and nodded. I left the laundry room with my sweater in hand, walking back into the living room with the same upbeat energy as everyone else. I could hold a secret behind my teeth while I laughed at a joke and dealt a hand of cards.
Chloe spread the cards across the coffee table with a grin that made the whole room feel brighter. Matt leaned into me with his shoulder warm against mine while he asked what we were playing, even though he already knew. I sat cross legged on the rug with my sweater pulled over my knees, my hair still damp at the ends, my face arranged into the version of me that belonged in a weekend with friends. I dealt the first hand with steady fingers while Derek took the chair across from us and watched the deck, not my face, not my hands, nothing that would leave a trace.
Chloe pointed at Derek. “You look smug.”
Derek rested his elbow on the arm of the chair. “I look awake.”
Matt snorted. “That is smug at this point.”
Chloe slapped the table once. “Okay, no mercy.”
I smiled and slid the first card out. “No mercy.”
Matt kissed my temple and murmured, “Get her.” Then he shifted his weight and stretched his legs out, relaxed, comfortable and unguarded.
The first rounds stayed loud and clean, full of Chloe’s accusations and Matt’s groans and I matched their rhythm, laughing at the right moments, tossing back a reply, nudging Matt’s knee under the table when he complained too much. Derek played without his usual theatrics. He kept his gaze on the cards and his face neutral. The calm made him more present than anyone else. When I put down a winning hand and Chloe cursed at me with fake outrage, Derek lifted his brows once and let them drop, a silent acknowledgment.
Chloe narrowed her eyes at me. “You’re enjoying this.”
“I am,” I said keeping my tone light.
Matt reached for the bowl of grapes and held one to my mouth. “She's competitive.”
Chloe laughed. “Rachel is dangerous.”
Derek’s eyes met mine for a beat, then he looked away first. The reversal made heat spread through my chest.
Chloe stood and declared she needed more snacks, so she marched into the kitchen and started opening cabinets. Matt called after her that she would find nothing but disappointment. Derek stayed in the chair and I stayed on the rug. The space between us held too much even with Matt right beside me.
He picked up the deck and started shuffling, proud of his own skill at making noise. “Next round,” he announced. “I'm coming back.”
“You have been losing all morning,” I said.
Matt grinned. “That ends now.”
Chloe returned with a bag of chips and a look of triumph. “I found treasure.”
Matt laughed and reached for the bag. Chloe slapped his hand away, then she sat back down on the floor with her shoulder against the couch, her hair brushing my knee. Derek shifted in his chair and his foot crossed over his other ankle.
We played another hand, then another, and the room stayed full of easy noise and the day kept moving forward. I told myself that momentum would save me. When Chloe leaned forward to argue with Matt about a rule, Derek’s hand came off the chair arm and rested on his thigh, then his fingers tapped once against his leg, a small signal with no obvious meaning.
Chloe pointed at the screen saver on the TV and started talking about music from high school and Matt got pulled into it with a story about a terrible concert, and their voices filled the living room with the kind of nostalgia that made everything feel safe. I laughed with them, I nodded, I added a comment, and I kept my eyes on Chloe’s face.
Matt dealt, Chloe cut, and Derek leaned forward to pick up his cards. When he sat back his gaze met mine again and he held it longer, then he glanced toward the hall and the laundry room as if checking the house out of habit. The move put a hard edge under my skin. He counted the steps because he still wanted the danger.
Chloe won the next hand and threw her arms up. “Yes!”
Matt groaned. “No.”
I laughed. “You deserve it.”
Chloe leaned back against the couch and nudged my shin with her foot. “See. Rachel respects talent.”
Derek’s mouth lifted for a moment, then it settled again. “Talent,” he repeated.
Chloe looked at him. “Don't start.”
Matt stood and stretched. “Town,” he said. “We said town.”
Chloe clapped. “Waterfront patio.”
Derek rose and picked up the empty glasses. “I'll drive.”
Matt pointed at him. “You always drive.”
Derek carried the glasses to the kitchen. “You talk too much.”
Matt laughed. He thought it was a joke and Chloe laughed. She loved watching them needle each other and I followed them into the kitchen with my smile still on.
We got ready with the bright pace of a day planned out and I put on jeans and a sweater and mascara, then I stood in front of the mirror and forced my face into calm again. Matt came up behind me, wrapped his arms around my waist and kissed my cheek with soft affection.
“You’re pretty,” he said.
I turned and kissed him. “So are you.”
He laughed and tugged my sweater straight, then he grabbed his jacket and called out to Chloe that we were leaving. Chloe yelled back that she was coming, and Derek’s footsteps crossed the hall, steady and measured. I kept my eyes on my own shoes while I tied them.
