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My Husband and the Cheerleader




I was barefoot in the laundry room, folding warm towels. Damon had fallen asleep on the couch an hour earlier with a half-watched on mute. I hadn’t bothered waking him. It had been a long week—hell, a long year—and lately we’d been moving past each other more like coworkers than husband and wife.

My phone buzzed on the counter just as I was shaking out the last towel. I expected it to be some spam notification or a group text from the booster moms, but when I glanced at the screen, my breath caught in my throat.

Sofia Alvarez. One of the cheerleaders I coached, while my husband coached the football team.

I hadn’t heard from her in weeks. Not since she stopped showing up to practice. She’d always been polite, a little quiet, sharp when it counted. I liked her. She had the kind of discipline that reminded me of myself when I was younger, though she moved with more grace than I ever had. Natural rhythm.

I opened the message.

Hey Coach. Sorry to bother you so late. Is there any chance I could maybe crash at your place for a little while? It’s kind of complicated.

My thumb hovered over the keyboard.

Complicated? That could’ve meant anything. An argument with her mother, another bounced tuition payment, some boy who wouldn’t leave her alone. I didn’t want to pry, but something about the way she phrased it—“for a little while”—sent a pulse of unease through me.

Are you okay?

Her reply came fast. Almost too fast.

I just need a place for a bit. It’s bad at home.

I stood there in the soft hum of the laundry room, towel forgotten in my hands. She was only twenty. A sophomore. No family near campus. No real support system. And we were heading into summer break—dorms shutting down, campus emptying out. I didn’t need to ask what “bad” meant.

I glanced toward the kitchen, where the guest room sat empty behind a half-closed door. We hadn’t used it since Damon’s brother visited last Thanksgiving. The bed was still made.

I could’ve said no. I could’ve claimed we were out of town, made up some excuse about renovations or family visiting. But I didn’t.

I typed the words before I let myself think twice.

Yeah. Come over.

I added my address, even though I was sure she still remembered it from the end-of-season dinner last year. Then I dropped my phone face-down on the counter and stared at the hallway like she might walk through it already.

“She’s just a student,” I muttered aloud, trying to anchor myself in something rational. “You’re just helping.”

But even as I said it, I felt something shift. Subtle, but there. A flutter of anticipation in my chest. Or maybe anxiety. Maybe both.

By the time she arrived, I’d tidied the kitchen, lit a candle I hadn’t touched since Christmas, and swapped the guest bedspread for something newer, cleaner. I didn’t tell Damon. I figured he’d understand once she got here.

The doorbell rang just past ten.

I opened the door, and there she was.

Sofia stood on our front step with a single duffel bag slung over one shoulder, her hair pulled up in a messy knot, damp from the rain. Her hoodie clung to her curves and rode up just slightly above her leggings. She looked tired. And beautiful. And… older, somehow.

Not older in age, but in presence. In the way her eyes met mine without flinching.

“Hey, Coach,” she said, voice soft but steady.

“Hey.” I stepped back to let her in. “Come on, get out of the rain.”

She smelled like coconut shampoo as she brushed past me, her body grazing mine for just a second. It wasn’t intentional. Probably.

She dropped her bag by the wall and looked around like she still remembered every corner of the place. She probably did. I hadn’t changed much.

“Thanks for this,” she said, tucking damp strands behind her ear. “I really appreciate it.”

“Of course.” I swallowed against the dryness in my throat. “Guest room’s down the hall. Sheets are clean. Towels are in the closet. You can help yourself to whatever’s in the fridge.”

She smiled then. Not forced. Not grateful in that rehearsed student way. Just genuine.

I felt it in my chest more than I should’ve.

She picked up her bag and padded down the hallway like she belonged here. Like this was natural. Like nothing strange was happening.

But I stayed in the entryway a moment longer, my hand still resting on the doorframe.

She was just a student.

I was just helping.

And yet—I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had just begun. Something I wasn’t prepared for. Something I already felt, warm and dangerous in the pit of my stomach.

A few hours later, after I’d filled Damon in, Sofia reappeared in cutoff shorts and a thin white tank top with no bra underneath. I tried not to stare, but it clung to her in a way that left nothing to the imagination. Her nipples were visible through the fabric.

She smiled like it didn’t matter.

“Sorry if I look like a mess,” she said. “I kind of rushed out without packing a whole lot.”

“You’re fine,” I said, even though I could feel the edge in my voice. “We’re casual around here.”

