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Tempting Coach



The text came through while I was cleaning out the lint trap. One of those chores you only remember when the dryer starts sounding like it’s choking. I had a cooking show murmuring in the background and a pile of warm laundry half-folded when my phone buzzed on the counter.

Hey Coach. It’s Lila. You think I could maybe stay at your place for a bit? It’s kinda complicated.

I just stared at it. Lila? I hadn’t heard from her since last year’s senior banquet. She’d been one of my best—sharp, competitive, quick to pick up on things most players missed. She’d gone off to college, supposed to be finishing her freshman season. Why was she texting me now?

You okay? What’s going on?

The reply came fast. She couldn’t go home. Didn’t have anywhere to stay for the summer. Dorms were closed. She didn’t want to explain over text.

I leaned against the counter, staring out the kitchen window at the fading light. It wasn’t like I had anyone else around. Just me, this too-quiet house, and a fridge full of leftovers. I could’ve said no. Could’ve blamed it on the guest room being full or told her the timing didn’t work. But I didn’t.

Yeah. Spare room’s yours.

Not two minutes later, I was stripping sheets and shaking out pillowcases I hadn’t touched since Thanksgiving. I figured a few days. Maybe a week. Just until she figured things out.

When she showed up the next day, leaning against my front door with a duffel bag over her shoulder, something in me shifted.

She wasn’t a kid anymore.

Still had that quiet focus, the kind that made her dangerous on the court, but she’d changed. Her body looked more like a woman’s. Her hair was longer, sun-bleached at the ends. She looked older in a way that wasn’t just physical. Like someone who’d been through something and learned to stand taller because of it.

“Hey, Coach,” she said, her voice low, calm, almost teasing.

“Hey, stranger,” I said, stepping aside to let her in. “Been a while.”

“Yeah. Thanks for this. Really.”

“Of course. You just bringing the one bag?”

She shrugged. “Didn’t have much to pack.”

She walked inside like she still remembered every creak in the floorboards. I followed her, suddenly aware of how warm the house felt. I hadn’t turned on the air yet, and the windows weren’t helping.

“You want something to drink? Water?”

“I’m fine,” she said. “Just needed somewhere to land for a bit.”

She looked at me then—really looked—and it hit me how different her gaze was now. Steady. Grown. The kind that made it hard to pretend this was just some kid I used to coach.

“Well,” I said, clearing my throat, “guest room’s at the end of the hall. Fresh sheets. Towels in the closet.”

“Got it,” she said, giving me a small smile before disappearing down the hallway.

I stood in the kitchen, hand on the counter, trying to shake off the strange pulse in my chest. I’d known her since she was all limbs and braces. And now she was walking through my house like she finally knew what to do with the body she grew into.

I opened the fridge just to feel the cold air hit my face. Told myself it was nothing. Probably just the quiet. Or loneliness. Or that thing that happens when you go too long without being touched and your brain starts confusing connection with attraction.

Later that evening, after she got settled, she came back into the kitchen barefoot, jeans low on her hips, a soft t-shirt half-tucked and wrinkled from her bag. Her hair was damp from the heat outside, and her voice carried that same calm rasp when she asked if she could take a shower.

“Yeah, of course,” I said too quickly. “Hot water’s slow. Let it run a bit.”

She nodded, thanked me, and disappeared again.

I poured myself a glass of wine I didn’t really want and sat on the couch with the TV low, half-listening to the evening news while my mind kept circling back to her. The way she carried herself. That quiet self-possession that hadn’t been there before. She wasn’t cocky. If anything, she seemed grounded. Older. But there was a confidence now—an ease—that stirred something I wasn’t ready to name.

I stayed up long after the wine was gone, pretending to watch the screen.

That night, I lay in bed, ceiling fan clicking overhead, sheets too warm against my skin. I listened to the soft thumps of her moving around the house, her footsteps on the floorboards. I told myself to stop thinking about it. That it didn’t mean anything. Just an old player staying over for a few nights.

But sleep didn’t come easy.

[image: ]


It was barely eight, and the house was still half-dark. I’d just come back from a run, drenched and a little dizzy the way I always got when I ran on an empty stomach. The fog outside hadn’t burned off yet, soft gray light spilling through the windows, and the air inside felt cool against my flushed skin. I kicked off my shoes by the door and peeled off my sweaty shirt on the way to the bathroom, already picturing the hot water easing the stiffness from my knees.

I opened the door without thinking.

And froze.

The first thing that hit me was steam—dense, velvety, wrapping the whole room in heat. The mirror had fogged over, beads of condensation running down in slow trails. And through the haze, through the frosted shower glass that didn’t hide much, I saw her.

Lila.

Her back was to me, head tipped slightly under the spray, water streaming down the length of her body. Her hair was dark with moisture, slicked against her neck. The outline of her shoulders and waist showed through the glass, the gentle curve of her hips shifting as she reached up to run her hands through her hair. My breath caught. She wasn’t the wiry girl I remembered from the court. She’d grown into herself—soft where she used to be angular, the lean muscle of an athlete under skin that looked impossibly smooth.

I didn’t mean to stare.

But I did.

For a heartbeat that felt much longer than it was, I just stood there, eyes tracing the line from her neck down to the curve of her ass, to the faint motion of her thighs beneath the spray. The glass blurred the details but not enough. I could see her shape, the shadows of movement, the suggestion of everything else.

Then she turned.

Full-on turned toward the door, toward me.

Her face came into view through the fog. Full lips parted just slightly. Eyes soft but sharp enough to see right through me. And though she must have realized I was standing there—still in just my sports bra, hair plastered to my neck—she didn’t flinch. She didn’t rush to cover herself or hide behind the curtain. She just turned slightly toward me, steam curling around her shoulders, her eyes soft and knowing through the fog.

Like she didn’t mind being seen.

My throat went dry. My brain stuttered. I muttered something that wasn’t even a word and backed out, fumbling for the doorknob behind me. I shut the door too quietly, too carefully, and stood in the hallway blinking at the wall. My heart was hammering. My skin felt too tight.

I didn’t know what to do with the rush of heat spreading through me.