In the car Chloe took the front seat and turned her body sideways so she could talk. She filled the ride with plans about what she wanted to order, what she wanted to post, what she wanted to do after lunch. Matt sat beside me in the back with his arm across the seat behind my shoulders and he squeezed my shoulder once in a familiar gesture. Derek drove with one hand on the wheel, his posture relaxed, his gaze on the road. The calm made him more dangerous.
At a stoplight he reached into the console and passed Chloe a pack of gum. His hand brushed mine in the process, a touch so small that nobody would track it, but the contact landed in my wrist and ran up my arm.
Chloe kept talking. Matt kept laughing. I kept smiling.
The patio sat over the water with heaters overhead and a view that made Chloe declare the place perfect and we got a table near the railing. Matt sat beside me, Derek sat across, Chloe sat between them on the other side and the server brought water and menus with a bright tone that matched Chloe’s mood. Chloe ordered for the table, Matt pretending to argue, Derek letting her talk. I watched everyone’s faces.
When the food arrived, the table turned into shared plates and jokes about who would steal what and the moment stayed fun in a way that made me feel almost normal. Matt fed me a bite of something spicy and laughed when I made a face and Chloe leaned over to steal one of Derek’s fries and Derek caught her wrist with gentle control and moved her hand away with a calm that made her laugh.
“You are rude,” Chloe said.
Derek looked at her. “You steal.”
Chloe smiled in triumph. “I only steal from you.”
Matt lifted his glass. “To stealing.”
We clinked glasses and I kept my laughter soft and clean and I held Matt’s hand under the table. Derek’s knee brushed mine under the table a moment later, a brief contact that could pass as a mistake. My fingers tightened on Matt’s hand on instinct.
Matt squeezed back, still smiling at Chloe’s story, still blind.
After lunch Chloe announced she wanted to walk the little shops near the water. She took Derek’s arm with the casual claim of a girlfriend who felt secure. Matt took my hand and swung it once. He started talking about a place that sold hats and I let him pull me along.
In a store with shelves of local art, Chloe wandered ahead to look at prints and Matt drifted toward a display of mugs, laughing at one with a bad joke. Derek stepped close behind me where the aisle narrowed and he reached past my shoulder to pick up a small framed piece and his mouth came near my ear.
“You are doing so well,” he said.
I kept my eyes on the shelf. “Stop talking to me.”
He set the frame back down with care. “Later.”
My throat tightened. I pretended to study a price tag while my body reacted in the worst way. I turned my head a fraction and saw his face, calm and patient, and I forced my gaze away again. If I held it I would give him too much.
Chloe called from the next aisle. “Come look at this one. It’s ugly in a way I respect.”
Matt laughed and walked toward her, still holding my hand and I went with him and I smiled at the print Chloe shoved in my face.
Derek followed a step behind, quiet, steady and close enough that I could feel him even when I didn't look.
Chloe held up the ugly print again and made Matt stand beside it for a photo and I smiled. The whole afternoon had turned into her treating the waterfront as a stage, with Derek as her willing prop and Matt as her amused audience. I stood a step back with the shopping bag on my wrist and my phone in my hand. I watched them banter while my pulse kept running ahead of the moment.
“Hold it higher,” Chloe said.
Matt squinted at the glare on the glass. “This is art theft.”
“It’s culture,” Chloe corrected.
Derek leaned in toward the frame and said, “It’s expensive culture.”
Chloe pointed at him. “Don't ruin my fantasy.”
Matt laughed and looked at me. “You’re quiet again.”
I lifted my phone. “I'm collecting evidence.”
Chloe snapped her fingers. “Good, then you take the photo.”
I did and Chloe approved. Then she announced she wanted to pop into one more shop, a clothing place with dresses in the window that made her eyes light up. Matt followed. He had no reason not to.
Inside, Chloe headed straight for a rack of bright dresses and started pulling hangers with the focus of someone on a mission. Matt drifted toward a shelf of caps again and Derek stood near a table of folded sweaters, his posture calm, his gaze scanning the room once, then landing on me.
Chloe waved a dress at me. “Try this on.”
I took it and held it up to my body. Chloe made a pleased sound.
“That is it,” she said. “That is the one.”
Matt glanced over. “That looks good.”
I smiled at him. “It isn't even on me.”
Chloe grabbed my wrist and steered me toward the fitting rooms. “Go. I want a reveal.”
The hallway to the fitting rooms narrowed and the noise from the shop softened. Chloe stayed behind to keep digging through racks. I carried the dress into the fitting area and I paused when I saw the attendant step away toward the back, leaving the corridor briefly empty.