Damon came out of the hallway just as she bent to dust off a speck of mud that had clung to her ankle. His eyes dropped, just for a second, to the shape of her ass in those shorts. I saw it. I caught the glance. And he looked away just as fast, like it hadn’t happened.

But it had.

Dinner was easy enough. Damon grilled chicken, and I threw together a salad. Sofia offered to help, and I let her. She stood beside me at the counter, chopping cucumbers like this was normal—like she’d done it a hundred times before.

Once we were sitting at the table eating, she talked a lot more than I remembered. Not in a bad way. Just... looser. Laughing at Damon’s dry jokes, asking him questions about next season, about the defense line, even about the new freshman quarterback. She knew her stuff, and he noticed. He always perked up when someone could talk football with him.

I just sat back and watched them.

Watched how she tilted her head when he spoke. How she leaned in a little when he answered. How Damon smiled without realizing he was smiling.

She was only twenty. But she didn’t talk like it. She didn’t act like it. She sat cross-legged on our dining room chair like she belonged here, like she wasn’t just a student temporarily crashing in our home.

When she reached for her glass, her arm brushed his. He didn’t move away.

I felt heat crawl into my chest.

After dinner, she helped me load the dishwasher. Damon went to shower. She stood beside me barefoot, that tank top hanging low, the sides gaping just enough to see the edge of one bare breast when she leaned forward to stack a plate. I looked. I told myself it was accidental. But deep down, I didn’t buy that.

When she disappeared into the guest room for the night, I went into the living room and sat next to Damon on the couch. He was scrolling his phone, clean from the shower, hair damp, wearing his usual worn-out sleep shirt.

I didn’t say anything right away. Just watched the screen glow against his face.

Then I asked, “Did you notice she doesn’t call me Coach anymore?”

He looked over. “What?”

“Sofia. She called me Alice. Twice.”

He shrugged. “She’s not at practice. She’s our guest. And she’s not a kid or anything.”

I folded my arms. “I didn’t say she was.”

He gave me a look, but didn’t push. Just went back to scrolling.

I stared at the TV, not really seeing it. My chest felt tight. I wasn’t jealous. At least, I didn’t think I was. It was more complicated than that.

She wasn’t doing anything wrong. And neither was he. But I could feel something happening between them—something quiet and low, just starting to buzz beneath the surface. And I wasn’t blind. I knew what kind of men noticed Sofia. She was a gorgeous college cheerleader. There wasn’t a man on earth who wouldn’t pursue someone with her looks.

What bothered me more was how I felt about it.

Because I hadn’t missed the way my eyes lingered either. On her chest. Her thighs. The dip of her waist where her shorts clung.

She was young. Beautiful. Confident in a way I used to be.

And when she stood in my kitchen, barefoot and braless, helping me clean up like she lived here?

I felt something shift in me.

And I didn’t know what to do with that.
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I woke up early the next morning out of habit. Damon was still asleep, one arm thrown over my side of the bed like he expected me to be there even after I’d already slipped out. I pulled on a t-shirt and underwear and padded down the hall, planning to shower before faculty emails started rolling in.

The bathroom door was unlocked.

I didn’t think about it. I just pushed it open.

Steam hit me first. Warm, thick, filling the small space. The mirror was fogged over, and the sound of running water filled the room. I stopped short, one hand still on the door.

Sofia was in the shower.

The glass door was frosted, but not enough to hide her. I could see the shape of her clearly. Her head tilted back under the spray. Her arms raised as she washed her hair. The curve of her hips. The line of her waist. The way her breasts moved when she shifted her weight.

She didn’t look like the young girl I was used to coaching. She was filled out in a way that felt unmistakably mature.

I should have backed out right then. Closed the door. Said sorry through the wood like a normal person. But I froze. My brain stalled, like it needed a second to catch up with what I was seeing.

Then she turned.

Not all the way. Just enough that I could see the outline of one breast pressed faintly against the glass. The slope of her shoulder. Her hand sliding down her stomach, slow and unhurried.

And then her head angled slightly toward the door.

Toward me.

She knew I was there.

She didn’t jump or cover herself. She didn’t rush to shut the water off. If anything, she shifted her stance, just a little. One hip popped out. Her back arched in a way that felt deliberate.

My stomach dropped.

I felt heat rush up my neck, down between my legs. A sharp awareness of my body standing there half-dressed in the doorway. My nipples tightened under the thin cotton of my shirt. I hated that I noticed.

She lifted her arm again, soap sliding over her skin. It felt like an invitation.