I walked to the kitchen on autopilot, grabbed a glass, and filled it with cold water just to have something to hold. I drank too fast, hoping the chill would chase away whatever was happening inside me. It didn’t.

A few minutes later, I heard the bathroom door open. Her bare feet padded across the hardwood. I looked up without meaning to.

Lila appeared in the kitchen with a towel knotted around her body, the ends tucked just above her chest. Her shoulders were still pink from the heat of the shower, drops of water sliding down her collarbone. Her hair was damp and curling at the edges, framing her face in loose waves.

She crossed to the fridge like she’d done it a hundred times before, opened it, and pulled out the orange juice. Took a long drink straight from the bottle. Her throat flexed as she swallowed, and I had to look away before she noticed me staring.

“Morning,” she said, voice low and rough from sleep.

I nodded, tried to sound normal. “Morning.”

My voice came out softer than I meant.

She didn’t seem to notice—or maybe she did. Her eyes lingered for a moment, curious, maybe even a little amused, before she set the bottle down and padded out of the kitchen, hips swaying lazily with each step.

I stayed standing there with my glass half-full, trying to breathe evenly.

It didn’t mean anything, I told myself. She was young, yes, but not too young anymore. And I wasn’t dead. Anyone would’ve reacted to seeing someone that beautiful, that unselfconsciously bare. It didn’t make me a creep. It didn’t make me anything.

Except maybe lonely.

That night, after I heard her settle on the couch and her soft music start playing through the wall, I went into the bathroom and shut the door. Locked it.

I didn’t turn on the light.

Just stood there in the faint glow from the hall, the little fan humming, my breath too loud in the dark. I told myself I’d just take a shower, wash off the run, clear my head. But my fingers hesitated at the hem of my shirt. My reflection was only a blur in the fogged mirror, and somehow that made it easier to stop pretending.

I let my fingers trail down over my stomach, slow and uncertain, until they reached the waistband of my leggings. I didn’t hesitate long. Just hooked my thumbs and pushed them down, along with my underwear, until they bunched around my knees. The air hit me cold and wet between the legs. I was already slick.

I spread my thighs a little, back still pressed to the door, and slid two fingers through the mess of heat gathering there. My breath caught.

I closed my eyes and leaned my head back, letting the image come.

Her hair, dark and dripping down her back. The shape of her through the glass—hips, breasts, thighs. That slow turn. That calm, deliberate look when she saw me. No panic. No shame. Just that soft smile, like she knew exactly what she was doing. Like maybe she wanted to be seen.

I circled my clit, slow and tight, feeling the tension build with every pass. My other hand slipped under my bra, palm cupping my breast, thumb brushing the nipple until it hardened under my touch.

I didn’t even try to think of anyone else.

It was her.

Her voice. Her bare shoulders. The way her towel slipped on her way to the fridge. The curve of her mouth as she drank from the glass like she lived here.

I pressed harder, hips starting to rock. My slick fingers moved faster now, rhythm tight and needy, breath hitching as the pressure started to crest. I could feel it coming—sharp and sudden, like it had been waiting all damn day to get out.

When it hit, it wasn’t quiet.

My breath caught in my throat, and I had to bite the inside of my cheek to stop the sound that clawed its way up. My body locked, thighs trembling, muscles tightening from the inside out. The release ripped through me, hips jerking, toes curling in my socks.

By the time I could breathe again, I was slumped forward on the closed toilet, underwear still tangled around one knee, my hand sticky and shaking in my lap. My chest heaved. Sweat cooled on my temples.

I didn’t look in the mirror. I didn’t even turn on the light.

I just sat there in the dark, heart racing, still pulsing between my legs.

Wondering what the hell I was doing.

What the hell was wrong with me?

I told myself it was nothing. A mistake. Hormones. Stress. Just loneliness twisting itself into something it wasn’t. It didn’t have to mean anything.

But the next morning, when she walked into the kitchen again—barefoot, wearing one of those soft ribbed tank tops that hung low enough to show the curve of her breasts—I felt the same heat rise in me.

And when she bent to grab something from the lower cabinet, her shorts sliding down just enough to reveal a hint of skin above the waistband, my eyes went there automatically.

And I’m pretty sure she noticed.

Her lips curved slightly as she straightened up, like she’d caught me mid-thought. But she didn’t say a word.

And that silence felt louder than anything.
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The days passed like nothing had happened between us, and I was grateful for that. No strange looks. No awkward silences. Just two women sharing a house, keeping to our corners.

Still, something in the air had shifted.

So one night, I asked Lila if she wanted to have a drink with me in the backyard.

It was one of those sticky summer evenings where the heat lingered long after the sun went down. The air hung heavy against my skin, thick with the scent of jasmine and dry grass. My porch light buzzed overhead, the only real glow in the dark yard. Everything else felt still. Suspended.

Lila was curled up in the chair across from me, one bare leg tucked under the other, wearing nothing but soft cotton shorts and a thin ribbed tank top. Her skin gleamed in the light—golden, smooth, flushed just slightly from the heat. She had that lazy kind of confidence some girls just have, like the world would bend for her without her ever needing to ask.

She took a sip from her bottle, let it rest on her thigh, and said it like she was commenting on the weather. “So the reason I need a place to stay is because my parents kicked me out after I came out.” Then, with a pause that wasn’t really a pause at all, “as a lesbian.”

It hit harder than I expected. I didn’t say anything at first. Just watched her take another sip, set the bottle on the armrest beside her like she hadn’t just said something that would crack most people down the middle.

“How long ago?” I asked quietly.

“Couple months before school let out.” Her voice stayed even. “Stayed in the dorms till they closed. Been couch-surfing since.”

“God.” I scratched at the label on my bottle, suddenly very aware of how damp my tank top felt against my back. “I’m sorry.”

She shrugged, like it was nothing. “Don’t be. I saw it coming. I just thought maybe… I don’t know. Maybe they’d come around.”

“And they haven’t?”

She shook her head. “Not even a happy birthday.”

I looked at her—really looked.