Derek appeared behind me without a sound. He stopped close enough that I could feel his body heat through my sweater.
“Come with me,” he said.
My throat tightened. “No.”
Derek didn't raise his voice and he didn't touch me. “You already decided you will.”
I held the dress in front of me as if it could act as a shield and I stared at the row of doors, at the tiny gaps above and below them, at the risk in every surface.
Footsteps sounded from the main floor and Chloe’s laugh carried faintly and Matt’s voice answered her, warm and casual.
Derek placed his hand at the small of my back and guided me into the nearest fitting room and my body moved. The door clicked shut and the space turned tight, all mirror and bench and a hook on the wall. My pulse hit hard enough that my vision sharpened.
“You’re insane,” I whispered.
Derek met my eyes in the mirror. “You want it so bad.”
I didn't answer with words but my hands betrayed me. I set the dress on the hook with care and turned toward him. My mouth found his in a kiss that erased the rest of the store. His hands came to my waist and he pulled me in. The urgency of it made my knees wobble. This was merely a plywood box with a thin door and other people three steps away.
A knock landed on a door two stalls down and a woman’s voice said, “Are you almost done?”
Another voice answered, “Two minutes.”
The normal exchange made my stomach clench.
Derek kissed my neck and his hand slid under my sweater and held me with a firm, confident grip that made my breath catch. I pressed my palms against his chest and tried to push him back but my body gave up the effort and leaned into him instead.
“You cannot,” I said but the sentence came out thin.
Derek lifted his head and looked at me. “Say it again and mean it.”
I stared at him and I could not do it. I reached for his belt and hated myself for the speed of the choice. The hate didn't stop my fingers.
Derek’s mouth moved to mine again and the kiss turned hungry. My hands shook while I worked at his fly. He guided me with control and kept one hand on the door for a moment, listening, then he turned me so my back met the mirror.
The glass cooled my shoulders through my sweater and his hand covered my mouth for a breath when I made a sound and my eyes widened. He leaned in and spoke near my ear.
“Stay quiet,” he said.
I nodded and I grabbed his wrist, not to pull it away, but to hold on.
The rest happened fast. I didn't keep track of time, I kept track of noise and footsteps and the possibility of the door opening. My body took what he gave with a fierce need that made my legs tremble. The mirror showed my face flushed and my mouth parted. It showed Derek behind me with his expression steady, his focus locked, his control unbroken. Everything in the mirror jolted with that telltale rhythm. He was splitting me two again, my panties stretched between my thighs, my breasts hanging, my mouth open.
A laugh rose from the main floor and Chloe’s voice cut through it. “Rachel, I'm coming back there!”
My whole body went rigid.
Derek held me in place and waited. He watched my face in the mirror as if he wanted to see whether fear would stop me. It didn't. It sharpened everything. I gripped the edge of the bench and forced my breathing into silence and let the last of it crash through me with my teeth clenched.
Derek stepped back, composed already, and he adjusted his clothes with quick, efficient movements. He looked at me once, then he reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind my ear with a calm intimacy.
“Put the dress on,” he said.
My hands fumbled and I pulled it over my head and smoothed it down. I stared at myself in the mirror. My face stayed flushed and my eyes looked too bright. My lips looked swollen in a way that felt obvious to me.
Derek opened the door a crack and listened, then he stepped out first with the same relaxed posture he had in the shop, and he walked away down the corridor as if he had been searching for a restroom.
I stood alone for a second, palms flat on the mirror, breathing through my nose until my chest stopped heaving. Then I opened the door and stepped out with the dress on, my sweater and jeans folded on the bench behind me, and I walked toward the front of the store with my smile ready.
Chloe rounded the corner at the same time, carrying two more dresses. “There you are.”
Matt stood behind her holding a cap he had tried on, his grin easy. “Show us.”
I turned once, slow, and lifted my shoulders in a performance of confidence.
Chloe clapped. “Yes. That is it.”
Matt nodded. “It looks great.”
I swallowed and made my voice light. “I guess I should buy it.”
Chloe leaned in, squinted at my face, then waved her hand as if she dismissed a thought. “You look hot. That’s what matters.”
Matt laughed. “Chloe.”
Chloe shrugged. “I'm honest.”
Derek appeared at Chloe’s side, calm, hands empty, expression unchanged. “Are we buying it?”
Chloe pointed at me. “She's buying it.”
Derek looked at me for half a beat, then he nodded once. “It looks good on you.”
The cashier rang it up and I handed over my card with steady fingers. Matt stood beside me smiling at a display of gum and Derek stood behind Chloe with his hand resting on her shoulder.