I finally snapped out of it and stepped back, pulling the door shut harder than I meant to. My heart was pounding. I shouldn’t have been there.

I stood in the hallway for a second, staring at the door.

She knew I was there, though. And she didn’t say anything.

That thought kept repeating in my head, steady and uncomfortable.

I showered later, after she was done and back in the guest room. I washed fast. But no matter how much hot water ran over me, I couldn’t shake the image of her body behind that glass. The confidence in the way she’d stood there. The way she hadn’t tried to hide.

The rest of the day passed in a blur. Emails. Practice planning. Damon texting me. Sofia stayed in her room mostly, quiet again, like the morning hadn’t happened at all. Like she hadn’t stood naked a few feet away from me and let me look.

That night, Damon fell asleep early. I lay next to him in the dark, staring at the ceiling fan as it turned slowly overhead. My body felt restless. Awake in a way my mind didn’t want to admit.

I tried to think about anything else. Work. Groceries. The schedule for next week. But every time my thoughts drifted, they landed right back in that bathroom. That fogged glass. The outline of her body. The way she’d shifted when she realized I was watching.

I told myself it meant nothing. That I was tired. That anyone would’ve reacted the same way. That I was allowed to have thoughts without acting on them.

But my hand slid down my stomach anyway.

I hated myself for how quickly my body responded. For how wet I already was. For how easy it was to picture her again, clearer now without the glass between us. Her skin slick with water. Her mouth slightly open. The calm look on her face.

I kept my touches slow, careful, like that would make it better. Like restraint counted for something. My fingers slipped between my legs, finding the heat there, and my breath caught despite myself.

I whispered, “Stop,” under my breath.

I didn’t.

I came quietly, biting down on the inside of my cheek so I wouldn’t make a sound. The release hit me harder than I expected, my body tensing before it finally let go. When it was over, I lay there staring into the dark, my hand still between my thighs.

Shame settled in almost immediately.

She was a student. She was staying in my house. I was married. None of this should have happened. Not in my head. Not in my body.

I turned onto my side, facing away from Damon, and wiped my hand on the sheet before pulling it up around me. My chest felt tight. My thoughts loud and accusing.

She knew I’d been watching her. That was the part I couldn’t stop thinking about. And the part I didn’t want to admit I liked.
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I started noticing it in small ways. Things I could have brushed off if I wanted to.

Sofia talked more when Damon was around. Her voice changed just a little. It was lighter and warmer. She laughed at his jokes even when they weren’t that funny. She asked him questions she already knew the answers to, just to keep him talking. Football stuff, mostly. Training schedules. Players she remembered from games.

Damon liked the attention. He always had.

I caught him standing closer to her than necessary in the kitchen. Their arms brushing when they passed each other. Her hand resting briefly on his forearm when she thanked him for something. Nothing that crossed a line. Nothing I could point to and say, there. But enough that I noticed.

Enough that I kept noticing.

One afternoon, I was at the counter sorting mail while they stood near the fridge. Sofia leaned back against it, her legs crossed at the ankles, her tank top riding up just enough to show a strip of flat stomach. Damon said something low, and she smiled up at him.

He smiled back before he caught himself. That was when it really hit me. Something was happening between them. Or, at least, they wanted something to be happening.

Later that night, after Sofia went to shower, I found Damon in the bedroom pulling on a clean t-shirt. I sat on the edge of the bed, watching him move around like I always had. Familiar. Comfortable. Mine.

“Can I ask you something?” I said.

He glanced at me. “Sure.”

“It’s about Sofia.” That was all I got out before he froze.

Then he scoffed lightly. “What about her?” I gave him a look that he read instantly. “No. Alice, she’s just a guest. Nothing is going on.”

I searched his face. “That’s not what I’m asking. I trust you, but you can’t completely control your feelings. Are you…attracted to her?”

He sighed and sat down beside me. “She’s too young. I’m not thinking about her like that.”

I nodded, even though my stomach felt tight. “Okay.”

He leaned over and kissed my temple like that settled it. “You’re overthinking.”

Maybe I was. But later that night, I walked into the living room and stopped short.

Sofia was stretched out on the couch, one leg bent, the other draped over the armrest. She was wearing Damon’s old college hoodie. I recognized it immediately. Faded gray, too big on her, the hem barely covering her hips.

She wasn’t wearing a bra.

The fabric hung loose against her chest, and when she shifted, I could see the outline of her breasts move underneath it. Soft and full.

Damon was in the recliner across from her, pretending to watch TV.