The girl I’d coached not all that long ago. Sharp-tongued, relentless, always first to the ball. Now she sat across from me, her curves softer but stronger, her body filled out into the kind of shape that made people look twice. Her mouth was fuller than I remembered. Her voice carried weight it never used to. She wasn’t the same.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. My tongue felt thick.

“I’m guessing you figured it out, though,” Lila said, glancing sideways at me. “You’ve been acting kind of weird.”

My stomach gave a quick twist. “Weird how?”

“I don’t know. Stiff. Like you’re not sure what to do with me now.”

“That’s not true.”

She raised an eyebrow. “No?”

“No,” I said again, too quickly. “It’s not like that.”

She took another long sip, her eyes not leaving mine. “So it doesn’t bother you?”

“Of course not.”

“You sure?”

I tipped my bottle toward her. “You’re welcome here. Whatever you need.”

That wasn’t a lie. I meant it. I wasn’t judging her. I wasn’t one of those women.

But still—something had shifted, and we both knew it.

I didn’t want to think about the way her tank top clung to her breasts in the porch light, how the shadows made her curves look almost sculpted. I didn’t want to remember the shape of her behind the shower glass or how my thighs had clenched when she smiled at me like that.

But I did.

And I hated how aware I was of every little thing. The curve of her hip when she shifted in her seat. The damp strands of hair sticking to her neck. The way her voice dropped into that low, smoky place when she got serious.

She tilted her head. “You ever been with a woman?”

The question landed harder than it should have. I almost spilled my drink.

“No,” I said, too fast. Too sharp. “That’s not—I mean, I’ve never even really thought about it.”

She smiled, not smug, not cruel. Just… amused. Like she already knew. “You sure about that?”

I looked away. My throat felt tight.

“You seem like you could be curious,” she said, her voice soft.

That one stung. Not because it was mean. Because it wasn’t. I drained the last of my drink and set the bottle down harder than I meant to.

“Lila, I don’t know what kind of game you think you’re playing—”

“I’m not playing anything,” she said calmly. “I’m just being honest.”

“Well maybe don’t.”

She didn’t flinch. Just leaned back in her chair, arms stretching overhead. Her tank top lifted slightly, exposing a sliver of skin at her waist. Her stomach was smooth, toned. Feminine. My eyes dropped there before I could stop them.

I stood up too quickly, the chair legs scraping against the deck.

“I’m going inside.”

“Suit yourself,” she said, gaze following me. “But maybe ask yourself what you’re really running from.”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t look back.

The screen door clicked shut behind me, and I was alone in the kitchen, the air cooler but no easier to breathe. I opened the fridge and grabbed another bottle, standing there too long with the door wide open.

My pulse was still racing. My chest too tight.

I hated how much I wanted to march back outside and tell her to shut up. Or kiss me. Or both.

Instead, I stayed right where I was.

Told myself it was nothing. That I was tired. That it was the heat. The hormones.

It wasn’t about her.

Except…

The longer I stood there, sweating in the hum of the fridge light, the more I realized that was a lie I didn’t even believe anymore.
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The house was still, the kind of silence that only happened deep into the night. I’d drifted in and out of sleep, one leg kicked out from under the sheets, the old fan spinning lazily above me. Somewhere in the kitchen, the fridge hummed and clicked in that slow, familiar rhythm.

Then I heard it.

Faint at first. A soft, rhythmic sound, barely enough to register. I blinked up at the ceiling, trying to decide if it was just the house shifting again—until I heard it a second time.

A small moan.

I went still.

The walls weren’t thick here. They never had been. I could hear the pipes knock when someone ran the tap. I could hear footsteps down the hall, creaky stair treads, a drawer opening in the kitchen if I listened hard enough.

But this was different.

This was Lila’s room.

I sat up slowly, heart thudding without rhythm. For a second, I told myself maybe she was just watching something on her phone. Something private. It wasn’t my business. But then I heard it again—clearer now. Not from a screen. Not a fake porn loop.

A breathy moan, rising and then swallowed. A mattress shifting under weight. A muffled laugh.

And another voice. Lower. Definitely not hers.

She wasn’t alone.

I should’ve rolled over. Pulled the blanket up and let it go. But my body moved before my mind could reason with it.

I slipped out of bed quietly, my bare feet cool on the hardwood. The hallway stretched quiet and dim, the only light coming from the crack beneath the bathroom door. I stepped inside and clicked it closed behind me.

I didn’t lock it. I don’t know why.

Maybe I didn’t want to feel that final.

The light over the mirror flickered before settling. The bathroom was still warm from someone’s shower, the scent of soap lingering in the air. I sat on the closed toilet lid, breath already shaky, legs pulled in tight beneath the oversized shirt I wore to sleep.

I could still hear them.

Faint, but steady.

The pace of movement. A whisper I couldn’t make out. A gasp. And then—her.

Lila.

I squeezed my thighs together instinctively.

She didn’t sound like she did in conversation—sharp, teasing, always in control. She sounded unguarded. Raw. Like someone unraveling. Her voice had dropped into something softer, wrecked around the edges. It didn’t sound performative. It sounded real.

I couldn’t stop myself.

One hand slid under my shirt, fingers grazing over my stomach until I found the tight swell of my breast. The other slipped beneath the waistband of my panties, already damp.

I pressed two fingers between my folds, my breath catching as I found the heat and wetness waiting there.

I tried to picture anyone else.

I told myself it didn’t matter who she was with. I wasn’t jealous. I wasn’t anything.

But it was Lila I saw. Lila’s body arching beneath someone’s hands. Lila’s mouth open, flushed and wet. Her thighs spreading, her head tipping back, that low moan slipping out again.

My fingers moved faster. My back arched.

The tension built so quickly I could barely keep up with it. My heart thudded, the sound of them through the wall looping in my mind. Her voice. Her body. The shape of her under the porch light that night. The towel slipping low on her chest. The way she’d looked at me—like she saw something I hadn’t been ready to admit.

My orgasm hit hard.

I bit the collar of my shirt to stay quiet, legs shaking, thighs clenching around my hand as the wave took me. The heat rolled through my body in a slow, hard pulse. My breath came in sharp, shallow bursts.