Back outside, Chloe linked her arm through mine and announced she wanted a drink somewhere with heaters and Matt agreed. Derek agreed too, he never denied Chloe a plan once she framed it as a treat.
As we walked, Matt squeezed my hand and said, “You disappeared back there.”
I smiled up at him. “Chloe made me try on five things.”
Chloe laughed. “I did.”
Matt shook his head. “You are a menace.”
Chloe beamed. “I'm a gift.”
Derek walked on Chloe’s other side with his posture loose. He said, “You are both.”
The line made Chloe laugh and Matt laughed too and I laughed with them.
When we reached the patio bar, we got a table under a heater and ordered drinks and Chloe started talking about taking another trip soon, somewhere warm, somewhere with beaches, somewhere she and could dress up every night “for our men.”. Matt listened and nodded, already picturing it and he reached for my hand across the table with that familiar affection that always softened me.
Derek’s knee brushed mine under the table, a brief contact that made my breath catch. I kept my face on Chloe and asked her where she wanted to go. My voice stayed upbeat while my body held the secret heat of a fitting room and a dress I had bought to celebrate it.
Chloe ordered a second round before the first had settled. She treated the patio bar as a stage, leaning back in her chair and talking to the server about beach trips, menus, hotels and outfits while the heater hummed above us and the water below the railing carried sunlight in broken pieces. Matt watched her with a grin and kept his hand on mine. I kept a smile on my face.
Derek sat across from me with his glass near his wrist, his posture open, his expression calm. He let Chloe talk until she ran out of breath, which never took long.
“We should go somewhere hot,” Chloe said. “I want a place where you can wear linen and pretend you have hobbies.”
Matt laughed. “I have hobbies.”
Chloe pointed at him. “You have one hobby and it involves your phone.”
Matt lifted his glass. “To my phone.”
I lifted mine too and I kept my eyes on Chloe.
The second round arrived and Chloe took a sip, sighed with satisfaction and said, “Okay, game.”
Matt groaned. “No.”
“Yes,” Chloe insisted. “Questions.”
Derek tilted his head. “You want trouble.”
Chloe smiled. “I want fun.”
She started with harmless things, travel preferences, embarrassing stories, the worst job, the best trip. Matt played along with theatrical complaints while Derek answered with short lines that made Chloe laugh. I answered with safe stories and kept my body in place even when Derek’s knee found mine under the table, a contact that lasted long enough to register, long enough to make my fingers tighten around Matt’s hand.
Chloe watched Matt’s face while she spoke, which gave Derek room to watch mine. The space made everything sharper.
“Truth,” Chloe said, pointing at Derek. “Have you ever lied to get out of something?”
Derek looked at her. “Every day.”
Chloe laughed. “That’s honest at least.”
Matt said, “That’s a problem.”
Chloe turned to me. “Rachel. Truth. Have you ever done something you knew you should not?”
Matt squeezed my hand, still smiling, still treating it as a game, but my pulse jumped. She sipped her drink and swung her leg from her other knee, her eyes narrowing but not leaving my eyes. A grin secretly pulled across her lips.
I kept my voice light. “I’ve eaten dessert before dinner.”
Chloe made a face. “That is so weak.”
Matt laughed. “That’s my girl, honest as the day is long.”
Derek’s knee pressed mine harder under the table and the pressure carried a private answer that I refused to show.
Chloe leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Okay, new rule. If someone dodges, they drink.”
Matt lifted his glass. “I support this rule.”
Chloe pointed at me. “You drink.”
I took a sip.
The server came by and Chloe started flirting with the idea of dessert and Matt joined in with jokes about ordering everything. Derek looked away toward the water as if he enjoyed the sound of them more than the view. Under the table his foot brushed my ankle. I shifted my legs to cross them and Derek followed the movement without looking down, his foot sliding with mine until it found the inside of my calf. My breath caught in my throat and I turned it into a laugh at something Chloe said, a loud, bright sound that gave me cover.
Matt leaned close. “You’re buzzed already.”
I smiled at him. “Chloe is corrupting me.”
Chloe pointed her fork at me. “I'm improving you.”
Derek’s foot moved higher, a press against my knee under the table. My skin reacted with heat that had no place on a public patio.
Chloe kept talking and Matt kept laughing. Derek kept his face neutral, so the only person who felt the line being crossed was me.
When dessert arrived, Chloe clapped and declared victory and she fed Derek a bite with a grin that looked affectionate. Derek took it without a scene, then he set his fork down and looked at me across the table. His gaze went to my mouth for a beat and my body answered with a rush that made me grip the edge of my napkin.