His eyes flicked to her more than once. Quick glances, almost reflexive. His eyes didn’t linger, but they kept drifting back to her. She was right there, taking up space like she belonged.

And she knew he was looking.

I saw her catch his gaze once. Just once. Her mouth curved slightly, like she was amused. Like she’d expected it.

My chest tightened.

I should have felt angry. Protective. Upset. And part of me was. But underneath that, there was something else.

Heat.

I hated that part of myself most of all.

Because as I stood there watching them, watching my husband notice another woman in my house, I felt my body respond. My nipples tightened. My thighs pressed together without me meaning to. I felt awake in a way I hadn’t in a while.

Threatened. Yes. But turned on too.

Sofia shifted on the couch, pulling the hoodie down over her thighs, but it rode right back up. Damon swallowed and adjusted in his seat.

I told myself this was dangerous. That this needed to stop. That I needed to say something.

Instead, I stayed quiet and watched.
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Due to my schedule, I didn’t see Sofia again until the next evening. It was already late when Sofia padded into the kitchen in her sleep shorts and asked if we had any wine. Damon had gone to bed early, tired from practice, and I wasn’t in the mood to watch another half-finished movie alone. So, I opened a bottle I’d been saving and grabbed two glasses.

We sat at the small kitchen table, barefoot, legs tucked under us like we were roommates instead of coach and student. I poured the wine and tried not to look directly at the way her tank top dipped low when she leaned forward.

“I still can’t believe you let me stay here,” she said, taking a sip. “I know it’s not really your problem.”

“You’re not a problem,” I said. “You needed a place. That’s all.”

She smiled, slow and quiet, and looked down at her glass. “It’s been better than I expected.”

“How so?”

She shrugged. “You guys are… normal. Like a real couple. I haven’t been around that much.”

I gave her a look. “We’re just old and tired.”

“You’re not that old,” she said quickly. “And you’re definitely not tired.” I raised an eyebrow at her, but didn’t respond.

A few minutes passed while we drank. The second glass went down easier than the first.

She twirled her finger around the rim of her glass. “Can I tell you something without it being weird?”

I nodded, unsure.

“I used to have a little crush on Damon.”

I blinked. “Used to?”

She grinned. “Okay. Still do. He’s hot. In that ‘coach who knows how to take control’ kind of way.”

I didn’t answer right away. My jaw felt tight.

She added quickly, “But I’d never go there, or anything. I mean not unless you wanted it or something.”

That made me pause. “Why would I want it?”

She looked at me directly. “I’ve seen you watching us, but you don’t look jealous. You look…intrigued. I noticed because, well, I have a little crush on you too.”

I let out a breath and looked down at my wine. “You’re twenty. You’ll have crushes on everyone.”

“Maybe,” she said.

There was a silence that stretched longer than I was ready for. Her leg brushed mine under the table. It wasn’t an accident, but it wasn’t a full move either.

She tipped her head and gave me a soft smile. “You don’t see how hot you are. No wonder he’s so loyal.”

I shook my head. “Stop it.”

“Why?”

My stomach flipped. I felt the warmth of the wine in my chest, but the heat between my legs was different. I didn’t know what to say. She was looking at me like she meant every word, like she wasn’t playing some college-girl game.

Her eyes dropped to my lips. She leaned in just a little. Not a full kiss, but enough that I could smell the wine on her breath. Something soft in her expression shifted, and I knew she was going to try.

For a second, I wanted her to, but I pulled back. She didn’t look embarrassed. She just leaned away slowly and gave me a small smile.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I know you’re not there. Yet.”

I stood up and started clearing our glasses. “It’s late.”

“Yeah,” she said, stretching a little as she stood. Her tank top lifted, showing a sliver of stomach.

I didn’t look again. I didn’t let myself. She walked past me down the hall, calm and barefoot, not saying anything else.

I stood at the sink for a long time, glass in my hand, heart still racing. My thighs pressed together, and I hated the way my body reacted even as my mind kept trying to shut it down.

I wasn’t supposed to want any of this, but that didn’t mean I didn’t.
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I couldn’t sleep.

Damon was snoring softly beside me, the room warm even with the fan on. I lay there in the dark, eyes open, trying not to think. But my body wouldn’t settle. My thoughts kept circling back to that night at the table, the wine, the look in Sofia’s eyes when she said, “I have a little crush on you too.”

That moment had stuck to me like sweat. I’d told myself to forget it, but I hadn’t.