And then—

A knock.

I froze.

“Hey,” Lila’s voice came, casual, light. “Is the bathroom free?”

I didn’t move.

Couldn’t move.

My hand was still between my legs. My pulse hadn’t slowed.

There was a pause.

Then softer, “It’s cool, I can wait.”

Her footsteps padded away.

I sat there, shaking.

She hadn’t sounded surprised. Or annoyed. Just… calm.

I cleaned up quickly, flushing even though I hadn’t used the toilet. Washed my hands twice. Couldn’t look at myself in the mirror.

Back in my room, I climbed into bed and pulled the blanket up to my chin, heart still hammering. I stared at the ceiling, waiting for the sounds to start again.

But it was quiet now.

Everything except the thoughts running wild through my head.

What I’d just done. What she might have heard.

And worst of all—what she might have meant by letting me hear it in the first place.
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I started finding reasons to stay out of the house.

Extra errands. Long walks I didn’t need. A new habit of stretching out my workouts at the gym, adding sets I hadn’t done in years. Anything to buy time. Anything to delay that moment when I’d walk in the door and find her there—barefoot in the kitchen, curled on the couch, lounging in the backyard like she belonged to the place. Like she belonged to me.

And she noticed.

Of course she noticed.

I’d coached Lila through two seasons of varsity play. She could read body language like a second language. Anticipated other players like they were extensions of herself. So the way I flinched when her hand brushed mine? The way I kept my eyes fixed on the floor when she stretched in front of the fridge or leaned over the back of the couch?

She saw all of it.

And instead of backing off, she seemed to lean into it.

It wasn’t overt. Not exactly. She didn’t strut around in lingerie or say anything explicit. But something in her shifted. There was a smugness now, featherlight but unmistakable. The way her eyes lingered on me a beat too long. The way she’d hum under her breath in the mornings, slow and syrupy, padding around in tank tops and boyshorts like it was her house.

And God help me, sometimes it felt like it was.

I’d come home and hear music drifting from her room, that lo-fi kind of beat she always played low but steady, and I’d hesitate at the edge of the hallway. Listening. Imagining. Remembering the sounds that wall had let slip through.

It got harder to look her in the eye.

She wasn’t doing anything wrong. Not technically. But I couldn’t breathe right around her anymore. Couldn’t find the thread of normal conversation. I’d open my mouth to ask about her classes or whether she needed anything from the store, and I’d lose the words halfway through. Because she’d tilt her head, or shift her weight from one hip to the other, and my mind would go blank with heat.

Once, I came into the kitchen and found her standing at the sink with one foot propped on the open dishwasher, smoothing lotion over her shin. The bottle was tucked under one arm, her fingers slow and methodical. She didn’t look up when I entered. Just kept rubbing the cream into her skin, circular and soft.

I stopped mid-step.

She said, “Hey, Coach,” like she always used to. But her voice had that undertone again. That hint of something I wasn’t sure I was supposed to notice.

I muttered some excuse about needing to shower and walked straight back out. Left my water bottle on the counter.

At night, I kept my bedroom door closed. Started locking it.

Not because I thought she’d come in. But because some part of me—some shaky, aching part—wanted her to. And that was worse.

When she left the house, I found myself breathing easier. When she came back, my chest went tight again.

She’d been here almost two weeks.

I told myself I was just being cautious. Protective. That I didn’t want to send mixed messages. That it wasn’t about me. But the truth was, I didn’t know how to be around her without unraveling.

And I didn’t think she wanted me to hold it together.

One morning, I came downstairs to find she’d made coffee. A full pot. Mug already waiting on the counter with a splash of almond milk, just how I took it. She was sitting on the couch, legs tucked up, scrolling through something on her phone.

She didn’t look up when she said, “Figured you’d need it.”

My heart thudded once, low and mean in my chest. I picked up the mug like it was rigged to explode. “Thanks,” I said, too quiet.

She glanced over. Smiled like it was nothing. But her eyes held me there. Just for a second too long.

Later, when she went for a run, I poured the rest of the coffee down the drain.

That night, I told her I’d be working late—even though I had nowhere to be. I sat in the parking lot of the rec center until the sky went dark, the air conditioner humming against the heat. I didn’t even get out of the car.

Just sat there. Trying to remember what it felt like to be sure of anything.

Because every time I walked through that door and saw her on my couch, her bare legs curled under her, her lips parted just slightly as she watched me watching her—I stopped recognizing myself.

And I was starting to think that was exactly what she wanted.
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I heard the laughter before I even reached the door.

High, bright, and unmistakably young. It hit me like the sharp edge of a memory I didn’t want to look at too closely. The kind that made me feel older than I was, like I’d stepped into someone else’s life by accident and couldn’t figure out how to step back out.

When I walked into the kitchen, they were already there.

Lila was perched on the counter, one knee bent, her bare foot tapping lightly against the cabinet door. Her eyes flicked toward me, amused, but she didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to. The other girl—Kylie, I would learn—was standing between her legs. Laughing. Flushed. Hands on Lila’s thighs like it was nothing.

They didn’t stop when they saw me.

Lila’s mouth caught Kylie’s mid-laugh. A kiss, slow and deliberate. Open-mouthed. Wet. Their bodies leaned into it like it was second nature—like the presence of a third person didn’t matter at all. Kylie’s hand slid up Lila’s side, fingers trailing over the hem of her crop top, slipping underneath.

Something in me clenched. Low and tight.

“I didn’t know we were having guests,” I said, trying for even but landing somewhere closer to brittle.

Lila didn’t break the kiss. She just tilted her head slightly, eyes still half-closed, and murmured against Kylie’s mouth, “That’s Coach. She doesn’t mind.”

Kylie laughed again. It was a little breathier now. A little messier.

I stood there frozen, still holding my keys in one hand, the strap of my gym bag cutting into my shoulder. I didn’t know whether to turn around or throw something.

“What the hell are you doing?” I asked, finally. My voice was low. Rougher than I meant.

Lila pulled back then, slowly. She looked at me with a kind of calm defiance that made my skin flush hot. Like she’d planned this. Like she’d been waiting for me to ask.