Matt’s phone buzzed and he checked it, then he frowned. “My mom wants a call.”
Chloe waved him off. “Go. I won't die without your attention for five minutes.”
Matt leaned in and kissed my cheek. “I'll step away for a minute.”
I nodded and smiled. “Okay.”
He stood and walked a few steps down the patio to take the call near the railing, his back to us, his head bent toward the phone.
The table changed shape the second he left. Chloe kept eating dessert and talking, but her attention drifted toward Matt with the casual focus of a friend who wanted to hear whether the call sounded dramatic.
Derek used the opening.
He reached across under the table and put his hand on my knee, his palm warm through the denim, a contact that turned my spine rigid. I kept my face on Chloe and nodded at something she said and I lifted my glass for a sip to give my hands a task.
Chloe asked, “Do you think we should go out tonight? All of us together?”
Derek answered, “You want to go out?”
Chloe smiled. “Yes.”
I said, “What kind of out.”
Chloe leaned back. “Dancing.”
Matt laughed from the railing at something his mom said and he turned his head and gave us a quick grin, still on the call, still cheerful. Derek’s hand stayed on my knee and his thumb pressed once, a small squeeze that made my thighs tense.
Chloe watched Matt with fond amusement. "He's cute when he pretends to be annoyed.”
Derek said, "He’s extremely cute.”
Chloe turned back to us. “Rachel, would you dance if we went out?”
I smiled. “I would dance.”
Derek’s thumb pressed again, higher this time, close to the seam of my jeans. I felt heat spread into my belly.
Chloe narrowed her eyes at me. “You’re flushed.”
I lifted my shoulders in a shrug. “The heater is a lot.”
Chloe glanced at the heater, then she looked back at my face. “Sure.”
Derek removed his hand from my knee and the absence made my skin feel exposed. He picked up his glass and took a sip, calm as ever, then he said, “We should go out. We should make it a night.”
Chloe brightened. “Yes.”
Matt ended his call and came back, pocketing his phone and sliding into his seat with the same easy energy. “Okay. Crisis avoided. What did I miss?”
Chloe clapped again. "We're going out tonight.”
Matt blinked. “Tonight.”
Chloe leaned in, eyes wide, thrilled. “Dancing. All four of us.”
Matt looked at me, grinning. “You want to dance?”
I nodded and kept my smile. Saying no would have sounded wrong. The thought of a crowded room, music, bodies and Derek close enough to touch me without being seen made my pulse jump in a way that scared me.
We left the patio with Chloe in a bright mood, already planning outfits and we walked the waterfront as the sun dropped and the air turned sharper. Matt put his arm around my shoulders and I leaned into him.
Chloe stopped for photos, dragged Derek into the frame, and made Matt take a dozen shots until she approved one. I stood beside Matt and smiled at the camera, my face composed, my eyes bright. Derek stood behind Chloe with a hand at her waist.
On the walk back to the car, Chloe rushed ahead toward a small shop window and pressed her face to the glass to look at earrings. Matt followed her, laughing at her enthusiasm.
Derek stayed with me for three steps, a gap that opened by accident and turned into opportunity.
He spoke without moving his mouth much. “Tonight you should wear the new dress.”
My stomach tightened. “No.”
Derek’s gaze stayed forward. “You bought it for me.”
I felt heat rise into my face and I hated the truth of it. “I bought it because Chloe wanted a reveal.”
Derek turned his head a fraction. “You should wear it for me.”
I said nothing but my silence became an answer.
Matt called from ahead, “Babe, look at these.”
I quickened my pace and went to him and I stood at the window with Chloe while Matt pointed at a stupid mug that made him laugh. Derek came up behind us and stood near Chloe, his posture relaxed, his eyes calm.
Back at the house, the mood stayed upbeat. We had a plan for showers and music and outfits and Chloe treated the evening as a party she had been promised. She put on a playlist in the kitchen, poured wine and started dancing in socks while Derek chopped limes for drinks and Matt laughed and joined in with exaggerated moves that made Chloe howl.
I went to our room with my bag in hand, closed the door and stared at the dress hanging from the hook. It looked innocent on the hanger, a simple shape, clean lines, a color that made my skin look warm. My hands shook when I touched the fabric though, but I told myself I could wear anything and keep control.
I put it on and zipped it, then I stood in front of the mirror and fixed my hair. My face looked too alive, my eyes too bright, my lips too soft from the memory of the fitting room, and I forced a smile that looked casual.
Matt knocked once and came in without waiting, already dressed, already energized by Chloe’s playlist. He stopped and looked at me and his grin spread across his face.