I rolled onto my side, staring at the red glow of the alarm clock. It was just past midnight. I pushed the sheets off and sat up slowly, careful not to wake Damon. My skin was too warm. My body was restless.

I stepped into the hallway and made my way toward the bathroom, but then I stopped. There was a sound. Faint, but steady.

I held my breath.

It was coming from Sofia’s room.

At first I thought maybe she was crying. It had that same quiet rhythm, like soft breathing or muffled sighs. But then I heard it again—longer, sharper this time. A moan.

Not pain.

Pleasure.

I stood completely still. My hand rested against the wall. I didn’t move. I barely even blinked.

Another sound came. A soft whimper. Drawn out. Then a small, breathy gasp that made my stomach tighten.

She was touching herself.

And she wasn’t trying to hide it.

I looked down the hallway. Her door was cracked open an inch. Just enough to hear everything. She hadn’t closed it all the way. She could’ve. She must’ve known it would carry.

She wants me to hear.

She knows exactly what she’s doing.

That thought hit me hard. My thighs pressed together on instinct. I should’ve walked away, gone back to bed. Instead, I stayed frozen, every muscle in my body tuned to the next sound.

The next one was louder.

Her bed creaked softly. Her breathing picked up. I imagined her fingers sliding between her legs, her back arching a little under the sheets. I imagined her lips parted, maybe her other hand pressing over her mouth to keep the noise down.

Except she wasn’t keeping it down.

She was letting it out. Just enough.

I backed away from the door, heart pounding, and slipped into the bathroom. I shut the door behind me but didn’t turn the light on.

I leaned against the counter, still hearing her through the wall. My breath came faster now, my chest tight. My hand slipped beneath the waistband of my sleep shorts before I could stop it.

I was already wet.

Soaked, if I was honest. My fingers slid through it easily. I pressed against my clit, slow and careful at first, then harder as the tension in my stomach started to build.

I hated how good it felt.

I hated that I could still hear her. That her voice—the little sounds she made, soft and high—was what pushed me over the edge.

I circled my clit faster. My other hand gripped the edge of the sink. I pictured her on the bed, her legs open, her fingers moving deep inside her. I imagined the way her breasts might bounce slightly with each movement, the way her mouth would look parted in the dark.

I imagined her saying my name.

And that’s what did it.

I came hard. A sharp, sudden release that knocked the breath out of me. I bit down on my lip to keep from making a sound, but a quiet groan still slipped out. My body tensed, legs shaking, everything inside me clenching like I hadn’t let go in weeks.

When it passed, I slumped forward over the sink, breathing fast.

The bathroom was too quiet now.

Guilt settled over me like a wave.

I pulled my hand out of my shorts and grabbed some toilet paper to clean myself off. My fingers were slick with it. My thighs sticky. My chest still rising and falling too fast.

I didn’t look in the mirror. I didn’t want to see myself like that.

I washed my hands in the dark. Then I dried them on the towel and stood there for a second, trying to slow my breathing.

She knew I was there.

I wasn’t sure if I hated her for it or wanted her more because of it.

Both, maybe.

I went back to bed and slid under the covers like nothing had happened. Damon didn’t stir. The room felt cooler now, but my skin was still hot. My underwear was damp. I didn’t bother changing them.

I stared at the ceiling for a long time.

Whatever line there was between me and Sofia—I didn’t know where it was anymore.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted to find it.
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Practice had run long that afternoon. The sun was still high but the heat had finally started to break. I stood near the bleachers, clipboard in hand, watching as the girls started cooling down. A few of them were still goofing off, laughing too loud, stretching in half-hearted poses.

Sofia was finally back at practices, even though I shouldn’t have given her so much leeway. She jogged over to Damon near the sidelines. She wore one of the tighter practice tanks, her black sports bra clearly visible through the sweat-darkened fabric. Her shorts were low on her hips. I saw the way Damon glanced—not long, not lingering, but enough.

Enough for me to notice. Again.

She laughed at something he said and gave his arm a little tap. Her fingers lingered for just a second. Then she flicked her ponytail over her shoulder and jogged away, all toned legs and swaying hips.

I stood still, jaw tight.

He looked at me across the field like he felt caught. I didn’t say anything. Just turned back toward the bleachers and started packing up.

An hour later, I was in the kitchen rinsing strawberries, half-tuned out, trying to clear my head when I felt her behind me.

Sofia.

Barefoot again. Wearing that oversized shirt she always stole from the laundry basket. No bra. I could see the shape of her breasts beneath it, nipples soft but visible. She didn’t say anything right away.