“I heard you,” she said, voice soft and even. “The other night. In the bathroom.”

My stomach dropped. I think I stopped breathing for a second.

She slid off the counter, barefoot, unhurried, and crossed the room toward me. Kylie stayed by the fridge, watching. Still smiling.

Lila stopped just shy of touching me. Her presence was heat. Pressure. Something I couldn’t get away from.

“I figured,” she continued, “if you’re that curious, I might as well help you get a taste.”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. My thoughts were a jumble—panic and denial and something else I didn’t want to name.

“You’re obviously curious,” she added. “Why else would you listen? Why else would you…?”

She didn’t finish the sentence. She didn’t have to.

“I’m not—” I tried. But the words felt thin. Useless. Like paper in water.

Before I could piece anything else together, Kylie moved.

She crossed the room without hesitation, her movements loose and confident, like she already knew how this would go. Kylie’s hand found my waist—warm and steady. Her eyes met mine, searching for resistance. Finding none.

And then she kissed me.

Soft at first. Testing.

Her lips were fuller than I expected. Glossy. Sweet. She tasted like mint and something fruitier—chapstick, probably. Her hand slid higher, fingers splaying across my ribs, and I didn’t stop her.

I couldn’t.

Her thumb grazed the underside of my breast, light through the fabric of my shirt. Not rough. Not demanding. Just enough to make my knees lock and my breath catch.

I told myself to move. To pull away. But my body didn’t listen.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, and something inside me gave. My mouth opened to hers like it had been waiting. Like I needed this more than I’d ever admitted to myself. Her hand slid up, cupping me through my shirt, palm warm over my nipple.

I gasped.

And she smiled into the kiss like she’d been expecting that too.

My brain was scrambled. There was too much heat, too much sensation, too much of her pressed against me. I could feel Lila watching. I knew she was watching. And that should have stopped me. It should have made me recoil, shut down, say something sharp enough to end it.

But instead, I stood there letting it happen.

Letting her kiss me. Letting her touch me.

Letting my body react in ways I didn’t understand, didn’t trust, didn’t even know were possible.

Because the truth was, I was so wet.

I was soaked and trembling and so turned on I felt dizzy. Every part of me was alive with sensation. My breasts ached under Kylie’s hand. My thighs were clenching without meaning to. And I could feel the slick heat between my legs growing with every breath.

I pulled back, finally, just enough to see her face.

Kylie smiled again. Not cruelly. Not mockingly. Just like she knew. Like they both knew.

Behind her, Lila hadn’t moved.

She just leaned against the counter, arms folded, head tilted. Her eyes locked on mine with that same unreadable calm. But there was something else in them too. Hunger, maybe. Or satisfaction.

I couldn’t tell which scared me more.

“I…” I started, but my voice cracked. I swallowed. “I don’t know what this is.”

Lila shrugged. “You don’t have to know.”

And that was the problem.

Because part of me did know.

Or at least, part of me wanted to.

Wanted to fall into whatever this was. Wanted to let go of the tension that had been twisting me up ever since she walked back into my life. Wanted to see what it felt like to stop pretending I didn’t notice the way she looked at me. The way I looked at her.

But the rest of me?

The rest of me stood there, heart pounding, skin flushed, caught between shame and something I couldn’t name.

Kylie stepped back, fingers trailing off my waist.

No one spoke.

I stood there, pulse still racing, lips tingling from the kiss, and tried to remember who I was before they touched me.

But I wasn’t sure I could anymore.

“You should both go to bed.”

That’s what I meant to sound like an order, but it came out quiet. Not soft, exactly—just tired, frayed at the edges. I couldn’t even look at them when I said it. I just stood there by the kitchen counter, hands braced against the cool tile, trying to steady my breathing.

The room still smelled faintly of wine and heat and whatever perfume Lila had spritzed against her skin. The clock on the wall ticked louder than it should have. Kylie was still standing close enough that I could feel her body heat through the air between us.

Lila tilted her head, her voice calm, almost kind. “Is that what you really want, Coach?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t.

She stepped closer, barefoot, slow. “You’ve been touching yourself to the thought of me.” She said it without accusation. Just a fact. “Don’t you think it’s time you let yourself feel it instead?”

Her words sank into me like heat through glass. I should’ve denied it—should’ve said no, absolutely not, you’re out of line, this ends now. But my throat locked. My heart was hammering so hard it made the rest of my body feel unsteady.

Kylie looked from her to me. Waiting. Expectant. Like she already knew her part in this scene and was only waiting for permission to start.

Lila’s gaze flicked to her. “On your knees.”

I felt the words before I processed them. A shift in the air. The soft land of Kylie’s bare knees against the tile. The sound of her breath as she looked up at me—half nervous, half hungry.

“We shouldn’t do this,” I managed, but it didn’t sound like a protest. More like a breath caught mid-sentence.

Lila didn’t wait.

“Go ahead,” she murmured, eyes still on me. “Show her how good a woman can make her feel.”

Kylie’s fingers found the button of my jeans before I could step back. My body should have moved. Should have resisted. But all I did was stand there—paralyzed in the kind of disbelief that feels like surrender.

She unfastened the button. The tiny click sounded impossibly loud.

Then the zipper slid down.

Her fingers brushed the fabric of my underwear—damp, embarrassingly damp—and I flinched at the contact. Not from fear. From how ready I already was. My breath hitched.

Lila didn’t miss it.

“See?” she said softly. “She wants this.”

I tried to speak, but my voice came out hoarse. “Lila…”

She smiled. “You can stop her if you want to.”

Except I didn’t.

Kylie tugged my jeans and panties down just enough for air to touch the inside of my thighs. The contrast of cool fabric and warm skin sent a shiver up my spine. My hands gripped the counter edge so tightly that my knuckles ached.

Her mouth was warm when it met me. Careful at first—just a soft, testing stroke of her tongue through the slick heat between my legs. My body jerked in response. A strangled sound escaped my throat, half gasp, half disbelief.

It had been so long since anyone touched me like that. So long since I’d let anyone close enough to even try.