“Wow,” he said. “That dress is dangerous.”
I laughed. “Chloe picked it, blame her.”
Matt stepped closer and put his hands on my waist, then he kissed my cheek. “I like it.”
His hands held me with warmth and I leaned into him. He kissed me again and I kissed him back, then he pulled away with a smile. “Come out. Chloe is making margaritas.”
We walked into the kitchen together and Chloe squealed the second she saw me, then she spun me once by the hands and declared me perfect. Derek looked up from the counter, his face calm, his gaze steady. His eyes moved over me in a slow sweep that made my stomach drop.
Chloe handed me a drink. “To tonight,” she said.
Matt lifted his glass. “To tonight.”
Derek lifted his. “To tonight.”
We clinked and the sound rang in the kitchen and the music kept going and Chloe started dancing again with her drink in hand.
The night out started with an Uber and laughter and Chloe talked the whole ride, pointing at the city lights and demanding that we all agree life was good. Matt agreed, he was in a good mood.
At the club the air was warm, the lights moved across faces and the music hit my chest in a steady pulse. Chloe dragged Derek onto the floor first, then she grabbed my wrist and pulled me out too, and Matt followed with a grin.
We danced in a loose circle, close enough to touch, far enough to breathe. Chloe danced with her whole body, careless and bright. Matt danced with a playful rhythm, watching me with affection. Derek danced with a calm that made him look composed even in motion and his gaze stayed on me in short, controlled glances that made my skin burn.
Chloe leaned in to shout in my ear about how this was the best idea she had all weekend and I laughed and nodded. Matt’s hand rested on my waist and he pulled me close for a moment, then he spun me out with a grin. I smiled at him, then I turned back and found Derek behind me, closer than before.
His hand came to my hip and the touch looked normal in a crowd. His fingers pressed into the fabric of my dress, a firm hold that made my breath catch. I kept dancing, kept my face calm, kept my eyes on Chloe. I let the music carry my body while Derek’s hand stayed where it should not have stayed.
Matt moved behind me again and put his hand on my other hip and for a moment I stood between them, both hands on me, both bodies close. The thrill hit me so hard that my knees weakened. Matt laughed and shouted something into my ear that I could not hear and I nodded and laughed back, pretending I understood, while Derek’s grip tightened as if he had heard the same inaudible joke.
Chloe turned and danced toward Derek, pulling him away with a playful shove and the contact broke. I took a breath and forced my shoulders to loosen.
Matt leaned in. “Drink.”
I nodded and followed him to the bar, grateful for the break, grateful for the task.
At the bar Chloe ordered shots with a grin that promised trouble and Matt protested and Derek said nothing, which made Chloe grin wider. The bartender lined them up and Chloe raised hers and shouted, “To chaos.”
Matt groaned and drank. Derek drank. I drank.
The alcohol hit my stomach with heat and the room tilted a fraction and the night turned sharper.
Chloe announced she needed the restroom and demanded that I come with her. I followed her through the crowd and we reached the hallway with the restroom signs and the noise dropped to a dull roar behind us.
She stopped near the mirror outside the restroom and fixed her hair, then she looked at my face with a sudden focus that made my stomach tighten.
“You are glowing,” she said.
I forced a laugh. “It’s the lights.”
Chloe tilted her head. “It’s something.”
I kept my smile. “It’s a good night.”
Chloe watched me for a breath, then she shrugged and pulled me into the restroom with her and the moment passed with her attention shifting to her lipstick and her own reflection.
When we came out, Matt stood near the hallway, waiting with an easy posture and a grin and relief hit me.
Derek stood a few steps away, his back near the wall, his gaze steady. He looked at Chloe and said, “Ready?”
Chloe grabbed his hand. “Ready.”
We went back into the crowd and the music hit again and the floor moved under our feet.
Later, when Chloe danced toward another group of women and started laughing with them and when Matt stepped away to order water, Derek took my wrist and guided me toward a side corridor near a staff door with a glowing exit sign. The crowd thinned and the music dropped and the space turned tight again, all shadow and sound.
My pulse jumped. “No.”
Derek held my wrist firm and he leaned in near my ear. “You came for this, you know you did, you like the danger.”
I swallowed and tried to pull away, but my body stayed close to him. He pressed me against the wall for a beat, blocking the view from the floor, and his mouth found mine in a kiss that stole my breath and threatened to steal my composure.
Footsteps passed in the corridor and I froze. Derek broke the kiss and rested his forehead near mine, his breath steady, his expression calm.
“Smile when you walk back,” he said.
I hated him for the control and I hated myself for wanting it.