I kept my eyes on the sink. “You’re not exactly subtle, you know.”

Her voice was low. “With him?”

I nodded, turning off the water.

“You noticed,” she said sheepishly.

“I notice everything.”

I reached for a towel to dry my hands but froze when I felt her step closer. Her body pressed gently against mine, not all the way—just close enough to make it clear she wasn’t playing this time. Her fingers brushed my wrist as I set the towel down.

She moved in slowly, not rushing it. Like she wanted me to stop her, but already knew I wouldn’t.

“I don’t want just him,” she said quietly. “I want you too.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. My mouth had gone dry. She was so close I could feel the heat coming off her skin, the soft weight of her chest almost touching mine.

“Let me have both of you,” she whispered.

I looked at her then. Her eyes were wide and soft but certain. She wasn’t teasing anymore. There was no game in her voice.

I swallowed. “You think I’d just share him?”

She smiled—slow and a little dangerous. “I think you already are.”

Then she kissed me.

Her mouth pressed to mine before I had time to fully process it. Soft at first, just lips, no tongue. Just the feel of her, warm and sure and close. I didn’t move. I didn’t kiss back.

But I didn’t pull away either.

She waited a beat. Then she leaned in again, her mouth parting just slightly this time. Her hand slid up my arm and settled at the side of my neck. Her lips opened over mine.

I let her.

And then I kissed her back.

It was slow at first, careful. My mouth moved slowly against hers. I could feel the edge of her teeth, the heat of her breath. My hands stayed at my sides, like I didn’t trust myself to touch her.

Her body pressed closer. Her breasts brushed against mine, and I felt a rush of heat bloom in my stomach. I opened my mouth a little more and she took the hint, slipping her tongue lightly between my lips. It wasn’t aggressive. It was slow. Sensual. Testing.

I let it happen. All of it.

When I finally pulled back, my chest was tight and my hands were shaking.

Sofia pulled back from the kiss, her lips slightly parted, eyes searching mine. My heart was pounding, and I could feel the heat rising under my skin. I didn’t know what to say at first. I didn’t expect to kiss her back. But I had. And now we were both just standing there in the kitchen, breathing a little harder, pretending like the air hadn’t just changed between us.

“I should…” I started, but didn’t finish. My thoughts were scrambled.

She didn’t push. She just gave me that look—patient, curious, open.

“I need a minute,” I said quietly.

I walked out without waiting for a response, made my way down the hall, and pushed open the bedroom door.

I stood just outside the bedroom door, heart racing.

Damon was already in bed, propped up against the headboard in just his boxers. He had the remote in his hand and the TV on low, but he wasn’t really watching it. When he saw me in the doorway, he smiled.

Then he saw who was behind me.

Sofia was barefoot, wearing one of my old oversized T-shirts and a pair of cotton shorts that clung to her hips. No bra. Her nipples were visible through the fabric, and she wasn’t trying to hide them.

His smile faded a little—not from displeasure, but from confusion. His eyes flicked between us. He sat up straighter.

I could tell he was about to say something, but I shook my head softly. Not yet.

Sofia didn’t say a word either. She didn’t step forward. She just looked at me and waited, like she already knew this wasn’t her moment—it was mine.

I walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, my back to him at first. My hands were slightly damp. I wiped them on my thighs.

“She kissed me,” I said, glancing at him over my shoulder.

His eyes locked on mine. He didn’t speak.

“I kissed her back.”

I could see it land. His brow lifted just a little, his mouth parted.

“She told me she wants us. Both of us.”

He looked past me to Sofia, then back at me. “Alice…”

I turned toward him fully. “I know it’s a lot. But I’m not doing this because I’m unsure. I’m doing it because I want to.”

He blinked. “You’re serious?”

I nodded. “But it’s on my terms. You don’t touch her unless I say so.”

Something in his expression shifted—part shock, part hunger. He nodded, jaw tight. His voice dropped. “Are you sure?”

I answered him by looking over my shoulder at Sofia. “Take off his clothes.”

She moved slowly. Like she wanted me to see every part of it.

She stepped in front of him and pulled his shirt up over his head. Her hands were soft against his chest. She dragged her fingers down the line of his stomach, then reached for the waistband of his shorts. She glanced at me, waiting.

I gave a nod.

She slid them down. His boxers came with them.

Damon was already hard.

Sofia didn’t stare, but she noticed. Her lips parted slightly as she looked up at me. She didn’t move to touch him yet.