And God, it was good.

Kylie found her rhythm quickly. It was slow and teasing in a way that made it worse. Made it better. Each glide of her tongue felt like something unspooling inside me, something I’d been holding too tightly for too long.

Across from us, Lila watched.

She didn’t move, didn’t rush, didn’t touch herself. She just leaned against the counter, arms folded loosely across her chest, eyes steady on me. That faint smirk played at the corner of her mouth.

“That’s it, Coach,” she said quietly. “Let go.”

The words slipped under my skin like heat.

Kylie’s hands had found my hips now, anchoring me in place. Her tongue moved with a confidence that didn’t belong to someone her age—steady, swirling, pressing in ways that made my vision blur. My knees wobbled. I would’ve fallen if not for the counter.

I closed my eyes, but it didn’t help. I could still feel Lila’s gaze on me. Could still see her in my mind—her expression, that calm authority, the way she controlled the room without lifting a finger.

“Lila…” I said again, but this time it came out as a whisper, almost a plea.

“I’m right here,” she said.

That did something to me.

My chest heaved. My hands slid off the counter and into Kylie’s hair before I could stop them. She groaned softly against me, and the vibration sent a shock through my whole body.

Every nerve felt awake.

Every breath was too loud.

Every flick of her tongue built into something I couldn’t contain.

Lila’s voice came again—low, coaxing, impossible to ignore. “Let her take care of you. Stop fighting it.”

I wasn’t sure I was fighting anything anymore.

The sound that left me next wasn’t a word. It was just air and want and disbelief all tangled together. I could feel myself trembling, muscles tightening, the pleasure coiling in my stomach until it hurt.

And through it all, Lila’s eyes never left me.

There was no cruelty there. Just composure. Control.

Like she’d already seen this version of me before I had.

When the orgasm hit, it wasn’t graceful. It tore through me sudden and hard, shaking me from the inside out. My knees buckled. My hands clutched at Kylie’s hair like I needed something solid to hold on to.

I heard myself gasp—sharp and ragged—and then moan, the sound broken open before I could catch it.

Kylie didn’t stop right away. She kept going, slower now, drawing out the last waves until I was twitching from oversensitivity. I had to pull her head back gently, breathless.

My jeans were halfway down my thighs. My shirt was wrinkled. My pulse thundered in my ears.

For a few seconds, none of us moved.

Then Lila stepped forward.

Her hand came up to my jaw, her thumb brushing along my lower lip where it still trembled. “You see?” she said softly. “It’s not wrong to want this.”

I couldn’t look at her. My whole body felt raw, exposed. I shook my head, but she caught my chin and turned it back toward her.

“Look at me.”

I did.

Her eyes were steady, dark. I could see my reflection in them—flushed, sweating, undone.

“This is you,” she said. “Stop pretending it isn’t.”

Something inside me cracked open then. Not from lust, not exactly. From recognition. From the sudden, dizzying understanding that she might be right—that whatever I’d been trying to repress hadn’t disappeared. It had just been waiting for the right moment to surface.

Kylie was still kneeling, her hands resting lightly on my thighs, her breathing quick and uneven. Lila’s fingers lingered against my skin before she finally stepped back.

She didn’t gloat. Didn’t laugh.

She just smiled that small, knowing smile again. The one that made it impossible to tell whether she was comforting me or claiming me.

I stood there shaking, my jeans still undone, the air cool against the damp heat between my legs.

For a few seconds, I thought that was the end of it. The kiss, the touch, the quake inside me I still hadn’t come down from. I stood there frozen, trying to will the floor to open beneath me so I wouldn’t have to face what I’d just allowed. What I’d wanted.

Then I heard Kylie giggle softly, a lazy sound that somehow made the silence feel even louder.

“C’mon,” Lila said, her voice low. It wasn’t a command. More like an invitation, wrapped in certainty. She took my hand—hers warm, dry, steady—and looked me in the eye. “That was just the beginning.”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. My pulse was still all over the place. But my feet moved when she tugged, and I followed her down the hall like I didn’t have any say in it.

Kylie padded after us without a word.

The hallway felt longer than it should have. I noticed things I hadn’t noticed before: the scuff mark on the wall near the baseboard, the faint smell of lavender from the candle I forgot to blow out last night. The light was soft, coming only from my bedroom now—Lila must have flipped on the lamp beside the bed earlier. She knew the layout of the house better than most. She used to crash here after late games. This wasn’t new to her.

But everything else was.

In the bedroom, she let go of my hand. Kylie passed us, calm and casual, like she belonged there. She didn’t hesitate as she peeled off the rest of her clothes—bra first, a simple thing that left nothing to the imagination. Then the jeans. Then her underwear, a little scrap of black cotton that she shimmied down with a sway of her hips. She stepped out of it all and stood there, naked, like it didn’t mean anything to be bare in front of us. Her pussy was shaved, smooth and wet-looking, her inner thighs glistening faintly in the low light.

My mouth went dry. Again.

She climbed onto the bed with a confidence I couldn’t fathom, stretching out against the sheets like she’d done this before. Like she’d done this here before. Her legs fell open easily, and she looked straight at me. Not cocky, not mocking. Just… ready.

“Your turn,” Lila said beside me, her voice softer now.

I didn’t move.

Lila stepped in close, her hand brushing mine. “You want this,” she whispered. “You don’t have to be ashamed of that.”

Maybe not. But I was.

Still, my body was already betraying me. My skin flushed hot. My nipples ached under my shirt. And the ache between my legs had returned full-force, this time with a low throb that made it hard to breathe.

I pulled my shirt over my head, slow and shaking, letting it drop to the floor.

Lila helped me with the rest—her fingers patient, almost gentle. She slid my jeans down first, then my panties. I was soaked. I didn’t try to hide it. My bra was last. I unclasped it myself, trying not to flinch when the fabric fell away and the cool air hit my skin.

Lila looked at me. Not with judgment. With something closer to pride. Like I’d finally stepped onto a court she’d been waiting to see me on.