Matt’s voice called from the floor, “Rachel.”
I answered with a bright shout that sounded normal, “Coming.”
Derek released my wrist and I stepped away and fixed my face, then I walked back into the lights with my smile on, my dress smooth, my breathing under control and my heart beating hard enough to make me feel totally alive.
Matt met me near the bar and put his hand on my waist and grinned. “There you are.”
I nodded and took the water he offered. “There I am.”
Derek appeared behind Chloe near the dance floor and Chloe tugged him back into the music with a laugh. Matt pulled me in close again and we danced and I let his warmth wrap around me. I smiled up at him while the part of me that had turned reckless kept watching for Derek in the moving lights, waiting for the next opening, waiting for the next line to be crossed.
The ride back turned into Chloe singing with her head on Derek’s shoulder while Matt laughed and tried to keep her upright and I sat beside them in my new dress with my pulse still high from the corridor, watching Matt’s hand on Chloe’s arm and Derek’s hand on Chloe’s thigh while Derek’s eyes met mine in the dark window reflection long enough to remind me that the night still belonged to him.
At the house Chloe kicked off her shoes, announced she needed water and a shower and stumbled down the hall with Derek steadying her by the elbow in a way that looked sweet to anyone who had not watched him pin me against a wall ten minutes before. Matt followed with a grin and called after them that she would wake up hung over and dramatic and Chloe yelled back that she would wake up powerful and the whole thing stayed upbeat and loud until the bathroom door shut and the shower started.
Matt turned to me and hooked his fingers through mine. “Come on,” he said. “I want you now.”
I let him pull me close and I kissed him. He walked me into our room, shut the door and kissed me again with both hands on my waist. The dress I had bought to celebrate a secret became a costume for a second one as he pushed it up and ran his palms over my hips.
“God,” he said into my mouth. “You look insane in this.”
I laughed and kissed him again. I tried to hold my mind on him while my body kept remembering Derek’s hand on my wrist, Derek’s mouth on my throat, Derek telling me to smile.
A knock came at the door.
Matt paused, irritated. “What?”
Derek’s voice came through the wood, calm, casual. “Chloe wants water and she wants it now.”
Matt groaned and called back, “Get it from the kitchen.”
Derek answered, “She wants it from you.”
Matt rolled his eyes and looked at me with a grin that carried sympathy. “She's a menace.”
We both shrugged mystified by the request but I smiled and nodded, encouraged him to go. Matt kissed me once more, quick and hungry, then he stepped away and pulled on his shirt. “I'll be two minutes.”
He left the room. The door stayed open behind him. He never cared about doors in a house full of friends.
Derek appeared in the doorway a moment later. He filled it with a calm presence that made my stomach drop.
“You’re alone,” he said.
“I'm not,” I answered, but my voice came out thin. Matt could come back at any point.
Derek stepped inside and shut the door to a narrow crack, and he walked to me with his gaze fixed on my face. “You bought that dress for me,” he said again and his hand came to the hem, lifting it with a slow, certain motion that made my thighs tense.
I caught his wrist. “Matt is coming back.”
Derek leaned in and kissed my mouth. The kiss cut through the room with a force that erased the rest of my thoughts. I kissed him back with my hand still on his wrist with a grip that turned into a hold.
Footsteps sounded in the hall and Derek broke the kiss and guided me down to my knees beside the bed, his hand firm at the back of my neck. The movement happened with a speed that made my pulse spike, not from roughness, but from the fact that he moved with no hesitation and he trusted that I would follow.
He opened his belt and pulled himself free and he held my chin and made me look up at him. “You want to be a good girl,” he said.
I swallowed. “This is insane.”
His thumb pressed against my lower lip. “Open.”
I did of course and he slid his raging hard cock into my mouth with a slow push that filled my jaw and made my eyes water. I held him with my lips and tongue and I kept my breathing through my nose. The room narrowed to the sound of my own breath.
Derek’s hand held my hair at the crown, not tugging, but keeping me in place while he guided the rhythm. His control turned my stomach hot. I took him deeper and he set the pace with small thrusts that made my throat work. I pressed my hand to his thigh for balance while my other hand gripped the bedspread to stay steady.
The door crack showed hall light and I watched it between blinks. The risk made every sensation louder.
Derek’s breath turned heavy and his fingers tightened in my hair. “Look up at me,” he said.
I lifted my eyes to his and the eye contact made my body respond harder than the act itself. It made it personal and it made it mean something that I didn't want to admit.
Footsteps came closer.