I stepped in closer and reached for her. I grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it off. Her breasts spilled free, round and full and flushed already. Her nipples were pink and tight.

She looked at me like she was waiting for something more. I leaned in and kissed her. Firm but slow. My hand rested lightly on her waist.

Her mouth opened under mine, and I deepened it. I felt her melt into it. She kissed like she meant it—soft lips, slow tongue, no rush. She moaned quietly when I pulled back.

“You’re so fucking beautiful when you’re in control,” she said.

That flipped something in me. I turned toward the bed and nodded toward Damon.

“Straddle him,” I told her. “But don’t move until I say.”

She crawled onto the bed, climbing over his legs. His cock was thick and stiff between them. She ran her fingers down his chest but didn’t touch him below. She looked back at me, waiting.

I stepped to the edge of the bed and sat beside her. My hand slid between her thighs. She was warm and wet, already soaked. I slipped two fingers under the waistband of her shorts and tugged them down over her hips. She helped, lifting just enough to let me pull them free.

Her pussy was shaved. Pink. Her lips parted and slick, and when she shifted forward, his cock pressed right against her.

Her breath hitched.

“Go ahead,” I said.

She sank down onto him slow, her mouth dropping open as he filled her. Inch by inch. Damon groaned deep in his chest, hands gripping her hips, but not moving her. He looked like he was barely holding on.

Sofia rocked her hips gently once she was fully seated. She let out a soft moan.

I leaned in and kissed her again, this time slower. Hungrier.

I didn’t touch Damon. Not once. My hands stayed on her thighs, her hips, her waist. I kissed her mouth while she rode my husband, slow and steady, every breath she took coming out in little gasps against my lips.

I pulled back and watched her move. Her breasts bounced lightly with each roll of her hips. Damon's hands tightened on her, but he didn’t take control. He let her ride him the way I told her to.

And I watched it all.

Watched his cock disappear inside her. Watched her moan my name under her breath. Watched her eyes flutter as she moved faster.

And all I could think was how wrong it should’ve felt.

But it didn’t.

Not even a little.
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I woke up alone.

The bed was still warm, and the sheets were twisted from how we’d all fallen asleep—me in the middle, skin still sticky, heart still pounding. I rolled onto my side and stared at the ceiling for a few seconds. My body ached in a good way. My thighs were sore. My mouth felt dry. I didn’t know what time it was, and I didn’t care.

When I finally got up and pulled on a robe, the house was already awake.

I found Sofia in the kitchen, barefoot, hair pulled up, wearing Damon’s old t-shirt again. No bra. The hem barely hit her upper thighs. I could see the curve of her ass when she reached for a mug from the cabinet.

She didn’t look at me. Didn’t say anything. Just poured herself coffee and walked out of the room like nothing had changed.

I stood there for a while, watching the doorway she disappeared through, trying to figure out what the hell I was supposed to be feeling. I didn’t even know what I wanted to feel. Regret? Shame? Relief?

But all I felt was… off-balance. Like I’d handed something over last night and wasn’t sure if I could get back.

Later that afternoon, I found them in the living room. Sofia was curled up on the couch. Damon sat on the floor beside her, his back against the coffee table, one of her legs thrown casually across his lap. They were laughing at something on the TV, but I didn’t ask what. They looked easy together. Like they’d known each other longer than they had.

I stood in the hallway and watched them for a few seconds before either of them noticed.

That little pang hit my chest before I could stop it.

Sofia glanced over and smiled. Like I was just walking into any other scene. Like she hadn’t ridden my husband in front of me the night before while I kissed her and told her how to do it.

I went back to the kitchen and opened a bottle of wine, even though it wasn’t even five yet. My hand was tight around the stem of the glass. I told myself not to spiral. I had let it happen. I had given permission.

But I hadn’t expected to feel like this after.

That night, after we ate, we sat at the table in silence. Damon cleared the plates while Sofia and I finished our drinks. The air felt heavier than usual, like we were all pretending something wasn’t hanging there between us.

I looked at her and finally asked, “Did you mean everything last night… or were you just performing?”

She didn’t blink. Didn’t flinch. She set her glass down and looked me straight in the eye.

“I wanted you,” she said. “I still do. Him too. But mostly you.”

The room went quiet.

I felt heat crawl up my neck. She said it so simply, like it wasn’t complicated. Like it didn’t turn everything inside me upside down.

Damon came back into the room with a dish towel in his hand. He looked at me, not her.

“I’ll follow your lead,” he said.