I climbed onto the bed, hands shaking, and crawled over Kylie. Her eyes met mine, wide and warm, her thighs spreading even farther in invitation. I lowered myself onto her and kissed her hard, my hips pressing into hers like I couldn’t help it.

She moaned into my mouth. I felt it all the way through me.

I kissed her like I needed to forget myself. Let my lips trail down her neck, then her chest. Her breasts were smaller than mine, perky and flushed, her nipples hard. I took one into my mouth, sucking slowly, then the other. She gasped and threaded her fingers through my hair, arching up against me.

I didn’t stop. I didn’t overthink it. I just kept moving down.

Her skin was soft, salty with sweat and heat. Her belly tensed beneath my kisses, her thighs twitching as I reached the space between them. And then I was there, on my elbows between her legs, breath warming the place that had been tempting me since I first saw her spread open.

She was soaked. And I wanted to know what she tasted like.

The first lick was slow—experimental. My tongue slid through her folds, catching the slickness there, the soft heat. She gasped, legs jerking. I did it again. This time, I let my tongue swirl around her clit, gentle but firm, circling until she moaned louder.

Her taste was sweet and sharp. Intoxicating.

I kept going. I let myself fall into it—into her. The noises she made. The way her thighs pressed against my ears. The way her hips started lifting off the bed like she couldn’t help it.

I loved it.

I didn’t expect to. But I did.

And when I slid two fingers inside her, she cried out, grabbing a fistful of the blanket beneath us. She was so warm, so tight. I curled my fingers the way I liked, the way I’d learned from years of trying to do it right for myself. And judging by the way she gasped—her voice high and wrecked—I was doing it right for her too.

I was just starting to lose myself completely when I felt it.

A hand—Lila’s hand—on the back of my thigh.

She was behind me. I hadn’t even heard her move.

Her fingers slid up slowly, carefully, until they found the slick heat between my legs. I flinched. Not from fear—from shock. From how intense it was to be touched while I was already falling apart.

“Let me,” Lila whispered.

Then she was inside me.

One finger, then two, slow and sure. Curling deep.

I moaned against Kylie’s pussy, the vibration making her whimper. I tried to keep licking, but it was hard. My whole body was tightening, clenching around Lila’s fingers as they moved inside me. She hit something that made my hips jerk, my knees shake.

I was caught between them.

Giving and receiving.

Pleasure flowed in both directions, and I didn’t know where to focus. Kylie was moaning, begging now, her hips rolling under my mouth. Lila was behind me, steady, relentless, her fingers fucking me like she knew exactly what I needed.

I cried out, muffled, lost in it.

My face was still pressed between Kylie’s thighs, her taste slick on my tongue, her breath catching every time I curled my fingers inside her just right. But Lila’s fingers inside me—God. I couldn’t focus. I couldn’t think. Every motion sent a jolt through my core, making my legs shake.

I tried to hold on to something—control, reason, whatever I had left—but it was slipping. I wasn’t used to this kind of attention. I wasn’t used to anyone knowing what I needed before I did.

Lila knew.

She thrust again, slow but deliberate, curling her fingers like she was trying to unearth something buried inside me. She leaned in, her mouth close to my ear. I could feel her breath, warm and sharp.

“You like this, Coach?” she whispered.

The nickname made my stomach twist. Not because I hated it. Because of how good it sounded in her mouth. The way she made it feel dirty.

“You’ve been craving it for years, haven’t you?”

I gasped. My whole body seized. My tongue faltered against Kylie, but she didn’t seem to mind. She was still panting, one hand knotted in my hair like she needed something to anchor her.

Lila thrust into me harder.

“You’ve been thinking about it since the day I moved in,” she said. “Haven’t you?”

I couldn’t lie. Not with her fingers inside me. Not with Kylie moaning beneath me like she was unraveling by the second.

“Yes,” I breathed. The word came out choked, almost ashamed.

But it was true.

I wanted it. I wanted this.

I wanted her.

“I want it,” I said again, louder this time. “Please…”

Lila didn’t make me beg more than that.

I felt her shift behind me. Then her hands spread my cheeks gently. I should’ve flinched. Should’ve pulled away. But I didn’t. I was too far gone. My body didn’t belong to me anymore.

Her tongue pressed softly between them. Just a taste at first. Warm and wet, teasing the tight knot of muscle before pulling back.

I whimpered. Kylie arched under me, gasping when my moan vibrated against her clit.

Then Lila did it again.

Longer this time.

She licked my ass—slow, steady strokes that sent shocks up my spine. My elbows trembled under the weight of my body. I was shaking. Sweating. My mouth slack against Kylie’s thigh.

And then I felt it—her tongue pushing in. Gently. Intimately.

I couldn’t breathe.

My head dropped between Kylie’s legs, body convulsing with a wave of sensation that felt so sharp it almost hurt. Lila’s tongue moved deeper, slow and careful, while her fingers stayed steady inside me. It was too much. And not enough. My walls clenched around her as if trying to keep her there.

Kylie cried out again, louder now. Her thighs trembled around my ears. She was close.

We moved in sync—my mouth on Kylie, Lila’s mouth on me.

It didn’t feel real. I couldn’t tell where one of us ended and the other began.

Kylie came first. Her thighs clamped around my head, her body lifting off the bed with a helpless, shattered moan. She said my name—Erin—like she meant it, like she didn’t care who else was in the room.

The sound of it broke something open in me.

I arched back into Lila’s mouth, my whole body bucking against her. My orgasm built hard and fast, wild and unrelenting. My fingers fisted the sheets. My toes curled. My mouth hung open but no sound came out, just breath, just heat.

Lila didn’t stop.

She kept working me with her fingers, her mouth still circling and pressing and tasting like she was starved for it. I twisted, looked back over my shoulder, and that’s when I saw her.

Her body flushed and beautiful and strong. Her skin slick with sweat. Her eyes locked on mine with a quiet, devastating focus.

She saw everything. And she didn’t look away.

That undid me.

My orgasm ripped through me like it had been waiting for permission. I cried out loud this time—no more muffling, no more hiding. My body clenched, shook, collapsed. My hips jerked once, then again. My mind emptied out and filled all at once.