Derek pushed in deeper and held it there for a beat. My throat stretched around him and my eyes watered harder while my body stayed locked on him. He withdrew and thrust again and I heard a drawer open in the kitchen and Matt’s voice calling something through the hall.
“Chloe,” Matt said. “Sit up.”
Chloe answered from behind the bathroom door, “I'm sitting.”
Matt laughed. “You’re lying.”
Derek kept moving his hand in my hair, his hips controlling the pace while my mouth took him all the way and my whole body burned with the thrill of hearing my boyfriend two doors away with his best friend’s cock down my throat.
Derek’s breath hitched. He said, “Take it baby,” and he pushed in hard enough to make my throat work around him with no room for hesitation. I held on, I kept my eyes open, and I took him until he went tense. I felt him pulse as he came, hot and heavy, and I swallowed. There was nowhere else to put it and no time for anything else.
He withdrew and tucked himself away in one clean motion and pulled me up by my wrist with calm control, then he kissed me once, deep and claiming, as if he wanted the taste of himself from my mouth.
“You should fix your face,” he said.
Matt’s footsteps came back down the hall.
Derek stepped to the door and opened it wider, turning his body toward the hallway as if he had come to ask a normal question. I stood behind him with my dress smoothed down, my hands steadying on the bed and my heart beating hard enough to hurt.
Matt walked past our door with a glass of water and a grin. “She's so dramatic,” he said, not stopping, not looking in the room with any focus.
Derek lifted the charger cord that still sat on our nightstand and said, “Can I have this?”
Matt laughed. “That’s ours.”
Derek nodded. “Chloe wants music when she dies.”
Matt shook his head and kept walking. “Take it.”
Derek took it and stepped away down the hall with the same posture he always had and he left me standing in the room with my mouth still tasting him and my body still buzzing.
Matt came back a moment later, shut the door with no care and wrapped his arms around me from behind. “Okay,” he said. “Now I get you all to myself.”
I wiped a dribble of Derek’s cum from my chin and turned in his arms and kissed him. The kiss tasted of wine and danger and I pressed my body to his. Matt lifted my dress and slid his hand between my thighs and I opened for him at once. My body had already been pushed past restraint. I was already primed and ready.
He groaned into my mouth. “Jesus, you’re soaked.”
I laughed. The sound came out bright and I used the laugh as cover while my mind tried to keep track of what I had done.
Matt guided me onto the bed, pushed the dress up to my waist and stripped his shirt off with a hungry impatience. He kissed my breasts, kissed my mouth, and moved between my legs. He put his mouth on me and the contact sent a jolt through my spine. I was still sensitive from Derek’s hand and Derek’s mouth and Derek’s control.
I gripped the sheets and kept my breath quiet. Matt worked with focus, taking his time, making me arch off the bed, making my legs shake and the pleasure built fast. My body had been lit up all night already.
When he came up for air, his face was flushed and proud. “Tell me you want me,” he said.
“I wanted you all night,” I said and the sentence held just enough truth to sting.
Matt kissed me hard, then he lined himself up, and pushed inside me. I took him with a gasp and my body clenched around him. The fullness hit hard after everything else and Matt laughed into my mouth, pleased with himself, pleased with me, pleased with the night.
He started moving with a steady pace that filled the room with the sound of skin and breath and I met him. My body had stopped pretending it wanted anything clean. I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him in and I kissed him until my lips hurt. The rhythm built into something frantic. Matt wanted release and the alcohol had taken the edge off his caution.
Outside the door the hall creaked again.
Matt didn't notice but I did.
The creak came with the quiet weight of someone passing and the knowledge that Derek could walk by our door and know what he had left inside me turned the whole act into a rush.
Matt’s breath went ragged and he gripped my hips harder. “I'm close,” he said.
I nodded and held his face between my hands. “Finish,” I told him and kept my voice steady, the girlfriend he believed in.
He drove into me a few more times, then he went tense and came inside me with a groan that ended in a laugh, and he collapsed against my chest, heavy and satisfied, his face pressed into my neck.
“That was perfect,” he said.
I ran my fingers through his hair and stared past his shoulder at the door, at the narrow crack of light under it, at the fact that my body now held both men and the over-the-top thrill of it made my pulse jump instead of settle. I could see the glint of Derek’s eyes through the gap in the door.
Matt lifted his head, smiled at me with sleepy affection, and kissed my cheek. “I love this trip,” he murmured.
I smiled back and kissed him. I kept the smile in place, too. Down the hall, Chloe laughed at something Derek said and the sound made my whole body flare with the knowledge that I had not even come close to the end of what I could do. I heard Chloe stop laughing, and moments later, I heard her gasping, and I knew what it would be.
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