I sat back in my chair, heart thudding. I hadn’t expected that answer from either of them. Not with that much honesty.

I looked at Sofia again. Her legs were crossed, bare under the table, that same t-shirt pulled tight across her chest. Her nipples were visible through the fabric, and she didn’t try to cover them. She just looked at me like she was waiting for me to decide what came next.

I didn’t say anything.

Not yet.

But I was thinking about it.

If it happened again, it would be different. It would be mine this time. On my terms.

And I could already feel myself leaning toward yes.
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It was me who made the move this time.

Not Sofia. Not Damon. Me.

The house was quiet, the lights low, and I stood at the bedroom doorway in a thin tank top and nothing else, watching them sit close together on the couch. Damon’s hand rested on her bare thigh. She leaned into his shoulder like it was the most natural thing in the world.

They both looked up when they saw me.

I didn’t say anything right away. I just held their gaze, steady and sure. Then I turned and walked back to the bedroom without a word.

I didn’t have to tell them to follow. I knew they would.

By the time they came in, I was already on the bed. Propped up on the pillows, legs spread slightly under the covers. I felt exposed, but I didn’t hide it. I wanted their eyes on me.

Sofia climbed onto the bed first. She wore one of my robes, barely tied. Her skin still glowed from the shower, and when she knelt beside me, it slipped open, revealing the soft curve of her breasts. Damon sat on the edge of the bed behind her, watching us like he wasn’t sure where to start.

“I want both of you,” I said. “But I’m the one calling the shots tonight.”

They nodded.

I looked at Sofia. “Take off your robe.”

She slid it off without hesitation. Her nipples were already hard. Her stomach rose and fell with each breath as she crawled between my legs, eyes locked on mine.

I reached down and pulled my panties off slowly, dragging them past my knees and tossing them to the side. I was wet already. I knew they could see it.

Sofia lowered her head without needing another word. Her lips pressed softly to the inside of my thigh first, teasing. Then higher. Her mouth found my clit, tongue moving slow and firm. I gasped and sank back into the pillows, eyes fluttering shut.

Damon knelt beside me and kissed the side of my neck, his hand stroking my breast, thumb brushing my nipple until it tightened under his touch. I turned my face toward him and kissed him, tasting his breath, his want.

Sofia licked me in slow, even strokes. Every nerve in my body lit up. She moaned softly into me, the vibrations making my hips twitch. I opened my eyes and looked down. Her face was buried between my legs, her hands gripping my thighs as she worked her tongue in tight circles.

I tangled my fingers in her hair and held her there. My breath came in short, shaky bursts.

Damon moved behind me, kissing my shoulder, trailing down my spine. Then I felt his hand between my legs, slicking his fingers through everything Sofia had stirred up. I felt the head of his cock press against my opening, thick and hot and ready.

“Now,” I said, breathless. “I want both of you. Now.”

He pushed in slowly, stretching me until I gasped. My back arched and my mouth opened wide, but no sound came out at first. Just that overwhelming fullness.

Sofia sat up, mouth glistening, her eyes on mine. She leaned in and kissed me, hard. Her tongue slipped past my lips, tasting me on my own mouth. Her hand cupped my breast while Damon started to move, deep and slow.

I moaned into her kiss.

“You’re both mine,” I said, voice rough, body shaking. “You hear me?”

Sofia kissed my jaw and whispered, “Yes, Coach.”

Damon groaned behind me. His hands were tight on my hips, thrusts picking up speed. Sofia slid down my body and took my nipple into her mouth, sucking gently as Damon pounded into me from behind.

I couldn’t keep quiet anymore. My sounds filled the room. I was lost in the way their mouths and hands and bodies were all on me—inside me—pulling me apart in the best possible way.

The orgasm hit hard and fast. My whole body locked up, then let go all at once. My legs shook. My chest heaved. I cried out, not caring who heard.

Damon came right after, groaning as he pushed deep and held still, his body hot and heavy against mine.

Sofia kissed my stomach. Then my chest. Then my lips again, soft this time.

We didn’t speak.

The three of us shifted under the covers, arms and legs tangled together. Damon lay on one side of me, already drifting. Sofia curled up on the other, her head on my shoulder, her fingers tracing circles on my bare hip.

I lay there in the dark, heart still pounding, body aching in the best way. Their breathing was slow and even on either side of me.

And for the first time in weeks, maybe longer, I didn’t feel like something was slipping out of my hands.

This wasn’t a mistake. This was a beginning.
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