I collapsed against Kylie’s thigh, my mouth slack, body trembling, breath stuttering in and out of me like I’d forgotten how to breathe right. I could still feel Lila’s fingers inside me, coaxing the last tremors from my body. The ache, the slickness, the aftershock—it all lingered, refusing to fade.

Kylie was stroking my hair now, her touch slow and featherlight. I was still somewhere between sobbing and laughing, but neither sound made it past my lips. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Only feel.

Lila eased her fingers out of me gently, like she knew I was barely hanging on. She kissed the small of my back again, then settled beside me on the bed. The air felt thick between us, heavy with sex and heat and something I wasn’t ready to name.

I didn’t want to break the moment. But I knew it wouldn’t last unless I did.

I turned toward her—barely. Just enough to meet her eyes. “Lila…”

She looked at me. Not smug. Not teasing. Just there. Present. Soft.

“Can we sleep in here tonight?” she asked.

The question was so normal, it almost knocked the wind out of me. Her voice had lost its edge. There was no power play in it. No demand. Just a quiet request from a girl who had made me come harder than I ever had in my life.

I nodded. “Yeah,” I said, my voice still rough. “But…”

I sat up slowly, legs wobbly, everything still flushed and pulsing. My hands found her thighs. Her breath caught.

“Only after I thank you for everything.”

I didn’t wait for her to respond.

I leaned in and kissed her softly, tasting her mouth for the first time. She was warm. Slow to respond, but once she did, it was full. Her lips parted under mine. She sighed into the kiss like she’d been waiting for it, even after everything else.

Then I shifted lower.

Her breath hitched when I kissed the base of her throat. Her body tensed—slightly. Not in fear. Just anticipation.

Kylie shifted too, moving in behind her. Lila didn’t even look. Just let her. Kylie’s hands slid up to cup Lila’s breasts, fingers teasing, thumbs brushing over nipples that were already hard.

Lila moaned softly.

I kissed lower. Between her breasts. Down her stomach. She was still glistening from earlier—sweat and arousal shining under the lamp light. Her thighs parted without me having to ask.

I settled between them and tasted her.

The heat was immediate. She was soaked, throbbing. Her clit was swollen, begging. I licked slow at first, just to feel the shape of her, to let my tongue map the places that made her hips twitch. I wanted her to know what it felt like to be undone.

Above me, Kylie was kissing her neck now. Whispering things I couldn’t hear, but whatever it was made Lila gasp.

I worked her slowly. My hands curled under her thighs, my mouth teasing until her hips started to move against me. She was breathing harder now. Her hand found the back of my head, fingers threading through my hair—not pushing, just holding.

Kylie pinched one of her nipples and Lila’s whole body jerked.

“Oh, fuck,” she whispered, voice cracking. “Yes. Just like that…”

Her legs tightened around me. She was close. I could feel it in the way her muscles tensed. The way her clit pulsed against my tongue. I added a little pressure, a little rhythm, and her moans turned into something sharper.

Kylie kissed her again, murmuring something against her lips.

And then Lila came.

Hard.

Her back arched, a sharp cry ripping out of her chest. Her fingers dug into my scalp, thighs trembling around my face. I didn’t stop until she started to push me back with a shaking hand.

I pulled away, breathless. My mouth was wet with her. My cheeks flushed.

Lila collapsed backward onto the pillows, eyes glassy, chest rising and falling in quick, uneven breaths.

Kylie curled in beside her, still trailing soft kisses along her shoulder, her fingers petting Lila’s hair like she was trying to soothe her.

I stayed kneeling there between her legs, watching her come down. Feeling something stir in my chest I hadn’t expected.

Gratitude. Relief. Maybe something dangerously close to affection.

Lila looked at me.

“You’re welcome,” she whispered, her voice wrecked and sincere.

Then she tugged at my wrist, guiding me up onto the bed.

I let her pull me in.

And the three of us settled together under the covers, our skin still sticky with sweat and slick and the mess we’d made of each other.
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The morning light poured through the blinds in thin, golden stripes, slanting across the bed and the tangle of sheets around my legs. I blinked against the brightness, my body stiff with the kind of deep ache that came from being used—in the best, most shameless way.

I was alone.

The bed still smelled like sex and skin and the faint trace of Lila’s perfume. The pillow beside mine was warm, but empty. I stretched slowly, muscles protesting. Every inch of me felt raw and sated. There was a dull throb between my legs. A sting on the back of my thigh where someone—Lila, I was pretty sure—had left a bite mark that still tingled when I shifted.

I didn’t know what any of it meant.

Didn’t know what came next. If last night was a line crossed or a door opened. If I was supposed to feel shame, or panic, or regret.

But I didn’t.

Not yet.

The floor was cool under my feet. I slipped into one of the oversized shirts I kept near the bed and padded out of the room. The house was quiet except for the low hum of the fridge and the faint clink of silverware.

When I reached the kitchen, they were already there.

Kylie sat cross-legged on the counter, a spoon hanging from her mouth, her hair a tousled mess and her bare legs swinging lazily. She looked up at me and winked like we shared some inside joke I hadn’t caught the punchline of yet.

Lila was at the coffee machine, her back to me. She wore one of my tank tops, the hem riding high on her thighs. Her posture was relaxed, almost smug. She turned when she heard me, two mugs already in hand.

She passed one to me, eyes skimming over the marks on my chest, the flush still lingering on my skin.

“You good, Coach?”

I took the mug.

The warmth of it grounded me more than I expected. I nodded once. Quiet, but certain.

Lila’s grin spread slow across her face. All teeth and mischief and heat that hadn’t cooled one bit.

“Good,” she said, stepping closer. “We’re going to have a hell of a summer.”

She didn’t have to say more.

I felt it in the way her eyes held mine. In the way Kylie licked the spoon without breaking eye contact. In the way my body still pulsed from the memory of what they’d done to me—what I’d let them do. What I’d begged for.

As I took a sip of coffee, Lila’s fingers brushed the inside of my wrist—light, possessive.

I didn’t pull away.

Outside, the sun was already high.

And inside, I was already burning.
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